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IVORY, DIAMONDS, GOLD, or the dirt itself—that’s seemingly all that is needed for one tribe to take land from another, regardless of skin color. The European colonialists, the first imperialists who invaded southern Africa four centuries ago, initially had much simpler objectives for the tip of that continent: setting up supply stations for shipping trade for their expanding empires in the Far East. The treasure of the land was too rich to go unnoticed though, first by the Dutch, then the English. Soon, in both mother countries, the promise of ‘free and open’ land drew settlers to start developing resources to provide for their own needs, not just for re-supplying ships. The rest of Europe soon grew envious.

Of course, the land was neither ‘free’ nor ‘open’. The indigenous peoples included hunters and gatherers (San/Bushmen), pastoralist herdsmen like the Khoi-Khoi, and settled farming cultures such as the Xhosa and Zulu, each with their own traditions, religions, and social organizations. At least one of the native lineages commonly known as Bushmen, had been present for 150 millennia, and though other African Peoples invaded from the northern regions of the continent over a thousand-year period, much of that sorting was settled by the time the Europeans arrived. The cost of the land to these native Africans to sort their differences was blood. The cost of European colonization was more blood, and claims to the ‘vacant land’ were only obtained by battle or the result of disease and drought in any case.

The initial European settlers primarily consisted of Dutch Voortrekkers, known to the English as ‘Trekkers’ or simply ‘Boers’. Following the Dutch coastal settlements came farmers, merchants, and then soldiers from the British Empire, which could never resist establishing a good colony in the name of the Crown. This set the scene for a showdown between the Imperialist powers, squabbles amongst the settlers, and wars with the Africans who resisted being pushed out of their traditional territories. 

Eventually, Britain took control of the Cape Colony and the Trekkers moved further inland, thus forcing the indigenous Africans into smaller and less desirable territory. Initially outnumbered by more than ten to one on any front, the Europeans persevered by virtue of their firearms and an innate ability to con the Africans out of their territory by treaties and agreements that they never intended to honor beyond the next treasure discovered. Before long, the art of the swindle was learned by some of the indigenous chieftains; a hundred years of “Frontier Wars” was the result, but not the resolution, of the conflicts. 

The Frontier Wars were overlaid by the “Mfecane” or “crushing”, sixty years of conflict amongst indigenous peoples over territory stirred by the rise of the Zulu, slave-trading, pressures from the perpetual push by European settlers, and the ivory trade. An estimate of up to two million native casualties from the Mfecane alone affected the shifting balance of power between White and Black factions in the Frontier Wars, and thereafter in the Zulu Wars and Anglo-Boer Wars. Oh, and smallpox, measles, malaria, and more took their toll in epidemics too.

By the mid-nineteenth century, White ‘big game’ hunters had nearly eradicated the elephant herds of southern Africa below the Vaal and Orange Rivers in quest of ivory, wiped out a number of antelope species on the plains of the Great Karoo and southern Transvaal for the hides or mere ‘sport’ of the killing, and generally decimated giraffe, rhino, crocodile, and hippo populations everywhere they could reach from the Cape Colony. This eradication further depleted resources for indigenous cultures that found themselves exploited by the Europeans’ growing need for labor in mining, industrialization, and farming enterprises. The Europeans called it ‘civilization’ of the Natives.

When European adventurers discovered, first diamonds, then gold in the interior regions near present day Johannesburg and on the fringes of native African territories in the Transvaal, it increased both the White population and accelerated resource exploitation and recruitment of the Native races for labor in the mines, building of railroads, and work on the Boer farms; it was an exploitation manipulated by institution of oppressive laws designed to coerce Africans into the labor force, depriving them of property rights, freedom of movement, and suffrage. It was also an exploitation that made a handful of men ridiculously rich and  powerful in just a few years and set the stage for a European scramble for a share in the wealth. It was a race conducted with little heed for human decency.

The storyline in this book spans a century, from 1879 to 1979, from just after the last Zulu war, antecedent to the first Boer War, to about halfway through the 20th Century rule of Apartheid government in the Republic of South Africa. The timespan includes the transition from White versus Black warfare, to White versus White conflicts that typically used Black Africans as surrogates in the battles. Two World Wars and the fallout of the Cold War in the last half of the 20th century largely dominated world history in this span. This is the time during which Apartheid reared its ugly head from the dark hearts of the ruling National Party, once the lowly political arm of the defeated Boers. This was warfare fueled at all levels by the international arms trade that increased wealth for both gunrunners and entire countries in the process. 

At the end of the nineteenth century, the British openly despised the Boers as stupid, willfully ignorant, lazy, and morally, if not dangerously corrupt in their xenophobia towards the native African tribes that they abused in virtual slavery. One Lord Randolph Churchill, Sir Winston’s father, opined in his 1891 memoirs that the Swazis (bantu-speaking Nguni clans of the Eastern Cape) were a superior race to the Boers. While not necessarily a worldview held by all members of Parliament, it was sufficient to sustain British policies at home through the Boer wars. Lord Churchill made no friends amongst the Boers.

On their part, the Boers certainly didn’t view themselves or their destiny in this light. In their view of matters, they had liberated land held either by an inferior race of aborigines, or by vicious and treacherous chieftains like the Zulu chief Shaka, who had no claim on the land except that the Zulu had subjugated or murdered the previous tenants. To the Boers, this was God’s promised land, and the biblical destiny of the Boer was to go forth, tame it, and multiply: in effect, the mantra was that God planted the Boer in South Africa to shape paradise, and the black savages were simply made available either as work animals or pestilence to facilitate God’s plan. Insofar as there was a surplus, they may well be exterminated like the antelope that interfered with the cattle grazing. 

The British kept annexing the territories, and a portion of the Trekkers frequently moved on to more promising land rather than live under the weight of Queen Victoria’s crown, especially after British abolition of slavery in 1834. These migrant Boers largely viewed the average Englishman in Africa as a con artist, swindler, burglar, and/or cheat. Many had even worse convictions regarding the imperialistic British Crown. Although a large number of Boer settlers seemed content with British protection against the African clans and stayed put on their farms, the more conservative segment of the Boer faction resented British rule in the African colonies and considered the English governing class to be arrogant and totalitarian. The settlement of the First Boer War, a mere four month-long set of skirmishes that saw the British Empire thrashed by a volunteer rag-tag army of farm workers, seemingly resolved much of the friction by a treaty establishing the Transvaal and Orange Free State for the Boers to enjoy self-rule in the center of southern Africa. However, it’s certain that the animosity between the British and the Boers did not vanish, nor did the Boers’ proclivity for poking at the borderlands where native African Peoples resided.

The settlement of this first Boer War in 1881, often referred to as the ‘Boer War for Independence’, was disrupted quickly by the discovery of three gold “reefs” near Johannesburg in the heart of the Free State in 1886. The influx of English and other uitlander fortune hunters upset the Boers’ population majority in short order. The Second Boer War, or as it is now typically called, the Anglican-Boer War, naturally ensued, beginning with a declaration of war against Britain by the Boers’ Free State in 1899 and ending in British control of both the Transvaal and Free State once again in 1902. It was a war in which both sides used (and denied using) Africans in their respective armies, with each accusing the other side of doing the same.

Britain seemed anxious to go to war, ostensibly (publicly) to oust the abusive slavery-minded and ignorant Boers from power and give the English miners and other uitlanders voting rights in the Free State. But most likely, the fervor was spurred more by one ulterior motive—a desire to control the riches of the gold and diamond mines. In any case, the war started before Britain had the requisite troops and supplies in-country, and the Boers again soundly thrashed the Brit forces for much of the first year of the war (1899-1900). 

As the century turned, so did the tide of battle turn on the Boers, who had to resort to guerrilla raids into Cape Colony territory and townships of the Karoo and Eastern Cape to keep the British from immediate and total victory. Eventually, these raiders were captured and executed, or otherwise killed, and the White on White wars in South Africa were done, but much permanent damage was done also. The British resorted to a ‘scorched earth’ policy as they swept through Boer lands to end the war, interning white women and children in concentration camps, and then perpetrating the same with any Black indigenous folk in the Boer territories whom they believed could not be trusted. Civilians by the tens of thousands died in these camps.

Two World Wars, international treaty ‘Mandates’ for governance of former Imperial colonies, the Cold War, and Apartheid set the backdrop for the Twentieth Century. The budding Apartheid government that took over in 1948 soon found itself ostracized internationally over its laws. It fostered a basic paranoia stemming from world sanctions, communist threat on the borders, and violent internal turmoil against the White ruling class by Black rights organizations like the ANC. The paranoia led to seemingly strange alliances with other nations.

The nascent nation of Israel became one of these partners in the developing Cold War after its creation in 1948. In contemplating a de facto Apartheid solution to the Palestinian question  while under virtual siege from Arab neighbors, Israel was also marginalized by world powers in short order. Secret trade and arms deals were brokered between Israel and South Africa, including nuclear, chemical, and biological weapons development, resources that both countries felt the need for in the face of a home front majority and neighbors that wanted them gone from the face of the earth. 

Fear of Marxism and a rising level of anti-Apartheid violence from the Black African National Congress (ANC) in South Africa and all British Commonwealth territories, kept British intelligence services allied with the all-white “purified” National Party running South African intelligence, even after the latter country had declared its sovereignty from the Commonwealth in 1960. England’s tolerance of the anti-Catholic de facto Apartheid in Northern Ireland also set the Irish Republic Army (IRA) directly on the side of the ANC. The IRA gladly supplied the ANC with bomb making and other terrorist tactical training as part of its belligerence towards the Empire. It was an eight thousand mile wide spider’s web that drew both sides of the Cold War into surrogate entanglement in Africa and elsewhere.

In researching the book from a rather naïve background, I encountered a dilemma concerning the lexicon of names, especially as applied to the indigenous African people whose descendants now populate South Africa. Stumbling upon the term kaffir, a common description used by 19th and early 20th century writers when referring to any indigenous Africans, it was a term which I had to look up. Although it was an Arabic word that simply meant “unbeliever” used to describe Africans to European traders and slavers centuries ago, it is now such a pejorative slur in South Africa as to be outlawed. It had been said, however, that poor judgment in usage could get a white man killed before the law prevailed in prosecuting the offense. Now, kaffir is simply referred to as “the K word” in South Africa.

Seeking advice from a South African lexicographer provided the obvious solution for modern day writers, and that is the common sense idea of referring to people by the terms that they want to be associated with. So, Bantu People, Nguni, Zulu, Xhosa, Maasai, Khoi -Khoi or Khoi-San—-these are the primary groups in southern Africa (according to anthropologists). But some say, “Not so fast, it’s not that simple to merely use what white anthropologists decided a hundred years ago.” For an example of oversimplification, the “San People” were called Bushmen in prior days, and then lumped together with the “Hottentots” or Khoi-Khoi as “Khoi-San” based on language similarities. It turns out that the descendants of the People referred to as San find offense in that description and really object to Khoi-San because, one, they were in Southern Africa long before the Khoi-Khoi, and two, they aren’t Khoi. They either refer to themselves in their language by the name of their ‘tribe’ or clan (e.g., !Kung or !Tong), or if white people must write about them, Bushmen will apparently do. Of course, Hottentot is out for the Khoi-Khoi, and was a nonsensical term used by ignorant Europeans in the first place because they couldn’t understand the language. Zulu, Swazi, Xhosa, and other Nguni People are examples of appropriate identifiers describing the Bantu-speaking groups that moved south centuries ago and redistributed during the Mfecane, but there are various clan names that people identify with that can complicate understanding.

Apartheid laws in South Africa, guided by the racist ignorance of the lawmakers, further clouded the issue by defining in statute four “races” of people: White, Black, Coloured, and Indian (Hindi). In order to keep these racial classes “pure”, Blacks were assigned to Bantustans or ‘Homelands’ as much as possible to enforce segregation (although townships and rural farming communities could keep settlements of Black workers for the labor force).  ‘Coloured’ meant mixed-race descendants from any of the other three ‘races’. For example, foreign slaves from Asia intermarrying with natives Africans was fairly common historically, as was the hypocritical habit of Boers consorting with African women despite their avowed religious convictions regarding dark skinned natives. The result over a couple hundred years was mixed-race people like the Griqua that were initially assigned and isolated in their own designated regional confines, or ‘Lands’ (e.g. Griqualand). For vast numbers of Coloured people, though, their classification became ambiguous depending on the eye of the White beholder in South Africa, and with this ambiguity came ambiguity in their rights under Apartheid rule, which were already in a pitiful state.

My resolution as a writer, in order to try avoiding confusion and outright insult, was to use the “People” names in any narrative, which was how I thought about this story in the first place. Only when creating dialog between characters will the old, now pejorative, terms used by people of the respective times be employed in an effort to provide a sense of reality connected to those times. Whether or not these characters intend anything negative, for example, when calling native Africans ‘kaffirs’ in 1880, I will leave to the reader’s sensibility. Throughout, I tended to keep capitalization when describing “White”, “Black”, “Bushmen”, etc., to distinguish the various “Peoples” from the common adjectives. Quite likely, my college English professor would disagree with this practice.

There are also geographic place names that existed when Europeans named them, but have since been renamed after the fall of Apartheid when South Africa reverted primarily to Black rule, and so may not be found on modern maps. I have included maps of South Africa for different eras to help the reader have a grasp of the various story locations.
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SIZWE—Xhosa man, scout, elder or “Umdala” of his Watervaal Kraal; partner in Watervaal Farm Corp. 

Bezile—son of Sizwe, husband of Ayanda, foster father of Nkosana

Ayanda—Zulu runaway girl, Boer slave

Kathula—second son of Sizwe, interpreter for Baker and Park Ranger in Sabie Reserve

Nkosana—“Prince”, son of Nonhle

Nonhle—a Xhosa runaway or captured woman, and consort of King Sekukuni
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N!sau—wife of Ju-Ju

John Clive Davies—Cape Colony farmer/hunter, partner in Watervaal Farm Corp

Martha Davies—first wife of John Clive Davies

Johnnie Davies—son of John and Martha

Sophie Baker Davies—second wife of John, writer and advocate for African natives

Clive John Davies, aka Clive Senior, son of John and Sophie

Pietr de Buys—Cape Colony farmer/hunter, partner in Watervaal Farm Corp

Willem (Willie) de Buys—son of Pietr.

Ezekiel Abbott—Cape Colony farmer/hunter, partner in Watervaal Farm Corp

Inyone—Zulu wife of Abbott, herself a runaway slave

Major Thomas Baker—British cavalry officer: aka Mister Thomas, a spy 

Lydia Molteno Baker—Thomas Baker’s wife

Jan Van Graan—Boer farmer in the Free State from whom Ayanda escaped

Mister Wesson—London Solicitor, Trustee for Watervaal Farm Trust

Mr. Philips—American mining engineer in Johannesburg diamond industry

Brother Pohlford—Anglican Missionary in Graaff-Reinet District
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CLIVE DAVIES, SR.—SA Farmer, Park Ranger, MI5 asset, Jay-R’s father

Maureen Masterson Davies—Irish nurse, wife of Clive Sr, Jay-R’s mother

Clive Davies, Jr. aka Jay-R, aka Ian Masterson, the Vicar of Guilbey

Parish, son of Clive and Maureen, former SAS ranger, MI6 asset.

Wilbert de Buys—son of Willem ‘Willie’ de Buys, grandson of Pietr

Lorraine de Buys—wife of Wilbert

Willem and Delbert de Buys—twin sons of Wilbert and Lorraine

Tommy Baker—son of Thomas and Lydia Baker

Ezaya—son of Kathula, eventual elder of the kraal at Watervaal, security chief at the Watervaal Farm; Park Ranger

Esther—wife of Ezaya, housekeeper and companion of Sophie Baker

Andile—son of Ezaya and Esther

Garrett McKittrick—British intelligence Officer in Cairo, WWII

Roxanne Sylva—aka Monet Rockwell, former Mossad Spy, MI6 asset. Jay-R’s partner

Arne Petersson—Roxanne’s husband, Norwegian lawyer

Nicholas Rosen—British MI6 agent, handler for Roxanne and Jay-R

Julia Rodriguez—Jay-R’s new girlfriend

Shari Johnson—friend of Julia and Jay-R, former mistress of Adnan

Adnan—International weapons smuggler

Ibrahim Nur—former Israeli agent, Syrian gunrunner

Hakim al Nassar—antiquities dealer, arms smuggler, fixer for Adnan

Hennrich van Resten—owner of Resten Research Labs near Pretoria

Vaughn Rawlins—SA Tycoon, owner of RhoPlat Mining Industries 

Greg Boeck—Formerly Greg O’Reilly, Jay-R’s SAS comrade from Belfast, now a contract agent for the CIA

Nadia Groot—German scientist, cohort of Hennrich van Resten
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MARQUESS OF  Salisbury (Lord) Robert Gascoyne-Cecil —1830-1903. British Foreign Secretary, then PM of Britain (1882-1902)

Lord Frederick Roberts—1832-1914. Victorian era general, British Field Marshal, 2nd Boer War 

Viscount Sir Alfred Milner—1854-1925. High Commissioner of Southern Africa; Secretary of State for the Colonies

Lord Herbert Kitchener—1850-1916. Victorian era general, replaced Roberts as Field Marshal in 2nd Boer War

Johannes Lotter—1875-1902. Commander of Boer guerillas in 2nd Boer War. Executed by British Army

Pieter Kritzinger—1870-1930. Boer guerilla commander, Executed

Gideon Scheepers—1878-1902. Boer guerilla leader, Executed

Cecil Rhodes—1853-1902. Owner of de Beers Diamond Mines, South African Mining Co., and PM of Cape Colony 1890-95

Colonel Frank Rhodes—1850-1905. British general, Cecil’s brother and co-conspirator of Jameson Raid that set of 2nd Boer War.

Johannes ‘Paul’ Kruger—1825-1904. President, South African Republic/Transvaal, 1883-1900.

Leander Starr Jameson—1853-1917. Leader of Jameson Raid, later PM of Cape Colony

General Richard Harrison—1837-1931. Victorian era British General, active in Transvaal wars against various African native Chiefs before 1880

Louis Botha—1862-1919. Boer General, first PM of Union of South Africa, WWI General/Field Marshal South African Defence Force

Jan Smuts—1870-1950. Boer General, first Deputy PM of Union of South Africa, then PM;WWI General/Field Marshal SADF

DF Malan—1874-1959. Politician, PM of SA after WWII, leader of extremist element of National Party, forming basis of Apartheid.

Mohandas Gandhi—1869-1948. Indian lawyer, anti-imperial activist in South Africa and India

Luka Jantjie –1835-1897. Chief of Batlhaping clan of Tswana People in Griqualand, hunter, diamond hunter, militant resistance hero

Otto von Bismarck—1815-1898. Chancellor of German Empire 

Kaiser Wilhelm II—1859-1941. Emperor of Germany, 1888-1918, Queen Victoria’s Grandson

General Paul von Lettow-Voerbeck—1870-1964. WWI commander of German Forces in Central Africa

Queen Victoria—1819-1901. Queen of England, UK, Empress of India 1835-1901

Solomon Plaatje—1876-1932. Native South African writer and publisher, first General Secretary of ANC.

John Dube—1871-1946. Native South African writer and publisher; President of ANC 1912-17.

Pixley ka Isaka Seme—1881-1951. One of first Native African lawyers; founder and president of ANC.

King Edward VII—1841-1910. King of England, UK, Emperor of India, 1902-1910

King George V—1865-1936. King of England, UK, Emperor of India, 1910-1936

Lord Joseph Chamberlain—1836-1914. Secretary of the Colonies, then British MP

Major James Stevenson-Hamilton—1867-1957. British military officer and first Warden of Kruger National Park

Queen Elizabeth II—b.1926. Ascended British throne in 1952, 

Michael Harari-1927-2014. Mossad field commander, in retirement a partner to  Manuel Noriega in a number of dealings in Panama.

Oliver Tambo—1917-1993. South African revolutionary, President of ANC 1967-91.

Nelson Mandela—1918-2013. South African anti-apartheid activist, President of South Africa, 1994-1999.
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A FEW TERMS

.450 Express—double barrel black powder cartridge hunting rifle. Made 

by companies such as Purdy, Woodward, Rigby, Westley-Richards, etc. for big game hunting.

Assegai—short spear favored by Zulu warriors; generic for spear

Bwana—Swahili word for “boss”

Commando—Volunteer fighting group, usually of Boer volunteers or guerillas

Frontloopers—drivers at the head of a span of oxen, using whips and prods

Goeie dag—Afrikaans for “Good Day” 

Heliograph—19th century signaling system of mirrors and coded messages

Indota—Xhosa word for ‘Man’ or adult male.

Induna—An advisor to a king or prince or family

Inspan/outspan—teams of oxen either in harness to a wagon or out of harness

iziGqoza—a Zulu clan

Koppie—flat topped hill, mountain or mesa

Kraal—Afrikaans term for either a compound for cattle or a permanent encampment or small village with its own governance

Meneer—Afrikaans for “Mister”

Mfecane—literally, The Crushing, in reference to the rise of the Zulu that

annihilated and scattered other tribes and clans across southern Africa over a 70-year period

Nama Desert—oldest desert in Africa, centered in Namibia

Nomsa—Xhosa address of a married woman, “Misses”

Outa—Xhosa salutation for old father or grandfather

Sjambok—heavy leather whip or bludgeon made of rhinoceros or hippo hide

Sneeuwbergen—mountain range in Great Karoo near Graaff-Reinet

Tarboosh—a type of turban favored by certain Arab people in Egypt

Tata—Xhosa for “Father”

Ubhuti—Zulu for “brother”

Uitlander—Dutch/Afrikaans for ‘outlander’ or foreigner

Ulwaluko—Xhosa ritual of manhood involving circumcision and spiritual rites

Umakhulu ohmkhula—Great great-grandparents

Umama—Xhosa for “my Mama” or “Mother”

Umdala—‘elder’ used when addressing an elder in Xhosa or Zulu

Umkhonto weSizwe—“Spear of the Nation” in Xhosa, aka “MK”, the autonomous armed faction opposing Apartheid that formed after Sharpeville massacre. Allied with the ANC after the Soweto uprising. Trained in Angola by Cuban forces, China, Ghana, Egypt, Ireland.

Umkhwetha—state of manhood and wisdom resulting from Ulwaluko

Unyana wam—Xhosa for “my son”

Utata—Xhosa for “my Father” or “Father”

Vrou—Afrikaans for woman or wife, Dutch frau

Zintathu—Xhosa for number three
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Musée de Beaulieu, Nice, France—October 1978

––––––––
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SWEAT WAS RUNNING DOWN the small of Jay-R’s back, and a trickle was just starting down the bridge of his nose. His mind flashed back to a dark night in a stuffy room inside an explosives warehouse near Belfast. He felt just as cornered now as he began to pace. “Did anybody ever tell you that you look good in black?” came a voice from behind him. He knew the voice was Roxanne’s, but she’d returned unexpectedly, silently, and it startled him.

“Bloody hell, Roxy! How do you do that?” She laughed at him, mostly at his discomfort. “This place gives me the creeps...and remind me why it’s a good idea to wear this black cassock in the heat of the Riviera...”

She laughed at him again, “Relax, you puss...it’s only a little art museum...not like you were on a hijacked airliner or sitting in some dark bunker in Uganda waiting for a death squad. And look, your Vicar’s disguise has gotten us through a few operations and has already put us closer to Adnan and Cyrus here.”

“Yeah, I know it, but the bloody air conditioning is out again today and I feel cornered in this end of the gallery...”

“Cornered by what? Your two girlfriends?” she needled him. “If you had been in street clothes and they recognized you, it might have blown our operation. As it is, they’re leading Adnan right to us...”

“Right, I know. There hasn’t been much traffic by our exhibits...your photos of the Paris riots and those trinkets you pinched from King Hussein’s palace are getting more attention than this rock,” he said waving in the direction of the eight-foot triptych of the stone adorned by paintings and engravings. 

“True enough, but to the right client, that rock is worth millions...and these kinds of relics are just the right contraband for rich shits like Adnan. It’s just a lucky stroke that your girlfriends decided to ‘swing by the gallery’ as they put it...”

“Yeah, maybe...but I’ve been thinking about that...I don’t think it was luck. The auction house puts out a menu to select clients, right? Well, Shari is Adnan’s former mistress and still on his payroll. So, I think he sent her and Julia to check out the scene before he came himself...the lucky part is that I was a familiar face.”

“Right...the lucky part hasn’t happened yet...for you anyway. It’s so obvious that you have the hots for the redhead. Tell me again how you know them...you said you met them in Monaco?”

“No...I met them at the women’s shelter...Monaco came months later. But I’ve never been with either of them, contrary to your dirty little mind.”

“No, I suppose that would have blown your cover as a choirboy,” she jabbed.

“Brutal...now tell me again how it helps us get close to the arms smuggling...conning Adnan into looking at a photograph of a rock? I mean...hell, we’re not cops. How does this help us track his smuggling operation? It’ll take an extraordinary bit of luck to make a connection unless your Mossad friends know more than they’ve told us.”

“It’s just bait to get close to him, and there is no doubt that Mossad knows more...and MI6 does for sure—Rosen already told us as much when we took the job. Be sure that there is nothing about either Michael Harari or Nicholas Rosen that one would call altruistic; assuredly they and their governments have ulterior motives for pursuing Adnan and Cyrus. But that’s their business as long as they don’t withhold intel that puts us in danger.  And, as for luck, you’ve always said that you make your own luck, Jay-R, and those two women are the key to everything right now.” Then, nodding her head, Roxanne whispered, “Speaking of the Devil, we’re on...”

“Ladies, you are right on time,” said Jay-R with a smile, and then extending his hand to the balding man escorting the two women, “Hello, I am Ian Masterson, Vicar of Guilbey Parish...my friends just call me Jay-R.”

The man he knew to be Adnan extended a limp hand to be polite, and nodded. Jay-R said, “This is my friend the famous photographer, Monet Rockwell,” sweeping his hand to introduce Roxanne. “Monet, you remember Shari and Julia from our encounter yesterday?”

Roxanne immediately assumed her persona as Monet, “Of course, thank you for returning to my exhibit. Do you have questions about any of the items in my photos? These art pieces are from Jordan before the war, a gift from the Minister...”

Adnan turned away mid-sentence and glanced at the photos on the far left of the exhibit and then focused his stare on Roxanne, “Mademoiselle Rockwell, tell me about yourself...where do you call home?”

Monet, without missing a heartbeat, said, “I have a small studio in Soho in London, and I share gallery space with my maestro in Paris.”

Adnan continued, “How did you come to have these photos? Where were they taken?” he asked pointing at the street rubble, broken statuary and mob scenes.

“Well, I am in possession of these artifacts from the Paris riots in sixty-eight—-they were rescued from police evidence...I was a free-lancer then, just a student in Paris in the Latin Quarter in the sixties...do you know it? These others...I was on assignment in Jordan with Berliner Spiegel, the magazine...”

“And  for this?” he said, aiming a lacquered fingernail at the triptych of the rock art. 

“For that opportunity, I owe the Vicar here...it is his story to tell.” Now it was up to Jay-R, and Adnan turned his dark eyes on him like black lasers, forcing the ersatz Vicar to stop staring at the two women in extravagant, revealing cocktail dresses.

Adnan said, “My dear friend Shari tells me that you are from Scotland, but this stone is clearly from Africa...how did you come upon it?”

Jay-R responded with his well-rehearsed and efficient story: “My family is from South Africa... four generations at least, according to family lore. I left for Europe and England when just a lad and ended up with an old missionary in Scotland who turned me from a troubled path. This slab of rock was given to my grandfather by an aborigine shaman—a Bushman from near the Kalahari Desert—as a gift for saving his clan a hundred years ago. It has been stored in a broken-down heavy wagon in a barn in the middle of Africa since then. I knew of it as a boy, and when I met Monet and found of her interest in folk art and antiquities, I asked her if she knew if it was worth anything.”

“And how did you meet Mademoiselle Rockwell?”

“She hired me to work in her gallery in Paris when I first arrived—many years ago now.”

“And do you know the meaning of the etchings? The pictographs overlay the carvings in places and seem to be about a hunt...rhinoceros, giraffe, antelope...”

“I do not have first-hand knowledge...my father has told me what he was told as a lad...see, all of the people depicted are dancing or clapping, so this is likely a rain dance, and the animals are symbols of their mythology, of rain and healing...but it would take an expert to tell you more definitely. I cannot profess to be so knowledgeable.”

“What does this piece weigh? Do you know?”

“Yes, approximately...the ox wagon it rests in was designed to haul six tons or so...my Father said that the stone weighs about four tons, perhaps a little less...other valuable items would have been carried in the wagon on its long journey from the Kalahari...two tons of ivory to be precise, or so I’ve been told...it was towards the end of the major ivory trade era in South Africa.”

Adnan examined the enlarged image in great detail, running a manicured fingernail along the photo’s image, tracing the grain of the wood on the wagon, peering at the colors in the rock from different angles, then said, “So, this is life-sized?”

“Within an inch or two,” said Monet. I measured the stone when I photographed it.”

“I am interested, but must see it before I can commit.”

Jay-R said, “That is understandable, but moving this piece ten thousand miles before the auction is prohibitive.”

The bald man responded quickly, “Perhaps I can make contingency arrangements with the auctioneers...I will be in touch. Ladies, there is a private party at the casino this evening...bring your new friends if you wish. I can send a chauffeur...ten o’clock?”

Moments after Adnan disappeared, Jay-R exclaimed, “So he just left the two of you here? That seems a bit inconsiderate.”

“Oh, that’s just Addie,” said Shari. “Anyway, he didn’t bring us to the gallery...we walked over from the hotel across the street.”

“The D’Arcy? It must be posh.”

“It’s not bad...for a rental!” she laughed. “ Addie comped a four-room suite for us...well the casino did it for him. Addie has his own places, one for his mistresses and one for his wife...may they all meet someday,” said Shari, laughing a little too loudly this time.

Julia asked, “Will you and Monet go with us to Addie’s party?”

Monet said, “Thank you, but I must meet my husband at the airport. But Jay-R can do as he likes.” Then she teased, “I think he has a change of clothes, but if not, you might be able to clean him up a bit anyway.”

“That’ll be fun! I have Addie’s account at the hotel—come on Jay-R, let’s liven you up a bit,” said Shari. Jay-R looked to Roxanne for help, but she just laughed and waved him away, and he was off with an actress on each arm—-or rather, he was whisked away by the elbows.

——————————
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JAY-R STOOD ON A BALCONY of Hôtel D’Arcy, eleven floors up, looking over an azure sea turning purple in the sunset with only distant clouds to mar the horizon. He turned and glanced at his reflection in the glass door, ‘Not bad,’ he thought upon seeing the new white linen slacks and cream silk jacket fitted to his lanky form. Looking over the balustrade again, the antlike creatures still on the beach were beginning to move away for the evening, oblivious to his lofty being. He sipped another glass of champagne and felt just a hint of salt air breeze waft from below. It was about to be another stunning evening on the Riviera, and Jay-R was in high anticipation of what this party and the rest of the night might hold in store. Shari and Julia had gone to bathe and dress for dinner, and were taking their sweet time, but he minded little. 

Finally, Julia made an appearance in the sitting room and stepped onto the balcony, but she was still barefoot in her electric jade swimsuit and a light wrap.

“I’m sorry, Jay-R, but Shari is having a bit of a meltdown after being with Addie today. She’s just not over him, and now she’s furious because he wants her to seduce you. So, it doesn’t look like we’re going to a party tonight. How about room service and champagne on the balcony?”

“Sure,” said Jay-R, “I’m not a big partier anyway. But why would Adnan want Shari to seduce me?”

“He’s just a suspicious asshole—all of these rich  people are either arrogant or suspicious, or a little of both. He wanted her to get more information about you on the down low...he doesn’t entirely trust your story. And, you know, you should be careful with him...from what Shari says, he may be nothing more than a criminal.”

“I don’t think he’s entirely out of line in being wary in a deal like this, for clandestine sale of religious artifacts and such can be illegal, but what could he possibly want to know about me that would change that?” asked Jay-R innocently.

“Shari thinks Addie is worried that you might really be French secret police or Interpol or something, so, he’s trying to learn if what you have told him about that piece of rock is true...maybe you would tell me more of the story instead, and then Shari won’t get on his bad side...he can be quite brutal if he wants to be.”

“Okay, but it’ll cost you a walk on the beach after dinner, and meantime you can tell me more about Julia Rodriguez, because I want to know how a Mexican girl comes to have red hair and green eyes, and winds up in the south of France.”

Hours later, walking along the pebbly beach in the evening coolness, Jay-R started to tell his story, but Julia looked up at him, and he bent down to kiss her. It was a long kiss, and all thoughts of the story of the rock were replaced by more passionate matters, most of which are best left in the privacy of Julia’s suite.

Past midnight now, their breathing returned to normal, laying side by side, Julia said, “So, are you going to tell me, or leave me dangling? I didn’t seduce you for nothing, did I?” Then she laughed a low, almost wicked chuckle.

Jay-R laughed, “Not for nothing, I hope,” he said lightly stroking her breast and breathing in her musky fragrance, “but it may need repeating again and again, as it’s a long story. So, it all started about a hundred years ago with my grandfather, John Davies...”
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Book 1 


Transvaal to the Great Karoo

Under the Ivory Moon
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“One party went to far away Zimbabwe and returned with pack-oxen loaded with ivory, rhinoceros hides, lion skins and hog tusks. They reported finding a people whose women dug the mountain sides for nuggets and brittle stones, which they brought home to boil and produce a beautiful metal from which to mold bangles and ornaments of rare beauty. That was the Matabele’s first experience of gold smelting.”

—Solomon Plaatje

––––––––
[image: image]


[image: image]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1


The Lion and the Orphan Prince


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


The Transvaal, Southern Africa—December 1879

––––––––
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BRITAIN IS WITHDRAWING troops from north of Lydenburg following the successful repression of King Sekukuni and his Bapedi (Basotho) People, putting an end to their raids on nearby Boer farms. For the time being this action has, on the heels of the Zulu Wars, provided security to the White Dutch-Boer population in the region. However, the relief is not sufficient to blot out the rankling memory of the 1877 British annexation of the Boer lands of the Orange Free Republic and Transvaal into the Cape Colony.

––––––––
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SIZWE SLOWED HIS PACE and then stopped altogether to allow the two heavy wagons to pass him on this straight stretch of trail. It was important to keep the spans of bullocks moving at an even pace in the face of the afternoon sun, but they would have to be rested again as soon as the wagons cleared the deep sands that defined this stretch of road south. Perhaps ‘road’ is too glorious of a title for this corrugated wagon rut, but without using any profane descriptors, that was the English word Sizwe knew. It would be only a brief inspan stop when the stock boys would bring each animal in the teams of sixteen oxen a zinc bucket of the water they’d been lugging on the wagons since leaving Lydenburg. It wasn’t a lot of water in triple digit heat, but Sizwe knew it would have to suffice until they reached Vrede Drift to cross south of the Vaal River. 

Sizwe unbuttoned the front of his dusty linen shirt, pulled the antelope skin mantle from his crooked sagging shoulder, and slithered out of the sweat-stained blouse, which he hung from the back of the passing wagon to dry in the scorching sun. His once deeply bronzed skin was beginning to grey and wrinkle with age, but his sinewy strength had not lessened much. He could still keep pace with the younger boys and carry his own weight in meat when necessary. His deformed shoulder, though, pained him much by the end of a day’s trek, a sorry reminder of not shouldering the heavy .450 Express properly before shooting the lion. Well, he was not sorry of the shot, for ten years ago it had saved the life of a white man that he respected and trusted, and in his experience, there were only two of those, maybe three. Sizwe could see two in the distance now, John Davies on horseback, and Pietr de Buys, his seven-foot frame striding step for step with the horse.

Sizwe knew this road through the Transvaal too well, and by his estimate they were still an hour from Vrede Drift where they could ford the river. It would use up the remainder of the sun to reach a place to outspan the oxen and set camp for the night. First, though they needed to have the overdue rest stop, and so the wagons continued through the sand, only breaking the silence of the veld with the heavy breathing of the oxen, the creaks of the wagon wheels, and the occasional snap of a whip. 

The other white man in Sizwe’s world, Bwana Abbot had already gathered his four Zulu hunters for an afternoon hunt; Sizwe counted more than thirty bellies to feed that night, and it would take a good-sized antelope or two smaller duikers to satisfy that number of men after a strenuous day. He knew that the dozen British light horse cavalrymen escorting them as far as Rietvlei near Lion Head would gorge themselves on the roasted kidneys and liver, and then insult each other deep into the night. The Zulu were accustomed to roasting strips of meat on a stick over their own fire, and Pietr de Buys’ six Maasai warriors, all lion killers, would do the same in their own circle. For Sizwe, this was all fine...he didn’t trust the Zulu, no matter the assurances from Bwana Abbott, and the Maasai just plain scared him. When invited to share a meal, he was content to sit with the white men, his two Xhosa sons, and the diminutive !Kung tracker, Ju-Ju the Bushman. When not so invited, Sizwe and his cohorts were just as happy to sit with the dozen hired ox-drivers and share legends of the old days before the Europeans had arrived.

John Davies finished speaking with the British cavalry officer, Major Baker, and then circled his horse back to see Abbot. Sizwe overheard his friend the Captain advising Abbott that Major Baker wanted to accompany him on the hunt, “I told the Major that there would not be much game once we crossed the Vaal, and he is desirous of trying his skill.”

“Aye, Captain,” said Abbott, “but this is a meat run, he knows that, right? He’s been talking about nothing but bagging a lion for the last hundred miles.”

Davies, chuckled at Abbott’s pique, and said, “Humor him...if he just thinks he’s hunting lion, he’ll be satisfied. But if we don’t get meat tonight, his men aren’t going to be content, and neither will the rest of us. Take Ju-Ju with you and tell him to act like he’s spooring lion, but that what you really need is something to roast. He’ll understand.”

“Aye, John-Boy. See you at camp. Be ready to send a Scotch cart for meat if I send one of the Zulu back for it...the veld is pretty flat around here and the two-wheeler may be passable with a couple of mules.”

————————
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PIETR DE BUYS HALTED the wagons four hundred yards short of the river and instructed the outspanning far from the water to prevent the livestock from rushing the riverbank and slurping stagnant water. He’d already sent three of the stock drivers ahead to dig sand from the dry fountain holes to give time for fresh water to percolate into the basins for the animals. This was a trick that he and John Davies had learned as children from the Xhosa to prevent the lung disease in horses and oxen, and modern science now promised that a dram of quinine in each bucket of fresh water for each animal along with a weekly ration of salt would stave off the scourge. Only in this way could there be a chance of keeping the stock in good health, and thus far in the entire three-month British expedition and short campaign to defeat Sekukuni and the Bapedis, Pietr had only lost five head. Now, with the job of providing transport for the cavalry complete, he was of no mind to lose any more animals on the way home.

The driver boys did their best to place the two wagons and two Scotch carts in an advantageous defensive laager in the soft sand, but Captain Davies told them to belay the jostling: “Don’t get the bloody wagons stuck in the sand, or we’ll have to unload a ton of hides and reload after we get ‘em out.” He indicated where the tents should be pitched, and left room at the far end of the makeshift laager for the cavalry to tent and neck-hobble their horses away from his own stock. Then he wheeled his horse around to find Sizwe, who was now under a wagon examining a wheel and axle. 

“Is everything okay, Sizwe?” 

His lead man pointed to the cracks in the dried-out wood spokes of a rear wheel, and shook his head. “No good,” he said. “We must put one old repaired wheel on, and fix this one when Bwana Abbott returns with fresh antelope hide.”

“Right, go ahead then, but first soak the old wheel in the river for an hour to let the wood swell and then re-stretch the buffalo hide around the repair. The sun will dry out the buffalo hide again soon enough. Let me know if there are problems.” Then he went over to the cavalry and asked half of them to help with the task once they finished with their encampment duties. Only then did he dismount his horse to walk with Pietr.

He no sooner got close enough to the big man to speak in private than a noisy outburst from the river side of the laager drew their attention. “Now what?” Davies asked nobody in particular.

“It sounds like Sizwe is exercised about something,” said de Buys. “Let’s go see what has him in a dither.”

A few seconds later, the source of the commotion was apparent...a woman with a child standing at the edge of the encampment was wide-eyed and chattering. “And what have we here, Sizwe,” asked Captain Davies.

Sizwe spilled out the story, in his excitement, in a mix of Xhosa and Afrikaans. “This woman says that she has escaped from the Bapedis after the defeat of Sekukuni, where she was held as a slave. Sekukuni stole her from the Basothos who first kidnapped her. This is her child...she says they are Xhosa from the far side of the Great Fish River. She begs to travel with us for her safety and that of the child. I try to tell her that it is not possible—the voyage is too difficult.”

Davies smiled at Sizwe, “Perhaps, my trusted friend, but it seems that she has gotten this far on her own...what is her name?”

“She is called ‘Nonhle’.”

Pietr showed a toothy grin, “’Beautiful’, it means...well she may have been once, but somebody has been quite unkind to her, judging from the scars on her face and arms. What is the boy’s name?”

Sizwe repeated it, “ He is ‘Nkosana’, Bwana.”

Pietr looked at the mother, Nonhle, and asked her in Xhosa if the boy was indeed a prince as his name indicated. She nodded. Pietr looked at John and said, “You know she and the boy will be killed if the ‘Pedis catch up with her, right?”

Nonhle interrupted with another oration, and Sizwe interpreted for her, “She says she can sleep under a wagon, and she will walk with the cattle drivers. She says she can cook and clean up around camp...if only the little one can ride in a cart or wagon until they are out of Boer and Basotho country, then she will find her way back to her own people.”

Davies rubbed his stubbly beard, and studied the woman. She was much smaller than Sizwe, perhaps no taller than Ju-Ju’s four foot three inches, with tiny, still- delicate hands weathered by hard labor. Scars of what appeared to be deliberate slashes interrupted the age lines in her face, and her eyes were bloodshot from being too long in the sun. Her hair was shorn close, maybe a half inch, no more. She was undernourished, and her bowed legs suggested rickets; her skin was a decided gray instead of bronze or ebony, and dry as chalk. There was no telling how many days that she had been carrying the child and the antelope belly sack stuffed with their few belongings. “Get these people some food and water, and we’ll decide what to do next,” said Davies. “And give her a blanket for tonight, it will be cool by midnight.”

Davies looked at his partner, “Pietr, let us walk and talk away from here...I want to make sure that we are in agreement.” Pietr nodded in his typical taciturn way, and his friend continued, “How are the animals?”

“All are well, John-boy; a few of the younger bullocks resist the yoke, but all of them fall in line with the veterans once inspanned. We easily change out the weary ones whenever we stop.”

“That is what I wanted to hear, for I hope to make good progress once we cross at Vrede Drift. Major Baker will be turning east to head down the Drakensburg escarpment, perhaps as early as two days hence, provided we make twenty miles tomorrow. They will want to go through Harrismith and Ladysmith on their journey to Durban. I think we can afford to give them two of the mules to carry mealies for the horses, if you agree. Their horses do not look good to me, but if they reach either town with what they have, then they can purchase new mounts or employ a wagon and a few local kaffirs to get them down the mountains and through the forest to the port.”

Pietr nodded, “We have been paid well for our services, and I have two mules that are slowing us down that I would be pleased to be rid of. They are a bad influence on the others; besides, we must be back home before the unhealthy season, or we risk losing more than two mules.”

“Agreed; and about the Xhosa woman? My inclination is to take her on for as long as she wants. I would wager that she can carry her weight around camp.”

“I believe you are in the right, and leaving her and the child would be a death sentence.”

———————-
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MAJOR BAKER RODE INTO camp with a flush and a flair, dismounted before his horse had come to a standstill, and rushed to see John Davies. “Davies,” he began in a voice pitched high with excitement, “we have killed two sables, and your Zulu are skinning and butchering them now. Mister Abbott desires that you should send a Scotch cart.”

“Fine, at once Major; how far afield?”

“Perhaps three miles. Do you need me to guide the way back?”

“No, I am certain that one of Sizwe’s boys can follow your path back to the site. Tend to your horse and inspect your camp before dark if you wish. Then, I would be pleased to offer you a pipe and a brandy whilst we wait for the cart and for supper. Where are the men you took with you on the hunt?”

“Mr. Abbott requested them to stay as guards, in case of lions or the African wolves. The tracker said that there was sign.”

“And you did not desire to hunt the beasts?”

“I was so, but Abbott discouraged me because the sun was low, and the Zulu seemed nervous about a dusk hunt. All they would say was ‘Bwana...ingozi, ingozi...’ I think that’s what they were saying...”

“No doubt; ingozi means danger. It is best to trust the Zulu instincts on such things. I am a bit surprised at lion spoor this far south, though. Perhaps the drought in the north has driven the beasts this way in search of food. No matter, I will see you soon, Major.”

———————-
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LONG AFTER THE SUN had disappeared and the camp’s fires were burning down, only Davies and Baker sat up talking. The Major had already posted his sentries for the cavalry’s stock, and Sizwe had arranged for the drivers to rotate watch on the oxen, horses, and mules in his charge. Abbott set his Zulu to rotate sentry to watch the watchers because they were the only ones that he trusted to not fall asleep on the job.

Sizwe had enjoyed a pipe of tobacco with the white men, and listened to their stories, politics, and ideas until the tobacco was gone. He declined a tin cup of brandy offered by the Major, and smiled with his yellowing teeth showing humor, saying that he preferred “kaffir beer,” then retreated to his blanket near his sons’ fire ring to avoid the chill settling over the river camp.

Soon, de Buys retired to his tent, where his Maasai warriors slept in a protective perimeter, each with one eye open. Major Baker cleared his throat in preparation for something significant to say. “So, Captain, are you sure that I cannot persuade you to come down the Drakensburg to hunt with me in Natal? I will have at least five weeks before the remainder of the troops arrive and are prepared to board ship.”

“No, my friend, we must be back to Graaff-Reinet and our Watervaal farms before the unhealthy season catches us this far north. I could not stand to lose my stock and wagons this far from my farm. Pietr, Abbott, and I have more than sixty thousand acres to tend, and we have our families too...and, our men are wanting to return to their families as well. They will never desert us, but in turn, Pietr and I try to keep to our word when we plan a campaign into the bush. That way, we know we’ll always have reliable men with us.”

“That is indeed interesting...you seem to have a higher regard for these kaffirs than most men do. Why, you even supply them with modern rifles—they all have Martini-Henry breechloaders...not even all of the British Army is so well equipped yet in places like India.”

“Our lives depend on these men out here on the trail and on our farms too. Why would we mistreat any of them? They each represent the best of their race. Why do you think we have Ju-Ju? No white man can track better than he. In fact, not even Sizwe is his equal. But take Sizwe...you see his shoulder? It was broken when he fired on a lion with my .450 Woodward after my light rifle misfired. There I was with a useless rifle in my hands and an angry beast charging me at a rate twice my pony’s speed...Sizwe dropped him with a single blast between the eyes. We were two months from medical attention, and so he lives with the reminder.

“And, as for the rifles, well the breechloaders never misfire like cap and ball...besides, your lot running the diamond mines in Kimberley are arming their workers too, from what I hear—or at least facilitating it...thirty thousand miners turn over every six months... most working only to get enough money to purchase a rifle, lead and powder, then returning to their territories? This is what the Boers accuse, and they understand the danger of this practice and have tried to outlaw it.”

“True enough, John, but we also hear of Boers selling illegally too; we’ll see how the Boers like it when they are both outnumbered and faced by a foe with something more than spears. Besides, the Army can always protect them with our superior firepower.”

“Perhaps, Major, but it seems that Her Majesty is keen on withdrawing the troops to another part of the world.”

“And that is the frustration within the military—-we pacify an area, then leave, only to have to return and repeat the effort. It’s quite costly. On another note, I find it curious that Pietr’s Maasai only hunt with spears.”

“Aye, lion hunting is a ritual involving spears and demonstrating manhood; the Zulu, on the other hand, might carry a rifle along with their short and long assegai. The more weapons the better, it seems.”

“The Zulu and Maasai seem a sullen bunch, but I must agree with you on the race—a finer physique you will find in no man of any color than in these specimens. I understood that the Maasai were a foot taller than any of our soldiers, but the Zulu are of a fierce stature as well. Yet, your friend de Buys towers over the lot. Are the stories true, then?”

“It may depend on which stories you ask about, but if you want to know, I suggest that you ask Pietr...he is not bashful about his lineage and they are not my stories to gossip over.”

“Well put...but he has native blood in his veins from old Conraad and his consorts, yes?”

“If the hundred-year-old stories are true, then he had a great grandmother who was an African princess...perhaps Maasai, perhaps Zulu...but bear in mind that old Conraad was said to be seven feet himself, so...I will not speculate.”

“And you, if I may be so bold and not offensive, have you a Dutchman in your own lineage? For you are certainly not of short British stock yourself.”

“I do not know...I ran away from an orphanage in Cape Town when I was a lad of ten years. But there is danger in gauging lineage and race by elevation alone, is there not? I understand that your Lord Salisbury is himself at least six-and-a-half feet, and I doubt that he would take kindly to the notion that he was either mothered of a Maasai or a Hollander.”

Baker laughed a low chuckle, “Point well taken, my friend, although, if those were his only two choices, the esteemed Foreign Secretary would likely choose the Maasai. And...now I am curious; how do you know of Lord Salisbury?”

“Aahh...well your General Harrison told me of him when the General recruited us to carry supplies for this campaign. He assured us that the action against Sekukuni was fully endorsed by the government... he apparently knows Lord Salisbury personally, and went to great lengths to paint a picture of the man’s character, both inside and out.”

Baker nodded, and now feeling the fatigue of the day, said, “So, we have spoken of the long and the short of matters then...who knows what the morrow brings, but perhaps we might persuade Ju-Ju to use his short bow and bring us another partridge or three for supper on our last night as a company.”

———————-
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JOHN DAVIES HAD NO more than two hours of sleep before he heard the gunshot, men yelling, the screaming of an ox, and the lion’s boot-shaking roar. Instantly, he was wide-awake and stepping into his boots. In his mind, he chastised himself for allowing the fresh sable skins to be stretched on the sides of the heavy wagons, all the while scrambling for his rifle and trying to orient himself to the chaos. In a few heartbeats, he covered the sixty yards of sand to the most distant edge of the laager where the torchlight and noise were now concentrated, only to find a dead ox, the look of panic on the faces of several of the men and the sound a of a child crying hysterically. “What is this, then, Sizwe?”

“The woman, Nonhle, has been taken by leeu! The lion took her Johnnie!” exclaimed Sizwe, slipping into an old familiar boyhood relationship in his excitement. He instantly regretted the slipup, but Davies put his hand on Sizwe’s arm to calm him.

“Slow down, Brother. Who fired the shot? And where is the child? I hear him crying.”

“She put the boy in the wagon...maybe when the lion charged her...Bezile fired at the lioness that killed the bullock...he says he hit her...see! Ju-Ju has found blood spoor even in the dark...”

“Let me speak with your son Bezile, okay?  Boy, where did you hit the lion?”

Bezile gulped, “In the haunch, Bwana, I did not lead her enough, I am sorry. I did not see the big one until the woman—she made little noise but the lion grunted with the kill.”

“Do not fret, you did well...they will be easier to track at dawn if the lioness is wounded.”

By now, the entire camp was awake and shaking the very ground upon which they moved. Camp boys were making coffee and frying antelope meat and bread, packing water bags, checking weapons and ammunition. Abbott knew that it would fall to his Zulu and Sizwe’s twins to guard the camp boys and stock. Major Baker ordered his men to follow Abbott’s needs while he himself prepared to join the tracking.

Pietr gathered his six Maasai together to prepare them for the hunt. It would be their job to flush the lions and be the first phalanx against the lions if it came to cornering them in the bush. He had no trouble working them into a ritual frenzy for the hunt, a practice that they knew very well. 

Davies drew Sizwe aside, now that he was calmed again. “Sizwe, can you tell me how we might look after the boy, Nkosana?”

Sizwe let his eyes fall to the ground, and his shoulders sagged, “Yes, Bwana John,” he said in a crestfallen voice.

“No, Sizwe, no ‘Bwana John’ nonsense from you...I’m not ordering you to do anything, especially nursemaid an orphan child! I’m asking your advice—how can we care for this child until we get back to Watervaal?”

Sizwe brightened up when he realized his mistake, “Yes, I will instruct my sons to care for this boy... he is zintathu—three seasons and a little more...they can teach him to be useful in camp.”

“Yes, yes, that is what I need to hear...but he must ride in the wagon when we are on the road, for I will have no time to seek him if he wanders away from the train. Now, I am going to need both you and Ju-Ju for spooring...will you be ready to go?”

“I am ready now...do I carry the big Woodward, or what have you?”

“No, we have enough hunters and rifles... I will carry mine on my horse...you can bring a Martini-Henry if you wish, or whatever you want for protection...but you need not burden yourself with another rifle on my account.”

“My assegai is all that I need...”

————————
[image: image]


THE HUNTING PARTY SET off well before dawn with Ju-Ju and Sizwe spooring the wounded lion, and the Maasai silently trotting with Pietr ahead of the riders. It was apparent that the larger male was staying close to the injured lioness, and there was sign that the pair stopped frequently, perhaps for her to lick her wounds. Everybody, except for possibly Baker, understood the danger of tracking a wounded lion, for the wounded beast was as likely to ambush or charge as to run from its antagonists.

Baker surveyed the tall golden grass of the veld from the height of his mount in the predawn light, and tried to paint a portrait in his mind that he might one day tell a tale of a glorious lion hunt to some lover or a son or daughter of his own. Except for the breathing of his horse, and the muffled sound of hoofs, the theater seemed totally silent. But to John Davies, it was far too quiet, even for the predawn hour.

Every thicket that dotted the grasslands was a potential ambush, and every boulder that loomed above the head-high grass required investigating. But his trackers rarely ever lost a spoor, and so the party hurried on, with Davies being the only rider sitting tall enough to see Ju-Ju in the high grass.

The Bushman stopped abruptly and signaled to Davies...he’d found Nonhle’s rags and some
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