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rmuring her name. These
a2l two verses of “Max-
' or-as it is called now,

n banks are bonnle
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or forget will I, t
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ist ye weel micht spang
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e down and die. 2
it certain that the verses
about the end of the 17th
ir Robert Laurie was cre-
et in 1695, and Annie did
e song-writer, but was
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mother of Alexander Fet-
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gantic Dane of matchless
acity. He had an ebony
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fays and three nights hard
t the Dane under the table
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each other for a short six
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They separated, and, never
, but her loveliness had
ks heart, and, when 18 years
wrote the song which: bears
»f which the following is the

ared east, I've wandered west,
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never can forget .
» of life’s yo! day!
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br fa’ awaits the heart

st fond love grows cule.
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urns. William Miller, who
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e death of President Abra-
In, it was quoted far and
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a most extended circulation,
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to print the first verse of
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would the spirit of mortal be
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CHAPTER IIL
The prayer of the Bee notwithstand-

ing, Philip Hadgen slept i1l that
night. He felt i the best of heailth,
d conscience was not troubling

and his

him more than usual, but rest he could
not. Whenever he closed his eyes his
mind conjured up a picture of the grim
witch doet strangely named the
Bee, and the sound of her evil-omened
words as he had heard them that after-
ncon. He was neither a superstitious
man nor a timid one, and any super-
natural beliefs that might linger in his
m'nd were, to say the least of it, dor-
ment. But do what he would, he
could not shake off a certain eerie sen-
sation of fear, lest their should be some
grains of truth in the prophesyings of
this hag. What if it were a fact that
he was near his death, and that the
heart which beat so strongly in his
breast would soon be dead for ever—
no, he would not think of it. This
gloomy place and the dreadful sight
which he saw that day had upset his
nerves. The domestic customs of these
Zulus were not pleasant, and for his
rart he was determined to be clear of
them so soon as he'was able to escape
the country.

In fact, if he could in any way man-
Bge it, it was his intention to make a
dash for the border on the following
night. f'ro do tmhsowith a.ugood xw:z:
Brect of success, however, was
cetsary that he should kill a buffalo or
:ome other head of game. Then, as

e well knew, the hunters with him
wculd feast upon meat till they could
pearcely stir, and that would be his
ppportunity, Nahoon, however, might
not succumb to this temptation, there-
fore, he must trust to luck to be rid of
him. If it came to the worst he could
put a bullet through him, which he con-
sidered he would be justified in doing,
sceing that in reality the man was his
jailer. Should this necessity arise he

felt indeed that he could face it with- -

out undue compunction, for in truth
he disliked Nahoon ; at times he even
hated him. Their natures were an-
tegonistic, and he knew: that the great
Zulu distrusted and looked down upon
kim, and to be looked down upon by
& savage “nigger” was more than his
pride could stomach.

At the first break of dawn, Hadden
rose and roused his escort, who were
still stretched in sleep around the dy-
ing fire, each man in his ka-

ross or blanket. Nahoon stood up and

shcok himself, looking gigantic in the
shadows of the morning.

“What is your will, Umlungu (white

man), that you are up before the sun?”

- “My will, Muntumpofu (yellow man),
is to hunt buffalo,” answered Hadden
coolly. It irritated him that this sav-
age should give him no title of any
scri.

“Your pardon,” said the Zulu, read-
ing his thoughts, “but I cannot call
you Inkoos, because you are not my
chief, orany man’s, still, if the title
‘White Man’ offends you, we will give
you a name.”

“As you will,” answered Hadden
briefly.

Accordingly they gave him a name,
Inhlizin Myana, by which he was
known among them thereafter, but
Hadden was not best pleased when he
found that the meaning of these soft-
gounding syllables was “Black Heart.”
That was how the inyanga had ad-
dressed him, only she used different
words.

An hour later and they were in the
swampy bush country that lay behind
the encampment searching for their
game. Within a very little while Na-
thoon held up his hand, then pointed to
the ground. Hadden looked ; there,
pressed deep in the marshy soil and
to all appearance not ten minutes old,
;v?s the spoor of a small herd of buf-
alo.

“I knew that we should@ find game
to-day,” whispered Nahoon, “because
the Bee said so0.”

“Curse the Bee,” answered Haddemn
beneath his breath. *“Come on.”

For a quarter of an hour or so they
fcllowed the spoor threugh thick reeds,
till suddenly Nahoon whispered very
eoftly, and touched Hadden’s arm. He
looked up, and there, about three
hundred yards away, feeding on some
higher ground among a patch of mi-
mcga trees, were the buffaloes, six of
them, an old bull with a splendid head,
three cows, a heifer, and a calf about
four months old. Neither the wind
mnor the nature of the veldt were favor-
able for them to stalk the game from
their present position, so they made a
detour of half a mile and very care-
fully crept toward them up the wind,
slipping from trunk to trunk of the mi-
mcsas, and when these failed them,
crawling on.their stomachs under cov-
er of the tall tambuti gross. At last
they were within forty yards, and a
further advance seemed impracticable,
for although he could not smell therm
it was evident from his movements
that the old bull had heard@ some un-
usual sound and was growing suspici-
cus. Nearest to Hadden, who alone of
the party had a rifle, stood the heifer
broadside on—a beautiful shot. Re-
membering that she would make the
best beef, he lifted his Martini, and
aiming at her immediately behind the
shoulder, gently squeezed the trigger.
The rifle exploded, and the heifer Tell
dead, shot through the heart. Strange-
1y enough, the other Buffaloes did not
at once run away. On the contrary
they seemed puzzled to account for the
sudden noise, and not being able to
wind anything, lifted their heads and
stared round them. The pause gave
Hedden space to get in a fresh car-
tridge, and to alm again, this time at
the old bull. The bullet struck him
scmewhere in the neck or shoulder, for
he came to his knees, but in another
second was up, and, having caught
sight of the cloud of smoke he charged
straight at it. Because of this smoke
or for some other reason, Hadden did
not see him coming and in consequence
would most certainly have been trgmp-
jed or gored, had not Nahoon sprung
forward at the imminent risk of his
own life and dragged him down be-
hind an ant heap. A moment more
and the great beast had thundered by,
taking no further notice of them.

«Forward,” said Hadden, and leaving
most of the men to cut up the heifer
and carry the best of her meat t0
camp, they started on the blood spoor.

For some hours they followed the
Hull, till at last they lost the spoor on
& patch of stony ground thickly cover-
ed with bush, and exhausted by the
heat, sat down to rest and to eat some

biltong, or sun-dried flesh, which they |

had with them. They finished their
;x.eal, and were preparing to return to
ihe oamp, when one of the four Zulus
who were with them went to drink at
a little stream that ran at a distance
of not more than ten paces a.v;ray.
Falf a minute later they heard a h de;
oug grunting nolse and a splashing o

RIDER HAGGARD.

BY H. RIDER HAGGARD,

they frequently sighted their quarry,
though they could not come near
enough to fire at it. Presently they
traveled down a: steep cliff.

“Do you know where we are ?” ask-
ed Nahoon,' pointing to a belt of forest
oprosite. “That ds Kmagudu, the
Home of the Dead, and look, the bull
heads for it.”

Hadden glanced round him. It was
true, yonder to the left were the Fall,
the PoPol of the Doom, and the Hut
of the Bee. .

“Very well,” he answered “then we
must head for it, too.”

Nahoon halted. “Surely you would
not enter there,” he exclaimed.

“Surely will,”” replied Hadden,
“but there is no need for you to do &0
if you are afraid.”

“I am afraid—of ghosts,” sald the
Zulu, “but I will come.”

So ‘they crossed the strip of turf and
entered the haunted wood. It was a
gloomy place indeed; great wide-topped
trees grew thick there, shutting out
the sight of the sky ; moreover, the air
in it, which: no breeze stirred, was
heavy with the exhalations of rotting
foliage. There seemed to be no life
here and no sound, only now and again
a loathsome spotted snake would un-
coil itself and glide away, and now and
again a heavy bough would fall with
a crash. .

Hadden was to intent upon the buf-
falo, however, - to be much impressed
by his surroundings. He only re-
marked that the light would be bad
for shooting and went on.

ey must have p-rnetrated a miie
or more into the forest when the sud-
den increase of blood upon the spoor
told them that the bull's wound was
proving fatal to him.

“Run now,” sald Hadden, cheerfully.

“Nay, hamba gachle—go softly,” an-
swered Nahoon. ‘“The devil is dving,
but he will try to pay us another irick
before he dies,” and he went on peer-
ing ahead of him cautiously.

“It is all right here, any way,” sald
Hadden, pointing to the spoor that ran
straight forward printed deep in the
marshy ground.

Nahoon did not answer, but stared
steadily at the trunks of two trees a
few paces in front of them and to
their right. “Look,” he wkispered.

Hadden did so and at lengtlhi made
out the outline of something brown
that was crouched behind the trees.

“He is dead,” he exclaimed.

“No,” answered Nahoon, “he has
come back on his own path andis
‘waitin for us. He knows that we are
folowing his spoor. Now if you stand
here, I think that you can shoot him
through the back between the tree
trunks.” ;

Hadden knelt down, and, aiming very
carefully at a point just below the
bull’s spine, he fired. There was an
awful bellow, and@ the next instant the
bull was up and at them. Nahoon
flung his broad spear, which sunk deep
into its chest ; then they fled thig way
and that. The buffalo stood still for
a moment, its forelegs straggled wide
. and its head down, looking first after
the one and then the other, till of &
sudden it uttered a low moaning sound
and rolled dver dead, smashing Na-
hcon’s assegal to fragments as it fell.

“There ! he’s finished,” said Hadden.
“and I believe it was your assegal that
killed him. Hullo ! what’s that noise?"*

Nahoon Mstened. In several quarters
of the forest, but from how far away
it was impossible to tell, there rose «
curious sound, as of people calling to
‘each other in fear, but in no articulate
language. “‘\Ia.hoon shivered.

“It 4z thd' Esemkofu,” he suid, “the
ghosts who have no tongue, and can
cnly walil like infants. Let us be go-
ing, this place is bad for mortals.”

“And worse for buffaloes,” said Had-
den, giving the dead bull a kick, *“‘but
I suppose we must leave him here for
your friends, the Esemkofu, as we
have ,gneat enough and can’t carry his

head.

So they started back toward the openu
country. As they treaded their way
slowly through the tree trunks a new
idea came into Hadden’s mind. Once
out of this forest, he was within an
hour’s run of the Zulu border, and
once over the Zulu border, he would
feel a happier man than he did at that
moment. As has been said, he intend-
ed to attempt to escape in the dark-
ness, but the plan was risky. All the
Zulus might not overeat themselves
and go to sleep, especially after the
death of their comrade ; Nahoon, who
watched him day and night, certainly
weculd not. This was his opportunity.
—but there remained the question of
Nahoon.

Well, if it came to the worst, Nahoon
must die : it would be easy, he had a
lcaded rifle, and now that his assegal
was gone, Nahoon had only a kerry.
He did not wish to kill the man,
though it was clear to him, seeing that
his own safety was at stake, that he
would be amply justified in so doing.
Why should he not put it to him—and
then be guided by circumstances ?

Nahoon was walking across a lttle
open space about ten paces ahead of
him, where he could see him very well,
wkile he himself was under the sha-
dow of a large tree with low horizon-
tal branches running out from the
trunk.

“Nahoon,” he said.

The Zulu turned round and took a
step toward him.

“No, do not inove, I pray. Stand
where you are, or I shall be obliged
to shoot you. Listen, now, do not be
afraid, for I shall not fire without
w2rning. I am your prisoner, and you
are charged to take me to the
King to be his servant. But I be-
lieve that a war is going to break out
between your people and mine, and
this being so, you will understand that
I do not wish to go to Cetywayos
kraal, because I should either come to
a vollent death there, or my own
drothers will believe that I am a trait-
or, and treat me accordingly. The
4ulu border is not much more than an
hcur's journey away, let us say an
hcur and a half’s ; I mean to be across
it before the moon is up. Now, Nahoon,
will you lose me in the forest, and give
me this hour and a half’s start—or will
you stop here with that ghost people
with whom you talk Do you under<
stand ? No, please do not move.”

I understand you,” answered the
{ Zulu In a perfectly mposed voice,
iana I think - that waLZa. good mname
i which we gave you this morning,
i though Black Heart, there is some jus-
1 tice in your words and more wisdom.
 Ycur opportunity is good, and one
i which a man named as you are should
not let fall.”
| “I am glad to find that you take that
i view of the matter, Nahoon. And now
 will you promise tolose me, and no to
' look for me till the moon is up?”’
| *“What do you mean, Black Heart?”

“What 1 say. ,Come, I have no time

to spare.” b

{ “You are a

e man,” said the

g
vater, and saw the Zulu fly into the | Zulu reflectively, “you heard the King’s

ing the wounded buffalo had been 1y-

ing in wait
"br,gsh on the banks of the streamlet,

that he was. | I
Enowind. seseieg S would ' turn to his kraal to mend guns there.

ihat sooner or later his turn
come. With a shout of consterna-
tion they rushed
pull vanish over

‘A1l the while that they were eat- |
for them under a thick | “Certainly I would.

order to me ; would you hav . dis-
obey the order of the King 25 "= O
You_have no
i reason to love Cetywagyo, and it does
ot matter to you whether or not I re-

If you think that he will be angry be-

forward to see the'cause I am missing, you had better
the rise before Had- | cross the border also; We can go to-

den could get a chance of firing at him, | gether.”

and to find their companion dying, for

the great horn had pierced his lung.

“It is not a buffalo, it is a devil,” the

poor fellow gasped and expired.

[ i1 or not, I mean to kill it,” ex-
s So leaving the otg-
carry the body of their comrade
g rg'e started on,h a.ccompg.niec:
hoon only. Now the ground wa
by T nd the chase easier, for

claimed Hadden.
to camp,

gmore openm, &

“And leave my father ang all
 prethren to his vengeance! Black
Heart, you do not understand. How
! can you, being so ’ﬂa!Ded ? Iam asol-
| djer, and the King’s word is the King’s
' word. I hoped to have died fighting
put I am the bird in your noose. Come,
shcot, or you will not reach the border
before moonrise,” and he opened his
arms and ed.
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“If it must be, so let it be. Farewell,
Nahoon, at least you are 4 brave mar,
ut every one of us must cherish his
| own life,” answered Hadden calmly.

Then, with much deliberation, he
;a-lsed his rifie, and covered the Zulu's

reast.
Already—while his wictim stood. there
still smiling, althou, the twitching of
his lips betrayed the natura] terrors
that no bravery can banigh—already
his finger was contracting on the trig
ger, when of a sudden, as instantly in-
deeduthmghheh&dbeenntruckby
Ightning, Hadden went down backward
and behold ! there stood upon him a
| great spotted beast that waved its tail
toand fro and glared down into his

| eyes.

| "It was a leopard, a tiger as they call
it in Africa, which crouched upon a
bcugh of the tree above, had been un-
able to resist the temptation of satis-
fying his savage appetite on the man
below. For a second or two there was
siience, broken only by the purring or
rather the snoring sound made by the
leopard, and in those seconds there
sprung up before ‘Hadden’s mental
viglon a picture of inyan called the
Iryosi or Bee, her deathlike head rest-
ing against the thatch of the hut and
her deathlike lips muttering “think of
my word when the great cat purrs
, above your face.”

Then the brute put out its strength,
the claws of one paw drove deep into
the. muscles of his left thigh, while with
arother it scratched at his breast,
tearing the clothes from it and furrow-
ing the flesh beneath. The sight of
the white skin seemed to madden it,
and in its flerce desire for blood, it
dropped its square muzzle and buried
its fangs in its victim’s shoulder. Next
moment there was a sound of rushing
feet and of a club falling heavily. Up
reared the leopard with an an snarl,
up till it stood as high as the Zulu who
attacked it. At him it came, striking
at him savagely, and tearing the black
aman ag it had torn the white. Agaln
the kerry fell full on its jaws and down
it went backward. Before it could
rise again, or rather as it was in the
act of rising, the heavy knob stick
struck it once more and with fearful
force, this time as it chaneed, full on
the nape of the neck, paralysing it. It
writhed and bit and twisted, throwing
up the earth and leaves, and blow af-
ter blow was rained upon it till, at
length, with a convulsive struggle and
a stifled roar, it lay still, the brains
oozing from its shattered skull.

Hadden sat up, the blood running
frcm his wounds.

“You have saved my life, Nahoon,”
he said faintly, “and I thank you.”

“Do not thank me, Black Heart,”
answered the Zulu, “it was the King’s
wcrd that I should keep you safely.
Still this tiger has been hardly dealt
with, for certainly he has saved my
life,” and lifting the Martini rifle, he
unloaded it.

At thig juncture Hadden swooned
away.

Twenty-four hours had gone by
when, what seemed to him to be but a
little time of troubled amd dreamful
sleep, through which he could hear
vcices without understanding what
they said, and feel himself being borne
he knew not wither, Hadden awoke to
find himself lying upon a kaross in a
large and beautiful clean kaffir hut
with a bunde of furs for a pillow.
There was a bowl of milk at his side,
and, tortured as he was by thirst, he
tried to stretch out his arm to lift it
t> his 1ips, only to find to his astonigh-
ment that his hand fell back to his
side like that of a dead man. Looking
rcund the hut impatiently he found
that there was no one in it to assist
him, 80 he did the only thing which
remained for him to do and lay still.
He did not fall asleep, but his eyes
clcsed and a kind of gentle torpor
crept over him, half obscuring his re-
covered senses. Presently he heard a
scft voice speaking; it seemed far
away, but he could clearly distinguish
the words.

“Black Heart still sleeps,” it sald,
“but there is color in his face, I think
that he will wake soon and find his
thoughts again.” - Y

‘“Have no fear, Nanea, he will surely
wake, his hurts are not dangerous,”
apswered another volce, that of Na-
toon. *“He fell heavily, with the
weight of the tiger on top of him, and
that is why his senses have been
shaken for so long. He went near to
death, but certainly he will not dfe.”

“It would have been a pity if he had
died,” answered the soft voice, “he is
so beautiful; never have I seen a white
man who was so beautiful.”

“I did not think him beautiful when
he stood with his rifle pointed at my
heart,” answered Nahoon sulkily.

“Well, there is this to be said,” she
replied, “he wished to from
Cetywayo, and that is not to be won-
dered at, and she gighed. ‘“Moreover,
he asked you to come with him, and it
might have been well if you had done
80, t'hat is if you have taken me with
you !”

“How could I have done it, girl?” he
asked angrily, “Would you have me
set at nothing the order of the King?”

“The King,” she rplied, raising her
voice. “What do you owe this King?
You have served him faithfully and
your reward is that within a few
days he will take me from you, me,
who should have been your wife, and I
must—I must—" and she began to
weep softly, adding between her eobs,
“if you loved me truly you would think
more of me and of yourself, and less of
the Black One and his orders. Oh!
let ug fly, Nahoon, let us fly to Natal
before this spear pierces me.”

“Weep not, Nanea, “why do you tear
my heart in two between my duty and
my love ? You know that I am a sol-
dier and that I must walk the path
whereon the King has set my feet.
Scon I think I shall ba dead, for I
seek death, and then it will maetter
ncthing.”

“Nothing to you, Nahoon, who are at
peace, but to me ? Yet, you are right
and I know it, therefore forgive me,
who am no warrior, but a woman and
who must also—obey the will of the
King,” and she cast her arm about his
r.eck, sobbing her fill upon his breast.

CHAPTER 1IV.

Presently muttering something that
the listener could not catch, Nahoon
ieft Nanea, and crept out of the hut by
its bee-hole entrance. Then Hadden
opened his eyes and looked round him.
The sun was ginking and a ray of its
re light flowing through the little
opening of the hut filled it with a soft
and crimson glow. In the centre of
the hut supporting.it stood a roof tree
of thorn wood colored black by the
sroke of the fire and against it, the
rich light, falling full upon her, leaned
the girl Nanea, a very picture of gen-
tle despalir.

As is occasionally the case among
‘Zriu women, she was beautiful, so
beautiful that the sight of her went
straight to the white man’s heart, for
a moment causing the breath to catch
in his throeat. Her dress was very
sirple. - On her shoulders, hanging
open in front, was a mantle of soft,
write stuff, edged with blue beads,
abcut her middle was a deerskin moo-
cha, also embroldered with blue beads,
while round her forchead and left knee
were strips of grey fur, and on her
right wrist was a shining bangle of
vihite copper. Her naked bronze-
hued figure was tall and perfect in 1ils
proportions, while her face had little
in common with that of the ordinary
native girl, showing as it did strong
trc ces of the ancestral Arabian or Se-
mitic blood. It wasoval in shape with
Celicate aquiline features, arched eye-
brows, a full mouth that dropped a
little .a‘t the corners, tiny ears behind
which the wavy coal-black hair hung
down to the shoulders, and the very
loveliest pair of dark and liquid eyes
that it is possible to imagine. .
 For a minute or more Nanea stood
thus, her sweet face bathed in the sun-
beam, while Hadden feasted his eyes
upon its beauty. ‘Then sighing heav-
ily, she turned, and seeing that he was

ke
%?e:st'and came or rather glided to-
ward him.

“The chief is awake,” she sald in her
soft Zulu accents, “Does he negd
aught ?”’ L -

“Yes, 1ady,” he answered; “I need
to drink, but alas! I am to Weak.

She knelt down beside htn, and, sup-

drew her mantle over her
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pcrting him with her left arm, with
her right held the gourd to his lips,
How it came about Hadden never
knew, but before that draught was
fitished a change ¢ameé over him.
Whether it was the savage girl's touch
or her strange and fawn-like lovell-
ness, or the tender pity in her eyes,
matters not, the issue was the same ;
she struck some chord in his turbulent,
uncurbed nature, and of a sudden it
was filled full with passion for her, a
passion which, if not elevated, at least
vas real. He did not for a moment
mistake the significance of the flooa
of feeling that surged through his
ve!ns. Hadden never shirked facts.
“By heaven !” he said to himself, “I
hzve fallen in love with a black beau-
ty at first sight, more in love than I
have ever been before. It's awkward,
but there will be compensations. So
much the worse for Nahoon, or for
Cetywayo, or for both of them. After

becomes a nuisance.”

Then in a fit of renewed weakness
brought about by the turmoil of his
blcod he lay back upon his pillow of
furs, watching Nanea's face, while
with a native salve of pounded leaves
she busied herself dressing the wounds
tkat the leopard had made.

It almost seemed as though some-
thing of what was passing in his mind
communicated itself to that of the girl.
At least her hand shook e little at the
task, and getting done with it as quick-
ly as she could, she rose from her
ki ees with a courteous ‘It is finished,
Irkoos,” and once more took up her
pesition by the roof tree.

“I' thank you, lady,” he said, “your
hand is kind.”

“You must not call me lady, Inkoos,”
she answered, “I am no chieftainess,
but only the daughter of a headman,
Umgona.”

“And named Nanea,” he said. “Nay,
do not be surprised, I have heard of
you., Well, Nan perhaps you will
scon become a chieftainess—up at the
King’s kraal yonder.”

“Alas ! and alas !” she said, covering
her face with her hand.

“Do not grieve, Nanea, a hedge is
never so tall that it cannot be climbed
or crept through.” i

She 1t fall her hapds and looked at

im eagerly, but he did not pursue the
subject. ?
m‘;’l_”i,e,ll me, how did I come here, Na-

“Nahoon and his companions carried
ycu, Inkoos.”

“Indeed, I began to be thankful to
the leopard that struck me down. Well,
Nehoon is a brave man, and he has
dcne me a great service. I trust that
;elanﬁy be able to pay it to you, Na-

This was the first meeting of Nanea
and Hadden, but although she did not
seek them, the necessities of hig sick-
ness and the situation brought about
mwany another. Never for a moment
did the White Man waver in his de-
termination to get into his keeping the
native girl who had captivated him,
&nd, to attain this end, he brought to
bear all his powers and charms to de-
tatch her from Nahoon and win her
affections for himself. He was no
rcugh wooer, however, and proceeded
warily, weaving her about with a web
of flattery and attention that must, he
thought, produce the desired affect up-
on her mind. Without a doubt, in-
deed, it would have done so, for she
was but a woman, and an untutored
one; had it not been for a simple fact
wkich dominated her whole nature.
She loved Nahoon, and there was no
rcem in her heart for any other man,
white or black. To Hadden she was
ccirteous and kindly but no more, nor
did she appear to hotice any of the
subtle advances by which he attempted
to win as foothold in her heart. For a
wkile this puzzied him, but he remem-
bered that it is not usual among the
Zulu 'women to permit themselves to
show feelings toward an undeclared
suitor. Therefore, it became necessary
that he should speak out.

His mind once made up, he had not
lcng to walit for an opportunity. By
row he was quite recovered from his
hurts and accuston to walk in the
neighborhoo@ of the About two
hundred@ yards from TUmgora’s huts
was a spring, and thither it was Na-
nea’s habit to resort in the evening to
bring back drinking water for the use
of her father’s household. The path
between the spring and the kraal ran
through a patch of bush, where, on a
certain. afternoon toward sundown,
Hadden took his seat under,a tree,
having first seen Nanea go down to
the little stream, as:was her custom.
A quarter of an hour later she reap-
peared, carrying a large gourd upon
her head, She wore no garment now
except her moocha, for she had but
one mantle and was afraid the water
wculd splash ##. He watched her ad-
vancing along the path, her hands
resting upon her hips, her splendid
naked figure outlirred against the west-
ering sun, and wondered what excuse
he could make to talk with her. As
it chanced, fortune favored him, for
when she was near him a snake glided
acrose the path in fronht of the girl’s
feet, causing her to spring back in
alarm and overset the gourd of water.
He came forward and picked it up.

*““Wait here,” he said, laughing, “I
will bring it to you full.”

“Nay, Inkoos,” snhe remonstrated,
“that is a woman’s work.”

“Among my people,” he said, “the
men love’ to work for the women,” and
he started for the spring, leaving her
wondering.

Before he reached her again he re-
gretted his gallantry, for 1T was neces-
scry to carry the full gourd upon his
shoulder, and the contents of it spiling
over the edge, soaked him to the skin.
Of this, however, he sard nothing to
Nanea.

“There is your water, Nanea, shall I
carry it for you to the kraal?”

“Nay, Inkoos, I thank you, but give
it to me, you are weary with the
weight of it.” |

“Stay awhile and@ I will acompany
you., Ah! Nanea, I am still weak, and
had it not been for you I think that I
should be dead.”

*It was Nahoon who saved you, not
I, Inkoos.”

“Nahoon saved my body, but you,
Nanea, you alone, can save my heart.”

“You talk darkly, Inkoos.”

“Then I must e my reasoning
clear, Nanea. I love you.”

She opened her brown eyes wide.

. “You, a white lord, l1ove me, a Zulu
girl ? How can that be?”

“I do not know, Nanea, but it is so,
and were you not blind you would have
seen it. I love you, and I wish to take
you to wife.”

“Nay, Inkoos, it is impossible.
already betrothed.”

K“AY," he answered, “betrothed to the
b7 ad

“No, betrothed to Nahoon.”

“But it is’ the King who will take
yvou within a week, is it not so? And
weould you not rather that I should
take you than the King?”’

“It seems to be so, Inkoos, and I
would rather go with you than to the
King, but most of all I desire to marry
Nahoon. It may be that I shall not
be able to marry him, but if that is so,
at least I shall never become one of
the King’s women.”

“How will you prevent it, Nanea ?”

“There are waters In which a maid
may drown, and trees upon which she
can hang,” she answered with a quick
setiting of the mouth.

‘“That were a pity, Nanea; you are to
fair to dle.”

“Fair or foul, yet I die, Inkoos.”

“No, no, come with me—I will find a
way—and be my wife,” and he put hl:
arm about her waist and strove to
draw her te him.

Without any violence of movement
and with the most perfect dignity the
girl disengaged herself from his em-
brace.

“You have honored me, and I thank
you, Inkoos,” she said quietly, “but
you do not understand. I am the wife
of Nahoon. I belong to Nahoon ; there-
fcre I cannot look upon any other man
wkile Nahoon lives. It is not our cus-
tom, Inkoos, for we are not as the
white women, but ignorant and simple,
and when we vow ourselves by a man,
we abide by that vow till death.”

“Indeed,” said Hadden ; “"and so now
you go to tell Nahoon that I have of-
fered to make you my wife.,”

I am
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all I can always get rid of her if she

“No, Inkoos, why should I tell Na
hoon your secrets? I have sald ‘nay’
t> you not ‘yea,’ therefore, he has no
right to know,” and she stooped to
1ift the gourd of water.

Hadden considered the situation rap-
idly, for his repulse only made him the
mcre determinied to succeed. Of a
svdden under the emengency he con-
ceived a scheme, or rather the rough
outline of it. . It was not a mnice
scheme, and some men might have
shrunk from it, but as he had no in-
tention of suffering himself to be de-
feated by a Zulu girl, he decided, with
regret, it is true, that having failed to
attain his ends by means which he
ocesidered fair, he must resort to
others of more doubtful character.

“Nanea,” he sald, “you are a
and honest woman, and I respect you.
Ag I have told you, I love you also,
but if you refuse to listen to me there
is nothing more to be said, and after
all perhaps it would be better that you
should marry one of your own peo-
ple. But, Nanea, you will never marry
him, for the King will take you, and if
he does not give you to some other
man, either you will become one of his
‘sisters’ or to be free of him, as you
say, you will dle. Now hear mie, for it
i3 because I love You and wish you
welfare that I speak t Why do
you not escape into Natal, ln'ﬁ Na-
hcon with you, for there, as you know,
you may live in peace out of the reach
of the arm of Cetywayo.”

“That is my desire, Inkoos, but Na-
hcon will not consent. He says that
there ig to be war between us and you
white men, and that he will not break
the command of the King, and desert
frcm his army.”

“Then he cannot love you much, Na-
nea, and at least you have {o think of
yourself. Whisper into the ear of your
father, and fly together, for be sure
that Nahoon will soon follow you. Ay!
and I myself will fly with you, for I to
bclieve that there must be war, and
then a white man in this country will
be as a lamb among the eagles.”

“If Nahoon will come, I will go, In-
koos, but I cannot fly without Nahoon;
it is better that I should stay here and
kill myself.”

“Surely then, being so fair and lov-
ing him so well, you can teach him tu
forget his folly and escape with you.
In four days’ time we must start for
the King’s kraal, and if you win over
Nahoon, it will be easy for us to turn
our faces southward and cross the river
that lies between the land of the Ama-
zulu and Natal, For the sake of all
of us, but most of all for your own
sake, try to do this, Nanea, whom I
have loved and whom I now would
save. See him and plead with him as
you know how, but as yet do not tell
him that I dream of flight, for then I
should be watched.”

“In truth I will Inkoos,” she answer-
ed earnestly, “and oh! I thank you
for your goodness. Fear not that ¥
would betray you, first would I die.
Farewell.”

“Farewell, Nanea,” and taking her
hand he raised it to his lips.

Late that night just as Hadden was
beginning to prepare himself for sleep,
he heard a gentle tapping at the board
which closed the entrance to his hut.

“Enter,” he sald, unfastening the
door, and presently by the light o® the
little Jantern that he had with him, he
saw Nanea creep into the hut, follow-
by the great form of Nahoon.

“Inkoos,” she said in a whisper, “I
have pleaded with Nahoon and hel has
corsented to fly ; moreover, my father
will come also.”

“Is it so, Nahoon?”’ asked Hadden.

“It is 80,” answered the Zulu, look-
ing down shamefacedly ; to save this
girl from the King, and because the
lcve of her eats out my heart, I have
bartered away my honor. But I tel!
you, Nanea, and you, White Man, as |
told Umgona just now, t I think no
good will come of this flight, and If
we are caught or betrayed, we shall be
kiiled, every one of us.”

“Caught we can scarcely be,” broke
in Nanea, anxiously, “for who could
betray us, except the Inkoos here—"

“Which he isg not likely to do,” said
Hadden, quietly; “seeing that he de-
sires to escape with you, and that his
life is also at stake.” 5ot

& is so, White Man,” said Na-
heon ; “otherwise I tell you that T
should not have trusted you.”

Hadden took no notice of this out-
spoken saying, but until very late that
night’ they sat there together making
their plant ¢

On the following morning Hadden
was awakened by sounds of violent al-
tercation. Going out of his hut, he
fcund that the disputants were Um-
gena and a fat and evil-looking Kaffir
chief who had arrived at the kraal on
a pony. ‘This chief, he soon discov-
ered, was named Maputa, being none
other than the man who had sought
Nanea in marriage, and brought
about Nahoon’s and Umgona's
unfortunate appeal to the King.
At present he was engaged in
sbusing Umgona furiously, charging
him with having stolen certain of his
oxen and bewitched his cows so that
they would not give milk. The al-
leged theft it was comparatively easy
to disprove, but the wizardry remained
& matter of argument.

“You are a dog and a son of a dog,”
shouted Maputa, shaking his fat fist in
the face of the tremb but indignant
Umgona. “You sed me your
dwughter in marriage ; _then having
vcwed her to that umfagdzan, that low
lout of a soldier, Nahoon, the son of
Zomba, you went, the two of you, and
pcisoned the King’s ear against me,
bringing me into trouble with the
King, and now you have bewitched my
cettle. Well, wait, I will be even with
you, Wizard ; wait until you wake up
in the cold morning to find your fence
red with fire, and the slayers standing
cutside your gates to eat up you and
yours with spears—-"’

At this juncture Nahoon, who till
now had been listening in silence, in-
tervened with effect.

“Good,” he said, “we will wait, but
not in your company, Chief Maputa.
Hamba (g0)—" and seizing the fat

| cld ruffian by the scuff of the neck, he

flung him backward with such violence
that he rolled over and over down the
little slope. .

Hadden laughed and passed on to-
ward the stream where he proposed to
bathe., Just as he reached it, he
caught sight of Maputa riding along
the footpath, his head-ring covered
with mud, his lips purple, and his black
face livid with rage.

“There goes an angry man,” he said
to himself. “Now, how would it be—"
and he looked upward, like one seeking
an inspiration. It seemed to come;
perhaps the devil finding it open whis-
pered in his ear ; at any rate in a few
seconds his plan was formed, and he
was walking through the bush to meet
Maputa.

“Qo in peace, Chlef,” he said, “they
seem to have treated you roughly up
yender. Having no power to interfere
I came away for I could not bear the
sight. It is indeed shameful that an
old and venerable man of rank should
be struck into the dirt and beaten by
a soldier drunk with beer.”

“Shameful ! White Man!” gasped
Maputa, “your words are true indeed.
But wait awhile, I, Maputa, will roll
that stone over. I will throw that
pull upon its back. When next the
hcrvest ripens, this I promise, that
1either Nahoon nor Umgona, nor any
of his kraal shall be left to gatherit.”

“And how will you manage that, Ma-
puta ?”

“I do not know, but I will find a way,
oh ! I tell you a way shall be found.”

Hadden patted the pony’'s neck medi-
tatively, then leaning forward he 100K-
ed the chief in the eyes and said : .

“What will you give me, Maputa, if I
skow you that way, a sure and certain
one, whereby you may be avenged to
the death upon Nahoon whose violence
I also have seen, and upon Umgona
vrhose witcheraft brought sore sickness
vron me 77

“What reward do you seek, White
Man ?”’ asked Maputa eagerly. -

“A little thing, Chief, a thing of no
account, only the girl Nanea, to whom
as it chances I have taken a fancy.”

“7 wanted her for myself, White Man,
but he who sits at Ulundi has laid his
hand upon her.”

“That Is nothing, Chief, I can ar-
renge with him ‘who site at Ulundi’ It

13 with you who are great here, I wish
ta come to terms. Listen, if' you grant
my desire, I will fulfil yours upon your
fces, but when the girl is delivered-in-
to my hands I will give you this rifle
and a hundred round of cartridges.”

Maputa looked at the sporting Mar:
tini and his eyes glistened. %

It is good,” he sald, “it is very
good; often have I wished for such a
gun that will enable me to shoot game
and to talk with my enemies from far
away. Promise it to me, White Man,
and you shall take the girl if I can
give her to you.” .

“You swear it, Maputa?”

“I swear it by the head of Chaka
and the spirits of my fathers.”

“Good. At dawn on the fourth day
from now it is the purpose of Umgona,
his daughter Nanea and Nahoon to
cross the river into Natal by the drift
that is called Crocodile Drift, taking
their cattle with them and flying from
the King. I also shall be of their
«mpany, for they know that I have
leczrned their secret and would murder
m: if I tried to leave them. Now you
who are Chief of the border and Guar-
dian of that drift, must hide at night
with some men among the rocks in
the shallows of the drift and await
cur coming. First Nanea will cross
driving the cows and calves, for so it
is arrahged, and I shall help her; then
will follow Umgona and Nahoon with
the oxen and heifers. On these two
ycu. must fall, killing them and capt-
uring the cattle, and afterward I will
give you the rifie.”

“What if the king ask for the girl,
White Man?"”

“Then you shall answer that in the
urcertain light you did not recognize
her and so she slipped away from you;
nicreover, that you feared to seize the
girl lest her cries should alarm the
men and they should escape you.

“Good, but how can I be sure that
you .will give me the gun once you
cross the river ?” 5

““Thus : before I enter the ford I will
lay the rifle and cartridges upon a
stone bye the bank, telling Nanea that
I shall return to fétch them when I
have driven over the cattle.”

“It is well, White Man, I will not fail
vou.” *

So the plot was made, and after gome
further discussion upon pointg of ‘de-
tail, the two conspirators shook hands

and parted. %

“That ought to come off all right,”
reflected Hadden to himself, he
plunged and floated in the waters of
the stream, ‘“‘but somehow I don’t quite
trust our friend, Maputa. It woul
have been better if I could have relled
on myself to get rid of Nahoon and his
respected uncle—a couple of shots
wculd do it ih the water. But, then,
that would be murder, and murder is
unpleasant ; whereas the other thing
is only the delivery to justice of two
bese deserters, a laudable action in a
military country. Also personal inter-
ference upon my part might turn the
girl against me, while after Umgona
and Nahoon have been wiped out by
Maputa, shem ust accept my escort. Of
course there is a risk, but in every walk
of life the most c#utious have to take
risks at times.” .

As it chanced Phillip Hadden was
correct in his suspicions of his co-
adjutor, Maputa. Even before that
wonrthy chief had reached his own
kraal he had come to the conclusion
that the White Man’s plan, though at-
tractive in some ways, was too danger-
ous, since it was certain that if the girl
Nanea escaped, the King would be in-
dignant. Moreover, the men he
with him to do the killing in the drift
would suspect aomeuuuf and talk. On
the other hand he would earn. much
eredit with His Majesty by revealing
the plot, saying that he had learned it
from the lips of the white hunter,
whom Umgona and Nahoon had foreed

eted rifle he must trust to chance to
pcesess himself.

An hour later two discreet messengers
were sent bounding across the plains,
bear words from the chief Maputa,
the arden of the Border, to the
“great Black Elephant” at Ulundl.

To be Continued.

INFLUENCE OF 1RVING,

fHow The Stage in America Has Benefiited
by the Visits of the Great Eng-
sk Actor.

In The London Theatre for February,
P Stephen Fiske says: The influence
upon the American stage of the visits
of Irving, Miss Terry and the Lyceum
Company may be described as imme-
diate and permanent, deep and wide-
spread, physical and metaphysical. I
do not mean that an Irving school of
acting has been created. On the con-
trary there have been no American im-
itators of Irving’s acting except in bur-
lesques, and the caricatures of hig voice
and manner have not survived until
his present tour. An English actor,
belonging to another London company
imitated Irving, and the New York au-
dience resented it and hissed him. The
actor claimed that the imitation was
ur.conscious ; but he and his star suf-
femg ﬁrom it, arﬁy lmvz. not yet r?tlﬂrg-
ed their popularity. . an actor, Irv-
irg’s methods are so identified with his
personality that they can never be
copled effectively. As to Miss Terry
she is simply inimitable. It is as a
manager rather than an actor that
Irving has exercised a tremendous in-
m'xﬁxlwe. ki bef Agamem:
ere were kings ore -
non, and plays were put upon the stage
sumptuously before Irving’s time ; but
never before have they been introd
in America so artistically. American
managers have not lacked lberality.
! presentation of Kin
John at the Bowery Theatre—our ‘Ol
Drury'—in my boyhood, when a plat-
fcrm wae built around the dress circle
to show off the processions. At Booth’s
theatre, over twenty years ago, Shake-
speare’s plays were presented with
such elaborate scenery and machinery,
that the manager was temporarily
ruined by expenses. More recently, a
rural character play called the Old
Hcemestead, that had run for Bundreds
of nights as @fvariety hall sketch, and
hundreds of nights as a melodrama,
was brought out spectacularly, at the
Academy of Music, with a cyclorama
for the farm scenes, and a church bullt
of real stones for the city scene, and
more than renewed its former popu-
lerity. But until Irving came our
stage managers knew comparatively
nothing of the exquisite simplicity
and. the artistic completeness of his ar-
rergements of scenery, properties and
supernumeraries.

As the curtain ariees in an American
theatre now you see at once the influ-
erces of Irving ; for the auditorium. is
dzrkened to throw up the picture on
the stage. The American system was
to keep the auditorium bright, so as to
show of the house and the costumes of
the ladies of the audience, as at the
Italian opera. 1 think that Sir Henry
darkens the front of the house too
deeply. A theatre is,above all, a place of
amusement, and the audience ought
not to be 1left like bad children to
amuse themselves in the dark. But
the Lyceum idea is to obliterate the
auditorium and concentrate attention
upon the stage, and this plan is now
adopted in all the leading theatres of
America.

The light effects ; the changing of the
scenes in total darkness ; the use of the
lime and the elctric lights to make the
scenery prominent or obscure, as may
be most appropriate to the action, and
to show or conceal facial expression—
these were introduced in America by
Irving, and are now imitated by all
managers. first performance of
The Bells, when Irving made the fire-
light reveal his crime, and when the
changing lights in the court scene half
ccncealed, half disclosed, the judges
and the mesmerist, as in the flickering
vagaries of a dream, Was a revelation
to Americans. "mxegef saw tmtm
Irving was acting ore
Henry 'J. Loveday and his assistants
were acting behind the scenes, just as
the old Ravel family assisted each
‘other in pantomimes ; and they learn-
ed for the first time what cam be done
with dramatic lights and shades to
keighten the imp: ns of voice gea-
ture and movements.

The management of supernumeraries
was a hopeless task in America until

d |tions **

to participate in it, and of whose cov-

o

-
the Irving visits. Every great actor
had attempted it and failed. Edwin
Forrest, the greatest of American tra-
gedians, used to try to nouse his supers
into something like real life by grossly
icsulting them sotto voce, and some-
times he had to fight with them, as at
Albany, when the Roman populace
were g0 angered by his taunts. that
‘they rushed upon him savagely, and
he knocked one of them into the or-
chestra, and chased another up the
painting room ladder before the play
ecald proceed. - Boucicault taught his
crcwds how to act as in the ocourt
scenes of the Irish and Scotch dramas;
but they forgot his lessons as soon as
the Shakespeare of  Ireland left the
stage. In  tragedy, melodrama, or
speetacle, in the middle ages or the
classic ages, or the any time at all of

by two, and ranged themselves in lines
on each side of the stage, and marched
off twio by two, no matter what hap-
pened in their sight and hearing—a
murder, a trial, a duel, an earthquake,
or a miracle. Irviang changed all that.
‘When the soldiers in Faust came stag-
gering across the scene in picturesque
groups, the American managers nodd-
ed to each other and said : *“Of course,
that is the way the anclent warriors
marched when not at battle.”” The
grouping in Faust, the gsearches in
Louis XI,, and later the marches in
Macbeth, further instructed them.
They know now how to use supernum-
eraries as part of the picture, because
Irving has taught them. ]

Music was never enjoyed dramatic-
ally in America until Irving came. We
had the theory of dramatic music, but
it was ludicrously practiced. ere
was the “hurry” in the orchestra melo-
dramas.  When N. C. Goodwin first
went on the stage in a front scene this
“hurry” frightened him so that he
rvshed off to his home, fell on his
krees at his mother’s feet, and cried,
““Oh, please give me a place in a shop ;
I cannot act!” Mostly the music was
used to drown the noise of nﬂtinﬁ the
scenes. Sometimes there were efforts
to select music appropriate to the situ-
ation, as when Artemus Ward display-
ed his picture of the Israelites cross-
ing the Red Sea, and the band played
“Jordan is a Hard Road to vel !”
But the continuous music of the Irving
plays, now suggesting the emotions of

acting, now dominating the scene, now
almost unheard in the excitement of
the dramatic incident was unknown.
People sald of Irving’s first produc-
'Why, they are like grand opera-""
Now, the conductor of every theatre
orchestra tries to be another Meredith
Ball, and the audience listen to the

ate them.

But these are instances of what mawy
be termed the physical part of the Irv-
ing influence, and far above them I
rank the metaphysical part. More
than any other actor on the American
stage, Sir Henry has given dignity and
importance to theatrical art, and has
taught the public to respect and value
it. America had produced great act-
ors and actresses before he came; some
of them had noble ambitions beyond
mere showmanship and money-mak-
ing; but none of them ever succeeded
in impressing the public with the ar-
tigtic sincerity and earnestness that
elevate the art of making-believe into a
profession. Forrest, the most typi
of American actors, endeavored® to
dignify the drama by offering large
sums for American plays and for po-
litical preferment. Had he lived until

anticipated some of Irving’s methods.

Be this as it may, to . Irving
belongs the credit of upholding
acting as an artistic profession
on ;and off the stage, by his

dramatic productions, by his careful
scholarship as well as by his admir-
able management. In thig respect he
stands unrivalled, and his superiority
has never been even questioned.

I have known Irving since his Lon-
don'debut at the St. James’ Theatre, in
the Two Lives of Mary Leigh, long be-
fcre all London knew him: in The Bells,
‘at the L and when I met him

Liyceum,
| the other night at the Lotog Club, af-

ter the successful production of his
son’s little fairy play, a stmas

the years that have intervened. Yet
what changes those years have
brcught to the profession! Actors
have risen from taverns to clubs ; from
clubs to drawing-rooms; from Bo-
hé¢mianism to the aristocracy ; from
mummers to artists. I do not say that
Irving. alone has wrought these
changes ; the time was ripe for them ;
and he proved to be the man for the

vctionfto art for art’s sake has been
the ning example that has led the
wiholé: profession onward and upward.
This jinfluence and example, powerful
in England, where the loftiest tradi-
tiens of the stage had been pregerved:
urbroken from Garrick to Phelps,
whom Irving legitimately succeeded,
have been a thousand times more
powerful in America, where we can
boast no such kingly line, and where
no native actor has yet appeared to
claim the dramatic laurels that fell
from the dying head of Edwin Booth.

sisted ‘[‘hem. and his conscientious de-
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ing, dizziness,
coated tongue
and sallow complexion. It’s such a com.
mon thing that people are careless about
jt—sb careless that more serious sickness
ensues and frequent visits to the doctor
become necessary. v
4+ It really. seems strange, when thf r::ﬁ
edy is so easy, that so many people wi
allow themselves to remain subject to
such troubles, Dr, Pierce’s Pleasant Pel.
lets cure constipation. That means that
they are good for biliousness, sick and
bilious headaches, indigestion, sour stom-
ach, liver troubles, windy belchin
¢ heart-burn,” flatulence and dy: a,
They are tiny, sugar-coated granules that
the merest child will take readily. They
are mild, gentlle, quiectlzl—)— 1:.nd eﬁc.lteint.
They are of pure composition
m:y work in otnct’y vegaceord with nature,
They cause no griping and areas pleasant
in their action as they are pleasant to
take. Their help lasts. Therefore you
don’t become a slave to their use as with
other pills. Once used are always
in favor. One little Pellet is a laxativ
two are mildly cathastic. One Pel
taken after dinner will promote digestion
and to relieve distress from over eating
they are unequaled.
CAUTION.—Dr. Plerce’s Pleasant Pellets~
3‘: an easy name to remember. Don’t leta g:
e makes more momney on thenk‘iult
he would rather
better not take
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as good” kind. That's wh
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fairyland, the supers marched on two-

the situation, now intensifying the -

musical accompaniments and appreci-

Irving’s time perhaps he would have

lectures and speeches as well ag by his -

Story, he seemed to me unchanged by .

time ; but his influence has largely as- -




