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by the Kaffirs, soine that he had been murdered, for it was
well known that he always ha&-gold in his pocket. What-

ever befel him no one knows. " -
I took up the coat and hat and could have sworn that the

man I had tollowed to the hills was dressed in precisely the
same garnients. Could it be possible that after all these

years I had found his grave ? Had ït been his ghost which
L'had seen night after night i§Suning from the house and
and making its way to the lonely grave in the hills ? Had
his wealth been derived from the sale of the gold which he
had dug -out of the pit ? Admitting these facts, why had I
been chosen to solve the mystery ? Was it possible that a
sympathy existed between the dead and gone Boer miner and

the needy prospector, myself ? These questions I was unable
to answer. My common sense revolted at such conclusions

and yet, argue as I would, the gold was in my pocket tc>
prove their truth.

There remained another explanation, it was that I had not
been awake during the periods in which I saw the old man.

I had developed into a somnambulist and had got up in the
night, imagining that I was following an old man and while

in that state picked up the gold found in my pocket in the
morning. Unfortunatety this theory did not account, for the

previous existence of my ghostly guide. I realized the use-
lessness of attempting to explain to my Boer *friends the pe-
culiar circumstances of the case and in consequence kept

silent. From that hour I abandoned my search for a mine,
which was alike a mine and a grave, the location being only

known to ghosts or somnambulists.


