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“We are all God's children,” the Rev. Andrew
Flood said.

* But is God Himself not white ?"* asked Cachas,

And, as the Rev. Andrew Flood hesitated for a
reply, she made a suggestion :

* Perhaps we brown people are His step-children,"
she said,
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GOD'S STEP-CHILDREN

CHAPTER I
b

CoMInG to the Cape in the year 1821 to spread the
Word among the Hottentots, the Reverend Andrew
Flood met on board ship a girl whom, it was vouch-
safed to him, the Lord had destined to be the partner
of his life and labours. Her name was Mary, and she
had dark blue eyes, set deeply under delicate brows,
and her eyelids were the eyelids of a Madonna.

Yet when the Rev. Andrew spoke to her of his holy
aspirations as a preliminary to offering her a share in
them, her response was a little vague ; and, whatever
he might do, he never seemed to be able to clear away
this vagueness from their intercourse.

He finally parted from her in Cape Town under the
impression—both worrying and comforting—that she
did not know what was in his heart.

But, of course, she knew.

2

The truth was that Mary Keeble did not find the
Rev. Andrew Flood so attractive that she wanted to
spend her life with him labouring among unclad
savages,

He was a tall, bony man, with hollow blue eyes, wist-
ful and yet fervent; his teeth projected slightly, so
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God’s Step-Children

that he had difficulty in closing his mouth ; and his
chin, strained with the effort of assisting his lips to
to meet, was pricked with little holes. The bones of his
long face were prominent, and they seemed to move
visibly when he became agitated, as happened very
often. His skin was naturally pale, but it was almost
always flushed with embarrassed ardour. He had long
nervous hands and long feet. He was clean shaven;
and, already, at the age of twenty-eight, his light brown
hair was thinning wpwards in a point on each side of
his high, narrow forehead, in the shape of a capital M.
He wore a black coat with tails, tight trousers strapped
under his instep, and a white tie. . . .

He was not a clever man, and he knew people did not

consider him clever ; but he believed that was because
they did not understand the essential mystery of his
being. He often felt that if they could see the wonder-
ful things that went on in his mind, while his speech
so lamentably failed him, they would be touched and
surprised and impressed. He was anxious to touch and
surprise and impress people.
- Always at night, before he went to sleep, he had the
habit of rehearsing between himself and some person
or other, who happened at the moment particularly to
interest him, conversations that never afterwards took
place. In these conversations he displayed a kind of
sorrowful wit, and made confidences which showed him
in a noble and pathetic light. His auditor never seemed
to reply, but only listened with a growing sympathy.
The Rev. Andrew would go on breeding sentences, say-
ing things and saying things, showing himself now in
this light, now in that light ; the silent auditor would
begin to fade away; the same sentences would come
round again and again; the Rev. Andrew would find
2



The Ancestor

himself either falling asleep comforted by his illusions,
or, on the contrary, lying fiercely awake throbbing with
unsolved and insoluble miseries.

3

He had a certain quality of imagination. He yearned
towards nobility of thought and deed. He felt it would
be glorious to give the boots from his feet to a beggar,
and walk barefoot ; to suffer a great misunderstanding
insilence ; to pray in fasting isolation.

Yet, when it came to the point, he could not even
summon the initiative to go up to a beggar in the street
and speak to him, let alone offer him the boots from
his feet; as for misunderstandings, he no sooner felt
himself misunderstood than he burnt to explain and
explain ; and, so far from fasting in isolation, he had
never yet dared to resist the stern call of his mother to
her punctual meal-times :

“ Andrew ! ”

“Yes, mother ?

‘“Andrew! . .. Andrew! ... How often must I
call you?”

“Yes, mother. Just coming.”

Impossible to tell her that he had determined to
fast !

4

But he had suddenly, within a month of being
ordained, offered himself to a mission society that was
sending emissaries to savage Africa.

He had departed in a glow of exaltation.

He saw himself burnt out with religion and sacrifice,
worn but triumphant, leading souls to God. Leading
the souls of his poor black brothers to God! His
brothers ! '

32 3



God’s Step-Children

He had recently heard a tremendous sermon preached
about the essential equality of all human beings, what-
ever their colour, in the eyes of their Creator.

It was, throughout DBritain, the creed of the
moment,



CHAPTER 1II

I

HE fell in love with Mary Keeble as soon as he saw
her. She was coming out to Cape Town with her uncle,
a doctor. She was leaning over the ship’s rail, gazing
vaguely into distance. She was wearing a white muslin
dress, cut low in the neck, with ruchings and flouncings
on the skirt, short puffed-out sleeves, and a fichu
across the shoulders. Her feet were shod in sandals
laced above the ankle. Her fair hair was dressed high
on her head. She had been sea-sick for a fortnight (it
had not been smooth sailing in the little three-masted,
five-hundred-ton vessel) and was looking wan—like a
little white flower, the Rev. Andrew traditionally told
himself, as he walked up and down past her. Up and
down for nearly another week without finding any means
of approach, without knowing more about her than her
name, though at night he inevitably rehearsed, long
and mournfully, heroic speeches to her. = He wished she
knew why he was coming to the Cape. He wished it
so desperately that one day he suddenly walked over
and stood beside her, and said in a husky whisper :

“ Miss Keeble!”

She turned towards him, a faint smile in her deep-set
eyes.

“You are the Rev. Mr. Flood,” she responded.

She knew about him ! His fervent eyes glowed, his
face reddened, and his hands trembled

“ Yes'll
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“Is this your first voyage to the Cape?” she
encouraged him,

“Yes.”

He struggled unavailingly to say something more.

** Shall we sit down ? ” Mary suggested.

He stalked across the deck beside her. They seated
themselves, and he clasped his bony knees with his thin
hands, and rocked himself backwards and forwards.

“You have heard,” he said at last, ““about my
mission ?

“No. Tell me.”

“ To the Hottentots.”

*To the Hottentots ? ”

He nodded his head with sombre pride.

‘““Only one white man has been among that tribe
before me. He died a few months ago. I am taking
his place.”

“ Where is it ?

He stood up unexpectedly and went away.

Presently he returned carrying a linen-backed roll.
It was a map. He sat down again, opened it, and
showed her Cape Town. He moved his bony, slightly
crooked forefinger up the coast line till it rested on the
mouth of a river. *“The Orange River,” he said.
** They also call it the Black River, or, in the native
language, the Nu Gariep.” He traced the river to a
tributary. '* The Yellow River—the Gij Gariep. Some-
where about here I shall be.”

" What is the place called ?

“ Canaan.”

“ And is it a land of milk and honey ? ” she smiled.

“I cannot say. I know nothing more than I have
told you. I only know——" he stopped; his heart
was beating so violently that he could not breathe.

6
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She looked at him, waiting.

“1 only know that God needs me there,” he whis-
pered,

The tears started to his eyes as he finished speaking.
He was thrilled with exaltation, in a mood when a man
might go smiling to the stake.

“T hope that your mission will be successful,” she
said after a moment.

“It will be,” he answered with sudden fierce con-
fidence. “ It will be.”

2

Every day after that during the next nine weeks—
the dammed flood having burst its restraints—he spoke
to her either about himself or his mission. Sometimes
she was sorry for him ; and sometimes she even thought
he was heroic, but, in the end, she could not bear to
listen to him, and whenever she saw him approaching
her she would look round in helpless desperation for
some means of escape. By the time when, nearly three
months after they had left England, they at last found
themselves facing Table Mountain with its white table-
cloth of clouds, she really hated him. And yet, so
obsessed was he that, even at the very moment of
disembarkation, he was still urging himself on her
attention. He had no time to see the Hottentots
(brothers to those distant, more savage people to whom
he had come to minister) who were swarming around
them. But as he pressed forward to help her into the
carriage that had come to meet her his throat tightened.
** Perhaps,” he whispered. * Perhaps——"

The Hottentot slave who was driving the carriage
flicked his whip at the team of horses.

“We shall meet again,” said Mary Keeble im-

7
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patiently, and turned to ask her uncle some question
about their baggage.

The Rev. Andrew stood beside his boxes, staring
after the departing vehicle.

3

The missionary who had come to meet him found the
Rev. Andrew a quiet and abstracted companion as he
sat beside him in the carriage pointing out the features
of the town, and asking him questions about affairs at
home and the voyage out. Enormous Dutchmen, in
blue cloth jackets and trousers and tall hats, passed
them in the street, each followed by a small Hottentot
slave holding an umbrella over his master’s head ; and
the Rev. Andrew looked at the curious procession with
vagueeyes. He had never before to-day seen a Hotten-
tot, and his life was to be spent among Hottentots in
future, and yet he could discover in himself no interest
in these little yellow, monkey-like people, with their
triangular faces (Mongolian in type), and peppercorned
heads, whose little keen black eyes good-humouredly,
and yet mischievously, regarded him as he passed down
the street—the main street of Cape Town, the Heeren-
gracht, the Gentlemen’s Walk.

His companion mentioned the names of the owners
of the houses on each side of them—tall, flat-faced,
flat-roofed white houses, with open sun stoeps in front,
on which stout Dutch vrouws, in white muslins, sat
drinking coffee with their cavaliers.

“You will want to rest in Cape Town awhile,” he
said at last, “ before making the journey North. You
seem fatigued.”

“ Fatigued ? ** repeated the Rev. Andrew. “Fati-
gued? Yes. Imustbe. Yes.”

8
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His face was, indeed, quite white.

The other looked at him curiously.

* But you are otherwise well ? ” he asked. “ Canaan
is a desolate place, as you have doubtless been informed.
There is not, within a hundred miles, another station,
or another white man.”

“So I have heard,” the Rev. Andrew answered
indifferently. * But, thank you, my health is satis-
factory.”

There was a little silence. Then the Rev. Andrew
remarked, his eyes straight before him on the horses’
heads: :

* Was my predecessor a married man ?

‘ He was an old man. A widower. He had a grown-
up family in England.”

“But do any of the missionaries take their wives
with them to these outlying stations ? *

“Not frequently,” The Cape Town missionary
looked at the Rev. Andrew’s bony profile with the
projecting teeth, over which the lips hardly met.

“ But you are not married yourself,” he commented.

The Rev, Andrew shook his head.

“ Nor betrothed ?

The Rev. Andrew shook his head again.

*“ I was—merely wondering,” he answered.

4

He saw Mary Keeble once more before he left Cape
Town. He sat in the corner of a large drawing-room,
impatiently silent, while a Mary he hardly recognised,
a gay and animated Mary that had never before been
revealed to him, made pretty badinage with several
red and blue coated young men belonging to His
Majesty’s services, Now and then she would come over

9
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to him, offering refreshment, asking him if she might
not present somebody, conversing determinedly, but
hurriedly, and he would morosely refuse all her kind-
nesses ; and, presently, as if having dispensed a tedious
duty, she would return with renewed eagerness to her
more congenial companions. He stayed there in his
corner for over an hour, speaking to no one; but at
last he rose in his usual awkward manner, and, drawing
Mary to the door, held out his hand in farewell.

I bave to leave Cape Town soon,” he told her,
keeping her hand desperately in his. ‘I may never
return.”

He stood gazing at her with his lost-looking blue
eyes.

“I must see you again,” he said then in a voice
louder than he knew, so that Mary blushed in sudden
discomfort. “ But alone. There is something I have
to tell you. When can I come ?

Mary considered, hesitating. She pitied the Rev.
Andrew Flood, but she was utterly wearied of him.

“I am very seldom alone here,” she answered at
last.

* T ask you to be—for my sake,” he insisted.

She glanced involuntarily from her position at the
door to her friends waiting curiously for her.

* T shall let you know,” she answered hurriedly. . . .

The Rev. Andrew Flood never again saw Mary
Keeble. He received no message from her before he
left ; and when, in despair, he called, she was not at
home.

I0



CHAPTER III

I

LIKE an endless dream it seemed to the Rev. Andrew
Flood, that long journey on a waggon drawn by sixteen
oxen, with a little Hottentot interpreter, and two other
Hottentots who acted as driver and leader to the oxen,
that journey which he took across the desolate veld.

It was the month of December—the hottest summer-
time. The sun poured down a flood of heat and light ;
the earth lay burning beneath it, swamped in fire ; the
air danced and quivered as to the music of a thousand
cicadas. The oxen moved slowly along, unheeding,
apparently, the long whip of the driver. The Rev.
Andrew Flood sat under the hood of his waggon in
his close black clothes, his long, tight, black trousers
strapped under his instep, sweat pouring down his
body, his skin red and prickly,

They seemed to be getting no further., But, gradu-
ally, as the days passed, mountains and hills and water
and green vegetation and sudden patches of wild bright
flowers and an occasional Boer farmhouse became
things of memory ; and they proceeded unvaryingly
along a flat desert land, with hills retreating to the
horizon as they advanced towards them, where the sun
was fiercer than ever before, and the earth lay beneath
it, dry under its whitened stubble, like a skeleton.

The three Hottentots, wearing their sheep-skins—
their karosses—to protect them against the sun, as in
winter they wore them in defence against the cold, only
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turning then the hairy side inwards; with the little
skin pouches round their necks (they kept in those
pouches their knives, pipes, tobacco, charms, and the
drug called dagga) ; with their feet bare and insensitive
to the burning earth as they would be to coals of fire
even—the little, wizened-faced Hottentots danced
along their native soil—their Karroo, as, for its dry-
ness, they significantly called it—happy.

The Rev. Andrew, in his stuffy black clericals, sat,
smouldering towards exhaustion, in the waggon.

At dusk they outspanned. Then the Rev. Andrew
would descend and stiffly walk up and down 1o stretch
his legs; the oxen would wander about among the
stubble searching for food ; and the Hottentots would
make coffee. They would put three stones together in
the shape of a triangle; they would fill the little
enclosure thus made with dry twigs from the withered-
looking Karroo bushes that were the only growth of
the land ; and sit squatting on their haunches waiting
for the water to boil. Then when it had boiled and
they had put the coffee in, they would plunge a burning
twig into the kettle, as they had seen their Boer masters
do, to settle the coffee grounds.

The interpreter, whose civilised language was a
mixture of Dutch and English (he habitually called the
missionary “ Mijnheer ) and whose name had been
given him by his original Dutch owner, was also the
Rev. Andrew’s personal attendant; and he would
bring him the coffee.

* Mijnheer !

The Rev. Andrew would lift his aching head.

 Will Mijnheer take coffee ?

* Thank you, Titus."”

He would sit down on a box, and eat the game the
12
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Hottentots themselves shot, perhaps some dried fruit,
a biscuit, a little preserve . . .

And so the days, the weeks, passed ; and gradually a
sense of peace began to steal into his heart. He awoke
to interest in his Hottentot companions, asked them
questions about their language and customs and beliefs,
even accepted the advice of Titus to go without his
coat,

In the evenings that were cool, he would wander
about in the neighbourhood of the fires with which, for
fear of wild animals, they surrounded their camp,
looking at the stars, brighter and more numerous than
he was accustomed to know them, making plans for the
betterment of those savage souls entrusted to his care,
sometimes even exalted by his sense of personal loss.

Occasionally he would see three figures crouching
forward, their heads on the ground, a strange, acrid
smell floating in smoke on the air around them. He
took it that they were smoking some native form of
tobacco.

But next day they would go about dazed and stupid,
and sometimes there would be sudden vicious quarrels,

The Rev. Andrew had not been warned about dagga-
smoking.

2

After seven weeks’ journeying by ox-waggon, along
tracks that none but a Hottentot would have recog-
nised, they arrived one day before a broad, swollen,
brown river. Trees fringed it on either side, and great,
shiny, black stones here and there edged it. Behind the
trees rose a Jow range of hills, and the veld here (for
there had been rain a few days ago) was a summer
green, covered with shrubs and wild flowers—little

13



God’s Step-Children

scented white flowers that looked like jasmine but
grew close to the ground ; and others like shrunken
yellow daffodils ; and still others like violets and butter-
cups. There were bushes with small red stone-berries,
sweet at first taste, but leaving a tight feeling on the
tongue and a weight on the chest afterwards ; and these
the Hottentots gathered and ate, and also various roots,
and pods filled with what looked like small green
peas. . . .

““ It is not far now,” Titus told the missionary. * To-
night, when the sun goes down, we shall see Canaan.”

And, in truth, when the sun set, Titus raised his small,
claw-like brown hand, and pointed.

“Canaan,” he said.

“Where ? " asked the Rev. Andrew,

“ Mijnheer does not see ? ”

The Rev. Andrew shook his head, and the Hottentot
smiled.

* The white people have not eyes like the Hottentots
and Bushmen.”

It was a circle of about thirty reed huts—huts looking
like big hives—that finally met the Rev. Andrew’s eyes.
As they came nearer, he saw that the huts acted as a
barrier for the cattle kraaled within the circle. These,
then, were not utterly wild Hottentots.

But when the people emerged to welcome the arrival
of the waggon, he noticed that they did not altogether
resemble the Hottentots he had hitherto seen. They
were taller, not so wizened and wrinkled and monkey-
like as the Cape Colony Hottentots, but equally
Mongolian in type. Although he had been told that
these were a tribe called the Korannas, he had not before
realised that there were different kinds of Hottentots,

He tried not to feel shocked and embarrassed as,

14
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following the presentation of the chief, women, laden
with beads, their bodies (characteristically protuberant
behind) reddened with ochre, their heads stiff with
grease (as were those of the men, too), a small apron of
cords suspended from their waists in front, and a larger
apron of skin at the back, approached him in greeting.

One woman, however, wore some sort of European
female garment. She advanced with self-conscious
dignity. Titus introduced her.

“ This is Cachas,” he said, “ the servant of Mijnheer
that is dead.” He pronounced her name with an initial
click, and the “ch,” too, was guttural. “If Mijnheer
wishes, she will also be the servant of Mijrheer.”

Cachas smiled enormously, made sounds signifying
that she spoke English, and led him, swaying her
tremendous hips, towards the biggest reed hut.

“ Mijnheer’s house,” she said.

15



CHAPTER 1V

1

Tre Rev. Andrew had thought out his plan of spiritual
campaign during that serener time that followed the
first hard days of his long journey. He had assumed
that his predecessor had at least brought his flock right
up to the road that led to Christianity, if he had not
actually conducted them far along it.

Now he asked Titus to call together the older men for
what he described as a little talk,

They came obediently, and squatted down like
baboons in a semi-circle before him. There was an
expectant look on their faces. Now and then they
would fire off a cannonade of clicks at one another, and
laugh a little throaty laugh which made the missionary
feel vaguely uneasy. There was a subtle note of mis-
chievous—one might almost say malignant—amuse-
ment in that close chuckling of theirs,

The interpreter began. “ This man,” he said, * like
the one who is dead, has come to instruct you in the
things of God.”

There was a short silence.

The Hottentots looked at one another with their little
wicked black eyes, as children about to bait a weak
teacher.

At last one spoke.

“Where,” he demanded, “does this man, God,
live ? ”

Titus translated, The Rev. Andrew Flood looked
16
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at them bewildered. Did they, then, not know even
this elementary fact? He put his surprise to them
through Titus.

They shook their heads. “If we knew, we have
forgotten,” they said.

The Rev. Andrew Flood began haltingly to explain
to them what God was, Titus translating sentence by
sentence. It hindered his flow of thought, this constant
interruption. But he went on determinedly, his eyes
gathering fire of enthusiasm as he spoke. Presently he
began to feel that he was interesting his audience.
They were looking from him to Titus, nodding
attentively every now and then. When he came to
the end of his discourse he suggested that they
might ask him questions about anything they had not
understood.

There was a pause. Then the oldest man present
found tongue.

“ You say God wants us to pray all our lives ? ”

The Rev. Andrew Flood smiled at him encouragingly.
“ YES.H

* But that is very hard.”

“Itis not very hard, Those who pray sincerely will
soon find that it is not hard at all. Ah! no, not hard,
but beautiful. When first you tried to swim in that
river you had to struggle to keep afloat. But after-
wards, when you knew how, was it not a glorious thing
todo? ... So, prayer.”

The Rev. Andrew was pleased with his simile, but he
noticed that a smile of amusement spread over each face
until it reached even Titus. He discovered afterwards
that these Hottentots, whatever might have been the
custom among other tribes, never bathed.

The old man was speaking again.

17
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‘“ But why cannot God be satisfied wich two or three
days’ prayer ? One might agree w0 that—it would not
be too much trouble. Now you say we have to pray
all our lives. What is there to tell God that could not
be told in two or three days ?

The Rev. Andrew Flood tried 1o explain to the old
Hottentot the uses of prayer. The old Hottentot
regarded him attentively, but with that same look of
railery on his face.

When che missionary had finished explaining, he
came forward with a new argument.

“Iam an old man,” he said. * All my years I have
lived in the world without God. Will it help me to
change now ? ”

This time the Rev. Andrew answered him readily.

“ The older you are the sooner you will appear before
the judgment seat, and the more necessary it is,
therefore, that you should make your peace with
God.”

The old Hottentot was as quick. * Then, first, if
that can be done at the end of life, why should the young
trouble ? And, second, if God wants me to change, and
if, as you say, He can do everything, why does He not
then change me ? Why have you to come all this way
to us and make talk about it ¢ "’

“ But He it is who has sent me,” the Rev. Andrew
cried triumphantly, his face suddenly ablaze. “I am
His instrument. I proclaim His Word. Hear and
believe ; fear the Lord ; repent your sins; and pray
that you may be saved.”

He lifted up his voice in prayer. When he had
finished, the interpreter said “ Amen.”

But the squatting Hottentots sat silent.

Then, as with a common accord, they rose up one by
18
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one, formed little groups of two and three, and went
back towards their huts.

Suddenly the Rev. Andrew Flood heard the sound of
long, loud laughter.

2

It was as if that meeting had set the tone of the
association between the Rev. Andrew Flood and his
Koranna charges. Whenever he addressed them there
was in the air that sense of mockery.

Nevertheless, he persevered. He had them build
him a long, rectangular hut of mud and reeds, and there
he held services and Sunday school, and taught them
hynns, '

They came quite readily. It was a new amusement,
and, but for their smoking all day long, and a little
occasional Bushman killing, they had little with which
to occupy themselves.

And so they used to bring stones or the logs of trees,
and sit there pretending to listen to him and good-
humouredly lifting up their voices in song when he
asked them to do so. Although they had quick ears
and easily repeated after him the sacred tunes, it was
strange how different—how quite savage and Hottentot-
like—the music they made sounded, so that the Rev,
Andrew himself could hardly recognise the familiar old
hymns.

But, however they listened to him and sang after
him, he got no further with them. They were always
trying to—yes, to trip him, that was the word—to trip
him, to catch him. It became a kind of game with
them. They were, in the main, stupid and indolent,
but they really made efforts to discompose their pastor,
They would lie in the shade of a bush smoking, excogi-
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tating questions that they hoped he might not be able
to answer, conspiring to make demands he could not
gratify.

At first when they had approached him, coming with
innocent voices to consult him on religious matters, he
had eagerly welcomed them, feeling that his mission
was being very significant. But afterwards, when he
grew to recognise the quizzically impudent look that
accompanied the polite manner, his heart used to
tighten with a sense of ill-ease,

Th:ey would ask him such questions as why God had
made them evil if he wanted them to be good. To
which he would return the customary answer that not
God, but Satan, had made them evil.

As if it had all been rehearsed beforehand (as, indeed,
it had been with their last pastor), the next question
would follow as to why, if God was all-powerful, He
allowed Satan to make them evil,

And the Rev. Andrew, floundering a little, would
give them some such reply as that Satan, the first
sinner, having fallen without temptation, had been cast
- into Hell for ever, and there he sat now causing all this
mischief,

“ But if Satan,” the oldest Hottentot, who was their
leading dialectician, would say, *if Satan were not in
Hell making us wicked, would we not all be good?
. « . Therefore would it not be more simple for God to
forgive him than to let him so trouble us for ever ? Is
it just for God to do this thing tous? ”*

And even as the Rev. Andrew, his face red and
worried, considered what he might say to this, they
would triumphantly go away; and, inevitably, from
the distance, there would come floating back towards
him their loud, derisive laughter.

20
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3

Even his medicine chest was not an unassailable
asset. It is true that experience with the last mis-
sionary had proved to them the value of Christian pills
and powders and potions for certain obvious illnesses ;
but when it came to the more mysterious diseases, they
still had greater faith in the efficacy of their own
witchcraft., The Korannas, indeed, were called the
Toorvenaars, or Wizards—and, in addition, many of
them had taken to wife the relicts of the Bushmen they
killed whenever they had the opportunity, and these,
too, had brought with them a great tradition of magic.
They could, for instance, diagnose and cure love
troubles. They knew that, under certain circum-
stances, severe fevers might be caused by an evil-
intentioned person burying his finger-nail parings on
the threshold of his victim’s hut. They could smell out
an enemy, If they felt inclined they might even pro-
duce rain.

The Rev. Andrew’s medical knowledge paled into
insignificance beside such powers; and, although his
charges came to him for a headache or a stomach ache,
they quite obviously did not trust him with anything
requiring deeper or more subtle understanding.

4

Yet it was not till the moon entered upon its first
quarter that the Rev. Andrew Flood realised to the
full what lay before him. Then, having lain awake all
night long, and night after night, to the piping of reeds
and the wail of songs, which were very unlike the hymns
he had tried to teach them, and were yet now and then
reminiscent of them, since often the Hottentots found
the hymns quite adaptable to their purposes, he rose
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one night, his head aching with sleeplessness and the
close heat of his reed-hut, and he went outside and made
his way towards the sound of the music,

And there, suddenly, he came upon them, his spiritual
flock, on an elevation, dancing under the moon,

He stood staring at them for a moment, and then,
his heart beating as if in wild rhythm with the music,
he returned to the hut,

He had never conceived so utter an abandonment of
all restraints as he had just witnessed.

He did not attempt to close his eyes all night ; but
next morning, weary as he was, he asked Titus to
bring the men before him. “I wish to see them at
once,” he said.

*“ They are all sleeping, Mijnheer,” said Titus,

“Then wake them.”

“ But they are very tired. They will sleep till the
sun goes down. They have danced all night.”

* That is what I must speak to them about.”

*“ About the dancing ? "

“Yes, about the dancing.”

“But, Mijnheer, it is the Hottentot custom. They
believe that the stars are the eyes of the people who
are dead, and that the moon is God, and when the new
moon is in the sky they come to pray. And this singing
and dancing—"

“ I have told you to call them, Titus.”

The Rev. Andrew's heart was tired and sore, but it
had courage.

Titus went away, shaking his head. Presently he
returned.

“ Not one man will come, Mijnheer, The sleep is too
heavy on them, Mijnheer forgets that it is now five
nights they dance.”
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The Rev. Andrew's face darkened. *“ Then I will go
to them myself. There shall be no more such dancing.”

He never knew how near death he was that day.

In the end, however, they listened to him with yawn-
ing indifference, and, in the night, as if he had never
spoken, they danced again.
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CHAPTER V

I

HE sat under a tree by the side of the river reflecting
on the futility of his existence. No other human being
in the world, he thought, could be as desolate as he was.

His mind went back to the voyage out, and the hopes
and expectations he had then of human love and
spiritual achievement. He wondered what Mary was
doing now, whether perhaps, after all, he had not made
his feelings sufficiently clear to her. He had certainly
never quite—never quite—made full explanation.

He visualised himself addressing a love speech to her,
telling her about his lonely life. She would pity him if
she knew how, solitarily, he was contending against
such overwhelming forces of evil, . . .

When he got back to his hut, he sat down before the
box which was his table, and began impulsively to write
- a letter. Once in every few months a runner came to
them from the next mission station, a hundred miles or
so to the south-west of Canaan, bringing letters and
papers. He should take back a letter to Mary Keeble,

He wrote and wrote, altering, rejecting, improving.
Almost every day he made a different attempt. This
is the letter that Mary Keeble finally received :

“My DEAR Miss KeEBLE,~God, who disposes of
our destinies, has led my frail vessel to this most distant
and most lonely post. Iam, as you know, the last white
man in my direction; and the thought of what has
been, and of what might have been, is all that can lighten
a loneliness which is, indeed, at the present momeanr,
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made the heavier by what I can only designate as the
antipathy of the poor black brethren in Christ who here
surround me.

“In that loneliness, my mind turns to the past. 1
think of the time when, a poor, slow, dreaming boy,
scorned by masters and fellow scholars, 1 kept my
vision ever ahead on one unalterable beacon—the Star
of Faith. T think of my misunderstood youth, my tor-
mented manhood ; of the time when I felt it was
demanded of me to throw aside all worldly hopes and
give my life to Christ ; and of that more recent time
when, it seemed again, God had relented in His stern-
ness and had offered me some earthly compensation,

“Need I tell you, my dear Miss Keeble, what that
compensation was ? Need I recall to your mind those
beautiful days and nights when we paced the deck side
by side, and at Jast I knew I had found one to under-
stand my lonely soul, and to whom I might reveal what
was in that soul ?

*“ And yet I fear now I did not reveal enough. I, who
have boldly adventured to live among this savage horde,
did not dare to make my meaning plain to the woman
who awoke in my heart the knowledge of earthly joy.
Let me make it plain at last. I ask you, my dear Miss
Keeble, to be my wife. I cannot offer you the riches
of sumptuous living, but I do offer you the riches of holy
endeavour. Together we could effect that which I,
alone, am finding wellnigh impossible. Even these poor
benighted souls would be led towards holiness by the
light in your eyes.

" The last occasion on which I'saw you you were gay
among the gay. But is it not more to bring one lost soul
to the gates of Heaven than to dance in palaces ? * Lay
not up for yourselves treasures upon earth, where moth
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and rust doth corrupt and where thieves break through
and steal. But lay up for yourselves treasures in
heaven, where neither moth nor dust doth corrupt, and
where thieves do not break through nor steal.’

* I await the arrival of a runner that I may send this
to you ; but, even at the best, I fear it must be months
before I hold your answer in my hands. Until then I
shall pray that it may be God’s will to direct your heart
towards me,

“ Your devoted servant,
‘““ ANDREW Froop.”
2

That brought back his first exaltation—the excite-
ment of sending such a letter and waiting for a reply
to it.

To make the time pass more quickly in the lengthen-
ing nights of approaching winter, he sat by candle light
compiling a little rough dictionary of Hottentot and
English words, and trying to translate the Bible into
Hottentot.

Cachas, who cooked for him and tended the two cows,
for which he had given tobacco and beads in exchange ;
her daughter Silla, who assisted her in her domestic
and pastoral duties; and Titus, the interpreter, lent
him their often conflicting aid. He laboriously sucked
his tongue against his palate in an effort to imitate
them in producing the Hottentot click, at which Titus,
as became his dignified position, would remain imper-
turbably silent, but Cachas and Silla, being only women,
would laugh in hearty, though not ill-humoured,
amusement,

Cachas and Silla were among the most civilised of the
tribe. They had, indeed, been converted to Christianity
by the last missionary, and Cachas, as the only woman
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wearing a European garment, had a unique social posi-
tion. Cachas was thirty-six years old and a widow, for
her husband had been killed in a Bushman cattle-raid ;
but while she was still strong and useful, she had her
place in the community. When she became old and
burdensome, however, it was not improbable that she
would be dragged out on to the veld and left there to be
devoured by wild animals. She told the missionary so
herself. * What is the use of old people ? ”’ she said.
“ They only eat the others’ food.” _

Silla did not, in the least, resemble her mother. With
maturity she would no doubt achieve the grotesque
development which was the Hottentot ideal of beauty.
But for the present she was only seventeen, and slim, and
daintily shaped, as were most of the other young girls,
with a small head whose brown scalp was visible through
the peppercorn hair, set on a splendid neck. Her face
was the usual Hottentot face—triangular, with high
cheek bones, bridgeless nose, little keen black eyes, a
high mouth, and a small, pointed, retreating chin. But
it had a quick and animated and not unattractively
impudent look; and her eyebrows, more strongly
marked than was usual, made her rather distinctive.

She had a queer little cheeky laugh, and did not
hesitate to let it be heard when the Rev. Andrew made
his futile efforts at reproducing the Hottentot click.

*No, Mijnheer,” she would say. “No, That is
wrong. Look!”

She would open her mouth and show him her red
tongue achieving the correct effect.

3

The months passed and it was mid-winter, A runner
had recently been, but he had brought no letter from
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Mary Keeble. The Rev. Andrew’s hand had shaken
visibly as he received his post; he had unheedingly
dropped two letters from his mother as he rapidly
turned the bundle over in vain search ; and then he
had gone back to his hut and sat himself down on his
bed in lost and bitter silence, It seemed to him for the
moment that if he had not Mary to hope for he had
nothing. :

But he had got so into the habit of hanging his
thoughts and expectations on her that imperceptibly
the mood of despair passed, and he found himself again
envisaging a future which held her. As ever, in the
long, cold, winter nights, as he lay in the dark under his
karosses of sheep-skin, he spent hours addressing her.
Sometimes he pleaded with her; sometimes the talk
was of love achieved ; and sometimes he even discussed
his problems with her in a spirit of happy domestic
companionship.

He began to think that quite probably—in this
uncertainty of postal communication—she had not
. even received his letter. Or she might have received it
and answered it, and the letter destined to brighten his
life was wandering about heaven knew where in dark
Africa, lighting the desert.

The next time the runner went from Canaan he
carried another letter from the Rev. Andrew Flood to
Mary Keeble.

In the meanwhile, the Rev. Andrew struggled as
before to bring the Hottentots to God.

4

He wondered if any man had ever had to contend

against such forces of spiritual opposition as he. A

few of the Hottentots had consented to become con-
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verted, but the Rev. Andrew had an uneasy feeling
that their conversion was not genuine, that they
expected to get something out of him for it, a little
material consideration—in other words, a donation from
those big packing-cases he had brought with him.

Yet so pathetically anxious was he to feel that his
mission was not in vain that he welcomed even such
scabby sheep to the fold.

The ancient dialectician, with his following, was still
standing firmly against him. It appeared to be the
amusement of his old age to lay traps for the missionary,
as other old men join committees or go to law. But
the Rev. Andrew had an obstinate courage that per-
sisted in the belief that, sooner or later, he would get
him, and thus the others. He would go on arguing
patiently, but not very successfully.

And there he would sit, the ancient—he was nearly
ninety years old—with his head of white peppercorns
{though his face was as naturally innocent of hair as it
had been in babyhood) ; his little black eyes sharp and
shrewd in their bunched up setting of wrinkles; his
gnarled, dirty, brown paw demonstrating—he would
sit there and amiably taunt the white man.

** You say I will be better and happier if I become a
Christian ? ”

“Yes. Yes. Oh, yes!”

*“ But the people in your land are Christians,”

“Yes.”

* And are they good and happy ? *

The Rev. Andrew hesitated a moment, and then
committed himself.

“Yes.”

‘“ And they do not do evil things, nor make wars ?

“No human being is perfect,” the Rev. Andrew
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qualified. “ They are better than they would be were
they not Christians.”

The old man spat meditatively from between his
teeth—a thin, well-projected stream.

‘ No man can be better thanIam, Iamtoooldtobe
badnow. Idonotkill, Idonot takethe other man’s wife.
To be ¢ld and to be Christian, it is the same thing.”

That triumphant discovery he now maintained in all
future conversations with the Rev. Andrew. Until
cne day, bored with argument, he came along and laid
down a final condition.

* There is a drought in the land,” he said.

The Rev. Andrew admitted it.

* Your God has made the drought.”

“ He knows best.”

* And if He chooses He can end it ? ”

*“ He can do all things.”

The old man bunched up his wizened face and pointed
his finger, that looked like a little brown twig, towards
the river.

* Do you see that black rock rising from the river ?
he said.

* Yes," said the missionary wearily.

* It stands strong against the wind, and the waters
do not move it.”

“Yes.”

“Even so do I stand against your God ; nor will I
think of serving Him ; no, nor of going a step to hear
the word you preach unless He sends us rain.  You say
He wants me. Let Him show it by doing this thing
Task. Yousay He can do all things. Let Him make
the rain we need.”

It was a definite proposal~-a challenge.

Now for rain |
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5

On Christmas Day the Rev. Andrew Flood at last
got his letter from Mary Keeble.

He had now been living for nearly a year among the
Hottentots, and he felt exhausted, body and spirit,
He could not sleep and he could not eat. He was quite
emaciated, and his fervent blue eyes were haunted with
lonely suffering. He wished sometimes that he might
lie down and rest for ever.

And then, at other times, he would remember how
all his young life he had aspired to sacrifice ; how he
had wanted to give the boots from his feet, to suffer
misunderstanding in silence, to pray in fasting isolation,
And his eyes would suddenly burn with spiritual ardour,
and he would go gauntly in and out of the dirty, evil-
smelling, vermin-infested reed huts in which the
Hottentots lived, attending to their wants, battling for
their souls.

This Christmas Day it was sultry with the promise
of rain—rain, alas, too long deferred to save the soul
of the old Hottentot who had quietly one day given up
hisheathen ghost—and the Rev. Andrew, in his low, rect-
angular, reed-and-mud church, through the incense of
never washed Hottentots, was struggling against an
inexplicable and increasing faintness to tell his con-
gregation about the birth of Christ. He had not been
well this last week. . . .

As he left the church, the runner came into sight.
The Rev. Andrew leaned against the door, waiting.
He stretched out an unsteady hand as the runner
approached him,

On the very top of his bundle of envelopes there lay
one addressed in a delicate feminine hand.
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“ My pEAR MR. FLooD ” (it said)— Sensibleas I am
of the honour which you have done me in asking me
to be your wife, I fear that I cannot accept it. Even
were the circumstances, of which I am about to inform
you, otherwise, I should still {eel that I am not naturally
fitted to share so holy and arduous a life. But, indeed,
I have to tell you that I am shortly to be married to
Captain James Anstruther, whom you may have seen
on the last occasion on which you visited me before
going North. ’

“1 hope—"

The letter blew to the ground. Cachas, conversing
at the top of her voice with a group of iriends, started
suddenly running towards her master.

The Rev, Andrew Flood had fallen in a heap against
his church door.
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I

THE Rev. Andrew Flood lay for six weeks on his bed.
For part of that time he was delirious, and when he was
not delirious he thought he was dying of a broken heart.

But, in fact, the Rev. Andrew had been suffering
from what, in these days, is called typhoid or enteric
fever. And, since it was destined to him to go on living,
he recovered from his sickness—despite the ministra-
tion of Cachas and Silla and Titus, which were not,
after all, very harmful, even although they secretly
included a little sorcery. And as, for the rest, he had
not been tempted to take anything but milk and water,
Nature had not, on the whole, been too greatly hindered
in her efforts on his behalf. . . ,

And so one day, very thin and weak, he was led
outside by Cachas and Silla, and there, in the shade of
his reed hut, he lay on a pile of karosses and felt the
wish for life reviving within his heart,

A man might be happy merely in being alive and
able to do his chosen work. Ah! He would work, he
would work. He would save them yet,

He spoke to his attendants about his problems,

“\What is it,” he asked them,  that stands between
me and your people ?

‘It is that you are different, Mijnheer,” answered
Titus, * The folk ” (he said it in Dutch—" the volk ),
* they think that God does not feel the same for a brown
man as for a white man,”
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“But T have told them, Titus, that we are all the
same in the eyes of God.”

“Yes, I know that, Mijnheer.”

“ Then—" ‘

* But they do not believe it, Mijnheer.”

“ Why not ?

‘ Because, Mijnheer, they can see with their eyes we
are not the same.”

‘It is the colour of the skin,” put in Silla. * They
say why did God give one man a white skin and another
man a black skin if He did not wish to show them that
they were different.”

The Rev. Andrew Flood shook his head. “ We are all
God’s children,” he said.

* But is God Himself not white ? " asked Cachas.

And, as the Rev. Andrew hesitated for a reply, she
made a suggestion :

‘“Perhaps we brown people are only His step-
children,” she said.

2

The Rev. Andrew Flood sought for means to prove
his contention that the Hottentots were his equals in
the sight of God. He made efforts to speak their lan-
guage, visited them in their homes, and ate their food.
He took the little monkey-like babies on his knees and
played with them. He had a desperate feeling that
only one thing remained to him in the world now—to
succeed in his Christian mission.

He believed that he had come to the kernel of the
matter, These people thought that the Christian God
made distinctions between black and white. Not till
he could convince them to the contrary would his
preaching have any effect.
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He had recently received a letter from Cape Town
suggesting that, after a year’s work under such condi-
tions, and in view of his illness, he might find himself
entitled to a rest. But he had refused the offer. He
did not want holiday. He did not want rest. He only
wanted to snatch these black souls from Hell, and thus
to vindicate himself.

He was prepared for any sacrifice.

It was winter again. He had lived now for eighteen
months among the Hottentots. They no longer
offended his senses as they once had done. He had
become used to them. He was himself hardly delicate
in his person any more. He had given up shaving and
wore a beard—it was less trouble. He did not, as in
summer, bathe in the river. And it was an uncom-
fortable and chilly affair to have a bath in his reed hut,
through which the cold air blew. The grease-spots on
his clothes were sometimes washed over, but, in general,
they showed brown with dust ; and his stockings and
shirts, which he had at one time clumsily mended
himself, were full of holes.

He had only a small looking-glass, and had accus-
tomed himself to the appearance of his haggard,
bearded face, his bald forehead, from which even the
narrow central point of hair had disappeared, his pained-
looking, visionary eyes; but he had no conception
how shabby and neglected and unwholesome the rest
of him looked.

And yet he found a difficulty in winning over these
heathen !

3

The Rev. Andrew Flood was sitting in the hut of
Cachas. There was a fire of sticks and dung burning in
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the centre of the hut, which was full of smoke, so that
every now and then the Rev. Andrew found himself
coughing. On the right side—the men’s side—sat
Cachas’ nephew, Harina. On the left side—the women'’s
side—sat Cachas and Silla. Silla, her face shiny with
grease and ochre, her hair glinting with blue mica
powdered over the grease, was moulding an earthen-
ware pot. From a stake in the ground hung the sheep-
skins they used for clothes, Silla’s coquettishly orna-
mented with ostrich-shell beads. Supported on two
poles hung a skin filled with milk. On the floor, on each
side of the fireplace, lay some other skins, covering a
depression in the ground a few inches deep. These were
their beds. The men, women, and children ate and
slept in the same hut.

So far had they become accustomed to the Rev.
Andrew’s presence that they were all—Harina and
Cachas and Silla—smoking. He had come to the con-
clusion that to make them like himself he had to make
himself like them.

But they realised none of his spiritual motives. They
only knew that the white man was not so much better
than themselves, as they had once supposed ; and such
little respect as they had originally had for him (in
spite of their teasing) on account of his whiteness, they
. had gradually lost. They allowed themselves liberties
with him which they had never allowed themselves with
the old missionary who was dead ; and Harina contra-
dicted him, and Cachas scolded him in a mild maternal
way, and Silla smiled at him with the impudent little
manner which was naturally hers.

* Mijnheer,” Cachas was saying, “ must be feeling
very lonely here.”

The Rev. Andrew shook his head. ““No, I am not
36



The Ancestor

lonely,” he smiled rather pathetically. I have all my
brown friends around me.”

“But it is not good for a man to live by himself.
Mijnheer should have a wife.”

The Rev. Andrew’s heart sprang forward as if it
might rend itself from his body. He could not answer,
She was another man’s wife by this time, Mary Keeble.

“Does not Mijnheer,” persisted Cachas, “ believe
that a man should marry ? "

“Yes,” he said slowly, his face very pale. “I
believe that a man should marry.”

* Then why—?"

** No woman will come to live here, Cachas,” he said
almost inaudibly.

“ Then will Mijnheer remain without a wife as long
as he lives? "

* I suppose s0,” he answered, feeling anew his desola-
tion. “ Yes, T suppose so.”

* That is not good,” commented Cachas.

“No, it is not good,” endorsed Harina.

*“ It is not good,” said Silla, looking up quickly from
her earthenware pot to meet the Rev. Andrew’s eyes.

4

The Rev. Andrew lay awake that night with those
words ringing in his ears: “ It is not good to remain
without a wife .. Itisnot good. . No, it is not
good. . ."”

He remembered Silla’s provocative glance.

Backwards and forwards che words ran in his mind,
until it seemed to him that some outside force was
saying them.

Yes, this was what God had meant him to do. For
this Mary Keeble had been denied him. He had gone
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around, the Rev. Andrew, for the last eighteen months,
telling the Hottentots that, in the eyes of God, in his
own eyes, there was no difference between black and
white. And they had not believed him,

He would prove it to them!!
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CHAPTER VII

I

HE journeyed with Silla and Cachas and Harira by
ox-waggon to the next mission station. It was called
Kadesh, for when the Rev. Thomas Burtwell had
pitched his tent there he had whispered to himself “a
city in the uttermost of thy border.” It was no longer
that, but the name had remained.

Although the days were bright and clear it was very
cold in the nights, and having made a fire, not only for
warmth, but also to keep away possible wild animals,
they hung skins down the back of the waggon and
across the wheels, and all slept under it. The Rev.
Andrew ate with them and slept with them, but he
hardly spoke to them.

He was going to be married to Silla.

The journey took themnearly a week. They travelled
slowly across the flat, yellow veld, with its bare thomn-
trees, and now and then a meerkat flitted past, and now
and then a springbok ; but for the whole of the hundred
miles they saw nothing else.

When, finally, they arrived at Kadesh, the Rev.
Andrew told Silla and Cachas and Harina to remain in
the waggon while he went before to meet his fellow-
missionary,

2

Mr. Burtwell came out to greet the tall, thin, bearded
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figure in dirty black clericals. He held out a friendly
hand. * This is a great pleasure,” he welcomed him
heartily, “ to meet a brother-missionary. It must have
been a weary journey, Are you on your way back to
Cape Town ?

“ No, I am not going further,” said the Rev. Andrew.

* My wife will be happy to see a white face again,”
said Mr. Burtwell. * That is our home—that smaller
of the two mud-houses. The other is our church. I
understand you have not yet arrived at such heights of
luxury.”

The Rev. Andrew walked slowly beside his host.

“No, I live in the ordinary Hottentot hut,” he
answered in a dull voice.

‘“ Ah, well, it is different when a man is alone,” said
Mr. Burtwell, “but when a woman has to be con-
sidered—"

He left his obvious conclusion unspoken, smiling at
his companion.

The Rev. Andrew did not return the smile,

Instead he stopped still, his face now very red, now
very white,

‘“That is the object of my journey,” he said quickly

“ That ? ' questioned the other, puzzled.

“ A woman. Imeana wife.”

“ Indeed ? ” Mr. Burtwell looked more puzzled still
“ But I understood you to say you were not going any
further than this ? ”

“No, I am not going any further. I have brought
my—my intended wife with me.”

The Rev. Thomas Burtwell looked at his fellow-
missionary. He had heard through the last runner
stories about a long sickness. Could it have been a—
a mental sickness ?
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The Rev. Andrew was regarding him straightly with
his painful, blue eyes.

“ She is on that waggon,” he said.

*“ Yes—yes,” murmured the perturbed Mr, Burtwell,

‘“ It has been a hard struggle,” said the Rev. Andrew,
with apparent inconsequence, ** trying to win over the
hearts of my—our—brown people to Christ. I have
discovered at last the way to remove the obstacle.”

“Indeed ? ”

‘It is the difference in colour which stands between
us. They cannot forget that fact.”

* It has, naturally, always been a great problem.”

T have solved it,” said the Rev. Andrew, his eyes
burning.

He pointed to the waggon. “ I have wiped away the
distinction. My intended wife is—one of them.”

Mr. Burtwell stared. “‘ One of them!”

‘ A Hottentot woman,” said the Rev. Andrew clearly,

Mr. Burtwell laid a gentle hand on his arm. So it
had been a mental sickness then !

*“You are over-tired,” he said. “ Let us get home,
My wife will refresh you with a cup of tea brewed in the
good English way.”

“No! No!” cried the Rev. Andrew. * Have I not
made myself plain enough? I have come to be
married ! ”

Mr., Burtwell walked on quickly.

“To be married,” repeated the Rev. Andrew. *I
wish you to join us——" his strained voice broke sud-
denly. **. .. holy sacrament,” he mumbled.

Mr. Burtwell stopped still. There was a short pause.

“You are not well,” he said at last. * You do not
appreciate what you are saying.”

“I do appreciate what I am saying. I do, fully. I
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know my action will be misinterpreted. But I have
prayed for light. I am prepared for the sacrifice.
‘ Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you and perse-
cute you, and shall say all manner of evil against you
falsely, for My sake. . . . Mr, Burtwell, it is my duty ”

3

The Rev. Mr, Burtwell had married them in the end.
The Rev. Andrew had persisted to the point where he
had maintained that it was more important for him to
be altogether assimilated with the Hottentots than even
to receive the benediction of the Church on his union
with Silla. He had vowed that if Mr, Burtwell did not
perform the marriage ceremony over them he would
return with Silla, and live with her in sin, ‘T will give
up even my own soul to save theirs,” he had cried.

They had argued and they had protested, and Mrs.
Burtwell had wept and had begged him to think of his
mother (she had almost even dared to mention his un-
born children ; still, to that she had not been able quite
to bring herself), But he had remained as immovable
as the black rock in the river with which the old
Hottentot had once compared his own self.

And so, three days later, Silla, wearing for the first
time, through the generosity of Mrs. Burtwell, European
garments, stood in the mud church that had been built
by Mr. Burtwell, and was joined in holy matrimony to
the Rev. Andrew Flood.
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CHAPTER I

1

So now Silla came to live with the Rev. Andrew Flood
in his reed hut.

She was very proud, and when she walked she swayed
her body from side to side on her hips out of sheer
dignity.

She never spoke of her husband except as Mijnheer.

She called him Mijnheer.

The Rev. Andrew tried to teach his wife to read and
write and count. And at first it amused her to draw
strokes this way and that, and to recognise similar
strokes made, for her instruction, by the Rev. Andrew,
and to put little stones in a row and count them. Fora
time she went about counting everything : huts, trees,
bushes, oxen, people. But all this mental exercise
- began to weary her unaccustomed brain after a while,
and, having learnt to sign her name, Silla Flood, she
suddenly refused to continue her education any further.
I am learned enough now,” she said.

On Sundays, however, she would go to church carry-
ing demurely a Bible and a prayer book. And she would
sit there with her eyes cast down with an instinctive
self-conscious decorum, listening to the words of her
husband,

Her numerous relations rallied around her in
reflected triumph, and they all now came to church, and
such of them as had not done it before at last allowed
themselves to be baptised.
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The Rev. Andrew, his voice a little tired, his tall frame
beginning to stoop, accepted their conversion as the
first-fruits of his sacrifice.

The people were all more friendly with him, too. He
told himself that at last he had won them.

They despised him utterly, and his religion.

2

When Silla and the Rev. Andrew Flood had
been married nearly a year their first child was
born.

He had felt, when he heard of the child’s coming,
like Abraham when God had called upon him to sacrifice
Isaac. * Takenow thy son, thine only son Isaac, whom
thou lovest . . . and offer him . . . for a burnt offer-
ing upon one of the mountains.” He had sacrificed his
coming child’s white heritage—if not his body, the
purity of his blood.

The analogy did not strike him further that, although
Abraham had only been tried for the deed where he him-
self had accomplished it, the award in each case would
be precisely the same: “I will multiply thy seed as
the stars of the heaven, and as the sand which is upon
the seashore.”

The child was born, and he called him Isaac.

A year later another child was born—a girl.

When he had come to christen her the name of Mary
had flashed through his mind.

But it was not for him to call a Hottentot child Mary.
And he christened her after his mother, Deborah. He
told himself, with a momentary bitterness, that his
mother was responsible for him as he for Deborah, and
he might quite as justifiably transmit her name as her
blood.
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3

\With maternity Silla was beginning to develop the
typical Hottentot figure. All the Hottentot matrons
were stout to malformation, although their men
remained slim and wiry till death. And Silla’s youth-
ful litheness had disappeared so completely that the
recollection of it seemed like an impossible dream. She
waddled when she walked, like an overfed goose. Her
face had almost doubled in size, and all its youthful
alertness was gone. She was fat—fat all over, Her
years were exactly twenty.

She was extremely indolent, and whereas before
Cackas had kept the reed hut in some sort of order,
under Silla’s management it was in a state of overt
filth. They ate and slept in the same room—the Rev,
Andrew and Silla and the two children ; and in winter
they even cooked there, though in summer culinary
operations were transferred to three stones outside
among which a fire was built, and over which stood a
tripod pot.

Silla, as was the custom among the Hottentots,
attended to the two cows the Rev. Andrew had always
had, and their three calves, and milk was the principal
food of the family.

It was practically Silla’s only domestic activity, For
the rest, she spent her time smoking tobacco or dagga.
The latter left her in either a dazed or a vicious state,
The children crawled about naked in summer, and in
winter wore little skins, Their fuzzy brown hair stood
away from their heads in golliwog fashion, and they
were full of sores and vermin. They had yellow skins
and brown eyes. Isaac was a very little darker than
Deborah, but they were both almost mathematically
half-bred in appearance; and they were commonly,
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and with simple literalness rather than malice, referred
to by the tribe as the bastards. They played about,
however, with the other little Hottentot children on a
complete equality.

The Rev. Andrew could not bring himself to take a
great interest in his offspring. He could not feel as
if they actually belonged to him. The language they
were learning 1o speak was Hottentot, with a few Dutch
and English words here and there. They referred to
their father as Mijnheer.
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I

WHEN Deborah was three years old, there was
another baby, and he was sickly from birth. However
the Rev. Andrew, with the rather listless paternity that
was his only guide, struggled with him, it was useless.
The child wailed and wailed, and would not eat, and
would not sleep, and grew thinner and thinner,

The Rev. Andrew tried to dull his senses to the fine,
whimpering noise that beat against his ear-drums by
day and by night ; prayed that he might learn uncom-
plainingly to bear his cross; and, when he forgot to
pray, wished that he might be lying at the bottom of
the brown river that flowed unheedingly past—at rest.

He knew, by this time, that, from no point of view,
had he acted wisely in marrying Silla. He had lost such
respect as had been the reward of his whiteness, and he
had not replaced it by that intimacy of closer associa-
tion from which he had hoped so strongly for spiritual
results, The Hottentots did not regard him as a
brother. They regarded him as a fool.

Although a large number had, at some time or other,
in some way or other, allowed themselves to be prevailed
upon to accept Christianity, their religion was of the
vaguest. They came to church and stood up or sat
down with the grave and histrionically solemn rever-
ence of children playing games. They sang hymns
with the utmost enthusiasm, but they did not know the
meaning of what they sang, nor did they want to know.
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A few of them had genuine religious instincts and really
liked the idea of a God and a Saviour, and a Heaven and
a Hell, and a reward and a punishment, but most of
them came to church simply because, except dancing
and hunting (either of men or of beasts), it was their one
formal amusement.

Silla had never tired of taking her bible and hymn-
book and going to service every Sunday. She wore the
cotton dress which was her official uniform as the
pastor’s wife, and which had been brought by waggon,
with other things for the lonely outpost, from Cape
Town. Her feet were bare to the burning sand, but
she carried under her arm the shoes which she put on
painfully just before entering the church; because,
although she liked to show herself in shoes, she hated to
have them hamper her walking. And she held her
head up with an air of superiority, and swayed her huge
hips from side to side, feeling like an actress before the
footlights ; conscious of eyes following her movements.
She no longer pretended even to listen to her husband’s
religious exhortation,

2

But it was not until this illness of their youngest
child that the Rev. Andrew thoroughly realised the
completeness of his failure.

He came home one day from the Bible-class he held
for adults as well as children and, as he approached his
hut, he heard a noise which sounded like devils let
loose. He stood still for a moment, and then, with his
thin, unaccustomed legs, he started running towards
the uproar. The flap, made of rushes, which hung
over the entrance of the hut, and which Silla fastened
down nightly with stones to shut out the only means
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(but for the draughts, which were accidental) of
admitting air, was down now. But from within there
came a crescendo of cries and howls, and the noise of a
rattling that appalled his ears. -

He struggled against the flap until it gave way from
the top, and, panting, surveyed the scene that revealed
itself to his eyes. The sick baby was lying corpse-like,
and not even crying any more, on a skin on the ground,
and over him was bending a half-breed Bushman, the
son of a Bushwoman acquired in wifehood by a con-
quering Hottentot, and skilled in Bushman wizardry.
He was sucking at the child’s body, and every now and
then, with a triumphant yell, he would exhibit a few
goats’ hairs or birds’ feathers, or straws, which he had
thus, apparently, extracted from the patient, and which,
of course, had been the root of all the trouble. Tolend
him their moral and spiritual assistance, there were
several Bushwomen. One of these stood muttering—
urgently, insistently—in a corner, her body now rigid,
now violently shuddering. Two others were dancing
and singing and groaning and yelling and clapping
their hands, and still another was making a noise by
shaking with each hand a pebble-filled calabash—
a gourd—that, by comparison, reduced her friends’
efforts to the position of a mere obligato,

There were also present a few of Silla’s relations,
who, belonging, as all the clan did, to the Koranna or
Toorvenaar (wizard) branch of the Hottentots, had
a little magical skill themselves, One of these was
bounding about on the ground, leaping on all fours,
in a kind of slow, regular march. He had the tail of
an ox attached to a leather cord round his waist, and
a pair of horns on his head, but he was otherwise naked.
In a hole in the middle of the hut was a fire, and some-
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times he kicked it, and sometimes he sprang over it.
Harina was standing on a log, manipulating a knob-
kerrie—a stout stick with a knob at the end. Silla
herself was letting out periodically loud, trailing
cries.

They were intoxicating themselves with wrought-up
violent emotion, and now and then one would suddenly
drop down momentarily exhausted and almost senseless.

The Rev. Andrew stood at the entrance of his hut,
petrified with horror, until suddenly he felt his knees
giving under him, and leaned against the side of the hut
for support. If the magical operators in the hut were
aware of his presence they gave no sign of it.

He found his voice at last. *“ Stop!” be called to
them, using instinctively his own English word.
“Stop! Stop!”

They took no notice of him. He could not tell
whether they heard him or not. . . .

He forced himself among them, but Silla pushed him
back. He struggled with her, against her mountainous
frenzy, but he was no match for her. And Harina
sprang from his perch and helped her to throw him out
of the hut.

He stood there panting, his coat half off, his beard
wild, blood trickling down his face, his blue eyes lost
and agonised. He had not the strength Jeft even to
call upon his God.
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I

THE baby died ; and Silla and her friends blamed the
Rev. Andrew for the misfortune. At the very point
at which the bad spirits were about to be exorcised, he
had come and interfered, and while they were occupied
in ejecting him the spirits had taken their opportunity
of returning to the child’s body and completing their
evil work.

However, now that the child was dead, they accepted
it stoically. They made a hole near the bank of the
river, and wrapping the body of the child in a skin,
buried it there, in the same attitude in which it had
lain in its mother’s womb.

The Rev. Andrew was not allowed to approach.

And then Silla left him and went to live with Harina,

The two children, Isaac and Deborah, remained with
their father.

2

For nearly a week the Rev. Andrew wandered about
like a man from another world. And then, his face
whiter and thinner than ever, he took up again those
duties to which he had consecrated his life, and having
now sole charge of them, also the training of his
children,

They were, surprisingly enough, quiet and amiable
children by nature; and the girl, Deborah, was not
unintelligent, though the boy was slow. Now and then
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there came to their father’s mind the idea that he would
go away and take them with him. But the very fact of
their existence made it impossible for him to live in any
civilised community. However the talk might be
about black brethren, no one would suffer this practical
manifestation of the principle.

The Rev. Andrew Flood and his coloured offspring !
The sole result of his sacrifice. . . . He understood at
last. . ..

Now a passionate desire to make his children such
restitution as was still possible overcame him. He
washed and cleaned and tended them ; and, when they
* grew a little older, tried to teach them.

3

The next mission station, Kadesh, was by this time—
by about the year 1830—the home of a flourishing
community.

The Rev. Thomas Burtwell was a man of character
and enterprise. He was not as militant as some of the
other missionaries, and kept as clear as he could of tribal
dissensions and conflict with the neighbouring Bushmen
and the various Basuto tribes. Instead, he had taught
his people to till the ground, and they planted mealies
and pumpkins and even some quite delicate European
vegetables; and grew fruit trees—peaches, apricots,
pears, apples and quinces. The rainfall was not very
dependable—sometimes it did not rain at all, and at
other times it rained so much that their reed-and-mud
houses were destroyed. In the summer, too, the river
had a way of rising suddenly so that it overflowed its
banks and lapped up their cultivated ground, and even
sometimes forced them to move their huts ; and then
the water they had to drink was thick and brown and
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muddy ; though, in the winter, on the other hand, there
was almost no water at all in the river, so that the rocky
bed of it lay open and naked. . . .

But it was wonderful how quickly things grew if they
grew at all, and wherever a man sank a well he was
almost sure to find water—dead to the taste, still,
useful enough, as the vegetation around proved.

These people did some primitive manufacturing, too,
made mats and karosses and earthenware and wooden
vessels, and were learning the use of iron.

Then they had more communication in these days
with the outer world ; and when they came to church
they decorously wore European clothing—it was,
indeed, of the ugliest and shoddiest possible, and it
covered bodies no cleaner than they ever had been;
but it nevertheless marked a stage in civilisation.

They were, besides, a very religious community, the
Kadesh Korannas; and the Rev. Andrew Flood,
comparing them with his flock, found his heart swelling
with renewed bitterness as he thought of the vanity—
the irony—of his sacrifice. He had lost everything to
give them nothing.

The years passed, and he stayed on at Canaan,
conscious of his failure, but unable, on account of his
children, to go anywhere else.

There had been some vague discussion at missionary
headquarters about removing him and his retrogressive
influence, but no missionary who had a family was
willing to go to what was still the furthest Northern
post ; in any case, the field was over large already, and
finally, it was thought wiser, at the moment, not to add
to the already existing unpopularity of the missionaries
among the colonists by bringing any nearer civilised
eyes the Rev. Andrew Flood's coloured family The

55



God’s Step-Children

colonists were angry enough, as it was, about the
missionary domination in South Africa which had
culminated in the emancipation of their Hottentot
slaves. Better not to give their animosity this weapon,
Better to hide the Rev Andrew Flood. Better to keep
him where he was.

56



CHAPTER 1V

I

By the time the Rev. Andrew Flood had been at
Canaan for fifteen years he was himself in many ways,
asavage. He was dirty and unkempt and wild looking ;
he seldom read ; he wrote to no one ; he knew nothing
that was going on in the big world ; and it embarrassed
him to meet a civilised person. If a travelling mis-
sionary chanced as far as Canaan he encountered so cold
a reception that he was only too anxious to leave again
as soon as he could. The Rev, Andrew hardly realised
his own existence.

One day his neighbour, the Rev. Thomas Burtwell,
came to pay him his annual visit. He stayed at Canaan
overnight. He tried to speak to his outlawed colleague
in his usual cheery way, but he found it impossible to
draw any response, and, finally, the two men sat there
together in the reed hut in utter silence.

It was not until the next morning, within half an
hour of his departure, that Mr. Burtwell could bring
himself to say what was on his mind.

“You are not considering moving from here at all ?
he asked.

The Rev. Andrew shook his head.

“ But your children ? ”

"My children ?” The Rev. Andrew's tones were
vague,

* Have you no other hopes for them ? "
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A smile flickered bitterly for a moment round the
Rev. Andrew’s lips that never closed perfectly over his
projecting teeth. * What hopes can I have ? ”

“Then you mean them to grow up here ? ”

‘“ Where else ?

“ And, eventually, one day when—we are in the
Lord’s hands—if something were to happen to you—-"

The Rev. Andrew met the stammered suggestion in
silence.

Mr. Burtwell was forced to directness.

. “ Are you content to think that these poor children
may be left by themselves among savages ?

The Rev. Andrew forced his mind for a retort.

*“ They, too, are savages,” he muttered at last.

“ They need not be,” the other countered quickly.

4 But_,)

“ If you will give them a chance of civilisation, they
need not be.”

“ What do you want me todo? "

““ Send them away.”

“Away?”

«© Yes.l'

“And-I?"”

“ Will you not give yourself a chance too ? ”

“The Rev. Andrew’s lost blue eyes sprang into life
for a moment. Then they died again.

“ There is no chance for me any more,” he said.

It seemed useless, even to so optimistic a soul as
the Rev. Thomas Burtwell, to dispute it. He won-
dered, indeed, how life maintained itself in that worn-
out body before him.

“I wish I could do something for you,” he
murmured.

They sat looking at one another, The little girl,
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Deborah, now twelve years old, came into the hut and
stood gravely examining one of the few white men
she had ever seen. Her hair stuck out bushily around
her head, her scrap of a calico dress was torn and dirty,
her feet were bare ; but her face had the alert look her
mother’s had worn in youth, and her share of white
blood gave it a deeper significance.

“Well, Deborah ? * smiled Mr, Burtwell, to break
the difficult silence,

She smiled shyly back.

“ Come here,” he suggested.

She approached. :

“ You are getting a big girl."”

Her smile broadened.

“ When you are quite big, what are you going to
do?”

She shook her head. “ I do not know, Mijnheer.”

*“ Do you want to stay here always ?

She shook her head again. * No, Mijnheer.”

*“Would you not "—he patted her brown, grubby
little hand, but his eyes were on her father—* Would
you not like to leave this place and go to a real
school 2~

She followed his gaze. “I cannot tell what would
Mijnheer—my father—what would he say about it,”
she answered with breathless eagerness.

“ What would you say about it ? *' the missionary
asked his colleague directly.

‘1 have not considered the matter at all,” the Rev,
Andrew answered lamely.

* Consider it now.”

*“ I scarcely follow.”

“I am suggesting that Deborah ought to go to
school,”
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“How ? What school is there to which she cango ? *

* Mine,” said Mr, Burtwell quickly. ‘It is a native
school, but we—my wife and I and our assistant—will
do the best we can. And, if she shows promise, she
may, in due course, herself be trained to assist in the
teaching. I think—it seems to me—it would not be
such a bad idea.”.

T have taught her occasionally,” the Rev. Andrew
put in with pathetic self-justification. * She can
read and write and figure a little, She is not—
unintelligent.”

“Quite the contrary,” Mr, Burtwell asserted
heartily. “ Oh, quite the contrary.”

“ But—where will she—where will she live?”
stammered the Rev. Andrew.

“Why, with us.”

“With you? ” The Rev. Andrew’s pale, haggard
face flushed deeply. He looked from the white mission-
ary to the brown child. * With you? I could not—
could not allow it.”

“ Why not ?

*“ It would not be right. You know yourself.”

The muscles of his face worked visibly as he tried to
draw his trembling lips firmly together over his high
teeth. His eyes reddened. “ Not right,” he repeated
in a whisper. “ Poor Deborah,”

And for the first time in many years, he put his head
down on his arms and wept.

Mr. Burtwell stood up beside him, his hand sym-
pathetically on the other’s shoulder.

“ Let vs try.”

“ If she could be of any assistance to Mrs. Burtwell
in the house,” mumbled the Rev. Andrew into his
smothering arms. He had an undefined idea that only
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in a position of service would it be seemly for his
daughter to remain in a white household.
Mr. Burtwell delayed his departure for another day.
When he returned to Kadesh, Deborah went with
him,
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CHAPTER V

I

It had been a little difficult for Mrs. Burtwell to fit
Deborah into the household. She had, indeed, protested
strongly at first. * How am I to treat her ? ”* she had
demanded.

“You will know, my dear,” her husband had
answered amiably. T trust your wisdom.”

* My dear Thomas, it is easy to speak and to flatter,
Am I to behave to her as to the native children ? *

“ Do we not behave to them all as to the children of
God?”

*“ Then am I to make no difference between her and
our own children ?

“ No difference.”

‘ Let her share a room with Arabella, for instance ?

** If necessary.”

Mrs. Burtwell's square-built, freckled face set. “I
have been an obedient wife to you always, Thomas,” she
said,” and I have tried to do my duty under difficult
circumstances. But such a thing I will not agree to.
Deborah is a little savage.”

* She will not, under our roof, remain a little savage.”

* And if John had been fifteen years old instead of
six?”

“ What do you suggest ? ”

“ I suggest nothing. I say quite plainly that I under-
stand human weakness, and I would not, in the days to
come, like 2 son of ours to get interested in a half-caste
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woman. Now I thank God our three eldest children are
girls. But, evenso, I shallnot accustom them to theidea
that there is no distinction between black and white.”

She flushed to the roots of her drawn-back, reddish
hair as she spoke, but her pale blue eyes met her hus-
band’s firmly.

* Her father wished her to assist in the house,” Mr.
Burtwell murmured.

“1f she does not hinder me, I shall be satisfied. But
T am surprised to find a man so low sunk as Mr, Flood
capable of making a proposal exhibiting some intelli-
gence and good feeling.”

‘“ My dear Fanny,” Mr. Burtwell protested.

“Don’t dear Fanny me! Dear Fannying will help
nothing now. The child is here, a perpetual burden on
us, and I see trouble ahead. When it comes, I shall
blame no one but you, Thomas. Dear Fanny ! ”

* How should there be trouble ? " asked Mr. Burtwell.

“ How should there not be ? ” retorted Mrs, Burtwell.

2

Deborah was, as her father had said, not unintelligent.
She had, as most half-caste children have, a capacity
for imitation. She copied the maniers and habits—
even the gestures and intonations—of Mrs. Burtwell.

She seemed to learn quickly, too, but only to a certain
extent. Inevitably the point would be reached where a
solid barrier of unreceptivity would hinder all further
mental progress. And she would gaze blankly at Mr,
Burtwell and shake her head and tell him she could not
understand, And, however he might explain and ex-
plain, the blankness would not leave her face, and he
would realise that she spoke truthfully—she could not
understand.
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He had thought that a child with a white father might
be different. He knew that the native children arrived
at their full capacity very early. At the age of four or
five they were far in advance of white children of the
same age ; but at fourteen or fifteen they would begin
to falter, to lag behind, to remain stationary while their
white competitors went ahead. It seemed to the mis-
sionary as if their minds were unlocked sooner, but also
sooner locked again. He had a vague theory that it all
had to do with the traditional hardness of their skulls.

But he had certainly hoped that Deborah might be
more white than black in intellect. . . . He often won-
dered now in what way her white blood would manifest
itself. . . .

The years passed.

3

At the age of sixteen, in the year 1841, Deborah Flood
was a fully-developed young woman who had recently
risen to the dignity of school assistant. Four years of
constant oiling and plaiting and hard brushing had
trained her outstanding fuz of hair to lie flat against her
head like a cap ; her little brown eyes were bright and
alert ; there was a natural flush of colour on her high
cheek bones ; her figure was even more slim and erect
and graceful than her mother’s had been at the same age ;
and she had the same regal carriage of the head. She
was by no means an ill-looking girl, and her manners
were soft and complaisant.

Her position in the household had gradually adjusted
itself, too. Although she was treated with an easy
intimacy by the members of it, in the end, the very fact
that her skin was a different colour had been enough to
mark a sharp distinction between the other children and
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herself. She might learn with them, play with them,
eat with them, live with them—but never could she
belong to them.

It was not necessary to assert the fact even. Never
subconsciously, was the knowledge of it absent from any
of their thoughts. Without defining it to herself,
Deborah realised that there were certain limits beyond
which she might not go in her intercourse with white
children. And the young Burtwells, although they had
lived all their lives among Hottentots, and had been
trained to regard the brown people as equally, with
themselves, the children of one Heavenly Father, never
forgot that Deborah was not as they were. In deepest
essentials they were secret from one another.

There was no use in deploring or resenting such a
condition of affairs, This was her position in life, and
Deborah accepted it.

But now the time had come for new cravings to
occupy Deborah’s heart. And, as naturally as any
animal, Deborah looked about her for a mate.

4

Nearer Cape Town it would, of course, have been
different, There the half-caste was an established
factor. Farmers, like the Biblical patriarchs, had their
official and their unofficial households ; their white
wives and their concubine slaves ; their white heirs and
the children of their bondwomen. And the offspring of
Hagar were beginning to seed the wilderness; were
uniting in marriage and tradition; were becoming a
nation. They carried well-known European names,
They called themselves proudly the Bastaards.

Since the beginning of the century they had spread
themselves over Southern Africa like an opening fan ;
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fighting, marauding, settling, But, although at various
places along the river, now generally called the Vaal—
the dun-coloured—River, there were camps of emigrant
Griquas and Bastaards under various chiefs, each
tribe lived independently ~ And at Kadesh there were
as yet none of Deborah’s kind.

And this being so, and Nature welling up strongly
through Deborah’s blood, her questing desire had led
her towards one of her own pupils—a full-blooded young
Hottentot, a great dancer under the moon, a magician
with bow and arrow, a man with an alluring laugh and
a provocative, insolent manner. Her heart beat when
he approached her, her eyes swam, she found him irre-
sistible ; and when he said to her one day, * Meet me
to-night,” she agreed.

She met him secretly many times, and then one
afternoon Mrs, Burtwell said to her :

“ Deborah !

“ Yes, Mrs, Burtwell ?

“T want to speak to you.”

“ Yes, Mrs. Burtwell.”

Deborah’s voice was soft, her manner meek, but there
was that in the expression of Mrs. Burtwell’s face that
warned her and steeled her to hostility.”

“ What is this I hear about you and "Kon'gap ?

“1 don’t know, Mrs. Burtwell.”

Mrs. Burtwell looked at Deborah in silence with her
small, keen, blue eyes.

Deborah returned the gaze without flinching,

“Do not try to deceive me, Deborah,” said Mrs.
Burtwell at last,

Deborah did not answer,

“ Tell me the truth, and we shall not be hard on
you.”
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Still Deborah made no reply.

Mrs, Burtwell’s face flushed with her effort to keep
calm,

‘“ Deborah,” she said, in a voice a little quieter than
usual for the control she put on it, “ I know that you
have been meeting 'Kon'gap. You were seen. Have
you no explanation to give ? ”

Deborah opened her mouth, then closed it again.

“ Nothing to say ? ”

Deborah shook her head with the slightest possible
gesture,

Mrs. Burtwell waited a few moments longer. Then
she rose from her chair,

“Go to your room,” she dismissed her. *‘ To-night
Mr, Burtwell will speak to you.”

5

It was not often Mr. Burtwell officially “ spoke ” to
anyone. He wasa manso full of pleasant courtesy that
people who did not know him well thought him, indeed,
incapable of sternness. Nevertheless, his character was
built on a foundation of granite principles. And,
although those who gave him obedience and service told
themselves that they did so to please him, it was only
really because, for his rigid morality, they uncon-
sciously feared him. Not for nothing had he been able
to raise the savages of Kadesh into an almost civilised
community.

“Deborah,” he began directly, * I hear you have
been meeting "Kon’gap, and that you would give Mrs,
Burtwell no explanation of it. Isthatso?”

Deborah’s eyes drooped. “ Yes, Mr. Burtwell.”

“It is true you have been meeting "Kon’gap ? ”

“Yes, Mr. Burtwell,”
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“Why would you not admit it to Mrs. Burtwell ? ¥

“I—I was a bad girl, Mijnheer.”

Irresistibly the old respectful form of address, that
had been established by the first little Hottentot inter-
preter at Canaan as a convention, supplanted the more
ordinary one.

She raised her little dark eyes.

* Now tell me the whole truth.”

“T—liked "Kon’gap. I was lonely, Mijnheer,”

Mr. Burtwell’s stern face softened a little.

“ But "Kon'gap is a wild man, Deborah.”

“Yes, I know that, Mijnheer, but I liked him.”

“You are half-white, and you have lived with us for
four years. Has that not made you different ? "

*“No, Mijnheer,” she whispered. “I am wild, too.”

The missionary remained silent for a moment. Then
he said quietly :

“Tt is our work to drive that wildness out of you,
Deborah. You will not meet "Kon’gap again,”

Her lips hardly moved. ** No, Mijnheer.”

“ You understand that, then.”

“Yes, Mijnheer.”

He got up and looked at her with softened eyes. “1I
am sorry for you, my child,” he said. ‘* You have a
heavy cross to bear. But it must be done. You will
try?”

Her hands in her lap trembled. Her eyes moistened.

“T will try, Mijnheer.”
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I

But Deborah’s mood of repentance passed, and, as
the weeks went by, she grew daily more silent and
sullen,

She was not subjected to further temptation in
connection with 'Kon’gap, for the mext transport
waggon that went southwards carried, through Mr.
Burtwell’s influence, "Kon'gap on it, and for several
months, at any rate, Deborah did not see him.

One of the manifestations of her new spirit was a
deliberate neglect of her personal appearance, an overt
indifference towards her small household and school
duties, a habit of isolation. When she thought they
did not see her she cast looks of conscious malevolence
at the various members of the Burtwell family, and
now and then her lips moved in soundless execra-
tions.

It was not until the advent of the three waggons
of emigrant farmers that Deborah allowed herself to
return to normality,

2

On each of these waggons lived a whole family of
white people, come northwards to look for land on
which to settle. So they would journey, the farmers,
into great unknown spaces, with their wives and
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children, with their span of oxen and their horses, and
their primitive agricultural implements and a few
things—such as tobacco or beads—for barter. And
when they came across a likely-looking bit of ground
along the bank of a river, or beside a natural spring
{which they called a fontein), they would outspan their
oxen and they would say, “ Vrouw, here we will
settle.” And they would call the place some such
name as “ Welgevonden " (well found), or * Welte-
vreden "’ (well contented), or after themselves, ** Pot-
gieters-fontein " or “ Labuschagnes Rust.” And they
would do a little casual farming and a certain amount
of shooting, both of wild animals and wild men. And
they would raise a clan of enormous, illiterate sons and
daughters. And the land would be theirs and their
heirs’ for ever. And they would rest at ease in their
desolation, uncramped--sky above and earth below,
and emptiness all around—at peace with life. . . .

Of the three families now arrived near Kadesh, two
consisted of relations, of the name of Kleinhans, and
the third was a family of van Wijks. And among these
called Kleinhans there was an uncouth young giant of
about twenty-two, with wild, fair hair falling over his
forehead, with a great coarse laugh, and blue eyes
unsteady in everything but the sighting with a gun,
and he chose to be attracted by Deborah.

Hardly had his associates outspanned at the fonfein,
about ten miles from Kadesh, when there he was daily
coming on horseback to the settlement, meeting
Deborah after school, taking her out, his arm, after a
time, openly about her waist, unashamed.

And even more readily than she had gone with
"Kon’gap, Deborah now went with Hans Kleinhans.
She followed merely her natural impulses.
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3 s

And when, after a few months, Mrs. Burtwell said
in a worried voice to her husband :

“ What now, Thomas ? This time it is a white man,”
he found it difficult to give her an answer at first.

“ Do you think it is better ? ” she demanded.

Tt is better for her,” said Mr. Burtwell. “ But not
for him.”

“ Then what will you do? ”

“ I must speak to the man.”

“And if he is serious? The black blood will go
further.”

“I am to blame for bringing Deborah here,” said
Mr. Burtwell. . . .

Again Mrs. Burtwell spoke to the girl. Now Deborah
answered ardently.

“You say black is not for me; you say white is not
for me. What is for me, then ? ”

“ The same as you are.”

* The same as [am! Where are they ?”

* They will be found one day. You are very young,
Deborah.”

“1am not very young. I am seventeen. It is my
time. And I want this white man. I want him. You
will not stop me.”

** Deborah !

“If you say so, I can go away from your house
to-day.” ’

Mizs. Burtwell did not answer for a moment. Then
she said :

“Not to-day, Deborah, But I think soon. It is
perhaps time you went back to your father.”

“To-day,” stormed Deborah, “I will go to Hans
Kleinhans. To-day!”
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She told Mr. Burtwell so when he came home in the
evening.

* I am going away, Mr. Burtwell,”

*“Where?

“ Mrs. Burtwell.—"" she began to sob.

“Yes?”

‘“She hates me, Mijnheer. She will not let me be
happy.”

* What has she done to you ?

“ It is Hans Kleinhans, Mijnheer.”

“Isee. Yes. Soyouwant toleave us, Deborah,”

“ I am going to Hans Kleinhans.”

“Ah ... Deborah,” he added after a moment,
“you cannot go to Hans Kleinhans.”

“YWhy?"”

*“ He will not have you. He does not want you. I
spoke to him this very afternoon. He laughed at me.
He said he would not think of marrying a brown meisje
—a brown girl.”

“Let him not marry me, then. He can have me
without marrying.”

“‘That I would not allow,” said Mr. Burtwell,

Deborsh did not answer for a few moments. Then
she spoke in a soft voice, but there was a look of almost
malicious triumph in her little dark eyes :

‘“But he has had me,” she said.  “* It is no use talking
any more. The thing is finished. There is going to be
achild!” :

4

““When you brought her to us five years ago, Thomas,
I told you there would be trouble,” Mrs. Burtwell
pointed out.

Mr. Burtwell made no reply.
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“Now I am not listening to you any more, The
next waggon that goes to Canaan takes Deborah back
to her father. We have our own children to consider.”

I am sorry for the girl,” said Mr. Burtwell.

“Sorry ?  She is an unprincipled savage.”

‘ That is why I am sorry,” said Mr, Burtwell,
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CHAPTER I

I

WHEN Deborah returned to Canaan she did not find
her father in the hut. But Cachas was in the reed-
enclosed yard bending over something that was cooking
in a big three-legged iron pot. She was fatter than
ever, and the grease on her face seemed to have come
as much from within as from without.

She raised herself laboriously as Deborah walked into
the yard, and looked at her. Then she said :

‘“ It was a white man ?”

Deborah nodded.

* That is bad.”

She led Deborah into the hut.

" Your father is not here. He goes about on the
veld. The trouble is with his head. Your mother
Silla and Harina and their children went away a year
ago. Ihear they are with the Bastaards. Your brother
Isaac has gone to live with our people. There is no
more to tell, Sit.”

2

The Rev. Andrew Flood returned to the hut next
day. His face was the colour of dust. His long beard
was matted. His clothes were ragged and dirty. His
toes came out of his shoes,

He made a little humming noise on one note all the
time. He locked at Deborah vaguely, as if he did not
recognise her, '
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1 am back,” said Deborah.

He drew puzzled brows together.

*“ They sent me back because I am going to have a
child.”

A faintly frightened look came into the Rev. Andrew’s
wandering blue eyes. Then suddenly his singing
stopped, and he began to cry.

“It is no use crying,” said Deborah. *‘The thing
is done. It will be a white child.”

““ White ? ” said the Rev. Andrew.

“ Yes, white.”

“ There can be no more white children,” said the
Rev. Andrew.

And he commenced his humming again.

3

There were letters lying around that the Rev. Andrew
had not opened for nearly a year. Deborah, moving
indolently about the hut, found them and read
them,

“There is a letter,” she told her father one day,
“ which says another missionary is coming to Canaan.”

The Rev. Andrew mumbled something unintelligible.

“ He will be the pastor instead of you.”

“ Ah, yes,” said the Rev. Andrew, and went on
humming.

“Then they will not send you any more money,”
Deborah pointed out.

Her father made no remark,

“ And how will you live ? ”

Her father smiled faintly.

“ Will you go away ? "

“ Go away ? " said the Rev, Andrew. “ Go away ?
Where to? ”
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He did not go away when the new pastor came. He
remained in the hut, and Cachas and Deborah lived
there with him. And when the Hottentots killed a
sheep or shot some game with their bows and arrows
they gave him some, and Cachas shared her milk with
him, and he ate the roots she ate, and smoked the same
tobacco she did, and he slept and lived in his clothes
without ever removing them.

Deborah’s son was born there, too. And she called
him after his father, Kleinhans. He never had another
name. Kleinhans stood to him for Christian name and
it stood to him for surname, too. The Hottentots were
at first a little amused at his lightness of colour, but they
soon grew accustomed to it. He had a yellowish skin ;
frizzy, rusty-coloured hair, and grey-brown eyes. His
nose was broad and his cheek-bones were high, but his
ancestry—three-quarters white and one quarter Hot-
tentot—was marked plainly on his face.

When he became bigger he played with the Hottentot
children as one of them. He knew, of course, that his
skin was a different colour from theirs, but it did not
strike him as a fact of any importance,

Not till many years later, in Kokstad, where he
became a prosperous man and a decorous church-
goer, did he reap the benefits of his paler pigmenta-
tion. . . .

In the meantime, of course, many things had
happened.

To begin with, a year after his birth, his grandfather,
the Rev. Andrew Flood, had died. He had gone on
getting thinner and thinner, and dirtier and dirtier,
and more and more vague in his comprehension ; and
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always and ceaselessly he made that little monotonous
humming noise.

And then one day he had remained lying on the skins
which had long ago replaced his broken bedstead and
mattress, and he had not got up again.

No one knew what was the matter with him, and no
one cared ; and the missionary who had come to take
his place was not even told of his sickness, And in due
course he died. He did not make any illuminating
reference to the hopes and mistakes of his life before his
spirit left him.. He did not see his far-off European
home, or say distinctly the one word * Mother ” or
“Mary.” Now and then he spoke a rapid, incoherent
sentence —a long, continuous - stream of words —
which remained uninterpreted because it was not
listened to; gradually he ceased his humming ; his
right knee began to quiver involuntarily; and when
next Deborah looked at him, he was lying still, It
was over.

And that night some Hottentots came and took his
body away and buried it according to their own rites.
They made a hole by the river and disposed his limbs
as they had been in his mother’s womb, and covered him
with skins, and put the earth over him.

When the new pastor protested at their action they
listened quite respectfully,

* Mijnheer is right,” they admitted with gravity

And afterwards they laughed,

But the new pastor was made of different stuff from
the old, and they did not go on laughing at him for
very long. He made them take the body out, and he
put it as best he could into a box (though it was stiffly
settled in its position by now), and he gave it Christian
burial and planted a cross on the grave.
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The Rev. Andrew Flood’s was the first grave in what
became the Canaan graveyard. And all the Hottentots
who died were afterwards buried there, too, and crosses
were erected over their earthly bodies to mark the ascent
to Heaven of their converted souls,



CHAPTER II

I

Bur Deborah, with her son Kleinhans and her
grandmother, old Cachas, had, before there were many
bodies in the Canaan graveyard, gone away from Canaan.
They had joined a party of Hottentots and trekked
along the Vaal River until they met a group of Bas-
taards who were pursuing their leisurely way to the
land of Adam Kok the Third. They went with them,
and settled there.

They found a community of Griquas and Hottentots
and Bastaards in whose veins the blood of their own
kind met the blood of white men and Bushmen and
Kaffirs; and Adam Kok was their hereditary leader,
the fifth of his line, and a maker of history, He had
recently, by treaty, been recognised as a sovereign
prince and an ally of the Queen of England. This short,
stout, almost illiterate half-caste, with his brown, pock-
marked face ; his thick lips, woolly hair, and difficult
little beard ; this leader of shamefully born savages and
fugitives and outlaws and emancipated slaves; this
Kapteijn Adam Kok, as he chose to style himself, once
ruled a great land in Africa, and, when that was taken
from him, led his people, Moses-like (but across moun-
tains, not deserts) to a new home. The name of it was
Nomansland, but it was changed to Griqualand East ;
and in Griqualand East they settled down to forget
their old home which had been, and is now, Griqualand
West. And they built a town and called it after their
leader, Kokstad.

82



Mixed Blood

2

Cachas and Deborah and Kleinhans went with Adam
Kck. By this time—by about the year 1860—Cachas
was seventy-seven years old (but old age, under Adam
Kok, was no longer a punishable offence), and Deborah
was thirty-six, and Kleinhans was eighteen; and it
was on that long and difficult trek that old Cachas died.
On the crest of the Drakensberg Mountains, in a ravine
at Ongeluks (Misfortune’s) Nek, her bones remained to
rest. She was not solitary in death, All around her
lay the wreckage of those who had succumbed in the
attack on the great mountains as, dragon-like, in accord-
ance with their name, they stood guard over Nomans-
land—men and women and children, and horses and
cattle, broken waggons and carts, and little homely
possessions.

But Deborah and Kleinhans survived to settle with
Adam Kok in his new national home.

3

They were given a piece of land, and there, with such
cattle as remained to them after the trek (the natural
increase of those far distant two that Cachas had
tended at Canaan, and whose descendants she had
driven before her when she went to join Adam Kok),
they settled down to farm.

Heaven knows what germ in his distant white
ancestry had quaintly chosen to establish itself in
Kleinhan's character, but it happened that he was, by
nature, a husbandman. In that community where
work was universally despised, Kleinhans vigorously
farmed hisland ; he wrought in wood and iron, he was
scber, he was frugal, he was religious,
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But he was something else. He was bitter with hate.
He hated the people he lived among for the blood that
was in them ; he hated his mother for her fuzzy hair,
her high cheek-bones, her thick lips, her yellow-brown
skin ; he hated his own flesh, . . .

But he did not hate the white man who had idly
begotten him ; nor the white man who, in the service
of God, had betrayed his unborn descendants; nor
all those other white men who had sown seeds of
disaster in a clean land. Of these he was proud. It
was the meek, dark bearers of shame whom he hated.
He despised a man in proportion as he was brown.
Just physical lightness or darkness was his only test.

And, indeed, it was, in general, the chief test in
Kokstad. In that community of illegitimates,
illegitimacy was no disgrace, and how a man arrived
at lightness of skin did not matter. What mattered was
simply his pigmentation, and he was respected just
in so far as his white blood expressed itself visibly.
If, as happened often enough, there were several
members in a family of different shades of brown, they
were socially graded according to whether they were
lighter or darker.

It was even a thing of pride for a man to call himself
a Bastaard, for that definitely assumed European blood ;
and, in fact, many people passed themselves off as
Bastaards who were not entitled to the distinction at all,

Only the missionaries did not quite like the descrip-
tion : Bastaard. And it was they who had decided that
the community should style itself the Griqua nation,
after a tribe that had once, a hundred years ago,
attached itself to the first Adam Kok, the founder of
the line.

So that now, when people in Kokstad referred to
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themselves as Bastaards, it was simply out of snobbish-
ness, for the real Bastaards were the descendants of the
followers of another half-caste chief, Barend Barends,
and a much more directly white clan.

4

Rather later than if he had been a pure white man,
Kleinhans' beard began to grow. It grew slowly, and
it was too curly, but it was a fair beard, much lighter
than the hair on his head—quite tawny-coloured.

Kleinhans treasured his beard. He oiled it and
brushed it, and all day long fingered it. It made him
feel whiter. As it grew it made him look more of a
European too. He trained his moustaches widely
across his face, and, in time, his beard grew to cover
all his throat.

“You look like Hans Kleinhans, your father,”
Deborah told him.

“Like a Boer ? ”

“ Yes, like a Boer.”

*“If a person did not know, could he tell that———? "

He left his sentence unfinished.

“ Yes, he could tell,” said his mother, Deborah.

“ But there are white men with the sunburn on their
faces as dark as I am.”

" Yes, that is s0,” admitted Deborah,

“ And still——?

* And still it can be seen.”

It is because every one here is known to be a
Bastaard.”

Deborah shook her head.

“It is not for that, It is the blood. You cannot
hide the blood.” )

Kleinhans felt he could hurt her for that statement.
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But Deborah went on placidly,

“You should be thankful you are as white as you
are. My brother Isaac’s children, I have heard, are
Hottentots.”

She was thinking, however, of 'Kon’gap.

5

Deborah cut quite a social figure in Kokstad. She
had never married, but she called herself Mrs, Kleinhans,
No one so decorous in the whole of Kokstad as the
Deborah of these days. She went to church regularly,
she taught Sunday School, she entertained visiting
missionaries, she spoke only Dutch interspersed with
a little English, she wore a hat, she was on friendly
terms with Mrs, Kok, Adam Kok’s wife. . . , That,
however, was not so great a privilege as it might sound.
Although Mrs. Kok had married two reigning Koks
(she had been the widow of Adam’s elder brother and
predecessor, Abraham), she was really nothing but an
extremely stout, short, and dirty old Griqua woman,
who had borne three daughters to Abraham, a son to
God, and no children at all to Adam, so that the noble
line of Kok was about to end in Griqualand East. . . .

Deborah could not, in her heart, help despising Mrs.
Kok, but courtiers have before been known to minister
to royalties in a spirit of irony, and, after all, Adam Kok
was Adam Kok. . . .

\Why, see him on gala days in his personally-designed
state-dress of blue and purple, with scarlet tassels, and
imitation gold chains—no nonsense about Adam Kok
then, even if his splendour did a little diminish at each
end with the black bowler on his head, and his rough
old veld-schoenen on his feet. All the year round Adam
Kok’s subjects loved and respected him. But on days
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when he dressed as befitted his station, they admired
him, too. ' '

6

He was deserving of their fealty. He had made o
nation of them, had led them to a country of their own,
had given them land, and made them laws. His white
allies took advantage of him wherever they could, but
they liked and respected him for all that. He was a
wise and just ruler.

He had instituted a kind of government by parlia-
ment, where the proceedings were conducted in Dutch,
Each of about half a ‘dozen wards sent two deputies,
and when parliament was assembled an ox was killed
The session lasted until the ox was eaten.

The finances of the country took the form of cattle,
and horses, and sheep, and goats ; and the treasury was,
naturally, a kraal. (Adam Kok's own cattle were
kraaled on the main street, opposite his  Palace.”)
Although the government had power to make treaties,
wage wars, and execute criminals, its laws were kept in
a fluid and uncertain state because the records were not
regularly kept, and so no one was ever quite sure what
the parliament had decided.

There was, however, a resident magistrate to admin-
ister justice. He was chosen for the position largely
as he had no other means of livelihood, and he paid
himself and his officials with the court fees and fines,
Then, when it was felt he had made enough out of his
job, he was put aside, and the next needy man on the
list was given a turn on the bench.

It was crude, but it worked. And nothing would
really have interfered with the prosperity of the Griqua
nation if only the Griqua nation had not considered it
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beneath itself to work. Rather than do that, the
Griquas sold the farms that had been assigned to them
at threepence an acre, and their building plots for a
pound or two, cash, an old suit—indeed, anything
tangible.

Kleinhans bought, and later, when prices went up,
sold to the white settlers who were beginning to invade
Griqualand Fast.

By the time Kleinhans left the Kokstad in the year
1871, he was a moderately prosperous man. But he
left because he could no longer bear to be surrounded
by nothing except brown and yellow faces. 1What was
worse, the white settlers classed him with the other
Griquas—him !

He was twenty-nine years old, and had never mar-
ried. He was determined to have no woman but a white
woman to wife.

He went, on the first discovery of diamonds, to the
diamond fields. On these diggings might be found a
great concourse of white men, the beginnings of a new
civilisation, a chance for every man to start level with
his fellows. He would be a digger like all the diggers.
He would be one of them.

He took his waggon and eighteen oxen and trekked to
the diamond fields.

Just half a century before his grandfather, the Rev.
Andrew Flood, had passed through those very parts.

Kleinhans left his mother, the Rev. Andrew Flood’s
daughter, behind him in Kokstad.

He wanted to be rid of her brown society, and begin
altogether afresh.



CHAPTER III

I

HE outspanned beside a group of waggons on the
outskirts of the diggings, and his oxen wandered off to
browse on the veld. The sun had set in a cloudless
glow. The hard and level country of the diamond
fields—the blatant, sunlit country—lay now wide,
mysterious, and alluring, around him.  Between sky
and earth were nothing but distant tents, hooded ox-
waggons, and inhospitable camel-thorn trees. The earth
was sandy and still hot underfoot.

Kleinhans’ white blood felt a longing for its kind.

Now little fires began to be dotted about the veld.
And the sound of big laughter, ending on falsetto notes,
punctured the stillness. And the squatting forms of
huge men and stout women, of lanky boys and slender
girls, showed blackened by the night and reddened by
fire. And the aromatic smell of coffee rose invitingly
into the breathless air,

Kleinhans walked over to the nearest fire. They
would take him, the amiable and hospitable Boers, for
one of themselves—had not even his mother admitted
that he looked like a Boer, and was he not actually, to
the half of him, one ?, and they would see him now only
by the light of the fire—and they would friendlily say
to him: *Sit maar, kerel ” , . “ Do sit down, old
chap.”

He spoke, and heads among the group were raised.
For the words were in their own tongue, but the voice
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was the voice of black men. Let him hear but the
echo of it, and the South African will recognise that
sombre note,

Kleinhans said good evening.

“Yes? " said the head of the family. “ What do
you want ? ”

Kleinhans hesitated. “It’s a fine night,” he
murmured.

The Boer did not answer.

* The veld was good as I came up,” persisted Klein-
hans. “I have just outspanned. Are you here
long ?”

The Boer rose.

“ Now what is this talk ? ” he asked.

They looked not so different as they stood there
beside one another, the Boer and Kleinhans. But the
blood of savages and sin ran in Kleinhans’ veins. He
backed a little.

*“We are busy,” said the Boer. ““ We are going to
eat. If you have some talk with me—perhaps you wish
to sell your beasts—you can come and see me in the
morning.”

He turned his back on Kleinhans and took his place
again beside the fire. He made some humorous remark
to the others, and laughter jumped along the air.

Kleinhans retreated to his waggon. He had heard
the word “ Bastaards.”

Beside his waggon he arranged three stones, piled
sticks upon them, and set fire to the sticks. Presently
he made himself some coffee, drank it, and then lay
down on his back, looking at the stars, smoking a
solitary pipe, brooding.

A short distance away, his rein holder, a lLttle
Hottentot, who had just been making himself some
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coffee, too, also lay watching the stars, smoking and
brooding. His tobacco was very bad, and the smell of
it rose acridly on the soft and lovely air.

Even as the Boer had not spoken to Kleinhans,
Kleinhans did not speak to the little Hottentot.

2

Before five o'clock in the morning—for it was high
summer time—the sun rose as cloudlessly as, the night
before, it had set. And Kleinhans sat up between his
karosses of jackal skin and looked about him. Shadow
and dew still Jay on the earth; the world, but for the
little human eruptions immediately around him,
stretched unbrokenly away to far, hill-topped horizons ;
here and there a yawning figure was bending per-
suasively over a newly-made fire.

Hope came dancing back into Kleinhans’ heart. He
sprang up; went to see his oxen; good humouredly
gave his Hottentot a piece of roll tobacco to chew;
returned for his breakfast of coffee and bread and
biltong—the salted and dried strips of game.

Then he made himself as spruce as he knew how, and
set off for the centre of diamond activity, the township
of Du Toits Pan.

Other men were going in the same direction, but
Kleinhans walked alone, a big burly man with a
brownish skin, broad features, high cheek-bones, small
grey-brown eyes, and a well-grown tawny beard and
moustache. He followed the other walkers past holes,
flanked by siftings, and swarming with men-—some
white, but mostly black, until they reached a square
outlined by shops of corrugated iron, and off that
square into a street, bright with talking and langhing
men in front of cheerful drinking and eating-houses,
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They were clad in dungaree trousers, and shirts open
on their hairy chests, and they were most of them the
sort of men of whom he had met only odd specimens
before : Jews—he had seen a few traders, Englishmen—
his pastor was an Englishman, there were several in
Kokstad now, and some of the farmers recently come
to Griqualand East were English, too, and one or two
solid, square, light-haired men—Germans perhaps, he
had just heard the name. But yet they all looked
different from the people he knew—gayer, harder, more
reckless, adventurous. He could not describe it to
himself-~he only felt that he could not understand
them.

He followed a laughing group into a bar, and stood
for a moment unnoticed, just within the door. Pre-
sently the barman saw him. “ Hullo,” he said. “ You
there. What do you want ? ”

Kleinhans’ thick voice came out hoarsely.

“ Drink,” he said.

“ Who's your boss ? ”* asked the barman.

Kleinhan's face darkened.

' I am my own boss.”

“ You want drink for yourself ?

“Yes.”

“Youdo,eh?”

All the men were looking at Kleinhans now.

“Yes,” he said.

The barman emerged from behind his counter.
“ D'you think this is a coloured bar ? ”* he demanded.
“You get out there. Come along now. Out you go.
Your place is in the canteen next door.”

He gave Kleinhans a little prod. The men began to
langh. Kleinhans found himself standing, bewildered,
in the street.
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After a time he gathered himself together, and began
wandering vaguely about. Nervous now of white men,
he spoke to one or two Kaffirs, but they could not
follow him, nor he them; and so presently he found
himself standing uncertainly outside a little corrugated
iron shed, at the open window of which, before a deal
table, sat a red-faced man writing on official looking
paper. It was he, thought Kleinhans, who probably
gave people the briefje—the licence—to dig.

There were several other men in the room talking
sometimes to him and sometimes to each other. One
of them pointed out Kleinhans' hesitating figure to the
red-faced man.

“Yes? " he demanded sharply of Kleinhans.

Kleinhans cleared his throat wordlessly.

“ Well, what do you want ? ”

Kleinhans began to stammer explanations and
inquiries.

* Come inside,” ordered the red-faced man. “Idon’t
follow you, Speak slower. Now what isit?”

“ I want to dig,” said Kleinhans at last, badly, in his
difficult English,

The man who had first noticed him hovering about
outside touched his arm. Kleinhans turned round
towards him.

“ Look here,” said the man, * whatever your name
is—"

Kleinhans stared at him, listened to his curt voice,
with his heavy, trembling hand, as his custom was,
fingering his tawny beard—his uselessly fair beard.

“Ifit’s a job you want, I can do with you. I need
some one to look after my boys. A sort of boss boy.
I'll give you five pounds a month and your mealie-
meal.”
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"Abossboy ! Mealie-meal ! Kleinhans' face darkened
with indignant blood. Was that what they took him
for ? His temples were throbbing and his eyes dim. A
boss boy ! . . .

He began fumbling unsteadily at his waist. He took
out a packet. The men watched him in curious silence.
He opened it recklessly, passionately., Showed them the
thick pile of the notes he had brought with him, ** Vuil-
goed ! " he shouted, and his voice was only a rushing
in his own ears. “Filth! . . . My grandfather was an
English pastor, my father was a Boer farmer. Iam as
white as you are. Boss boy! Five pounds a month!
Mealie-meal ! Look at my money! I could spit you
out and not know it. Mealie-meal ! "

His would-be benefactor whistled. *‘Christ!” he
said, eyeing the notes. ““I say, you fellows, I wonder
where he stole those,”

“1.D.B.,"” said one of his companions.

As if at a prearranged signal, they seized Kleinhans
and marched him, struggling and raving, down the street.
He was weeping, too, by the time that, havingharangued
him and searched him, and found on him a letter from
the Kokstad pastor, and a deed of sale of his farms, they
let him go with his money grudgingly restored.

“You'd better be careful,” they warned him. "It
looks a bit fishy for a coloured fellow to have all that
money.”’

He hurried back to his waggon as if pursued. All day
he could not eat, but towards sunset he went to collect
sticks to make a fire for coffee.

3

His day of tribulation was not yet over. It was,
indeed, mounting to a climax. As he was picking up
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his sticks a girl of about fifteen, whom he remembered
as one of the group he had approached the previous
evening, came towards him, weeping.

* Have you seen a goat ? " she asked him in Dutch.
“ There is a goat missing from my flock.”

“ What sort of a goat ? " inquired Kleinhans.

“ A white goat—a ewe. My father will beat me if it is
lost. It is our best milk goat.”

Her tears flooded over, unrestrained.

“ Come, then,” said Kleinhans. “I am not such a
bad one at following a spoor. A few months ago I wasa
big man in the farming world.”

His humbled spirit exerted itself to rise again. He
wandered along beside her, boasting. But it was true
that he was not a bad one at following a spoor. That
was the Hottentot blood in him. His eyes were still the
physically observant eyes of the aboriginal.,

He pointed out to her a newly-nibbled bush. * Did
you goin this direction ?  he asked her.

“No,"” she answered.

*“But a goat did. Let us see what happens here.”

Then his ear caught a sound. * Three riders on
horseback are coming this way,” he remarked.

They walked on, but an uneasiness began to spread
itself over Kleinhans' spirit.

Now the horsemen came into distant view over a
little rise.

“1 think it is better you turn back,” said Klein-
hans.

“ I must find the goat,” the girl protested.

** Then go home, and I will search for it myself.”

“1 am afraid to go home. My father will be
angry.”

The horsemen were commg nearer, The heart of

93



God’s Step-Children

Kleinhans was beating uneasily. He had learnt some
lessons during the last twenty-four hours,

“ Your father will be more angry still that you walk
with me," he said.

His companion gazed uncertainly about her.

* Go,” said Kleinhans. “ That is your father on one
of the horses.” o

She turned from him and began to walk back. Klein-
hans went on, but every now and then he looked round
at the steadily approaching horsemen. He saw them
stop, say something to the girl, and then come along
again in his direction. The girl was running now. And
the impulse came on him to run, too. He restrained it,
.and tried to continue on his way indifferently.

They came up with him in a moment, the father and
two younger men, sprang from their horses, and, with
never a wopd, fell on him. He resisted, shouting breath-
less protests and explanations, and one of them hit him
on the mouth, “ Still1”

His struggling arms were held fast while a thong of
ox-hide—a reim—was tied about him., Then the father
of the girl tock his whip and beat Kleinhans till he
fainted ; after which they loosened him, and the man
who had hit him on the mouth gave him a kick for good
measure. ““ That will teach you tospeak to white girls,”
he said. * Verdomde Bastaard !

The three men caught their horses where they were
complacently feeding, mounted and rode off.

Kleinhans remained, unconscious, on the veld.

4

But not for long. Presently there came by two people
on a Cape cart, a lean, sallow, white man and his Kaffir
driver. They were leaving the diamond fields by night
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to escape the heat of the day. As they thinly cut, with
the light of the candles in their lamps, the clean and
sweet air, the Kaffir stopped his horses, and pointed to
a bundle on the veld.

““ There is a man lying there,” he said. “ He does
not move, He is drunk or sleeping or dead.”

“ Go and have a look,” his master instructed him.

The Kaffir handed him the reins, took a lantern from
under the seat, and went towards Kleinhans. He bent
over the unconscious body, and returned, with a shak-
ing of his head, to the white man waiting on the cart.
“Idon't understand thisthing. It is not as we thought,
There is no brandy in the man’s breath, nor is he
sleeping or dead. But there is blood on him, and he
has been beaten.”

“Is it a white man or a black man ? ”

“ A Bastaard.”

“Wait a bit. I'll go and see myself.”

He took the lantern, the hollows of his face black
in the light that met it, and made examination. Then
he raised himself and stared into the darkness,
pondering.

‘“ Half-bottle,” he called, addressing the native by
his name,.

“Yes, Baas ?

*“ Come here. You can leave the horses. They are
quiet ., . . I want to get to the farm,” he went on.
*“ If it means going back to Du Toit's Pan on account
of this man, and being troubled there, I am having
nothing further to do with the whole business,”

“ No, Baas.”

“ But we cannot leave this man here like this.”

““No, Baas.”

* The thing to do, it seems, is to take him with us.”
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“Yes, Baas.”

“ Come along then, Let us carry him to the cart.”

They deposited Kleinhans on the back seat of the
cart, the white man complaining of his heaviness, and
muttering the word ** nuisance,” and drove on,
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CHAPTER IV

I

Kiervuans found himself, after midnight, on a
mattress in a small room. The taste of brandy was on
his tongue, and his body was in pain. He saw, by the
light of a candle, the native Half-bottle, in his dirty
cast-off European clothes. He was squatting on the
floor on his haunches, watching Kleinhans. The hot
room was heavy with the smell of him, that smell
which Europeans consider peculiar to Kaffirs, but
which is really a matter of dirt and neglect rather than
of Nature. . . .

Kleinhans looked at the native for some moments.
Then, with difficulty, he spoke.

“ How do I come here ? *” he asked him in the Dutch
that was the common exchange between such as they.

‘“The Baas brought you. You were lying on the
veld.” .

“ What placeis this ?

“ The Baas’s farm.”

“Is it far from Du Toits Pan ?

* Five hours with the cart.”

“\What is your Baas’s name ? ”

‘“ Baas Lindsell,”

Kleinhans became silent again.

* The Baas has gone to bed now. He will see you in
the morning.” .

In the morning not only Mr. Lindsell, but also Mrs.
Lindsell, their two little daughters, dressed alike in
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checked dresses, and the young Cape girl who attended
to them, all came to see him, Kleinhans was destined
to marry that Cape girl, but he was little interested in
her now, and, indeed, for many months to come. At
the moment his mind was divided between his rescuer
and his waggon and oxen.

“ Well ? ” said Mr. Lindsell.

He was a tall, stooping man of forty-five, with a lined
and hollow face; dim, deep-set, greyish eyes, with
wrinkled, lashless lids; a long, drooping, grey-brown
moustache, and a few grey hairs brushed from the
right side to the left across his bald head. He looked
like the final effort of an exhausted, aristocratic family.

He had a strange, self-absorbed expression. He did
not make a very attractive receptable for gratitude, but
Kleinhans was determined on worship. He began to
thank him.

“Oh, all right, all right,” said Mr. Lindsell im-
patiently. He had not slept much that night, and lack
of sleep always annoyed him. It made him feel as if
life were not holding him fast enough. The one con-
cern of Mr. Lindsell’s existence was to continue that
existence as long as possible.

2

Just to live, that was all Adam Lindsell wanted.
That was why, although a rich man, he was spending
his days here on this Cape Colony farm . .. It was
the healthiest place in the world, he considered. That
was why he was careful of his rest and his digestion.
That was why he took precaution against colds. And
that was why he habitually sat with the fingers of his
right hand curled over the inside of his left wrist, feeling
his pulse. He was not a vicious man; he had no
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objection to doing any one a kindness that involved no
extraordinary effort on his part; but he had such a
horror of death and dissolution that he hardly ever
thought of anything else.

It was a feeling that had been left with him after an
attack of pneumonia when he was quite a young man.
He had nearly died of it, had had to take the utmost
care of himself afterwards ; and the habit of worrying
about his health had not only remained, but had grown
with the years into an obsession.

It was as if he were fighting over his own body with
Fate. He flattered himself that he neither felt nor
looked older than he had done fifteen years ago, He
put aside the fact of his baldness and greyness. ‘A
family failing,” he said ; and, as for his wrinkles, those
came, he maintained, from the glare of the African sun.
And, sometimes, to prove to himself that he was,
indeed, as young as ever, he would make athletic experi-
ments, only to discontinue them suddenly when he
remembered that, after all, undue exertion might not
be good for him. But then he would point out to him-
self how many quite young men had strained their
hearts by reckless athleticism. “It's not a question
of years at all,” he would comfort his anxious mind,
' No man ought to put any unnecessary strain on him-
self. There’s such a thing as wearing oneself out.”

His wife’s association with him was one long uneasi-
ness to her, She had married him in England ten years
before, thinking that she was doing well for herself,
since she was a poor clergyman’s daughter, nearly
thirty, with neither occupation nor interests in life,
and he was a wealthy man, cultivated, and of good
family, about to go farming in South Africa. That
was why—because, on account of his health, he was
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leaving for loneliness in Africa—he had married at all.
He wanted a buxom companion, and his choice had
fallen on this Caroline Bickerton because she was tall
and sturdy and red-cheeked, and looked as if nothing
in the world could disturb her even temper.

But he was wrong. Babies on a lonely farm in Africa
soon exhausted her vitality; she lost her colour
together with her complacency; she developed a
permanently anxious look in her brown eyes, and a
habit of perpetual complaint.

Mr, Lindsell had an annoyed feeling that she had
cheated him. It was a point with him never to get
angry if he could avoid it, but he had gradually fallen
into the habit of speaking to her in a manner of tired
sarcasm, and she went about her wifely duties feeling
that, at any moment, she would sit down and burst into
tears.

What was worse, Mr. Lindsell’s sarcastic manner was
even extending to the children, now that they were
getting older, and sometimes his wife felt despairingly
that she could not bear it any longer, and that one day
she would take a child by each hand and walk out of
the house, never to return. But she was a helpless
woman, with no economic or spiritual energy, and so
there she remained on year after year, letting things
happen as they would.

The two little girls, Edith and May, were nine and
seven years old respectively. They both had pale eyes
like their father, and, unlike him, lanky brown hair ;
they each showed gaps where their first teeth had fallen
out; they were always quarrelling, and as soon as he
could face the exhaustion of a severe dispute with their
mother, Mr. Lindsell intended to send them to boarding
school.
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In the meantime, Mrs. Lindsell was clinging to their
company, and teaching them herself ; and Lena Smith,

the pretty little coloured girl, was acting as a kind of
mother’s help.

3

Mr. Lindsell wondered what he was going to do with
this tawny-bearded, brown fellow he had rescued. He
might turn out a nuisance with his contused and
quivering body. He had taken him and carried him
home because it was, under the circumstances, the
easiest thing to do. But that was the worst of impulses.
They trailed their inconvenient and persistent effects
after them,

The two children and the girl, Lena, stood at the
door, looking at Kleinhans.

Mrs. Lindsell asked him his name, and he told her.

*“ How did it happen ? ’ she enquired further.

Kleinhans did not answer. Where was he to begin
with this nightmare story. And he felt so exhausted.

“ He may have done something dreadful, and been
punished for it,” Mrs. Lindsell whispered to her hus-
band.

** Quite possibly,” he replied.

“Do you think we’re safe to have him here ? ”

Mr. Lindsell was asking himself the same question,
but it irritated him that his wife should suggest that
he had taken all that trouble over an undeserving case.

“No,” he said. " Of course, I regard him asa
dangerous character, That is why I brought him.”

Mrs. Lindsell faded into her customary injured silence.

“T have a waggon and eighteen oxen and things on
the waggon outside Du Toits Pan,” said Kleinhans.

“Your own ?
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Kleinhans fumbled, as before, in Du Toits Pan, at
his waist, and took out the same packet. He handed
it, without a word, to Mr, Lindsell.

* And what is all this ? ”” asked Mr. Lindsell.

“Will Mijnheer kindly keep it for me?” said
Kleinhans in the same way as he would have addressed
his pastor. * There are papers in the packet which
will explain. Mijnheer will see from them that I am
not a good-for-nothing. . . . But now it is the thought
of my waggon and oxen that troubles me.”

He relapsed into weary silence, while Mr, Lindsell
looked at the credentials he had offered.

“ Will you leave them there till you can go back ? ”
he asked Kleinhans,

1 am not going back,” said Kleinhans. “I am
finished with cities. I spent in Du Toits Pan one night
and one day. It is enough for my whole life. Iama
man that was meant for the land.”

He closed his eyes.

He was thinking of the vainglorious hopes with which
he had left Kokstad. He had cherished them all his
adult life, and lost them for ever in one day.
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CHAPTER 1

I

HE remained where he was. It appeared that Mr,
Lindsell had long wanted such a man as Kleinhans to
help him on his farm. It was a farm twenty thousand
acres in extent ; and, having sent for his waggon and
oxen, Kleinhans built himself a house of unburnt brick
and corrugated iron about half a mile away from the
Lindsell homestead, and bought cattle which M.
Lindsell allowed him to run on the farm, and helped the
Englishman with his own stock, getting, in return, a
small share of the profits.

* And within a year he was married to Lena Smith.

She was quite a different type of half-caste from
Kleinhans himself. She was a light-coloured Cape girl,
Her father had been a German—his name Schmidt
anglicised into Smith—and her mother a coloured
woman, with a little Malay blood in her and a little
St. Helena blood, and the usual incursion of white blood.

Lena herself showed in her delicacy of feature and
clear yellowish skin her ancestral superiority over
Kleinhans, For all she had the straight, coarse, black
hair and shadowed black eyes of the Cape girl, and
Kleinhans’ hair and eyes were light in colour, it was
quite obvious that she was further removed from the
aboriginal than he was, The Hottentot blood in him
expressed itself in his heavy, triangular-shaped face and
wide nose ; but she had the thin little nose, the well-cut
mouth and the oval cheek-line of her Malay grand-
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mother, her German blood showed in her paler skin, and
her voice, too, was light and gentle where that of
Kleinhans was heavy with nearness to the African earth.
It is doubtful whether she would have married
Kleinhans had he not been, for her standards, an
exceedingly prosperous man ; but having done so, she
made him a meek and amiable wife,

And Kleinhans, except in moments of sudden recur-
rent bitterness, learnt to forget, in his successful
domesticity and happy husbandry, that he had once
intended to marry a pure white girl, and that he had
been beaten almost to death for merely speaking to one,

2

Their eldest child, a daughter, was born within the
first year of their marriage—in the year 1872, and they
called her after Lena's mother, Elmira.

She looked at birth like a typical European baby.
Deborah, who had come over from Kokstad for the
event, shook her head at her in proud amazement.

“ Such a white child I have never seen before,” she
said, And she would hold her in her arms and rock her
to sleep to the same tune with which old Cachas had
lulled her when she had been a baby in Canaan : “ My
mother is here, my mother is here, mother’s darling,”
the Hottentot words meant.

Ti mamaba-a ti mama ha A-gu-sa sima.ma sa.ha

And as she sang the little tune she saw again the river
at Canaan—they called it the Vaal River now ; and she
saw her father, the Rev. Andrew Flood, wandering
around like an ejected spirit, with his lost-locking blue
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eyes and his lips which would not close over his big
teeth; and she saw her guardian, her grandmother
Cachas, her face all bunched up with wrinkles, bending
her fat body over a three-legged Kaffir-pot ; and she saw
her mother Silla, and the man she had gone to live with,
Harina, and their many little brown children ; and she
saw her brother, Isaac, who had returned to his mother’s
people ; and she saw the Hottentots of Canaan dancing
naked under the moon, . .. She herself had not
participated in their lunar festivals, but she had gone
with the other Hottentot children dancing down to the
river to the sound of their singing, a line of little girls
with vessels on their heads for the water, swaying their
hips to the rhythm of the song they were making—some
little tune or other endlessly repeated—their voices
ringing out loud and wild on the high notes. And they
did all sorts of things with their songs—sang them this
way or that, improvising parts, throwing them from one
to another like a ball. . , .

But these things were past for her and hers. How
different life wasthesedays; how one tried to be just
like the white people. . . . how one was gefting white.

She looked at the child she was musing.  Who would
say its grandmother’s mother had been a pure-blooded
Hottentot ? Or who, she was sure, looking at Isaac’s
grandchildren (he must have many grandchildren—his
grandchildren did not come only through one channel
as hers did—and Kleinhans had married late at that),
yes, who could suppose that Isaac's grandchildren had
had an English great-grandfather, a learned man, a
predikant, like Mijnheer, the pastor at Kokstad? . . .

She remembered how the good missionaries who had
taken charge of her, Mr. and Mrs. Burtwell, had been
distressed on account of her adventure with Hans
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Kleinhans, Well, as the result of that adventure here
she was sitting with a grandchild on her lap who looked
like the grandchild of a white woman, and what harm
had it done her ? . . . Thank Heaven, though, it had
not been the Hottentot, 'Kon'gap. How easily it might
have been! She wondered now what it was that had
attracted her about "Kon'gap. But she could no longer
even remember what he looked like, so that was a.
useless question to put herself. , . .Why, she was not
very clear about Hans Kleinhans himself, who had
walked about at Kadesh with his arm openly about her
waist, and had laughed at the idea of marrying a brown
“meisje.” To-day, no doubt, he was the father of big
and blonde and sturdy Boers, and sat peacefully on his
farmhouse stoep, drinking his perpetual coffee, careless
of the fact that here was another family descended from
him, trailing its illicit way down the slopes of time. . .

Little Elmira yawned a big baby yawn.

“Ala!” said Deborah, on a rising inflection, and
began again, but more softly now, to hum her little tune.

3

They had wondered at the homestead, Mr. and Mrs.
Lindsell (for the girls were now at boarding school)
what the baby would look like. It was really quite
amusing—as interesting as a gamble—to watch the
results of these half-caste marriages . . . One had a
feeling that they might turn out to be anything.

And yet, generally, they were just what one might
have expected, as if an accountant had balanced debits
and credits. Still, there was always the chance of some
peculiar variation, and that kept one’s curiosity alive.

Mrs, Kleinhans, their Lena Smith that used to be,
came over with the baby and sat in the kitchen while
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the Kaffir gir] went to call Mrs. Lindsell, who was in the
dining room with her husband. The post had just come
in bringing unsatisfactory reports of the girls’ progress
at school. For this Mr. Lindsell (not altogether unjustly,
since the girls were naturally intelligent) was blaming
his wife’s teaching, and there was discord in the air.

“ Lena has brought the child for missus to see,” the
Kaffir girl announced,

Mrs. Lindsell rose.

“ No, sit down, Caroline,” said Mr. Lindsell. ““ Let
Lena bring the baby in. I should like to see it, too.”

The Kaffir girl returned to deliver the message to
Lena, and Lena came rather shyly into the dining room,
and stood uncertainly at the door.

* Take a chair, Lena,” said Mr. Lindsell.

His wife threw him an amazed look. Coloured people
were not customarily asked to seat themselves in the
presence of white people. But she went over to Lena,
and a little awkwardly examined and praised the baby.
She was thinking how white it was, but that she did not
mention. It seemed, somehow, indelicate to discuss a
baby’s whiteness with its not white mother. Besides,
she had a queer feeling that she would not like to give
Lena the satisfaction.

But Mr. Lindsell had no such qualms.  Why, she’s
whiter than our own children were,” he said. *“ And
prettier, too. She doesn’t look as if she'd been
boiled.”

It seemed to have been deliberately said to hurt
Mrs. Lindsell, and she felt her heart rising in her, and
the blood flooding her sun-dried cheeks. Mr. Lindsell
had always been annoyed with her because the girls
had not been boys ; and because, being girls, they were
not at least sturdy and attractive girls. They had
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brains of a kind, but he felt their physical deficiency to
be an insult against his own virility, and it sometimes
seemed to his brooding wife that he almost hated them,

*“ No, she wouldn’t look as if she had been boiled,” she
answered. “ It’s generally fair children who look that
way.”

Lena’s pretty dark face flushed a little, more, perhaps,
at the tone of unaccountable enmity, than at the words.
She half rose to go.

“ No, stay and have tea,” suggested Mr. Lindsell with
perversity.

Lena looked uncertainly from one to the other with
her soft, shadowed brown eyes.

“ Mrs. Kleinhans, Kleinhans’ mother, is expecting me
at home,” she murmured.

“ Yes, perhaps you had better not keep her waiting,”
said Mrs. Lindsell, her voice unsteady with angry
emotion, hardly able to contain herself until Lena should
go that she might open on her husband her flood of
bitterness.

“Come again, Lena,” said Mr. Lindsell, as the girl
stood up. * And bring the baby. I want to see how she
gets on.”

Mrs. Lindsell held herself in until the door had shut
after Lena. Then she turned her red and furious face
on her husband.

“ There will be no coming here again to exhibit the
baby . . .” she said.

Mr. Lindsell smiled.

“. .. That comparisons may be made between
coloured children and mine. That their own father
should shame them—and me—and himself—by pre-
ferring coloured children to them!. .. I tell you,
Adam—-"

112



Mixed Blood

Her voice broke, and she began to cry.

Mr. Lindsell felt that he had gone too far. He told
himself that he had been annoyed by those bad reports,
but that he was not really the man wantonly to give
any one pain. It was only that he got irritated.

“ Oh, come, Caroline,” he said. * Don’t do that.”

At his gentler tone, Mrs. Lindsell’s tears ran faster
still. * You're driving me mad,” she sobbed. “Ican’t
bear it any longer. Everything I do is wrong—every-
thing. Why didn’t you teach them yourself if you
weren't satisfied with the way I taught them? I did
my best, but I never got even a word of sympathy.
You took no interest. You—-"

* I said three years ago that they should be sent away
to school.”

* When they were only babies. But what difference
did that make to you ? You couldn’t bear the sound of
their little childish arguments ; or the way they cried
when they fell and hurt their poor little knees ; or if
they sniffed when they had colds. You never had
the feelings of a father for them. My poor babies!
Oh, God, why did I ever marry an unnatural man
like you ! ”

Nothing could have hurt Mr, Lindsell more than that
last reproach. Manhood i# excelsis was the craving of
his life.

He laughed alittle hard laugh—not even now would
he allow himself to be angry. There was nothing, he
knew, so exhausting to his vitality as anger; and his
father had died of apoplexy. But there was a throbbing
at the top of his head.

“ You married me, my dear,” he explained, * because
you never had the opportunity to marry any one
else.”
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Mrs. Lindsell’s body was shaking now.
* And I wish I had died instead,” she retortedina
strangled voice.

4

And so it was over a year before they saw Elmira
again. Deborah had by that time returned to Kokstad.
She missed, on the farm, the social life to which she was
accustomed.

Mr. and Mrs. Lindsell were sitting on their stoep.
Life, of course, had continued as usual after their
quarrel. They bore with one another, Mr. Lindsell
was reading, and Mrs. Lindsell was darning, and the
young native girl, who was in charge of Elmira, bad
come for a chat with the Lindsell’s kitchenmaid. They
were squatting on the ground under a blue gum tree
facing the stoep, and Elmira was toddling about near
them.

She was a strong and beautiful child, with an clive
skin, delicate little features, large golden-brown eyes,
shadowed beneath as her mother’s were, and straight
golden-brown hair. All that Mrs. Lindsell noticed was
the olive skin,

‘“What did I tell you, Adam ? ” she turned on her
husband triumphantly.

“1 can’t remember, I'm sure,” said Mr. Lindsell,
with his little ironic smile. * You tell me so many
things.”

“ When you said she didn't look as if she had been
boiled like our own babies—"

*“ Oh, yes.”

“ And T answered that that was because she wasn’t
going to be a fair child.”

“Well 2
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“ She’s turned out a little coloured’girl, after all.”

There was a great satisfaction—the revenge of in-
sulted and brooding motherhood—in her voice.

Mr. Lindsell smiled again, “ Possibly,” he said, and
remained silently regarding the child for nearly a
minute. * Nevertheless,” he added then, * she is quite
the most beautiful child I have ever seen.”

His tone admitted of no argument in the matter. But
Mrs. Lindsell felt that she must say something further.

I think it’s an impertinence for Lena to keep a
nursemaid,” she cried, her voice charged with bour-
geois indignation,

“Why—if she can afford it? " commented Mr.
Lindsell. “ Kleinhans is a well-to-do man.”

“Yes. Because you choose to have a Hottentot
for a partner, All the farmers round about despise you
for it.”

"“And envy me my prosperity. My dear Caroline,
you should be the last person to cavil at any means I
take for increasing my wealth. Our daughters will need
to have a rich father.”

Vith that same little smile on his pale lips, he
returned to his paper.

The lanky and increasing plainress of Edith and May
was a continual source of aggravation to him.
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CHAPTER II

I

By the time Elmira was eight years old, Edith and
May were nineteen and seventeen respectively, and
were finished with school. Now they were back at the
farm, and complaining all day long of boredom,

Lindsell's farm was not a very beautiful place, There
were a few tall old blue-gum trees near the homestead,
and some vines, and peach trees, and apricot trees, And
Mrs, Lindsell had made half-hearted attempts at a
flower garden too; but the dry heat killed everything
except the most hardy of plants, the Kaffir * boys ”
grumbled at having to draw well-water merely for
flowers, and the unfortunate garden was always in a
state of dying off and having to be re-made. As often
as not the poor beds contained nothing but some sand
surrounded by a border of stones. And Mr. Lindsell
had lately been suggesting that his wife had better give
up trying to grow flowers and put down some neat
gravel round the house instead.

Outside the stone wall of the house, the farm
stretched away in an interminable yellow-brownness,
quite level, and varied only by patches of short grass,
greyish-green shrubs, and an occasional thorny tree,
There were two windmills on the farm, a large dam and
a small one, and some sheds. And here Mr. Lindsell’s
cattle and sheep ran and throve. And it was very hot
and bright.

But, then, evening came, and the stars sprang alight,
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and a little delicate breeze drove away the heat of day-
time, and little scents of wild flowers, growing close to
the earth that one hardly ever saw, began faintly to
assert themselves, and the world looked so big and
mysterious—and yet friendly and safe—because the
unbroken sky reached down on all sides to the horizon
like the walls of a great protecting tent . , . and so at
night one felt a little sad, but also a little happy, and
not, as in the daytime, only hot and weary with the
monotonous heat.

The house itself was comfortable, but not beautiful.
It was made of brick and whitewashed, with acorrugated
iron roof, and on three sides the roof was extended.
supported on wooden peles, to make a verandah, The
house inside had large, airy rooms, full of all kinds of
odds and ends of furniture, Only the beds, and Mr.
Lindsell's easy-chair, were really good. * One spends
a third of one’s life in bed,” Mr. Lindsell always
maintained, “and one might as well be comfortable
there. A good horsehair mattress is worth its weight
in gold.”

And so Edith and May did a little sewing and fancy
work, read such books as came their way, made a cake
now and then, went for an occasional ride, and spent
the long, hot hours dreaming that romance would one
day appear to them in some mysterious fashion,

It was the year 1880, Women, if they did not marry,
did nothing else. Poor Mrs. Lindsell looked at her
daughters with unhappy eyes, and suggested to her
husband that she would take them to England to visit
her relations, They might have a chance there,

It seemed to Mr, Lindsell a good idea. It worried
even him sometimes to see them eating their lonely
hearts out.
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‘“ Arrange for a housekeeper to lock after me,” he
said. “ And you can go as soon as you like.”

2

They went, and Mr. Lindsell, unexpectedly missing
his wife, who, in spite of her nagging and grumbling,
had grown to understand him and how to attend to
his wants, felt extraordinarily lonely and depressed.
He was now nearly fifty-five, but had hardly changed
since the time he had rescued Kleinhans ten years
before. He was, perhaps, a little thinner, a little
sallower, a little more hollow-eyed and hollow-voiced—
almost quite bald ; but the general impression he made
was just the same. He had looked like a wandering
spirit then, and he looked like a wandering spirit now.
They said, the white folk around, that he was like those
strips of dried meat—game or beef—that the Dutch
people called biltong . . . like biltong they said he was,
desiccated ; and he would probably, they added, prove
as persistent. Indeed, there were people who remem-
bered him as Jooking almost exactly the same for more
than twenty years; and, what with the care he took
of himself, and his blood that was so poor, that the very
disease germs scorned to inhabit it, there seemed to
be no reason why he should not last on like that
indefinitely.

He was, however, human enough to hate his solitude ;
and so on those walks which, as long as any one could
remember, he always took, weather permitting, between
sundown and dark, he now formed the habit of dropping
in at Kleinhans’ house and having a little chat. First
it was about farming matters, but afterwards it really
was about nothing in particular, so that, essentially,
it was quite an ordinary social call. And for this even
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the Kaffirs despised him. A white man to visit a
Bastaard ! It offended their whole code of behaviour,

But much Mr. Lindsell cared what any one
thought. He did as he pleased, and there the world
ended.

At first, when he had come to see them, the whole
Kleinhans family had felt a discomfort amounting to
positive unhappiness. There were now five little
Kleinhanses, and everything seemed to go wrong with
them precisely when Mr. Lindsell appeared. Then they
would fall and shriek at their hurts; then they would
quairel and abuse one another; then they would
happen just to have untidied their mother's precious
sitting-room. It signified Lena’s claim to importance,
that sitting-room. Long ago, in Cape Town, she had
admired sitting-rooms like that, but had never dreamt
that she herself would ever be affluent enough to be
able to have one.

Her sitting-room was full of furniture and ornaments
—npaper fans pinned against the walls, pink and white
grasses, ostrich egg shells and things like that—and it
always had a peculiar, stuffy smell. But she would
awkwardly insist on Mr. Lindsell's sitting down on
some rickety chair, and she would hurry out in
perturbation to make him the coffee (which was the
customary beverage), and bring in the preserves—the
Dutch konfijis—that, from her service in his home, she
knew he liked.

Still, after a time, they all got used to his visits, and
the children no longer distressfully obtruded them-
selves, and Lena and Kleinhans allowed him to sit, as
he preferred, on their little dung-smeared stoep, and
they learnt to talk quite freely.

And one day, sitting there like that and looking at
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the five children, he asked them what they intended
to do about the children’s education.

* Elmira is now eight,” he pointed out, “ and Hans
(Kleinhans had proudly called his eldest son after the
white father who had left Kleinhans himself without a
name) Hans is nearly seven. Are they not to have any
schooling ?

“ But what can we do, Mijnheer ? 27 said Kleinhans.

. He was, probably, the only person in the world
who loved Mr. Lindsell, and he still—speaking in a
combination of English and Dutch, because he did not
know English very well, and Mr. Lindsell had never
troubled to learn to speak Dutch, though he understood
it—called him “* Mijnheer ** in respectful gratitude for
hisrescue. . . . “ Whatcanwedo ? Itis very hard for
people like us. There is the mission school for black
children, but I do not wish my children to go there.
And to send them to a town to a white school—
Mijnheer, a white schoo! would not take them.”

“ Elmira might pass for a white child,” said Mr.
Lindsell.

“But Hans—takes after my mother’s people,”
confessed Kleinhans.

And it was true, Hans was darker than either of his
parents,

" Yes, that is s0,” admitted Mr. Lindsell.

He did not know why he took so much interest in
this coloured family. Boredom, perhaps, or his natural
perversity, he thought, almost amused at himself.
“But it's a pity for Elmira. She is a beautiful
child.”

“Yes, she is, Mijnheer. And what then? The
school people have but to see her father and mother,
even if they notice nothing about herself, and the whole
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thing "—he spread out his hands in a gesture of
fatality—" is finished.”

“If they see her father and mother,” repeated Mr.
Lindsell, “ Yes. Butif they donot?”

“ What does Mijnheer mean ? *

“If, for instance, I were to take her to the school ? ”

Kleinhans and Lena looked at him in dumb
bewilderment,

He smiled at them. “ We shall see.”

3

And that was how Elmira got her education. By
the time Mrs. Lindsell and the girls had returned,
matrimonially unsuccessful, from England, she was
already a boarder at a convent in the nearest town to
Lindsell's farm, If the nuns suspected anything— .
well, they only suspected. Mr. Lindsell’s basilisk eyes
between their wrinkled lids admitted of no arguments,
They took Elmira.

And until she was twelve she stayed there. A few of
the other girls had whispered to one another at first
that Elmira Kleinhans was darkish, but as she became
a part of the convent constitution they ceased to dis-
cuss her, and so, presently, she was freely accepted as
one of themselves.

Nevertheless, she could not feel really safe. It was
as if she were leading a double life, in the manner of a
criminal. At school she was one thing ; and at home,
when she came there twice a year for the holidays, she
was another, And although, at school, as time went
on, she actually got to the stage of putting on a few
little airs and of looking down on other children for this
or that—although she even went to the length of joining
in the universal condemnation of one little girl because
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her father was in prison, another little girl because her
father was a butcher, and a few more little girls because
they were Jewish—there was always at her heart a
frightened pain. If she saw two children smiling about
something she did not know, her blood would congeal
with suspicion. * They are talking about me. They
have found out!” If fathers and mothers were dis-
cussed, a high artificial note would come into her voice
as, without actua].ly telling lies, she would still convey
wrong meanings.

“ What does your father do, Ehmra e

‘“He’s a farmer.”

‘Was that your father who brought you here the
first day you came ?

£“” No-’?

“Silly, that must have been her grandfather. It
was, wasn't it, Elmira ? "

“No. That was an old friend of father’s.”

‘ Have you got some brothers and sisters ?

" Yes.)l

“ Aren’t they coming to school, too ?

“You mean here ? ”

“Yes.”

*“ But the one next to me is a boy, and he couldn’t
come to a convent.”

“Ts he going to boarding-school then ? ”

* Perhaps he will, one day.”

“ What is he like, Elmira ? ”

* Like me.”

“Dark too ? ”

“I’'m not very dark.” (The blood was burning her
cheeks now.)

“ Oh, of course, youare. Elmira is dark, isn't she ? ”

“ Perhaps she’s Spanish,” suggested a fiction-reading
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elder girl. “ Her name might be. Is Elmira a Spanish
name ?

“T think so,” said Elmira, and, for good and all,
adopted a Spanish ancestry.

Sometimes the girls spoke about coloured people.

“ My father says he hates them worse than the real
black people.”

1] ‘Why ? n

“ Because, whatever they are, they aren’t pure, he
says. I heard him tell mother that he couldn’t stand
mongrels. He says they’'ve got all the bad of both
sides. What would you do if you found out you had
coloured blood in you, Elmira, with that dark skin and
all?  T'd drown myself or something, wouldn’t you ?

They were very romantic on the question. There
was something excitingly illicit in the idea of these
strange begettings of mixed colours—the subject was
always in the air, they liked to talk about it.

4

But even as she dreaded being at school, she dreaded
still more being at home. She was ashamed of her
father and mother, she hated her brothers and sisters.
There was always at the back of her mind the thought :
“Ifthegirlsknew ! " Shekept herself apart from them,
She had different manners, different standards, different
hopes and ideas. She felt herself to be white, She felt
them to be coloured. She would not associate with
them.

Her father and mother idolised her as Abraham and
Sarah idolised Isaac, as if she were miracle-born. And
50, to them, indeed, she was. None of the other children
approached her light colouring.

All through the holidays, Lena, prepared to neglect
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anything else for the purpose, would sit and sew for her
daughter, making her the sort of clothes she said her
friends were wearing, Kleinhans bought her a pony
and taught her to ride. Every time she came home
there was something new for her: a lamb a baby calf,
a little bracelet, a watch.

They spoilt her, and she took this spoiling as her due.

But her sisters and brothers jealously disliked her.

“You think you're a bloody Englishman,” sneered
Hans. “ But you're a Bastaard just like us.”

“I'm not,” said Elmira,

“You’ve got the same father and mother.”

“ But all the same I'm pot.”

“You can say you're riot, but you are. You can't
come and tell us lies about it like you tell the people at
school.”

“Tdon’t tell them lies.”

“Yes, you do. They wouldn't keep you if they
knew you were a blacky.”

“ But I'm not one.”

Her voice would be charged with tears.

‘“ And I say you are. You're the same as the rest
of us.”

‘ I'm not the same as the rest of you.”

Hans’ anger would break out now,

“Don’t you keep you grand with me, Mrs, Blacky
Elmira, Don’t you—-"

Elmira would run from him, weeping aloud, and he
would follow, angrily taunting her, his bare, raga-
muffin legs flashing 