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This work is simply, as the title-page states, an account of the manners and customs
of uncivilized races of men in all parts of the world.

Many travellers have given accounts, scattered rather at random through their
books, of the habits and modes of life exhibited by the various people among whom
they have travelled. These notices, however, are distributed through a vast number
of books, many of them very scarce, many very expensive, and most of them ill-arranged;
and it has therefore been my task to gather together in one work, and to
present to the reader in a tolerably systematic and intelligible form, the varieties of
character which develop themselves among races which have not as yet lost their
individuality by modern civilization. In this task I have been greatly assisted by
many travellers, who have taken a kindly interest in the work, and have given me
the invaluable help of their practical experience.

The engravings with which the work is profusely illustrated have been derived
from many sources. For the most part the countenances of the people have been
drawn from photographs, and in many instances whole groups taken by the photographer
have been transferred to the wood-block, the artist only making a few changes
of attitude, so as to avoid the unpleasant stiffness which characterizes photographic
groups. Many of the illustrations are taken from sketches made by travellers, who
have kindly allowed me to make use of them; and I must here express my thanks to
Mr. T. Baines, the accomplished artist and traveller, who made many sketches
expressly for the work, and placed at my disposal the whole of his diaries and portfolios.
I must also express my thanks to Mr. J. B. Zwecker, who undertook the
onerous task of interpreting pictorially the various scenes of savage life which are
described in the work, and who brought to that task a hearty good-will and a wide
knowledge of the subject, without which the work would have lost much of its spirit.
The drawings of the weapons, implements, and utensils, are all taken from actual
specimens, most of which are in my own collection, made, through a series of several
years, for the express purpose of illustrating this work.

That all uncivilized tribes should be mentioned, is necessarily impossible, and I
have been reluctantly forced to dismiss with a brief notice, many interesting people,
to whom I would gladly have given a greater amount of space. Especially has this
been the case with Africa, in consequence of the extraordinary variety of the native
customs which prevail in that wonderful land. We have, for example, on one side
of a river, a people well clothed, well fed, well governed, and retaining but few of
the old savage customs. On the other side, we find people without clothes, government,
manners, or morality, and sunk as deeply as man can be in all the squalid
miseries of savage life. Besides, the chief characteristic of uncivilized Africa is the
continual change to which it is subject. Some tribes are warlike and restless, always
working their way seaward from the interior, carrying their own customs with them,
forming settlements on their way, and invariably adding to their own habits and
superstitions those of the tribes among whom they have settled. In process of time
they become careless of the military arts by which they gained possession of the country,
and are in their turn ousted by others, who bring fresh habits and modes of life
with them. It will be seen, therefore, how full of incident is life in Africa, the great
stronghold of barbarism, and how necessary it is to devote to that one continent a
considerable portion of the work.
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This work, which has been nearly three years going through the press in London,
is one of the most valuable contributions that have been made to the literature of
this generation. Rev. Dr. Wood, who ranks among the most popular and foremost
writers of Great Britain, conceiving the idea of the work many years since, and
commencing the collection of such articles, utensils, weapons, portraits, etc., as
would illustrate the life and customs of the uncivilized races, was, undoubtedly, the
best qualified of all living writers for such an undertaking. The work is so costly
by reason of its hundreds of superior engravings, that few only will, or can avail
themselves of the imported edition. Yet it is so replete with healthful information,
so fascinating by its variety of incident, portraiture and manners, so worthy of a
place in every household library, that we have reprinted it in order that it may be
accessible to the multitude of readers in this country.

With the exception of a few paragraphs, not deemed essential by the American
editor, and not making, in the aggregate, over four pages, the text of the two royal
octavo volumes of nearly sixteen hundred pages, is given UNABRIDGED. The errors,
incident to a first edition, have been corrected. By adopting a slightly smaller, yet
very handsome and legible type, the two volumes are included in one. The beauty
and value of the work are also greatly enhanced by grouping the engravings and
uniting them, by cross references, with the letter-press they illustrate.

In one other and very essential respect is this superior to the English edition.
Dr. Wood has given too brief and imperfect an account of the character, customs
and life of the North American Indians, and the savage tribes of the Arctic regions.
As the work was issued in monthly parts of a stipulated number, he may have found
his space limited, and accordingly omitted a chapter respecting the Indians, that he
had promised upon a preceding page. This deficiency has been supplied by the
American editor, making the account of the Red Men more comprehensive, and
adding some fine engravings to illustrate their appearance and social life. Having
treated of the Ahts of Vancouver’s Island, the author crosses Behring Strait and
altogether omits the interesting races of Siberia, passing at once from America to
Southern Asia. To supply this chasm and make the work a complete “Tour round
the World,” a thorough survey of the races “in all countries” which represent savage
life, we have added an account of the Malemutes, Ingeletes and Co-Yukons of
Alaska. An interesting chapter respecting the Tungusi, Jakuts, Ostiaks, and
Samoiedes of Siberia, compiled from Dr. Hartwig’s “Polar World,” is also given.
The usefulness and value of such a work as this are greatly enhanced by a minute
and comprehensive index. In this respect, the English edition is very deficient,—its
index occupying only a page. We have appended to the work one more than
ten times as large, furnishing to the reader and student an invaluable help.
Thus enlarged by letter-press and illustrations, this work is a complete and invaluable
resumé of the manners, customs, and life of the Uncivilized Races of the
World.
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The  gives a pictorial representation of African mankind. Superstition reigning
supreme, the most prominent figure is the fetish priest, with his idols at his feet, and holding up for
adoration the sacred serpent. War is illustrated by the Kaffir chief in the foreground, the Bosjesman
with his bow and poisoned arrows, and the Abyssinian chief behind him. The gluttony of the Negro
race is exemplified by the sensual faces of the squatting men with their jars of porridge and fruit. The
grace and beauty of the young female is shown by the Nubian girl and Shooa woman behind the Kaffir;
while the hideousness of the old women is exemplified by the Negro woman above with her fetish.
Slavery is illustrated by the slave caravan in the middle distance, and the pyramids speak of the interest
attached to Africa by hundreds of centuries.
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THE KAFFIR, OR ZINGIAN TRIBES, AND THEIR PHYSICAL PECULIARITIES — ORIGIN OF THE NAME — THEORIES
AS TO THEIR PRESENCE IN SOUTHERN AFRICA — THE CHIEF TRIBES AND THEIR LOCALITIES — THE
ZULUS AND THEIR APPEARANCE — THEIR COMPLEXION AND IDEAS OF BEAUTY — POINTS
OF SIMILITUDE AND CONTRAST BETWEEN THE KAFFIR AND THE NEGRO — MENTAL CHARACTERISTICS
OF THE KAFFIR — HIS WANT OF CARE FOR THE FUTURE, AND REASONS FOR IT — CONTROVERSIAL
POWERS OF THE KAFFIR — THE SOCRATIC MODE OF ARGUMENT — THE HORNS OF
A DILEMMA — LOVE OF A KAFFIR FOR ARGUMENT — HIS MENTAL TRAINING AND ITS CONSEQUENCES — PARTHIAN
MODE OF ARGUING — PLACABLE NATURE OF THE KAFFIR — HIS SENSE OF SELF-RESPECT — FONDNESS
FOR A PRACTICAL JOKE — THE WOMAN AND THE MELON — HOSPITALITY OF
THE KAFFIRS — THEIR DOMESTICATED NATURE AND FONDNESS FOR CHILDREN — THEIR HATRED
OF SOLITUDE.

Over the whole of the Southern portion
of the great Continent of Africa is spread a
remarkable and interesting race of mankind.
Though divided into numerous tribes, and
differing in appearance, manners, and customs,
they are evidently cast in the same
mould, and belong to the same group of the
human race. They are dark, but not so
black as the true negro of the West. Their
hair is crisp, short, and curled, but not so
woolly as that of the negro; their lips,
though large when compared with those of
Europeans, are small when compared to
those of the negro. The form is finely
modelled, the stature tall, the limbs straight,
the forehead high, the expression intelligent;
and, altogether, this group of mankind
affords as fine examples of the human form
as can be found anywhere on the earth.

To give a name to this large group is not
very easy. Popularly, the tribes which
compose it are known as Kaffirs; but that
term has now been restricted to the tribes
on the south-east of the continent, between
the sea and the range of the Draakensberg
Mountains. Moreover, the name Kaffir is a
very inappropriate one, being simply the
term which the Moslem races apply to all
who do not believe with themselves, and by
which they designate black and white men
alike. Some ethnologists have designated
them by the general name of Chuanas, the
word being the root of the well-known
Bechuana, Sechuana, and similar names;
while others have preferred the word Bantu,
and others Zingian, which last word is perhaps
the best.

Whatever may be the title, it is evident
that they are not aborigines, but that they
have descended upon Southern Africa from
some other locality—probably from more
northern parts of the same continent. Some
writers claim for the Kaffir or Zingian tribes
an Asiatic origin, and have a theory that in
the course of their migration they mixed
with the negroes, and so became possessed
of the frizzled hair, the thick lips, the dark
skin, and other peculiarities of the negro
race.

Who might have been the true aborigines
of Southern Africa cannot be definitely
stated, inasmuch as even within very recent
times great changes have taken place. At
the present time South Africa is practically
European, the white man, whether Dutch or
English, having dispossessed the owners of
the soil, and either settled upon the land or
reduced the dark-skinned inhabitants to the
rank of mere dependants. Those whom
they displaced were themselves interlopers,
having overcome and ejected the Hottentot
tribes, who in their turn seem but to have
suffered the same fate which in the time of
their greatness they had brought upon
others.

At the present day the great Zingian group
affords the best type of the inhabitants of
Southern Africa, and we will therefore begin
with the Kaffir tribes.

If the reader will refer to a map of Africa,
he will see that upon the south-east coast a
long range of mountains runs nearly parallel
with the sea-line, and extends from lat.
27° to 33°. It is the line of the Draakensberg
Mountains, and along the strip of land
which intervenes between these mountains
and the sea are found the genuine Kaffir
tribes. There are other tribes belonging to
the same group of mankind which are found
on the western side of the Draakensberg,
and are spread over the entire country, from
Delagoa Bay on the east to the Orange River
on the west. These tribes are familiar to readers
of African travel under the names of
Bechuanas, Bayeye, Namaqua, Ovampo, &c.
But, by common consent, the name of Kaffir
is now restricted to those tribes which
inhabit the strip of country above mentioned.

Formerly, a considerable number of tribes
inhabited this district, and were sufficiently
distinct to be almost reckoned as different
nations. Now, however, these tribes are
practically reduced to five; namely, the Amatonga
on the north, followed southward by
the Amaswazi, the Amazulu, the Amaponda,
and the Amakosa. Here it must be
remarked that the prefix of “Ama,” attached
to all the words, is one of the forms
by which the plural of certain names is designated.
Thus, we might speak of a single
Tonga, Swazi, Zulu, or Ponda Kaffir; but
if we wish to speak of more than one, we
form the plural by prefixing “Ama” to the
word.

The other tribes, although they for the
most part still exist and retain the ancient
names, are practically merged into those
whose names have been mentioned.

Of all the true Kaffir tribes, the Zulu is
the chief type, and that tribe will be first
described. Although spread over a considerable
range of country, the Zulu tribe has
its headquarters rather to the north of Natal,
and there may be found the best specimens
of this splendid race of men. Belonging, as
do the Zulu tribes, to the dark-skinned portion
of mankind, their skin does not possess
that dead, jetty black which is characteristic
of the Western negro. It is a more transparent
skin, the layer of coloring matter
does not seem to be so thick, and the ruddy
hue of the blood is perceptible through the
black. It is held by the Kaffirs to be the
perfection of human coloring; and a Zulu, if
asked what he considers to be the finest
complexion, will say that it is, like his own,
black, with a little red.

Some dark-skinned nations approve of a
fair complexion, and in some parts of the
world the chiefs are so much fairer than
the commonalty, that they seem almost to
belong to different races. The Kaffir, however,
holds precisely the opposite opinion.
According to his views of human beauty, the
blacker a man is the handsomer he is considered,
provided that some tinge of red be
perceptible. They carry this notion so far,
that in sounding the praises of their king,
an act at which they are very expert, they
mention, as one of his excellences, that he
chooses to be black, though, being so powerful
a monarch, he might have been white if
he had liked. Europeans who have resided
for any length of time among the Kaffir
tribes seem to imbibe similar ideas about
the superior beauty of the black and red
complexion. They become used to it, and
perceive little varieties in individuals,
though to an inexperienced eye the color
would appear exactly similar in every person.
When they return to civilized society
they feel a great contempt for the pale, lifeless-looking
complexion of Europeans, and
some time elapses before they learn to view
a fair skin and light hair with any degree of
admiration. Examples of albinos are occasionally
seen among the Kaffirs, but they
are not pleasant-looking individuals, and
are not admired by their blacker and more
fortunate fellow-countrymen. A dark olive
is, however, tolerably common, but the
real hue of the skin is that of rather blackish
chocolate. As is the case with the negro
race, the newly born infant of a Kaffir is
nearly as pale as that of a European, the
dark hue becoming developed by degrees.

Though dark of hue, the Kaffirs are as
fastidious about their dusky complexion as
any European belle could be of her own
fairer skin; and the pride with which a
Kaffir, even though he be a man and a tried
warrior, regards the shining, transparent
black of his skin, has in it something ludicrous
to an inhabitant of Europe.

The hair of the Kaffir, whether it belong
to male or female, never becomes long, but
envelopes the head in a close covering of
crisp, woolly curls, very similar to the hair
of the true negro. The lips are always
large, the mouth wide, and the nose has
very wide nostrils. These peculiarities the
Kaffir has in common with the negro, and
it now and then happens that an individual
has these three features so strongly marked
that he might be mistaken for a negro at
first sight. A more careful view, however,
would at once detect the lofty and intellectual
forehead, the prominence of the nose,
and the high cheek-bones, together with a
nameless but decided cast of countenance,
which marks them out from all other groups
of the dark-skinned natives of Africa. The
high cheek-bones form a very prominent
feature in the countenances of the Hottentots
and Bosjesmans, but the Kaffir cannot
for a moment be mistaken for either one or
the other, any more than a lion could be
mistaken for a puma.
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OLD COUNCILLOR AND WIVES.

(See page 16.)
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THE KAFFIR FROM CHILDHOOD TO AGE. From Photographic Portraits.





Married Man.




Old Councillor.










Unmarried Girl.




Old Woman.













Young Boy.




Unmarried Man or “Boy.”








Young Married Woman and Child.





(See page 12.)






The expression of the Kaffir face, especially
when young, is rather pleasing; and,
as a general rule, is notable when in repose
for a slight plaintiveness, this expression
being marked most strongly in the young,
of both sexes. The dark eyes are lively and
full of intellect, and a kind of cheerful good
humor pervades the features. As a people,
they are devoid of care. The three great
causes of care in more civilized lands have
but little influence on a Kaffir. The clothes
which he absolutely needs are of the most
trifling description, and in our sense of the
word cannot be recognized as clothing at
all. The slight hut which enacts the part of
a house is constructed of materials that can
be bought for about a shilling, and to the
native cost nothing but the labor of cutting
and carrying. His food, which constitutes
his only real anxiety, is obtained far more
easily than among civilized nations, for
game-preserving is unknown in Southern
Africa, and any bird or beast becomes the
property of any one who chooses to take the
trouble of capturing it. One of the missionary
clergy was much struck by this utter
want of care, when he was explaining the
Scriptures to some dusky hearers. The advice
“to take no thought for the morrow”
had not the least effect on them. They
never had taken any thought for the morrow,
and never would do so, and rather
wondered that any one could have been
foolish enough to give them such needless
advice.

There is another cause for this heedless
enjoyment of the present moment; namely,
an instinctive fatalism, arising from the
peculiar nature of their government. The
power of life and death with which the
Kaffir rulers are invested is exercised in so
arbitrary and reckless a manner, that no
Kaffir feels the least security for his life.
He knows perfectly well that the king may
require his life at any moment, and he
therefore never troubles himself about a future
which may have no existence for him.

Of course these traits of character belong
only to the Kaffir in their normal condition;
for, when these splendid savages have placed
themselves under the protection of Europeans,
the newly-felt security of life produces
its natural results, and they will display
forethought which would do no discredit to
a white man. A lad, for example, will give
faithful service for a year, in order to obtain
a cow at the end of that time. Had he been
engaged while under the rule of his own
king, he would have insisted on prepayment,
and would have honorably fulfilled his task
provided that the king did not have him
executed. Their fatalism is, in fact, owing to
the peculiarly logical turn of a Kaffir’s mind,
and his determination to follow an argument
to its conclusion. He accepts the acknowledged
fact that his life is at the mercy
of the king’s caprice, and draws therefrom
the inevitable conclusion that he can calculate
on nothing beyond the present moment.

The lofty and thoughtful forehead of the
Kaffir does not belie his character, for, of all
savage races, the Kaffir is perhaps the most
intellectual. In acts he is honorable and
straightforward, and, with one whom he
can trust, his words will agree with his
actions. But he delights in controversy,
and has a special faculty for the Socratic
mode of argument; namely, by asking a
series of apparently unimportant questions,
gradually hemming in his adversary, and
forcing him to pronounce his own sentence
of condemnation. If he suspects another
of having committed a crime, and examines
the supposed culprit before a council, he
will not accuse him directly of the crime,
but will cross-examine him with a skill
worthy of any European lawyer, each question
being only capable of being answered
in one manner, and so eliciting successive
admissions, each of which forms a step in
the argument.

An amusing example of this style of argument
is given by Fleming. Some Kaffirs
had been detected in eating an ox, and
the owner brought them before a council,
demanding payment for the ox. Their defence
was that they had not killed the animal,
but had found it dying from a wound
inflicted by another ox, and so had considered
it as fair spoil. When their defence
had been completed, an old Kaffir began to
examine the previous speaker, and, as
usual, commenced by a question apparently
wide of the subject.

Q. “Does an ox tail grow up, down, or
sideways?”

A. “Downward.”

Q. “Do its horns grow up, down, or sideways?”

A. “Up.”

Q. “If an ox gores another, does he not
lower his head and gore upward?”

A. “Yes.”

Q. “Could he gore downward?”

A. “No.”

The wily interrogator then forced the
unwilling witness to examine the wound
which he asserted to have been made by the
horn of another ox, and to admit that the
slain beast had been stabbed and not gored.

Mr. Grout, the missionary, mentions an
instance of the subtle turn of mind which
distinguishes an intelligent Kaffir. One of
the converts came to ask what he was to do
if he went on a journey with his people.
It must first be understood that a Kaffir
takes no provisions when travelling, knowing
that he will receive hospitality on the
way.

“What shall I do, when I am out on a
journey among the people, and they offer
such food as they have, perhaps the flesh of
an animal which has been slaughtered in
honor of the ghosts of the departed? If I
eat it, they will say, ‘See there! he is a
believer in our religion—he partakes with
us of the meat offered to our gods.’ And
if I do not eat, they will say, ‘See there!
he is a believer in the existence and power
of our gods, else why does he hesitate to
eat of the meat which we have slaughtered
to them?’”



Argument is a Kaffir’s native element,
and he likes nothing better than a complicated
debate where there is plenty of hair-splitting
on both sides. The above instances
show that a Kaffir can appreciate a
dilemma as well as the most accomplished
logicians, and he is master of that great key
of controversy,—namely, throwing the burden
of proof on the opponent. In all his
controversy he is scrupulously polite, never
interrupting an opponent, and patiently
awaiting his own turn to speak. And
when the case has been fully argued, and
a conclusion arrived at, he always bows to
the decision of the presiding chief, and
acquiesces in the judgment, even when a
penalty is inflicted upon himself.

Trained in such a school, the old and influential
chief, who has owed his position
as much to his intellect as to his military
repute, becomes a most formidable antagonist
in argument, especially when the question
regards the possession of land and the
boundaries to be observed. He fully recognizes
the celebrated axiom that language
was given for the purpose of concealing the
thoughts, and has recourse to every evasive
subterfuge and sophism that his subtle brain
can invent. He will mix truth and falsehood
with such ingenuity that it is hardly
possible to separate them. He will quietly
“beg the question,” and then proceed as
composedly as if his argument were a perfectly
fair one. He will attack or defend, as
best suits his own case, and often, when he
seems to be yielding point after point, he
makes a sudden onslaught, becomes in his
turn the assailant, and marches to victory
over the ruins of his opponent’s arguments.

On page 13 the reader will find a portrait
of one of the councillors attached to Goza,
the well-known Kaffir chief, of whom we
shall learn more presently. And see what
a face the man has—how his broad forehead
is wrinkled with thought, and how
craftily his black eyes gleam from under
their deep brows. Half-naked savage though
he be, the man who will enter into controversy
with him will find no mean antagonist,
and, whether the object be religion
or politics, he must beware lest he find
himself suddenly defeated exactly when he
felt most sure of victory. The Maori of
New Zealand is no mean adept at argument,
and in many points bears a strong
resemblance to the Kaffir character. But,
in a contest of wits between a Maori chief
and a Zulu councillor, the latter would be
nearly certain to come off the victor.

As a rule, the Kaffir is not of a revengeful
character, nor is he troubled with that
exceeding techiness which characterizes
some races of mankind. Not that he is
without a sense of dignity. On the contrary,
a Kaffir can be among the most dignified
of mankind when he wishes, and
when there is some object in being so. But
he is so sure of himself that, like a true
gentleman, he never troubles himself about
asserting his dignity. He is so sure that no
real breach of respect can be wilfully committed,
that a Kaffir will seldom hesitate to
play a practical joke upon another—a proceeding
which would be the cause of instant
bloodshed among the Malays. And, provided
that the joke be a clever one, no one
seems to enjoy it more than the victim.

One resident in Kaffirland mentions several
instances of the tendency of the Kaffirs
toward practical joking. A lad in his service
gravely told his fellow-countrymen
that all those who came to call on the Englishmen
were bound by etiquette to kneel
down and kiss the ground at a certain distance
from the house. The natives, born
and bred in a system of etiquette equal to
that of any court in Europe, unhesitatingly
obeyed, while the lad stood by, superintending
the operation, and greatly enjoying the
joke. After a while, the trick was discovered,
and no one appreciated the boy’s wit
more than those who had fallen into the
snare.

Another anecdote, related by the same
author, seems as if it had been transplanted
from a First of April scene in England. A
woman was bringing home a pumpkin, and,
according to the usual mode of carrying
burdens in Africa, was balancing it on her
head. A mischievous boy ran hastily to
her, and, with a face of horror, exclaimed,
“There’s something on your head!” The
woman, startled at the sudden announcement,
thought that at least a snake had got
on her head, and ran away screaming.
Down fell the pumpkin, and the boy picked it
up, and ate it before the woman recovered
from her fright.

The Kaffir is essentially hospitable. On
a journey, any one may go to the kraal of a
stranger, and will certainly be fed and
lodged, both according to his rank and
position. White men are received in the
same hospitable manner, and, in virtue of
their white skin and their presumed knowledge,
they are always ranked as chiefs, and
treated according.

The Kaffirs are singularly domestic people,
and, semi-nomad as they are, cling with
great affection to their simple huts. Chiefs
and warriors of known repute may be seen
in their kraals, nursing and fondling their
children with no less affection than is exhibited
by the mothers. Altogether, the Kaffir
is a social being. He cannot endure living
alone, eating alone, smoking alone, snuffing
alone, or even cooking alone, but always
contrives to form part of some assemblage
devoted to the special purpose. Day by
day, the men assemble and converse with
each other, often treating of political affairs,
and training themselves in that school of
forensic argument which has already been
mentioned.
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Having glanced rapidly over the principal
traits of Kaffir character, we will proceed to
trace his life with somewhat more detail.

When an infant is born, it is, as has been
already mentioned, of a light hue, and does
not gain the red-black of its parents until
after some little time has elapsed. The same
phenomenon takes place with the negro of
Western Africa. Almost as soon as the
Kaffir is born the “medicine-man” is called,
and discharges his functions in a manner
very different from “medical men” in our
own country. He does not trouble himself
in the least about the mother, but devotes
his whole care to the child, on whom he performs
an operation something like that of
vaccination, though not for the same object.
He makes small incisions on various parts
of the body, rubs medicine into them, and
goes his way. Next day he returns, takes
the unhappy infant, deepens the cuts, and
puts more medicine into them. The much-suffering
child is then washed, and is dried
by being moved about in the smoke of a
wood fire. Surviving this treatment by
some singular tenacity of life, the little creature
is then plentifully bedaubed with red
paint, and the proud mother takes her share
of the adornment. This paint is renewed as
fast as it wears off, and is not discontinued
until after a lapse of several months.
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“Once,” writes Mr. Shooter, “when I saw
this paint put on, the mother had carefully
washed a chubby boy, and made him clean
and bright. She then took up the fragment
of an earthenware pot, which contained a
red fluid, and, dipping her fingers into it, proceeded
to daub her son until he became the
most grotesque-looking object it was ever
my fortune to behold. What remained,
being too precious to waste, was transferred
to her own face.” Not until all these absurd
preliminaries are completed, is the
child allowed to take its natural food; and it
sometimes happens that when the “medicine-man”
has delayed his coming, the
consequences to the poor little creature have
been extremely disastrous. After the lapse
of a few days, the mother goes about her
work as usual, carrying the child strapped
on her back, and, in spite of the load, she
makes little, if any, difference in the amount
of her daily tasks. And, considering that
all the severe work falls upon the women, it
is wonderful that they should contrive to do
any work at all under the circumstances.
The two principal tasks of the women are,
breaking up the ground with a heavy and
clumsy tool, something between a pickaxe
and a mattock, and grinding the daily supply
of corn between two stones, and either
of these tasks would prove quite enough for
any ordinary laborer, though the poor
woman has to perform both, and plenty of
minor tasks besides. That they should have
to do all this work, while laboring under the
incumbrance of a heavy and growing child
hung on the back, does really seem very
hard upon the women. But they, having
never known any other state of things, accept
their laborious married life as a matter
of course.

When the mother carries her infant to
the field, she mostly slings it to her back by
means of a wide strip of some soft skin,
which she passes round her waist so as to
leave a sort of pocket behind in which the
child may lie. In this primitive cradle the
little creature reposes in perfect content,
and not even the abrupt movements to
which it is necessarily subjected will disturb
its slumbers.

The wife of a chief or wealthy man will
not, however, rest satisfied with the mere
strip of skin by way of a cradle, but has
one of an elaborate and ornamental character.
The illustration represents a remarkably
fine example of the South African
cradle, and is drawn from a specimen in
my collection.

It is nearly two feet in length by one in
width, and is made of antelope skin, with
the hair still remaining. The first care of
the maker has been to construct a bag, narrow
toward the bottom, gradually widening
until within a few inches of the opening,
when it again contracts. This form
very effectually prevents an active or restless
child from falling out of its cradle. The
hairy side of the skin is turned inward, so
that the little one has a soft and pleasant
cradle in which to repose. In order to
give it this shape, two “gores” have been
let into the back of the cradle, and are
sewed with that marvellous neatness which
characterizes the workmanship of the Kaffir
tribes. Four long strips of the same skin
are attached to the opening of the cradle,
and by means of them the mother can
bind her little one securely on her back.

As far as usefulness goes, the cradle is now
complete, but the woman is not satisfied unless
ornament be added. Though her rank—the
wife of a chief—does not exonerate
her from labor, she can still have the satisfaction
of showing her position by her dress,
and exciting envy among her less fortunate
companions in the field. The entire front
of the cradle is covered with beads, arranged
in regular rows. In this specimen, two colors
only are used; namely, black and white.
The black beads are polished glass, while
the others are of the color which are known
as “chalk-white,” and which is in great
favor with the Kaffirs, on account of the
contrast which it affords to their dusky skin.
The two central rows are black. The cradle
weighs rather more than two pounds, half
of which is certainly due to the profusion of
beads with which it is covered.

Except under peculiar circumstances, the
Kaffir mother is a kind, and even indulgent
parent to her children. There are, however,
exceptional instances, but, in these cases,
superstition is generally the moving power.
As with many nations in different parts of
the earth, although abundance of children
is desired, twins are not in favor; and when
they make their appearance one of them is
sacrificed, in consequence of a superstitious
notion that, if both twins are allowed to live,
something unlucky would happen to the
parents.

As the children grow, a certain difference
in their treatment is perceptible. In most
savage nations, the female children are comparatively
neglected, and very ill treatment
falls on them, while the males are considered
as privileged to do pretty well what
they like without rebuke. This, however,
is not the case with the Kaffirs. The parents
have plenty of respect for their sons
as the warriors of the next generation, but
they have also respect for their daughters
as a source of wealth. Every father is
therefore glad to see a new-born child, and
welcomes it whatever may be its sex—the
boys to increase the power of his house, the
girls to increase the number of his cattle.
He knows perfectly well that, when his little
girl is grown up, he can obtain at least
eight cows for her, and that, if she happens
to take the fancy of a rich or powerful man,
he may be fortunate enough to procure
twice the number. And, as the price which
is paid to the father of a girl depends very
much on her looks and condition, she is not
allowed to be deteriorated by hard work or
ill-treatment. These generally come after
marriage, and, as the wife does not expect
anything but such treatment, she does not
dream of complaining.

The Kaffir is free from the chief anxieties
that attend a large family in civilized countries.
He knows nothing of the thousand
artificial wants which cluster round a civilized
life, and need not fear lest his offspring
should not be able to find a subsistence.
Neither is he troubled lest they should sink
below that rank in which they were born. Not
that there are no distinctions of rank in
Kaffirland. On the contrary, there are few
parts of the world where the distinctions of
rank are better appreciated, or more clearly
defined. But, any one may attain the rank
of chief, provided that he possesses the mental
or physical characteristics that can raise
him above the level of those who surround
him, and, as is well known, some of the most
powerful monarchs who have exercised despotic
sway in Southern Africa have earned
a rank which they could not have inherited,
and have created monarchies where the
country had formerly been ruled by a number
of independent chieftains. These points
may have some influence upon the Kaffir’s
conduct as a parent, but, whatever may be
the motives, the fact remains, that among
this fine race of savages there is no trace of
the wholesale infanticide which is so terribly
prevalent among other nations, and
which is accepted as a social institution
among some that consider themselves
among the most highly civilized of mankind.

As is the case in many parts of the world,
the natives of South Africa undergo a ceremony
of some sort, which marks their transition
from childhood to a more mature age.
There has been rather a sharp controversy
respecting the peculiar ceremony which the
Kaffirs enjoin, some saying that it is identical
with the rite of circumcision as practised
by the Jews, and others that such a
custom does not exist. The fact is, that it
used to be universal throughout Southern
Africa, until that strange despot, Tchaka,
chose arbitrarily to forbid it among the
many tribes over which he ruled. Since his
death, however, the custom has been gradually
re-introduced, as the men of the tribes
believed that those who had not undergone
the rite were weaker than would otherwise
have been the case, and were more liable to
gray hairs. Now with a Kaffir a hoary head
is by no means a crown of glory, but is
looked upon as a sign of debility. A chief
dreads nothing so much as the approach of
gray hairs, knowing that the various sub-chiefs,
and other ambitious men who are
rising about him, are only too ready to
detect any sign of weakness, and to eject
him from his post. Europeans who visit
elderly chiefs are almost invariably asked if
they have any preparation that will dye
their gray hairs black. So, the dread of such
a calamity occurring at an early age would
be quite sufficient to make a Kaffir resort to
any custom which he fancied might prevent
it.

After the ceremony, which is practised in
secret, and its details concealed with inviolable
fidelity, the youths are permitted three
months of unlimited indulgence: doing no
work, and eating, sleeping, singing, and
dancing, just as they like. They are then
permitted to bear arms, and, although still
called “boys,” are trained as soldiers and
drafted into different regiments. Indeed,
it is mostly from these regiments that the
chief selects the warriors whom he sends on
the most daring expeditions. They have
nothing to lose and everything to gain, and,
if they distinguish themselves, may be allowed
to assume the “head-ring,” the proud
badge of manhood, and to marry as many
wives as they can manage to pay for. A
“boy”—no matter what his age might be—would
not dare to assume the head-ring
without the permission of his chief, and
there is no surer mode of gaining permission
than by distinguished conduct in the
field, whether in open fight, or in stealing
cattle from the enemy.

The necessity for undergoing some rite
when emerging from childhood is not restricted
to the men, but is incumbent on
the girls, who are carried off into seclusion
by their initiators, and within a year from
their initiation are allowed to marry.




CHAPTER III.


Table of Contents






A KAFFIR’S LIFE, CONTINUED — ADOLESCENCE — BEAUTY OF FORM IN THE KAFFIRS, AND REASONS
FOR IT — LIVING STATUES — BENJAMIN WEST AND THE APOLLO — SHOULDERS OF THE KAFFIRS — SPEED
OF FOOT CONSIDERED HONORABLE — A KAFFIR MESSENGER AND HIS MODE OF CARRYING
A LETTER — HIS EQUIPMENT FOR THE JOURNEY — LIGHT MARCHING-ORDER — HOW THE
ADDRESS IS GIVEN TO HIM — CELERITY OF HIS TASK, AND SMALLNESS OF HIS PAY — HIS FEET
AND THEIR NATURE — THICKNESS OF THE SOLE, AND ITS SUPERIORITY OVER THE SHOE — ANECDOTE
OF A SICK BOY AND HIS PHYSICIAN — FORM OF THE FOOT — HEALTHY STATE OF A
KAFFIR’S BODY — ANECDOTE OF WOUNDED GIRL — RAPIDITY WITH WHICH INJURIES ARE HEALED — YOUNG
WOMEN, AND THEIR BEAUTY OF FORM — PHOTOGRAPHIC PORTRAITS — DIFFICULTY OF
PHOTOGRAPHING A KAFFIR — THE LOCALITY, GREASE, NERVOUSNESS — SHORT TENURE OF
BEAUTY — FEATURES OF KAFFIR GIRLS — OLD KAFFIR WOMEN AND THEIR LOOKS.

When the youths and maidens are in the
full bloom of youth, they afford as fine specimens
of humanity as can be seen anywhere.
Their limbs have never been subject
to the distorting influences of clothing,
nor their forms to the absurd compression
which was, until recently, destructive of all
real beauty in this and neighboring countries.
Each muscle and sinew has had fair
play, the lungs have breathed fresh air, and
the active habits have given to the form
that rounded perfection which is never seen
except in those who have enjoyed similar
advantages. We all admire the almost
superhuman majesty of the human form as
seen in ancient sculpture, and we need only
to travel to Southern Africa to see similar
forms, yet breathing and moving, not motionless
images of marble, but living statues
of bronze. This classic beauty of form is not
peculiar to Southern Africa, but is found in
many parts of the world where the inhabitants
lead a free, active, and temperate life.

My readers will probably remember the
well-known anecdote of West the painter
surprising the critical Italians with his remarks.
Bred in a Quaker family, he had no
acquaintance with ancient art; and when he
first visited Rome, he was taken by a large
assembly of art-critics to see the Apollo Belvedere.
As soon as the doors were thrown
open, he exclaimed that the statue represented
a young Mohawk warrior, much to
the indignation of the critics, who foolishly
took his exclamation as derogatory to the
statue, rather than the highest and most
genuine praise. The fact was, that the
models from whom the sculptor had composed
his statue, and the young Mohawk
warriors so familiar to West, had received a
similar physical education, and had attained
a similar physical beauty. “I have seen
them often,” said West, “standing in the
very attitude of this Apollo, and pursuing
with an intent eye the arrow which they
had just discharged from the bow.”

There is, indeed, but one fault that the
most captious critic can find with the form
of the Kaffir, and that is, a slight deficiency
in the fall of the shoulder. As a race, the
Kaffirs are slightly high-shouldered, though
there are many instances where the slope
from the neck to the arm is exactly in
accordance with the canons of classic art.

These young fellows are marvellously
swift of foot, speed reckoning as one of the
chief characteristics of a distinguished soldier.
They are also possessed of enormous
endurance. You may send a Kaffir for sixty
or seventy miles with a letter, and he will
prepare for the start as quietly as if he had
only a journey of some three or four miles
to perform. First, he cuts a stick some three
feet in length, splits the end, and fixes the
letter in the cleft, so that he may carry the
missive without damaging it by the grease
with which his whole person is liberally
anointed. He then looks to his supply of
snuff, and, should he happen to run short of
that needful luxury, it will add wings to his
feet if a little tobacco be presented to him,
which he can make into snuff at his first halt.
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(1.) YOUNG KAFFIR ARMED.

(See page 20.)
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(2.) KAFFIR POSTMAN.
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Taking an assagai or two with him, and
perhaps a short stick with a knob at the
end, called a “kerry,” he will start off at a
slinging sort of mixture between a run and
a trot, and will hold this pace almost without
cessation. As to provision for the
journey, he need not trouble himself about
it, for he is sure to fall in with some hut,
or perhaps a village, and is equally sure of
obtaining both food and shelter. He steers
his course almost as if by intuition, regardless
of beaten tracks, and arrives at his
destination with the same mysterious certainty
that characterizes the migration of
the swallow.

It is not so easy to address a letter in
Africa as in England, and it is equally difficult
to give directions for finding any particular
house or village. If a chief should
be on a visit, and ask his host to return
the call, he simply tells him to go so many
days in such a direction, and then turn for
half a day in another direction, and so on.
However, the Kaffir is quite satisfied with
such indications, and is sure to attain his
point.

When the messenger has delivered his
letter, he will squat down on the ground,
take snuff, or smoke—probably both—and
wait patiently for the answer. As a matter
of course, refreshments will be supplied
to him, and, when the answer is handed to
him, he will return at the same pace. Europeans
are always surprised when they first
see a young Kaffir undertake the delivery
of a letter at so great a distance, and still
more at the wonderfully short time in
which he will perform the journey. Nor
are they less surprised when they find
that he thinks himself very well paid with
a shilling for his trouble. In point of fact,
the journey is scarcely troublesome at all.
He has everything his own way. There
is plenty of snuff in his box, tobacco wherewith
to make more, the prospect of seeing
a number of fellow-countrymen on the way,
and enjoying a conversation with them, the
dignity of being a messenger from one white
chief to another, and the certainty of obtaining
a sum of money which will enable
him to adorn himself with a splendid set of
beads at the next dance.

Barefoot though he be, he seldom complains
of any hurt. From constant usage
the soles of his feet are defended by a
thickened skin as insensible as the sole of
any boot, and combining equal toughness
with perfect elasticity. He will walk with
unconcern over sharp stones and thorns
which would lame a European in the first
step, and has the great advantage of possessing
a pair of soles which never wear
out, but actually become stronger by use.
Mr. Baines, the African hunter, narrates a
rather ludicrous instance of the insensibility
of the Kaffir’s foot. Passing by some
Kaffir houses, he heard doleful outcries, and
found that a young boy was undergoing a
medical or surgical operation, whichever
may be the proper name. The boy was
suffering from some ailment for which the
medicine-man prescribed a thorough kneading
with a hot substance. The plan by
which the process was carried out was simple
and ingenious. A Kaffir man held his
own foot over the fire until the sole became
quite hot. The boy was then held firmly
on the ground, while the man trampled on
him with the heated foot, and kneaded him
well with this curious implement of medicine.
When that foot was cold, he heated
the other, and so proceeded till the operation
was concluded. The heat of his sole was
so great that the poor boy could scarcely endure
the pain, and struggled hard to get
free, but the operator felt no inconvenience
whatever from subjecting his foot to such
an ordeal. The dreaded “stick” of the
Orientals would lose its terrors to a Kaffir,
who would endure the bastinado with comparative
impunity.

Among these people, the foot assumes its
proper form and dimensions. The toes are
not pinched together by shoes or boots,
and reduced to the helpless state too common
in this country. The foot is, like that
of an ancient statue, wide and full across
the toes, each of which has its separate
function just as have the fingers of the
hand, and each of which is equally capable
of performing that function. Therefore
the gait of a Kaffir is perfection itself.
He has not had his foot lifted behind and
depressed in front by high-heeled boots,
nor the play of the instep checked by leathern
bonds. The wonderful arch of the foot—one
of the most astonishing pieces of
mechanism that the world affords—can
perform its office unrestrained, and every
little bone, muscle and tendon plays its
own part, and none other.

The constant activity of the Kaffirs, conjoined
to their temperate mode of life, keeps
them in perfect health, and guards them
against many evils which befall the civilized
man. They are free from many of the minor
ailments incident to high civilization,
and which, trifling as they may be singly,
detract greatly in the aggregate from the
happiness of life. Moreover, their state of
health enables them to survive injuries
which would be almost instantly fatal to any
ordinary civilized European. That this
comparative immunity is owing to the mode
of life and not to the color of the skin is a well-known
fact, Europeans being, when in thorough
good health, even more enduring than
their dark-skinned companions. A remarkable
instance of this fact occurred during
the bloody struggle between the Dutch colonists
and Dingan’s forces in 1837. The Kaffirs
treacherously assaulted the unsuspecting
Dutchmen, and then invaded their villages,
spearing all the inhabitants and destroying
the habitations. Near the Blue Krantz
River was a heap of dead, among whom were
found two young girls, who still showed signs
of life. One had received nineteen stabs
with the assagai, and the other twenty-one.
They were removed from the corpses, and
survived their dreadful wounds, reaching
womanhood, though both crippled for life.

On one occasion, while I was conversing
with Captain Burton, and alluding to the
numerous wounds which he had received,
and the little effect which they had upon
him, he said that when the human frame
was brought, by constant exercise and simple
diet, into a state of perfect health, mere
flesh wounds were scarcely noticed, the cut
closing almost as easily as if it had been made
in India-rubber. It may also be familiar to
my readers, that when in this country men
are carefully trained for any physical exertion,
whether it be pedestrianism, gymnastics,
rowing, or the prize-ring, they receive
with indifference injuries which would have
prostrated them a few months previously,
and recover from them with wonderful
rapidity.

The young Kaffir women are quite as remarkable
for the beauty of their form as are
the men, and the very trifling dress which they
wear serves to show off their figures to the
best advantage. Some of the young Kaffir
girls are, in point of form, so perfect that
they would have satisfied even the fastidious
taste of the classical sculptor. There is,
however, in them the same tendency to high
shoulders which has already been mentioned,
and in some cases the shoulders are
set almost squarely across the body. In
most instances, however, the shoulders have
the proper droop, while the whole of the
bust is an absolute model of perfection—rounded,
firm, and yet lithe as the body of a
panther.

There is now before me a large collection
of photographs, representing Kaffir girls of
various ages, and, in spite of the invariable
stiffness of photographic portraits, they exhibit
forms which might serve as models for
any sculptor. If they could only have been
photographed while engaged in their ordinary
pursuits, the result would have been
most artistic, but the very knowledge that
they were not to move hand or foot has
occasioned them to assume attitudes quite
at variance with the graceful unconsciousness
of their ordinary gestures.

Besides the stiffness which has already
been mentioned, there are several points
which make a really good photographic
portrait almost an impossibility. In the
first place, the sunlight is so brilliant that
the shadows become developed into black
patches, and the high lights into splashes of
white without the least secondary shading.
The photographer of Kaffir life cannot put
his models into a glass room cunningly
furnished with curtains and tinted glass.
He must take the camera into the villages,
photograph the inhabitants as they stand
or sit in the open air, and make a darkened
hut act as a developing-tent.

Taking the portrait properly is a matter
of extreme difficulty. The Kaffirs will
rub themselves with grease, and the more
they shine the better they are dressed.
Now, as every photographer knows, nothing
is more perplexing than a rounded
and polished surface in the full rays of the
sunbeams; and if it were only possible to rub
the grease from the dark bodies, and deprive
them of their gloss, the photographer would
have a better chance of success. But the Kaffir
ladies, old and young alike, think it a point
of honor to be dressed in their very best
when their portraits are taken, and will insist
upon bedizening themselves exactly in
the way which is most destructive to photography.
They take fresh grease, and rub
their bodies until they shine like a well-polished
boot; they indue every necklace, girdle,
bracelet, or other ornament that they can
muster, and not until they are satisfied with
their personal appearance will they present
themselves to the artist. Even when they
have done so, they are restless, inquisitive,
and rather nervous, and in all probability will
move their heads just as the cap of the lens
is removed, or will take fright and run away
altogether. In the case of the two girls represented
in the illustration, on page 25, the
photographer has been singularly fortunate.
Both the girls belonged to the tribe commanded
by the well-known chief Goza,
whose portrait will be given on a subsequent
page. The girls are clad in their ordinary costume
of every-day life, and in fact, when their
portraits were taken, were acting as housemaids
in the house of an European settler.

Unfortunately, this singular beauty of
form is very transient; and when a girl has
attained to the age at which an English girl
is in her full perfection, the Kaffir girl has
begun to age, and her firm, lithe, and graceful
form has become flabby and shapeless.
In the series of portraits which has been
mentioned, this gradual deterioration of form
is curiously evident; and in one example,
which represents a row of girls sitting under
the shade of a hut, young girls just twenty
years of age look like women of forty.
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(1.) UNMARRIED KAFFIR GIRLS.

(See page 21.)
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(2.) OLD KAFFIR WOMEN.

(See page 27.)








The chief drawback to a Kaffir girl’s beauty
lies in her face, which is never a beautiful
one, according to European ideas on
this subject. It is mostly a pleasant, good-humored
face, but the cheek-bones are too
high, the nose too wide, and the lips very
much too large. The two which have been
already represented are by far the most favorable
specimens of the collection, and no
one can say that their faces are in any way
equal to their forms. It may be that their
short, crisp, harsh, woolly hair, so different
from the silken tresses of European women,
produces some feeling of dislike; but, even
if they were furnished with the finest and
most massive head of hair, they could never
be called handsome. People certainly do
get used to their peculiar style, and sometimes
prefer the wild beauty of a Kaffir
girl to the more refined, though more insipid,
style of the European. Still, few Englishmen
would think themselves flattered
if their faces were thought to resemble the
features of a Kaffir of the same age, and the
same rule will apply to the women as well
as to the men.

Unfortunately, the rapidity with which
the Kaffir women deteriorate renders them
very unsightly objects at an age in which
an European woman is in her prime.
Among civilized nations, age often carries
with it a charming mixture of majesty and
simplicity, which equally command our reverence
and our love. Among this people,
however, we find nothing in their old age
to compensate for the lost beauty of youth.
They do not possess that indefinable charm
which is so characteristic of the old age of
civilized woman, nor is there any vestige of
that spiritual beauty which seems to underlie
the outward form, and to be even more
youthful than youth itself. Perhaps one
reason for this distinction may be the uncultivated
state of the mind; but, whatever
may be the cause, in youth the Kaffir
woman is a sylph, in old age a hag.
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Having now described the general appearance
of the Kaffirs from childhood to age,
we will proceed to the costume which they
wear, and the ornaments with which they
decorate their dark persons. The material
of which dress is made depends much on
the characteristics of the country. In some
parts of the world linen is used, in another
silk, and in another cotton. In Southern
Africa, however, and indeed throughout a
very large portion of the continent, the
dress, whether of men or women, is composed
of the skins and furs of animals.
The country abounds in game, especially of
the antelope tribe; and the antelopes, the
zebras and their kin, the beasts of prey, the
monkey tribes and the oxen, afford a vast
store from which the Kaffir can take his
clothing, and vary it almost without
bounds.

The Kaffir is an admirable dresser of furs.
He bestows very great pains on the process,
and arrives at a result which cannot be surpassed
by the best of European furriers,
with all his means and appliances. Kaffir
furs, even those made from the stiff and stubborn
hide of the ox, are as soft and pliable as
silk; and if they be wetted, they will dry
without becoming harsh and stiff. For
large and thick skins a peculiar process is
required. The skin of the cow, for example,
will become as hard as a board when dry,
and even that of the lion is apt to be very
stiff indeed when dried. The process of
preparing such skins is almost absurdly
simple and expeditious, while its efficacy is
such that our best fur-dressers cannot produce
such articles as the Kaffirs do.

Supposing that a cow-skin is to be made
into a robe, the Kaffir will ask two or three
of his comrades to help him. They all sit
round the skin, and scrape it very carefully,
until they have removed every particle of
fat, and have also reduced the thickness.
They then stretch it in every direction,
pulling against each other with all their
might, working it over their knees, and
taking care that not an inch of it shall
escape without thorough manipulation. Of
course they talk, and sing, and smoke, and
take snuff while performing the task, which
is to them a labor of love. If, indeed, it
were not, they would not perform it, but
hand it over to their wives. When they
have kneaded it as much as they think
necessary, they proceed to another operation.
They take eight or ten of their skewer-like
needles, and tie them together in a bundle,
each man being furnished with one of these
bundles. The points are then placed perpendicularly
upon the skin, and the bundle
made to revolve backward and forward between
the hands. This process tears up
the fibres of the skin, and adds to its pliancy,
besides raising a sort of nap, which in some
of their dresses is so thick and fine as to
resemble plush.

Sometimes, when needles are scarce, the
long straight thorns of the acacia are tied
together, and used in a similar manner.
Although not so strong, their natural points
are quite as sharp as the artificial points
made of iron, and do their work as effectually.
Some of my readers may remember
that the nap on cloth is raised by a method
exactly similar in principle, the thorny seed-vessels
of the teasle thistle being fastened
on cylinders and made to revolve quickly
over the surface of the cloth, so as to raise
a “nap” which conceals the course of the
threads. These acacia thorns are used for
a wonderful variety of purposes, and are
even pressed into the service of personal
vanity, being used as decorations for the
hair on festive occasions.

The skin is now ready for the ingredient
that forms a succedaneum for the tanpit,
and that does its work in a very short time.
As the reader is perhaps aware, the acacia
is one of the commonest trees in Southern
Africa. The sap of the tree is of a very astringent
character, and communicates its
properties to the bark through which it percolates.
In consequence, the white inhabitants
of Southern Africa are in the habit of
using the bark of the acacia just as in England
we use the bark of the oak, and find
that it produces a similar effect upon skins
that are soaked in a strong solution of
acacia bark in water. The native, however,
does not use the bark for this purpose,
neither does he practise the long and tedious
process of tanning which is in use among
ourselves. The acacia tree supplies for him
a material which answers all the purposes of
a tanpit, and does not require above a fraction
of the time that is employed in ordinary
tanning.

The acacia trees are constantly felled for
all sorts of purposes. The hard wood is
used in native architecture, in making the
fence round a kraal, in making wagon poles,
and in many similar modes. The root
and stump are left to rot in the ground, and,
thanks to the peculiar climate and the attacks
of insects, they soon rot away, and can
be crumbled with the fingers into a reddish
yellow powder. This powder is highly
astringent, and is used by the Kaffirs for
dressing their furs, and is applied by assiduous
rubbing in with the hand. Afterward,
a little grease is added, but not much, and
this is also rubbed in very carefully with
the hand.

A large kaross is always worn with the
furry side inward, and there is a mode of
putting it on which is considered highly
fashionable. If the robe is composed of
several skins,—say, for example, those of
the jackal or leopard,—the heads are placed
in a row along the upper margin. When
the Kaffir indues his kaross, he folds this
edge over so as to form a kind of cape, and
puts it on in such a way that the fur-clad
heads fall in a row over his shoulders.

The rapidity with which a Kaffir will prepare
a small skin is really surprising. One
of my friends was travelling in Southern
Africa, and saw a jackal cantering along,
looking out for food. Presently, he came
across the scent of some steaks that were
being cooked, and came straight toward the
wagon, thinking only of food, and heedless
of danger. One of the Kaffirs in attendance
on the wagon saw the animal, picked up a
large stone, and awaited his coming. As he
was nearing the fire, the Kaffir flung the
stone with such a good aim that the animal
was knocked over and stunned. The wagon
started in an hour and a half from that time,
and the Kaffir who killed the jackal was
seen wearing the animal’s dressed skin.
The skin of this creature is very much prized
for robes and similar purposes, as it is thick
and soft, and the rich black mottlings along
the back give to the robe a very handsome
appearance.

I have before me a beautiful example of a
kaross or cloak, made from the skins of the
meerkat, one of the South African ichneumons.
It is a pretty creature, the coat
being soft and full, and the general color a
reddish tawny, variegated in some specimens
by dark mottlings along the back, and
fading off into gray along the flanks. The
kaross consists of thirty-six skins, which are
sewed together as neatly as any furrier
could sew them. The meerkat, being very
tenacious of life, does not succumb easily,
and accordingly there is scarcely a skin
which has not been pierced in one or more
places by the spear, in some instances leaving
holes through which a man’s finger
could easily be passed. In one skin there
are five holes, two of them of considerable
size. Yet, when the kaross is viewed upon
the hairy side, not a sign of a hole is visible.
With singular skill, the Kaffir fur-dresser
has “let in” circular pieces of skin cut from
another animal, and done it so well that no
one would suspect that there had been any
injury to the skin. The care taken in
choosing the color is very remarkable, because
the fur of the meerkat is extremely
variable in color, and it must have been
necessary to compare a considerable number
of skins, in order to find one that was of
exactly the right shade.

The mantle in question is wonderfully
light, so light, indeed, that no one would
think it capable of imparting much warmth
until he has tried it. I always use it in
journeys in cold weather, finding that it can
be packed in much less space than an ordinary
railway rug, that it is lighter to carry,
and is warmer and more comfortable.

Although every Kaffir has some knowledge
of skin-dressing and tailoring, there
are some who greatly surpass their companions,
and are popularly known as “kaross
makers.” It is easy to tell at a glance
whether a garment is the work of an ordinary
Kaffir, or of a regular kaross maker.
The kaross which has been noticed affords
a good example of both styles, which can
be distinguished as easily by the touch as by
the sight.

When a kaross maker sets to work, he
takes the two pieces of the fur which he has
to join, and places them together with the
hairy side inward, and the edges exactly
matching each other. He then repeatedly
passes his long needle between the two
pieces, so as to press the hair downward,
and prevent it from being caught in the
thread. He then bores a few holes in a line
with each other, and passes the sinew fibre
through them, casting a single hitch over
each hole, but leaving the thread loose.
When he has made two or three such holes,
and passed the thread through them, he
draws them tight in regular succession, so
that he produces a sort of lock-stitch, and his
work will not become loose, even though it
may be cut repeatedly. Finally, he rubs down
the seam, and, when properly done, the two
edges lie as flat as if they were one single
piece of skin.

In the kaross before mentioned, the original
maker was not one of the professed
tailors, but thought that he could do all the
plain sewing himself. Accordingly, the
seams which connect the various skills are
rather rudely done, being merely sewed over
and over, and are in consequence raised
above the level of the skins. But the various
patches that were required in order to
complete the garment in its integrity needed
much more careful work, and this portion
of the work has been therefore intrusted to
one of the professed kaross makers. The
difference of the seams is at once apparent,
those made by the unskilled workman being
raised, harsh, and stiff; while those made by
the professional are quite flat, and look exactly
like the well-known lock-stitch of our
sewing machines.

A singularly handsome specimen of a
kaross is now before me. It is made of the
skins of the gray jackal, and, although not so
attractive to European eyes as if it had been
made from the skin of the black-backed
jackal, is, in a Kaffir’s estimation, a far more
valuable article, inasmuch as the gray
species is much rarer than the black-backed.

The man who designed this kaross may
fairly be entitled to the name of artist. It
is five feet three inches in depth, and very
nearly six feet in width, and therefore a
considerable number of skins have been used
in making it. But the skins have not
merely been squared and then sewed together,
the manufacturer having in his mind
a very bold design. Most persons are aware,
that in the majority of animals, the jackal
included, the skin is darkest along the back,
a very dark stripe runs along the spine, and
that the fur fades into whitish gray upon
the flanks and under the belly. The kaross
maker has started with the idea of forming
the cloak on the same principle, and making
it look as if it were composed of one large
skin. Accordingly, he has selected the
darkest skins for the centre of the kaross, and
arranged them so that they fade away into
gray at the edges. This is done, not by
merely putting the darker skins in the
middle, and the lighter toward the edges,
but by cutting the skins into oblong pieces
of nearly the same size, and sewing them
together so neatly that the lines of junction
are quite invisible. All the heads are set in
a row along the upper edges, and, being
worked very flat, can be turned over, and
form a kind of cape, as has already been
mentioned. The lower edge of the kaross
has a very handsome appearance, the gray
color of the fur rapidly deepening into black,
which makes a broad stripe some four inches
in depth. This is obtained by taking the
skin of the paws, which are very black, and
sewing them to the cape of the mantle.

Of course, a Kaffir has no knowledge of
gloves, but there are seasons when he really
wants some covering for his hands. A creature
of the sun, he cannot endure cold; and
in weather when the white men are walking
in their lightest clothing and exulting in
the unaccustomed coolness, the Kaffir is
wrapped in his thickest kaross, cowering
over the fire, and absolutely paralyzed, both
bodily and mentally, with the cold. He
therefore makes certain additions to his
kaross, and so forms a kind of shelter for the
hands. About two feet from the top of the
kaross, and on the outer edges, are a pair of
small wings or projections, about a foot in
length, and eight inches in width. When
the Kaffir puts on the kaross, he doubles the
upper part to form the cape, turns the furry
side within, grasps one of these winglets
with each hand, and then wraps it round
his shoulders. The hands are thus protected
from the cold, and the upper part of
the body is completely covered. The kaross
descends as far as the knees in front, and is
about a foot longer at the sides and at the
back. The whole edge of the kaross is
bound on the inside with a narrow band of
thin, but very strong membrane, and is thus
rendered less liable to be torn. The membrane
is obtained as follows. A skin of
some animal, usually one of the antelopes, is
rolled up and buried in the ground until a
certain amount of putrefaction takes place.
It is then removed, and the Kaffir splits it
by introducing his knife, and then, with a
quick jerk, strips off the membranous skin.
If it does not separate easily, the skin is replaced
in the ground, and left for a day or
two longer.

This fine specimen was brought from
Southern Africa by Mr. Christie, who has had
it in constant use as a railway rug and for similar
purposes for some fourteen years, and it is
still as serviceable as ever. I ought to mention
that both this and my own kaross were
made by Bechuanas, and not by Zulus, the
latter tribe always using for their kaross a
single hide of an ox dressed soft. The
peculiar mode of manipulating a hide when
dressing it is called “braying,” perhaps because
it bears some resemblance to the
“braying” or rubbing of a substance in a
mortar, as distinguished from pounding it.
A handful of the hide is taken in each hand
and gathered up, so as to form two or three
wrinkles on the fleshy side. The wrinkles
are then rubbed on each other, with a peculiar
twisting movement, which is almost
identical with that of the gizzard in grain-eating
birds.

Of similar skins the Kaffir makes a kind
of bag in which he puts his pipe, tobacco,
and various other little comforts. This bag,
which is popularly called a knapsack, deserves
more rightly the name of haversack,
as it is not carried on the back, but slung to
the side. It is made of the skin of some
small animal, such as a hare or a hyrax, and
is formed in a very simple manner. When
the Kaffir has killed the animal, he strips off
the skin by making a cut, not along the
belly, as is the usual fashion, but from one
hind leg to the other. By dint of pushing
and pulling, he contrives to strip off the
skin, and of course turns it inside out in so
doing, much as is the case when a taxidermist
skins a snake or frog. The skin is then
“brayed” in the ordinary fashion, while the
furry side is inward; and when this operation
is completed, the mouth, ears and eyelids
are sewed up, and it is then reversed so
as to bring the fur outward. Straps are
attached to the two hind legs, so that the
wearer can sling the bag over his shoulder.
The natives put these bags to all kinds of
uses, some of them being rather odd according
to our ideas. It has been mentioned that
the pipe, tobacco, and other little articles
which a Kaffir has, are kept in the bag. If, perchance,
the wearer should discover a bees’
nest, he empties his “knapsack,” turns it inside
out, shakes it well in order to get rid of
the scraps of tobacco and other debris of a
Kaffir’s pouch, and then proceeds to attack
the bees. When he has succeeded in
reaching the honeycombs, he removes them
from the nest, puts them into the bag, and
goes off with his prize, regardless of the state
in which the interior of the bag will be left.

The skill of the Kaffir in sewing fur is the
more notable when we take into consideration
the peculiar needle and thread which
he uses. The needle is not in the least like
the delicate, slender articles employed by
European seamstresses. In the first place,
it has no eye; and in the second, it is more
like a skewer than a needle. If any of my
classical readers will recall to their minds
the “stylus” which the ancients used instead
of a pen, he will have a very good idea of a
Kaffir’s needle.

As the Kaffir likes to carry his needle
about with him, he makes a sheath or case
of leather. There is great variety in these
cases. The simplest are merely made of
strips of hide rolled round the needle, and
sewed together at the edges.

The most ornamental needle that I have
seen was brought to England by the late
H. Jackson, Esq., who kindly placed it and
the rest of his valuable collection at my disposal.
This needle is represented at fig. 1,
in the illustration “Kaffir needles,” page 33.
It is of the ordinary shape, though much
larger than most that are used; but it is
upon the sheath and its ornaments that the
proud owner has lavished his powers. The
sheath is made of leather, but is modelled
into a curious pattern, which may be easily
imitated. Roll up a tube of paper, about
the third of an inch in diameter. At an
inch from the end, pinch it tightly between
the right thumb and finger, until it is
squeezed flat. Still retaining the grasp,
pinch it with the left hand just below the
finger and thumb of the right, and at right
angles to them. Proceed in this manner
until the whole of it has been pinched.
Then, if we suppose that the tube is made of
raw hide thoroughly wetted, that a well oiled
needle is placed in it, and that the leather is
worked carefully upon the needle so as to
make a sheath, ornamented with flattened
projections at right angles to each other, we
shall see how the sheath is made.

The siring of beads by which it is hung
around the neck is put together with great
taste. The pale-tinted beads are white with
rings of scarlet, and the others are blue with
large spots of white, the whole forming a very
artistic contrast with the skin of the wearer.
The best point of this needle case is, however,
the ornament which hangs to it just
by the head of the needle. This is a piece
of rhinoceros horn, cut into the shape of a
buffalo head and part of the neck—very
much, indeed, as if it had been intended for
the handle of a seal. The skill with which
the artist—for he really deserves the name—has
manipulated this stubborn substance
is really admirable. The sweep of the animal’s
horns is hit off with a boldness of line
and a freedom of execution that would
scarcely be expected from a savage. That
he should make an accurate representation
of the animal was likely enough, considering
his familiarity with the subject, but that
he should be able to carve with his assagai-blade
so artistic a design could hardly have
been expected from him.

By the side of this needle hangs another,
which I have introduced because the sheath,
instead of being made of leather, is a wooden
tube, closed at one end, and guarded at
both ends by a thong of raw hide rolled
round it.

As the Kaffirs employ needles of this
description, it is evident that they cannot
use the same kind of thread as ourselves,
since a cotton thread would not make its
way through the leather, and therefore the
Kaffir has recourse to the animal kingdom
for his thread as well as for his garments.
The thread is made of the sinews
of various animals, the best being made of
the sinews taken from the neck of a giraffe.
One of these bundles of thread is now before
me, and a curious article it is—stiff,
angular, elastic, and with an invincible tendency
to become entangled among the other
objects of the collection. Few persons to
whom it is shown for the first time will
believe that it is thread, and mostly fancy
that I am trying to take advantage of their
ignorance.

When this strange thread is wanted for
use, it is steeped in hot water until it is
quite soft, and is then beaten between two
smooth stones. This process causes it to
separate into filaments, which can be obtained
of almost any degree of strength or
fineness. The sinew thus furnishes a thread
of astonishing strength when compared with
its diameter, surpassing even the silk grass
of Guiana in that respect.

When a Kaffir wishes to sew, he prepares
some of this thread, squats on the ground,
takes his needle, and bores two little holes
in the edges of the garment on which he is
working. He then pushes the thread through
the holes thus made, and makes two more
holes opposite each other. He continues
to draw the stitches tight as he proceeds,
and thus gets on with his work at a rate
which would certainly not pay a seamstress
in this country, but which is very well suited
to Africa, where time is not of the least value.
As he works with wet sinew upon wet hide,
it naturally follows that, in the process of
drying, the seams become enormously
strengthened, the stitches being drawn
tightly by the contraction of sinew, and the
contraction of the hide forcing the stitches
deeply into its own substance, and almost
blending them together. So, although the
work is done very slowly, one of our sewing
machines being equal to a hundred Kaffirs,
or thereabouts, in point of speed, it is done
with a degree of efficacy that no machine
can ever approach. I have in my collection
very many examples of Kaffir sewing, and
in every instance the firmness and solidity
of the workmanship are admirable. Their
fur-sewing is really wonderful, for they use
very close stitches, very fine thread, and
join the pieces so perfectly that the set of
the hairs is not disturbed, and a number of
pieces will look and feel exactly as if they
were one single skin.

We will begin an account of Kaffir dress
with the ordinary costume of a man. Until
he approaches manhood, the Kaffir does not
trouble himself about so superfluous a luxury
as dress. He may wear beads and ornaments,
but he is not troubled with dress in
our acceptation of the word. When he
becomes a man, however, he assumes the
peculiar apron which may be seen by reference
to any of the illustrations of Kaffir
men. This garment is intended to represent
the tails of animals, and by Europeans is
generally called by that name. Thus, instead
of saying that a man has put on his dress or
his apron, he is said to have put on his
“tails.” It is notable, by the way, that this
form of dress extends over a considerable
part of Africa, and is common to both sexes,
though the details are carried out in a different
manner. The principal is a belt
round the waist, with a number of thongs
depending from it, and we find this characteristic
dress as far northward as Egypt.
Indeed, strings or thongs form a considerable
portion, not only of a Kaffir’s dress, but
of his ornaments, as will be seen presently.

The apron of the men is called “isinene,”
and is conventionally supposed to be made
of the tails of slain leopards, lions, or buffaloes,
and to be a trophy of the wearer’s courage
as well as a mark of his taste in dress.
Such a costume is sometimes, though very
rarely, seen; there being but few Kaffirs
who have killed enough of these ferocious
beasts to make the “isinene” of their tails.
I have one which was presented to me
by Captain Drayson, R.A., who bought it,
together with many other objects, after the
late Kaffir war. It is represented by fig. 1 in
the illustration of “Costume” on page 33. It
is made of strips of monkey skin, each about
an inch and a half in width. These strips
have been snipped half through on either
side alternately, and then twisted so as to
make furry cylinders, having the hair on the
outside, and being fixed in that position until
dry and tolerably stiff. There are fourteen
of these strips, each being about fourteen
inches long, but those in the middle exceeding
the others by an inch or two.

The strips or “tails” are gathered together
above, and sewed firmly to a broad belt of
the same material, which is so covered with
red and white beads that the leather cannot
be seen. Across the belt are two rows of
conical brass buttons, exactly identical with
those that decorate the jacket of the modern
“page.” These brass buttons seem to charm
a Kaffir’s heart. He cannot have too many
of them, and it is his delight and pride to
keep them burnished to the highest amount
of polish which brass will take. I have
various specimens of dress or ornament
formerly belonging to Kaffirs of both sexes,
and, in almost every instance where the article
has been very carefully made, at least
one brass button is attached to it.
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(See p. 31.)
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As long as the Kaffir stands or sits, the
“isinene” hangs rather gracefully, and reminds
the spectator of the sporran or skin
pouch, which forms part of the Highlander’s
dress. But when he runs, especially when
he is rushing at full speed, the tails fly
about in all directions, and have a most
ludicrous effect, almost as if a bundle of
living eels or snakes had been tied round
the man’s waist. If a Kaffir should be too
lazy to take the trouble of making so elaborate
a set of “tails,” he merely cuts his “isinene”
out of a piece of skin. An example of
this kind of apron is seen in the illustration,
“Dolls,” 33d page, which represents a pair
of figures, a Kaffir and his wife, made by the
natives out of leather. Here the male figure,
on the right, is shown as wearing the
isinene, and having besides a short kaross,
or cloak, over his shoulders. These figures
are in my own collection, and will be more
particularly described when we come to the
dress of Kaffir females.

Most of the men wear a similar duplicate
of this apron, which falls behind, and corresponds
with the isinene; this second apron
is called the “umucha,” and is mostly made
of one piece of skin. Its use is not, however,
universal, and indeed, when in his
own kraal or village, the Kaffir does not
trouble himself about either isinene or
umucha, and considers himself quite sufficiently
clothed with a necklace and a snuff
box.

An illustration on page 117, gives a good
idea of the appearance presented by a Kaffir
of rank in his ordinary dress. It is a portrait
of Goza, the well-known Zulu chief,
whose name came prominently forward
during the visit of Prince Albert to the
Cape. He is one of the most powerful
chiefs of the Zulu tribe, and can at any
moment summon into the field his five or
six thousand trained and armed warriors.
Yet in ordinary life he is not to be distinguished
from the meanest of his subjects
by any distinction of dress. An experienced
eye would, however, detect his rank
at a single glance, even though he were not
even clad in his “tails.” He is fat, and
none but chiefs are fat in Kaffirland. In
fact, none but chiefs have the opportunity,
because the inferior men are forced to such
constantly active employment, and live on
such irregular nourishment, that they have
no opportunity of accumulating fat.

But a chief has nothing whatever to do,
except to give his orders, and if those orders
are within human capacity they will be
executed. Tchaka once ordered his warriors
to catch a lion with their unarmed
hands, and they did it, losing, of course,
many of their number in the exploit. The
chief can eat beef and porridge all day long
if he likes, and he mostly does like. Also,
he can drink as much beer as he chooses,
and always has a large vessel at hand full
of that beverage. Panda, the king of the
Zulu tribes, was notable for being so fat
that he could hardly waddle; but, as the
reader will soon be presented with a portrait
of this doubly great monarch, nothing
more need be said about him.

As to Goza, he is a wealthy man, possessing
vast herds of cattle, besides a great
number of wives, who, as far as can be
judged by their portraits, are not beautiful
according to European ideas of beauty, but
are each representatives of a considerable
number of cows. He wields undisputed
sway over many thousands of subjects, and
takes tribute from them. Yet he dresses
on ordinary occasions like one of his own
subjects, and his house is just one of the
ordinary huts of which a village is composed.
When he wishes to appear officially,
he alters his style of dress, and
makes really a splendid appearance in all
the pomp of barbaric magnificence. Also,
when he mixes with civilization, he likes
to be civilized in dress, and makes his
appearance dressed as an Englishman, in a
silk hat, a scarlet coat, and jackboots, and
attended in his rides by an aide-de-camp,
dressed in a white-plumed cocked hat, and
nothing else.

A portrait of Goza in his full war-dress is
given in the chapter that treats of Kaffir
warfare.
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As to the ornaments which a Kaffir man
wears, they may be summed up in three
words—beads, buttons, and strings, all three
being often employed in the manufacture of
one ornament. All the beads come from
Europe, and there is as much fashion in
them as in jewelry among civilized nations.
The Kaffirs will have nothing to do with
beads that do not form a good contrast with
the dark skin of the wearer, so that beads
which would be thought valuable, even in
England, would be utterly contemned by
the poorest Kaffir. Dark blue, for example,
are extremely unfashionable, while light
azure blue are in great favor. Those
beads which contain white and red are the
most valued; and if it were possible to
make beads which would have the dazzling
whiteness of snow, or the fiery hue of the
scarlet verbena, almost any price might be
obtained for them in Kaffirland.

The capriciousness of fashion is quite as
great among the Kaffirs as among Europeans,
and the bead trade is, therefore, very
precarious, beads which would have been
purchased at a very high price one year
being scarcely worth their freight in the
next. Still, there is one rule which may
always guide those who take beads as a
medium of barter among savages. The
beads should always contrast boldly with the
color of the skin. Now, the average color
of a Kaffir is a very dark chocolate; and if
the intended trader among these tribes
wishes to make a successful speculation, he
cannot do better than have a lay figure
painted of a Kaffir’s color, and try the effect
of the beads upon the image. Beads cannot
be too brilliant for a savage, and almost any
small articles which will take a high polish
and flash well in the sunshine will find a
market.

Having procured his beads, either by exchange
of goods or by labor, the Kaffir proceeds
to adorn himself with them. In a
photograph before me, representing a group
of young warriors belonging to Goza’s
army, three of the men have round their
necks strings of beads which must weigh
several pounds, while another has a broad
belt of beads passing over the shoulder just
like the sash of a light infantry officer.
The ordinary mode of wearing them is in
strings round the neck, but a Kaffir of ingenuity
devises various other fashions. If he
has some very large and very white beads,
he will tie them round his forehead, just
over his eyebrows, allowing some of them to
dangle over his nose, and others on either
side of the eyes. In “Kaffir ornaments” on
page 33, fig. 1, is shown a sash somewhat
similar to that which has just been mentioned,
though it is not made wholly of
beads. Its groundwork is a vast number of
small strings laid side by side, and bound at
intervals by bands of different colored beads,
those toward the ends being white, and the
others scarlet, pink, or green. Its length is
about eight feet. A small portion is given on
an enlarged scale, to show the mode of structure.
The other articles belong to female
costume, and will be described presently.

The group of ornaments illustrated upon
page 33 is very interesting, and is taken
from specimens kindly lent me by the
late H. Jackson, Esq. The round article
with dark centre (fig. 3) is the first which
we will notice. In form it resembles a hollow
cone, or rather a Malay’s hat, and is
made of leather, ingeniously moulded and
sewed while wet, and then kept in its shape
until dry. The whole of the interior is so
thickly covered with beads that the leather
is quite concealed. The beads in the centre
are red, and the others are white. This
ornament is worn on the breast, and to all
appearance must be a very awkward article
of decoration. If the outside had been covered
with beads, it is easy to understand
that it would have rested very comfortably
on the breast with its bead-covered apex
projecting like a huge sugar-loaf button.
But, as the peak has to rest on the breast,
the ornament must sway about in a most
uncomfortable manner.

The ornament at the bottom of the illustration
is a semi-necklace, much in request
among the Kaffirs. A string is fastened to
each upper corner and then tied behind the
neck, so that none of the beads are wasted
upon a back view of the person. The
groundwork of this semi-necklace is white,
and the marks upon it are differently colored.
Some of them are red in the interior
and edged with yellow, while in others these
colors are reversed. A narrow line of scarlet
beads runs along the lower edge. The
necklace is formed of a sort of network, of
which the meshes are beads, so that as it is
moved by the action of the body, the light
shines through the interstices, and has a very
pretty effect.

A bracelet, also made of beads, is shown
in the same illustration at fig. 2. The beads
are strung on threads, and then twisted together
so as to form a loose rope, very similar
in construction to the rope ring used
so much by sailors, and known technically
as a “grummet.” The strings of beads are
variously colored, and are arranged with
considerable taste, so that when they are
twisted together the general effect is very
good.

There is a more common kind of beads
which are called “chalk-white.” Their only
value is that they contrast well with the
dark skin of the wearer. Still, there are
many young men who would be only too
glad to have even so simple a set of beads,
for beads are money in Kaffirland, and are
not to be obtained without labor. However,
ornament of some kind the young
men will have, and if they cannot obtain
beads they will wear some other ornament
as a succedaneum for them.

One of these very simple necklaces is in
my collection. It consists merely of nuts,
which the wearer could have for the picking.
A hole is bored through each nut, just
above the smaller end, so that they fit closely
together, and stand boldly out, without
showing the string on which they are
threaded. So closely do they lie that, although
the necklace is only just large enough
to be passed over the head, it contains more
than a hundred nuts. The two necklaces
which are represented at the foot of the
39th page, have been selected because they
show how the native artist has first made a
necklace of beads and teeth, and has then
imitated it in metal. No. 1 represents a
bracelet that is entirely made of beads and
teeth. First, the maker has prepared six or
seven very fine leathern thongs, and has
strung upon them black glass beads of rather
a small size. When he has formed rows of
about an inch and a half in length, he has
placed in each string a single bead of a much
larger size, and being white in color, spotted
with bright blue. Another inch and a half of
black beads follow, and then come the teeth.
These are the canine teeth of the leopard
and other felidæ, and are arranged in groups
varying from three to five in number. A
tolerably large hole is bored through the
base of each, and all the strings are passed
through them. The maker then goes on
with the black beads, then with the white,
then with the teeth, and so on, until his materials
are exhausted, and the necklace
finished.

The necklace No. 2 is of a far more ambitious
character, and, whether or not it has
been made by the same artificer, it shows
that the same principle has been carried out.
The former ornament belonged to a man
who had been skilful as a hunter, and who
wore the teeth of the slaughtered leopards
as trophies of his valor and success. He
would also wear the skins, and lose no
opportunity of showing what he had done.
But we will suppose that a Kaffir, who has
some notion of working in metal, saw the
bracelet, and that he was fired with a desire
to possess one of a similar character. Leopards’
teeth he could not, of course, possess
without killing the animal for himself, because
no one who has achieved such a feat
would sell to another the trophies of his
own prowess. So he has tried to imitate
the coveted ornament as well as he could;
and though he might not possess either the
skill or the courage of the hunter, he could,
at all events, make a necklace which would
resemble in shape that of his companion,
be very much more showy, and possess a
considerable intrinsic value.

So he set up his forge, and, in a manner
which will be described in a future page,
made his own bronze, brass, or bell-metal,
and cast a number of little cylinders.
These he beat into shape with his primitive
hammer, and formed them into very tolerable
imitations of leopards’ teeth. Being
now furnished with the material for his
necklace, he began to put it together. First,
he strung rows of chalk-white beads, and
then a brass tooth. Next to the tooth
comes a large transparent glass bead, of
ruby-red, decorated with white spots. Then
comes a tooth, then more beads, and so on,
until the ornament has been completed. In
order to give the necklace an air of reality,
he cut a piece of bone so as to look like a
very large tooth, and strung it in the centre
of the ornament, so as to fall on his chest.

This is really a handsome piece of workmanship,
and when in use must have a very
excellent effect. The colors are selected
with remarkable taste, as nothing can look
better on a dark skin than white and ruby.
Moreover, the metal teeth are burnished so
as to glisten brilliantly in the sun, and will
dazzle the eye at the distance of some
feet. Both these necklaces are drawn from
specimens in the collection of Colonel Lane
Fox.

It is a remarkable fact that good taste in
color, if not in material, seems to be inherent
in the race, despite the very small
amount of clothes which either sex wears.
When they become partially civilized,
especially if they owe any allegiance to missionaries,
they assume some portion of ordinary
European costume. The men, whose
wardrobe is generally limited to a shirt and
trousers, have little scope for taste in dress;
but the women always contrive to develop
this faculty. Whether in the gay colors of
the gowns which they wear, or whether in
the more sober hue of the handkerchief
which they invariably tie round their heads,
they always manage to hit upon a combination
of colors which harmonize with their
complexions.

Perhaps it is fortunate that such should
be the case, for the assumption of European
costume is, artistically speaking, anything
but an improvement in the appearance of a
Kaffir, or, indeed, of any wearer of a dark
skin; and it is a curious fact, that the better
the clothes, the worse do they look. A
young Kaffir, wearing nothing but his few
tufts of fur, moves with a free and upright
gait, and looks like one of nature’s noblemen.
But the moment that he puts on the
costume adopted in civilized Europe, he
loses every vestige of dignity, and even his
very gait is altered for the worse.

The metropolitan reader can easily witness
such a metamorphosis by visiting the
Hammâm, or any similar establishment,
where dark-skinned attendants are employed.
While engaged in their ordinary
vocation, clad with nothing but a cloth
round their loins, they look just like ancient
statues endued with life, and it is impossible
to avoid admiring the graceful dignity
of their gestures, as they move silently
about the room. But when any of them
leave the room, and put on the ordinary
dress, the change is complete and disappointing,
and it is hardly possible to believe
the identity of such apparently different
individuals. In the time long passed away,
when Scotland was still contesting with
England, the statesmen of the latter country
showed no small knowledge of human
nature when they forbade the use of the
Highland dress, and forced the Highlanders
to abandon the picturesque costume which
seems to harmonize so well with the wild
hills of their native land. A Highlander
in his kilt and tartan was not the same man
when in the costume of the Lowlander, and
it was impossible for him to feel the same
pride in himself as when he wore the garb
of the mountaineer and the colors of his
clan.

Many of the young men who cannot afford
beads make bracelets, necklaces, armlets,
and anklets from the skins of animals.
After cutting the skin into strips, they twist
the strips spirally, so as to convert them
into hollow ropes, having all the hair on the
outside. When made of prettily colored
skins, these curious ornaments have a very
good, though barbaric effect. (See page 49.)
By cutting the strips spirally, almost any
length can be obtained; and the consequence
is, that the young men sometimes
appear with their bodies, legs, and arms
covered with these furry ropes.

Another kind of ornament of which the
Kaffir is very fond is the tufted tail of an
ox. A man of consequence will sometimes
wear a considerable number of these tails.
Some he will form into an apron, and others
will be disposed about his person in the
quaintest possible style. He will tie one
under each knee, so as to bring it on the
shin bone. Others he will fix to leathern
loops, and hang them loosely on his arms,
like the curious bracelet worn by Jung
Bahadoor when in England. Some he will
divide into a multitude of strips, and sew
them together so as to make fringed belts,
which he will tie round his waist, or with
which he will encircle the upper arms.
Others, again, will be attached to his ankles,
and a man thus decorated is contemplated
enviously by those not so fortunate.
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BRACELETS.

(See page 52.)
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APRON OF CHIEF’S WIFE.

(See page 51.)
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IVORY ARMLETS.

(See page 46.)
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The very fact of possessing such ornaments
shows that the wearer must be a rich
man, and have slaughtered his own cattle.
It is hardly possible to obtain cow tails in
any other method; for the owner of a slain
cow is sure to keep the tail for himself, and
will not give so valuable an ornament to
another. For the same reason, when the
cow has been eaten up, its owner fastens
the skull on the outside of his hut. Every
one who passes within sight can then see
that a rich man lives in that dwelling.
Even when the tails are sold to Europeans,
an absurdly high price is asked for them.
One of these arm-tufts is now before me.
The skin has been stripped from the tail,
leaving a thong of eighteen inches in length
above the tuft of hair. This thong has
then been cut into three strips of half an
inch in width, and the strips have been
rolled up spirally, as already described. As
the slit is carried to the very end of the
tail, the tuft is spread open, and therefore
looks twice as large as would have been the
case had it been left untouched. Each of
these tufts representing a cow, it is evident
that the possession of them shows that the
owner must be wealthy enough, not only to
possess cows, but to have so many that he
could afford to slaughter them.

An illustration on page 43 represents a
Kaffir who is both young and rich, and who
has put on his dress of ceremony for the
purpose of paying a visit. Under such circumstances,
a Kaffir will exercise the greatest
care in selecting ornaments, and occupy
hours in putting them on to the best advantage.
Among the furs used by the Kaffir
for this purpose is that of the Angora goat,
its long soft hair working up admirably into
fringes and similar ornaments. Feathers
of different birds are worked into the head
dress, and the rarer the bird and the more
brilliant the color the better is the wearer
pleased. One decoration which is sometimes
worn on the head is a globular tuft,
several inches in diameter, formed from the
feathers of a species of roller. The lovely
plumage of the bird, with its changeful
hues of green and blue, is exactly adapted
for the purpose: and in some cases two of
these tufts will be worn, one on the forehead
and the other on the back of the head.
Eagles’ feathers are much used among the
Kaffirs, as, in spite of their comparatively
plain coloring, their firm and graceful shape
enables the wearer to form them into very
elegant head dresses. Ostrich feathers
are also used for the purpose, as are the
richly colored plumes of the lory; but the
great ambition of a Kaffir beau is to procure
some feathers of the peacock, of which
he is amazingly vain.

On such occasions the Kaffir will wear
much more dress than usual; and, in addition
to the quantity of beads which he contrives
to dispose upon his person, he ties
so many tufts and tails round his waist that
he may almost be said to wear a kilt. He
will carry his shield and bundle of spears
with him, but will not take the latter weapons
into the host’s house, either exchanging
them for imitative spears of wood, or taking
a simple knobbed stick. Some sort of a
weapon he must have in his hand, or he
would feel himself quite out of his element.

When the “boy” has at last obtained the
chief’s permission to enter the honored
class of “men,” he prepares himself with
much ceremony for the change of costume
which indicates his rank. The change does
not consist so much in addition as in subtraction,
and is confined to the head. All
unmarried men wear the whole of their
hair, and sometimes indulge their vanity in
dressing it in various modes; such as drawing
it out to its fullest extent, and stiffening
it with grease and shining powders, so that
it looks something like the wigs which bishops
used to wear, but which have been judiciously
abandoned. If particular pains are
taken with the hair, and it happens to be
rather longer than usual, the effect is very
remarkable. I have a photographic portrait
of a young Zulu warrior, whose hair is
so bushy and frizzled that it might be taken
for that of a Figian; and as in his endeavors
to preserve himself in a perfectly motionless
attitude, he has clenched his teeth
tightly and opened his eyes very wide, he
looks exactly as if all his hair were standing
on end with astonishment.

Proud, however, as he may be, as a “boy,”
of his hair, he is still prouder when he has
the permission of his chief to cut it off, and
at once repairs to a friend who will act as
hairdresser. The friend in question takes
his best assagai, puts a fine edge upon it,
furnishes himself with a supply of gum,
sinews, charcoal powder, and oil, and
addresses himself to his task. His first care
is to make an oval ring of the sinews, about
half an inch in thickness, and then to fit it
on the head. The hair is then firmly woven
into it, and fixed with the gum and charcoal,
until the hair and ring seem as if they were
one substance. Oil or grease is next liberally
applied, until the circlet shines like a
patent leather boot, and the ring is then
complete. The officiating friend next takes
his assagai, and shaves the whole of the
head, outside and inside the ring, so as to
leave it the sole decoration of his bald head.

The ring, or “issikoko,” is useful for several
purposes. It answers admirably to hold
feathers firmly, when the courtier decorates
his head for ceremony, or the soldier for
war. It serves also more peaceful uses,
being the usual place where the snuff spoon
is worn. This mode of dressing the hair
has its inconvenience, for the ring continually
needs to be repaired and kept in order.
As to the “issikoko” itself, it is too hard to
be easily damaged; but as the hair grows
it is raised above the head, and, when neglected
for some time, will rise to a height of
two inches or so. Moreover, the shaven
parts of the head soon regain their covering,
and need again to be submitted to the primitive
razor. No man would venture to
appear before his chief with the head unshaven,
or with the ring standing above it;
for if he did so, his life would probably
answer for his want of respect.

The reverence with which a Kaffir regards
the “issikoko” is equal to that which an Oriental
entertains for his beard. Mr. Moffatt
mentions a curious illustration of this fact.
A warrior of rank, an “Induna,” or petty
chief, was brought before the king, the
dreaded Moselekate, charged with an offence
the punishment of which was death. He was
conducted to the king, deprived of his spear
and shield. “He bowed his fine elastic
figure, and kneeled before the judge. The
case was investigated silently, which gave
solemnity to the scene. Not a whisper was
heard among the listening audience, and the
voices of the council were only audible to
each other and to the nearest spectators.
The prisoner, though on his knees, had
something dignified and noble in his mien.
Not a muscle of his countenance moved,
but a bright black eye indicated a feeling
of intense interest, which the swerving balance
between life and death only could produce.
The case required little investigation;
the charges were clearly substantiated, and
the culprit pleaded guilty. But, alas! he
knew that it was at a bar where none ever
heard the heart reviving sound of pardon,
even for offences small compared with his.
A pause ensued, during which the silence of
death pervaded the assembly.

“At length the monarch spoke, and, addressing
the prisoner, said: ‘You are a dead
man; but I shall do to-day what I never did
before. I spare your life, for the sake of my
friend and father,’ pointing to where I stood.
‘I know that his heart weeps at the shedding
of blood; for his sake I spare your life.
He has travelled from a far country to see
me, and he has made my heart white; but he
tells me that to take away life is an awful
thing, and never can be undone again. He
has pleaded with me not to go to war, nor to
destroy life. I wish him, when he returns to
his own home again, to return with a heart as
white as he has made mine. I spare you for
his sake; for I love him and he has saved the
lives of my people. But,’ continued the
king, ‘you must be degraded for life; you
must no more associate with the nobles of
the land, nor enter the towns of the princes
of the people, nor ever again mingle in the
dance of the mighty. Go to the poor of the
field, and let your companions be the inhabitants
of the desert.’

“The sentence passed, the pardoned man
was expected to bow in grateful adoration
to him whom he was wont to look upon and
exalt in songs applicable only to One, to
whom belongs universal sway and the destinies
of man. But no! Holding his hands
clasped on his bosom, he replied: ‘O king,
afflict not my heart! I have incited thy displeasure:
let me be slain like the warrior.
I cannot live with the poor.’ And, raising
his hand to the ring he wore on his brow,
he continued: ‘How can I live among the
dogs of the king, and disgrace these badges
of honor which I won among the spears and
shields of the mighty? No; I cannot live!
Let me die, O Pezoolu!’ His request was
granted, and his hands tied erect over his
head. Now my exertions to save his life
were vain. He disdained the boon on the
conditions offered, preferring to die with the
honors he had won at the point of the spear—honors
which even the act which condemned
him did not tarnish—to exile and
poverty among the children of the desert.
He was led forth, a man walking on each side.
My eye followed him until he reached the
top of a high precipice, over which he was
precipitated into the deep part of the river
beneath, where the crocodiles, accustomed
to such meals, were yawning to devour him
ere he could reach the bottom.”

The word “issikoko,” by which the Kaffir
denominates the head-ring, is scarcely to be
pronounced, not by European lips, but by
European palates; for each letter k is preceded,
or rather accompanied, by a curious
clucking sound, produced by the back of the
tongue and the roof of the mouth. There
are three of these “clicks,” as they are
called, and they will be more particularly
described when we come to the subject of
Kaffir language.

Under nearly all circumstances a Kaffir
presents a singularly picturesque figure—except,
perhaps, when squatting on the
ground with his knees up to his chin—and
nothing can be more grateful to an artistic
eye than the aspect of a number of these splendid
savages in the full panoply of all their
barbaric magnificence. Their proud and
noble port, their dusky bodies set off with
beads and other brilliant ornaments, and the
uncommon grace and agility that they display
when going through the fierce mimicry
of a fight which constitutes their war dances,
are a delight to the eye of an artist. Unfortunately,
his nose is affected in a different
manner. The Kaffirs of all ages and both
sexes will persist in copiously anointing
themselves with grease. Almost any sort
of grease would soon become rancid in that
country; but, as the Kaffirs are not at all
particular about the sort of grease which
they use, provided that it is grease, they
exhale a very powerful and very disagreeable
odor. Kaffirs are charming savages,
but it is always as well to keep to the windward
of them, at all events until the nostrils
have become accustomed to their odor.
This peculiar scent is as adhesive as it is
powerful, and, even after a Kaffir has laid
aside his dress, any article of it will be
nearly as strongly scented as the owner.
Some time ago, while I was looking over
a very fine collection of savage implements
and dress, some articles of apparel were
exhibited labelled with tickets that could
not possibly have belonged to them. The
owner said that he suspected them to be
African, and asked my opinion, which was
unhesitatingly given, the odor having betrayed
their real country as soon as they
were brought within range of scent.
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(1.) YOUNG KAFFIR IN FULL DRESS.

(See page 41.)
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(2.) GIRL IN DANCING DRESS.

(See page 53.)








A few years ago, I assisted in opening a
series of boxes and barrels full of objects
from Kaffirland. We took the precaution
of opening the cases in the garden, and, even
in the open air, the task of emptying them
was almost too much for our unaccustomed
senses. All the objects were genuine specimens,
not merely made for sale, as is so
often the case, but purchased from the
wearers, and carefully put away. The
owner of the collection was rather humorous
on the subject, congratulating us on our
preparation for a visit to Kaffirland, and
telling us that, if either of us wished to
form a good idea of the atmosphere which
prevailed in a Kaffir hut with plenty of company,
all we had to do was to get into the
empty cask, sit at the bottom of it, and put
the lid on. Several of the articles of clothing
were transferred to my collection, but
for some time they could not be introduced
into the room. Even after repeated washings,
and hanging out in the garden, and
drenching with deodorizing fluid, they retained
so much of their peculiar scent that
they were subjected to another course,
which proved more successful,—namely, a
thorough washing, then drying, then exposure
to a strong heat, and then drying in
the open air.

This extremely powerful odor is a considerable
drawback to an European hunter
when accompanied by Kaffir assistants.
They are invaluable as trackers; their eyes
seem to possess telescopic powers; their ears
are open to sounds which their white companion
is quite incapable of perceiving, and
their olfactory nerves are sensitive to any
odor except that which themselves so powerfully
exhale. But the wild animals are even
more sensitive to odors than their dusky
pursuers, and it is popularly said that an
elephant to leeward can smell a Kaffir at the
distance of a mile. All are alike in this respect,
the king and his meanest subject being imbrued
with the same unctuous substance;
and the only difference is, that the king can
afford more grease, and is therefore likely to
be more odoriferous, than his subject.

Yet the Kaffir is by no means an uncleanly
person, and in many points is so
particularly clean that he looks down with
contempt upon an European as an ill-bred
man. The very liberal anointing of the person
with grease is a custom which would be
simply abominable in our climate, and with
our mode of dress, but which is almost a
necessity in a climate like that of Southern
Africa, where the natives expose nearly the
whole of their bodies to the burning sunbeams.
Even in the more northern parts
of Africa the custom prevails, and Englishmen
who have resided there for a series
of years have found their health much
improved by following the example of the
natives. In England, for example, nothing
could be more absurd than to complete the
morning’s toilet by putting on the head a
large lump of butter, but in Abyssinia no
native of fashion thinks himself fully dressed
until he has thus put the finishing touch to
his costume. Setting aside the different
effects of the sun upon a black skin and a
white one, as long as European residents in
Southern Africa are able to wear their cool
and light garments, so long can they dispense
with grease. But, if they were suddenly
deprived of their linen or cotton garments,
and obliged to clothe themselves
after the fashion of the Kaffirs, it is likely
that, before many weeks had elapsed, they
would be only too glad to resort to a custom
which has been taught to the natives by the
experience of centuries. Had not the practice
of greasing the body been productive of
good, their strong common sense would long
ago have induced the Kaffirs to dispense
with it.

In this, as in all other matters, we must
not judge others by supposing them to be
under similar conditions with ourselves.
Our only hope of arriving at a true and
unbiassed judgment is by mentally placing
ourselves in the same conditions as those of
whom we are treating, and forming our
conclusions accordingly. The knowledge of
this simple principle is the key to the singular
success enjoyed by some schoolmasters,
while others, who may far surpass them in
mere scholarship, have failed to earn for
themselves either the respect or the love of
their pupils.

Men, as well as women, generally possess
cloaks made of the skins of animals, and
called karosses. Almost any animal will
serve for the purpose of the kaross maker,
who has a method of rendering perfectly
supple the most stiff and stubborn of hides.
The process of preparing the hide is very
simple. The skin is fastened to the ground
by a vast number of pegs around its edges,
so as to prevent it from shrinking unequally,
the hairy side being next to the ground. A
leopard skin thus pegged to the ground may
be seen by reference to the illustration of a
Kaffir hut, on page 155. The artist, however,
has committed a slight error in the sketch,
having drawn the skin as if the hairy side
were upward. The Kaffir always pegs a
skin with the hairy side downward, partly
because the still wet hide would adhere to
the ground, and partly because he wishes
to be able to manipulate the skin before it
is dry. This plan of pegging down the
skin is spread over the whole world; and,
whether in Europe, Africa, Asia, America,
or Australia, the first process of hide dressing
is almost exactly the same. The subsequent
processes vary greatly in different
quarters of the globe, and even in different
parts of the same country, as we shall see
in subsequent pages.

The frontier Kaffirs, and indeed all those
who can have communication with Europeans,
have learned the value of blankets,
and will mostly wear a good blanket in preference
to the best kaross. But to the older
warriors, or in those places to which European
traders do not penetrate, the skin kaross
still retains its value. The ox is the animal
that most generally supplies the kaross
maker with skin, because it is so large that
the native need not take much trouble in
sewing. Still, even the smaller animals are
in great request for the purpose, and the
karosses made from them are, to European
eyes, far handsomer than those made from
single skins. Of course, the most valued by
the natives are those which are made from
the skins of the predaceous animals, a kaross
made of lion-skin being scarcely ever seen
except on the person of sable royalty. The
leopard skin is highly valued, and the fortunate
and valiant slayer of several leopards is
sure to make their skins into a kaross and
their tails into an apron, both garments being
too precious to be worn except on occasions
of ceremony.

As to the various adornments of feathers,
strange head dresses, and other decorations
with which the Kaffir soldier loves to bedeck
himself, we shall find them described in the
chapter relating to Kaffir warfare. There
is, however, one class of ornaments that
must be briefly mentioned; namely, the
rings of different material which the Kaffirs
place on their wrists, arms, and ankles.
These are sometimes made of ivory, often of
metal, sometimes of hide, sometimes of
beads, and sometimes of grass. This last
mentioned bracelet is perhaps the simplest
of them all.

Men who have been fortunate enough to
kill an elephant, and rich enough to be able
to use part of the tusks for their own purposes,
generally cut off a foot or so from the
base of each tusk for the purpose of making
armlets, at once trophies of their valor and
proofs of their wealth. The reader is perhaps
aware that the tusk of an elephant,
though hard and solid at the point, is soft at
the base, and has only a mere shell of hard
ivory, the interior being filled with the soft
vascular substance by which the tusk is continually
lengthened and enlarged. Indeed,
the true ivory is only found in that portion
of the tusk which projects from the head;
the remainder, which is deeply imbedded in
the skull, being made of soft substance inclosed
in a shell of ivory.

It is easy enough, therefore, for the Kaffir
hunter to cut off a portion of the base of
the tusk, and to remove the soft vascular
substance which fills it, leaving a tube of
ivory, very thin and irregular at the extreme
base, and becoming thicker toward the
point. His next business is, to cut this tube
into several pieces, so as to make rings of
ivory, some two or three inches in width,
and differing much in the thickness of material.
Those which are made from the base
of the tusk, and which have therefore a
large diameter and no great thickness, are
carefully polished, and placed on the arm
above the elbow, while those of smaller diameter
and thicker substance are merely
slipped over the hand and worn as bracelets.
There is now before me a photographic portrait
of a son of the celebrated chief Macomo,
who is wearing two of these ivory rings,
one on the left arm and the other on the
wrist. A necklace, composed of leopard’s
teeth and claws, aids in attesting his skill as
a hunter, and for the rest of his apparel the
less said the better.

A pair of these armlets is shown in the
illustration on page 39. They are sketched
from specimens in the collection of Colonel
Lane Fox. The first of them is very simple.
It consists merely of a piece, some two
inches in width, cut from the base of an
elephant’s tusk, and moderately polished.
There is no attempt at ornament about it.

The second specimen is an example of
much more elaborate construction. It is
cut from the more solid portion of the tusk,
and weighs very much more than its companion
armlet. Instead of being of uniform
thickness throughout, it is shaped something
like a quoit, or rather like a pair of quoits,
with their flat sides placed together. The
hole through which the arm passes is nicely
rounded, and very smoothly polished, the
latter circumstance being probably due to
the friction of the wearer’s arm. It is ornamented
by a double row of holes made
around the aperture. The ivory is polished
by means of a wet cord held at both ends,
and drawn briskly backward and forward.

If the reader will refer to page 33, he
will see that by the side of the conical
breast ornament which has already been
described there is a bracelet of beads. This
is made of several strings of beads, white
predominating, and red taking the next
place. The bead strings are first laid side
by side, and then twisted spirally into a
loose kind of rope, a plan which brings
out their colors very effectively. Metal is
sometimes used for the same purpose, but
not so frequently as the materials which
have been mentioned. Mr. Grout mentions
a curious specimen of one of these ornaments,
which was made of brass. “I have
a rare antique of this kind before me, a royal
armlet of early days, of the Zulu country.
It is said to have been made in the time of
Senzangakona, and to have descended from
him to Tchaka, thence to Dingan, thence to
Umpande (Panda), who gave it to one of
his chief captains, who, obliged to leave
Zululand by Kechwayo’s uprising, brought
it with him and sold it to me. It is made of
brass, weighs about two pounds, and bears
a good many marks of the smith’s attempt at
the curious and the clever.”

Brass and iron wire is frequently used for
the manufacture of armlets, and tolerably
heavy ornaments are sometimes found of
the latter metal. Some years ago, a curious
circumstance occurred with regard to these
metallic armlets. A shining metallic powder
was one day discovered, and was found
capable of being smelted like iron, and
made into ornaments. The chiefs were so
pleased with this metal, which was more
glittering than iron, that they reserved it
for themselves, and gave away their iron
ornaments to their followers. Some little
time afterward, a contagious disease spread
through the country, and several chiefs
died. Of course the calamity was attributed
to witchcraft, as is every death or
illness among the Kaffir chiefs, and the
business of discovering the offender was
intrusted, as usual, to the witch doctors, a
strange class of men, who will be fully
described in a future page. After making
a number of ineffectual guesses, they came
to the conclusion that the cause of the disease
lay in the new-fangled metal, which
had superseded the good old iron of the
past. In consequence of this verdict, the
unfortunate man who discovered the metal
was put to death as an accessory, the chiefs
resumed their iron ornaments, and the king
issued an edict forbidding the use of the
metal which had done so much harm.
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As in the last chapter the dress and ornaments
of the Kaffir men were described,
the subject of this chapter will be the costume
and decoration of the women.

Both in material and general shape, there
is considerable resemblance between the
garments of the two sexes, but those of the
females have a certain character about them
which cannot be misunderstood. We will
begin with the dress, and then proceed to
the ornaments.

As is the case with the boys, the Kaffir
girls do not trouble themselves about any
clothes at all during the first few years of
their life, but run about without any garments
except a coat of oil, a patch of paint,
and perhaps a necklace, if the parents be
rich enough to afford such a luxury. Even
the paint is beyond the means of many
parents, but the oil is a necessity, and a
child of either sex is considered to be respectably
dressed and to do credit to its
parents when its body shines with a polish
like that of patent leather.

When a girl is approaching the age when
she is expected to be exchangeable for cows,
she indues her first and only garment,
which she retains in its primitive shape
and nearly its primitive dimensions until
she has found a suitor who can pay the
price required by her parents. This garment
is an apron, and is made of various
materials, according to the means of the
wearer.

The simplest and most common type of
apron is a fringe of narrow leathern strips,
each strip being about the sixth of an inch
wide, and five or six inches in length. A
great number of these strips are fastened to
a leathern thong, so that they form a kind
of flexible apron, some ten or twelve inches
in width. Generally, eight or ten of the
strips at each side are double the length of
the others. Examples of these aprons may
be seen by referring to the figures of the
two Kaffir girls on page 25, and, as their
general make is sufficiently indicated, nothing
more need be said about them. I have,
however, several specimens of aprons which
were worn by the daughters of wealthy
men, and others were lent to me by Mr. H.
Jackson. From them I have made a selection,
which will illustrate well the modes of
forming this dress which were in fashion
some few years ago.
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The apron represented by fig. 4 in the
illustration of “dress and ornaments,” page
49, is that which is most generally used. It
is made of very delicate thongs twisted together
in rope fashion, and having the ends
unravelled so as to make a thick fringe, and,
as has already been observed, the thongs at
each end are twice as long as those which
occupy the centre. A broad belt of beads is
placed along the upper edge of the apron,
and festoons of beads hang below the belt.
The colors are rather brilliant, being red,
yellow, and white, and nearly all the thongs
have one large white bead just above the
knob, which prevents them from unravelling
too much. The band by which it is suspended
is also covered with beads, and it is
fastened by means of a loop at one end,
and a large brass button at the other.
These aprons are fixed in their position by
two strings, one of which passes round the
waist, and the other below the hips.

Another apron is seen at the side of the
illustration entitled “Dress and ornaments,”
on page 49, fig. 1. This is a very elaborate
affair, and is made on a totally different
principle. It is wholly made of beads, the
threads which hold them together being
scarcely visible. In order to show the ingenious
manner in which the beads are
strung together, a portion of the apron is
given separately. The colors of these beads
are black and white, in alternate stripes, and
the two ends are a trifle larger than the
middle of the dress. The belt by which it is
suspended is made from large round beads,
arranged in rows of white, blue, and red,
and the two ends are fastened to the apron
by the inevitable brass button which has
been so frequently mentioned.

In the same collection is a still smaller
apron, intended for a younger girl. This is
made after the same principle, but the beads
are arranged in a bold zigzag pattern of
black, scarlet, and white, relieved by the
glitter of highly polished brass buttons.
This apron is illustrated in fig. 4 of “Kaffir
ornaments,” page 49, and a small portion
of it is given on an enlarged scale, so as to
show the arrangement of the beads.

When the Kaffir girl is formally betrothed
she alters her dress, and, besides the small
apron, indues a piece of soft hide, which
reaches to her knees, or a little below them,
and this she wears until she is married,
when she assumes the singularly ungraceful
attire of the matron. Among the Zulu
tribes, she shaves nearly the whole of her
head on the crown, leaving only a little tuft
of hair. This is gathered together with
grease, red paint, and similar substances,
and stands erect from the crown of her head.
The young wife is then quite in the fashion.
It is evidently the feminine substitute for
the “issikoko” worn by the men. So fond
are the married women of this rather absurd
decoration, that it formed the subject of a
curious trial that took place some years ago.
Noie, the youngest wife of a native named
Nongue, became suddenly disfigured; and
among other misfortunes, lost the little tuft
of reddened hair. Poison was immediately
suspected, and one of the elder wives was
suspected as the culprit. She was accordingly
brought up before the council, and a
fair trial of five hours’ duration was accorded
to her. The investigation clearly proved
that she had in her possession certain poisons,
and that she had administered some
deleterious substance to the young wife, of
whom she had become jealous. The force
of evidence was so great that she confessed
her crime, and stated that she intended to
make Noie’s hair tuft fall off in order that
the husband might be disgusted with the
appearance of his new wife, and return to
his old allegiance to herself. She was condemned
to death, that being the punishment
for all poisoners, and was led away to instant
execution—a fate for which she seemed
perfectly prepared, and which she met with
remarkable unconcern, bidding farewell to
the spectators as she passed them.

The curious respect paid by the natives
to this ornament is the more remarkable,
because its size is so very small. Even before
shaving the head, the short, crisp hair
forms a very scanty covering; and when it
is all removed except this little tuft, the
remainder would hardly cover the head of
a child’s sixpenny doll.

Among the illustrations given on p. 39, is
shown a remarkably elaborate apron belonging
to a chief’s wife, drawn from a specimen
in Mr. Jackson’s collection. It is made of
leather, dressed and softened in the usual
manner, but is furnished with a pocket and
a needle. In order to show this pocket, I
have brought it round to the front of the
apron, though in actual wear it falls behind
it. In the pocket were still a few beads and
a brass button. Thread is also kept in it.
On the inside of the apron is suspended one
of the skewer-like needles which has been
already described, so that the wearer is
furnished with all appliances needful for a
Kaffir seamstress.

But the chief glory of the apron is its
ornament of beads, which has a very bold
effect against the dark mahogany hair of
the apron itself. This ornament is made in
the form of a triangular flap, quite distinct
from the apron itself, and fastened to it only
by the lower edge and the pointed tip. The
beads are arranged in a series of diamond
patterns, the outer edge of each diamond
being made of white beads, and the others
of different colors, red predominating.

Figs. 2 and 3 in the “articles of costume,”
p. 33, and next to the men’s “tails,” already
described, present two good examples of
the women’s aprons, both drawn from specimens
in my collection. Fig. 3 is the thong
apron of the women. It is made of an
infinity of leather thongs, fastened together
in a way rather different from that
which has been mentioned. Instead of
having the upper ends fixed along the belt
so as to form a fringe, they are woven together
into a tolerably thick bunch, some
four inches in width, and wider below than
above. In many cases these thongs are
ornamented by little scraps of iron, brass,
tin, or other metal, wrapped round them;
and in some instances beads are threaded
on the thongs. This apron would not
belong to a woman of any high rank, for it
has no ornament of any kind (except a
thorough saturation with highly perfumed
grease), and is made of materials within
the reach of every one. Any odd slips of
hide thrown away in the process of Kaffir
tailoring can be cut into the narrow thongs
used for the purpose, and no very great skill
is needed in its construction; for, though
strongly made, it is the work of a rather
clumsy hand.

Such is not the case with the remarkable
apron shown at fig. 2 of the same illustration.
This specimen is made in a rather
unusual manner. The basis of the apron is
a piece of the same leather which is usually
employed for such purposes; but, instead of
being soft and flexible, it is quite hard and
stiff, and cannot be bent without danger of
cracking. The beads are sewed firmly on
the leather, and are arranged in parallel
lines, alternately white and lilac, a few
black beads being pressed into the service
by the maker, apparently for want of those
of a proper color. Even the belt by which
it is supported is covered profusely with
beads; so that, altogether, this is a remarkably
good specimen of the apron belonging
to a Kaffir woman of rank.

The object represented at fig. 4 is a headdress,
which will be described when we
come to Kaffir warfare.

A general idea of a Kaffir woman’s dress
may be gained by reference to the illustration
“Dolls,” page 33, representing a Kaffir
and his wife. He is shown as wearing the
apron and a short kaross; while she wears
a larger mantle, and the thong-apron which
has just been described. She is also carrying
the sleeping mat; he, of course, not
condescending to carry anything. Her
ankles are bound with the skin ropes which
have been already described; and a chain
or two of beads completes her costume.

Young wives have usually another ornament
on which they pride themselves. This
is a piece of skin, generally that of an antelope,
about eighteen inches wide, and a yard
or even more in length. This is tied across
the upper part of the chest, so as to allow
the end to fall as low as the knees, and is
often very gaily decorated. Down the centre
of this skin a strip about six inches in
width is deprived of hair, and on this
denuded portion the wearer fastens all the
beads and buttons that can be spared from
other parts of her own costume. In one
costume of a young Zulu wife, the bottom
of this strip is covered with several rows of
brass buttons, polished very highly, and
glittering in the sunbeams. This article of
dress, however, is disappearing among the
frontier Kaffirs, who substitute European
stuffs for the skin garments which they formerly
wore, and which are certainly more
becoming to them. The same may be said
of many other articles of clothing, which,
as well as the manners and customs, have
undergone so complete a modification by
intercourse with Europeans, that the Kaffir
of the present day is scarcely to be recognized
as the same being as the Kaffir of fifty
years ago. As to the Hottentots, of whom
we shall soon treat, they are now a different
people from the race described by Le
Vaillant and earlier travellers.

Married women are also fond of wearing
bracelets, or rather gauntlets, of polished
metal; sometimes made of a single piece,
sometimes of successive rings, and sometimes
of metal wound spirally from the
wrist upward. Some of these ornaments
are so heavy and cumbrous, that they must
greatly interfere with the movements of the
wrist; but in this country, as in others,
personal inconvenience is little regarded
when decorations are in the case.

In the illustration at the head of 39th p.
are shown some bracelets of a very peculiar
fashion, drawn from specimens in my own
collection. They belonged to one of the
wives of Goza, and were taken from her
wrists by the purchaser. They are made in
a very ingenious manner from the hoofs of
the tiny African antelope, the Bluebok, and
are formed in the following manner:—The
leg of the antelope having been cut off, the
skin was cut longitudinally on either side as
far as the hoof, which was then separated
from the bone, leaving the sharp, horny
hoofs adhering to the skin. As the skin
was cut so as to leave a flat thong attached
to each side of the hoof, it was easy enough
to form the bracelet into the shape which is
seen in the illustration.

One remarkable point about these bracelets
is their very small size, which shows
the diminutiveness of the Kaffir hand;
although the owner of these bracelets was
a married woman, and therefore accustomed
to tasks which would not be very
light even for an English laborer. Both
the bracelets are shown, and by the side of
them is another made from ordinary string,
such as is used for tying parcels in England.
What could have induced a wife of so powerful
a chief as Goza to wear so paltry an
ornament I cannot conceive, except that
perhaps she may have purchased it from
one of the witch doctors, who has performed
some ceremony over it, and sold it
as a charm. Kaffirs have the most profound
faith in charms, and will wear anything,
no matter how commonplace it may
be, if they even fancy that it may possess
magic powers.

If the reader will refer to the “Kaffir ornaments”
on page 33, fig. 1, he will see a circular
one, made of beads. This is one of
the most cherished decorations of a Kaffir
girl, and it is such as cannot be afforded by
any person who is not in affluent circumstances.
It is made in a very ingenious
manner, so as to preserve its shape, although
it has to be worn round the waist,
and consequently to be forced over the
shoulders. The centre of this handsome
belt is made of leather, sewed firmly together
so as to form a cylindrical circle,
and plentifully imbrued with grease to render
it elastic. Upon this structure the
beads are fastened, in regular spiral rows,
so that the belt may be pulled about and
altered in shape without disturbing the
arrangement of the beads. The projector
of this belt has contrived to arrange the
beads in such a manner as to present alternate
zigzags of blue and yellow, the effect of
which on the dark chocolate skin would be
very telling.

This belt may be seen round the waist of
the young girl, whose likeness is given on
page 43. The damsel in question is supposed
to be arrayed for a dance, and, in
such a case, she would put on every article of
finery that she possessed. Her woolly hair
is ornamented by a quantity of porcupine
quills, the alternate black and white of which
have a very good effect. Porcupine quills
are, however, not very easily obtained.
Hunting the porcupine is a task that belongs
to the other sex, and is quite out of the way
of the women.

The animal is not a pleasant antagonist;
and if his burrow be stopped, and he be
finally driven to bay, he gives his pursuer
no small trouble, having a nasty habit of
erecting all his quills, and then suddenly
backing in the direction where he is least
expected. A Kaffir’s naked legs have no
chance against the porcupine’s quills, and
when several porcupines are simultaneously
attacked by a group of Kaffirs, the scene is
exceedingly ludicrous, the Kaffirs leaping
about as if bewitched, but, in reality, springing
into the air to avoid the sudden rushes
of the porcupines. Unless, therefore, the
parent or admirer of a young woman should
happen to present her with quills, she is
forced to put up with some other ornament.
One rather common decoration is by fastening
into the hair a number of the long, straight
thorns of the mimosa, and so defending her
head from imaginary assaults as effectually
as her more fortunate sister. The energy
which these girls display in the dance is
extraordinary, and it need be so, when some
of them will wear nearly fifty pounds’ weight
of beads, bracelets, anklets, belts, and other
ornaments. However, the knowledge of
their magnificence is sufficient to sustain
them, and they will go through the most
violent exertions when displaying their activity
in the dance.

As to the belt which has just been mentioned,
I was anxious to know whether it
could be worn by our own countrywomen.
So, after taking the precaution of washing it
very thoroughly with a hard brush, soap,
and soda, I tried it on a young lady, and was
surprised to find that it passed into its place
without much trouble, though its progress
was, of course, impeded by dress, whereas
the naked and well-oiled body of the Kaffir
girl allows the belt to slip over the arms and
shoulders at once.

There is another remarkable ornament of
the young Kaffir women, which I call the
semi-belt. It is flat, generally made of
strings and thongs, and ornamented at intervals
with beads arranged in cross-bands.
At each end is a loop, through which a string
is passed, so that the wearer can fasten it
round her body. Now, the belt is only long
enough to go half round the body, and the
mode of wearing it is rather remarkable.
Instead of placing the whole of the belt in
front, as naturally might be supposed, the
wearer passes it round one side of the
body, so that one end is in front, and the
other behind. Strange as is this mode of
wearing it, the custom is universal, and in
every group of girls or young women several
are sure to be wearing a semi-belt
round the body. Another of these belts is
shown in the illustration of “Kaffir ornaments”
on page 49, fig. 3. This is not so
elaborate an article, and has only a few
bands of beads, instead of being nearly covered
with them.

As for the necklaces worn by the Kaffir
women, they are generally nothing more
than strings of beads, and require no particular
notice. There is one, however,
which is so different from the ordinary necklaces,
that I have had it engraved. It may
be seen in the illustration at page 49, fig. 3,
next to the handsome bead apron which has
already been described. As may be seen
by reference to the illustration, it is formed
entirely of beads, and is ornamented with six
triangular appendages, also made of beads.
The general color of the beads is white, but
the interior of the triangular appendages is
cobalt blue; while the larger beads that are
placed singly upon the necklace are of ruby
glass. When this remarkable necklace is
placed round the neck, the triangular flaps
fall regularly on the breast and shoulders,
and, when contrasted with the dark skin of
the wearer, have an admirable effect.

Lately, two articles of dress, or rather of
ornament, have been imported from Europe
into Africa, and have met with great success
among the chocolate-colored belles of
Kaffirland. Enterprising traders in Southern
Africa do not set up permanent shops
as we do in England, but stock a wagon
with all sorts of miscellaneous goods, and
undertake journeys into the interior, where
they barter their stock for elephants’ tusks
and teeth, horns, skins, ostrich feathers,
and similar commodities. They have a most
miscellaneous assortment of goods, and act
very much in the same manner as those
wandering traders among ourselves who are
popularly called “cheap Johns,” the chief
distinction being that their stock is by no
means cheap, but is sold at about 1,000 per
cent. profit on the original outlay. This
seems rather an excessive percentage; but it
must be remembered that the old adage of
high interest and bad security holds good in
this as in other speculations. War may
break out, the trader be speared, his wagon
robbed, and his oxen confiscated. The
dreaded murrain may carry off his cattle, or
they may be starved for want of food, slowly
killed by thirst, or drowned by a sudden
rush of water, which may almost instantaneously
convert a dry gully into a raging
torrent that sweeps everything before it.
Fashions may change, and his whole stock
be valueless; or some “prophet” may take it
into his head to proclaim that the sound
of his wagon wheels prevents the rain
from falling. Moreover, he is unmercifully
fleeced by the different chiefs through
whose territories he passes, and who exact
an extortionate toll before they will allow
him to pass to the next chief, who will
serve him in much the same manner. Altogether,
if the journey be a successful one,
the trader will make about fifty or sixty
per cent. clear profit; but, as the journey is
often an utter failure, this is really no very
exorbitant rate of interest on his outlay.

The trader will, above all things, take
plenty of tobacco—this being the key to the
heart of a Kaffir, old or young, man or
woman. He will take guns and ammunition
for the men; also spirits of the roughest
and coarsest kind, a better and purer article
being quite wasted on his sable customers.
Beads, of course, he carries, as well as buttons,
blankets, and other luxuries; also he
will have the great iron hoe blades with
which the women till the ground, that he
can sell for one-sixth of the price and which
are twice the quality of the native-made
hoe. One of these bold wagon-owners
bethought himself of buying a few gross of
brass curtain rings of the largest size, and
was gratified by finding that they were
eagerly bought up wherever he went. The
natives saw at once that the brass rings were
better bracelets than could be made by
themselves, and they accordingly lavished
their savage treasures in order to buy them.

One of the oddest examples of the vicissitude
of African trade occurred some few
years ago. An English vessel arrived at
the port, a large part of her cargo consisting
of stout iron wire, nearly the whole of which
was bought by the natives, and straightway
vanished, no one knowing what had become
of it. The mystery was soon solved. Suddenly
the Kaffir belles appeared in new and
fashionable costume. Some of them had
been to the towns inhabited by Europeans,
and had seen certain “cages” hung outside
the drapers’ shops. They inquired the use
of these singular objects, and were told that
they were the fashionable attire of European
ladies. They straightway burned to possess
similar costumes, and when the vessel
arrived with its cargo of wire they bought
it up, and took it home for the purpose of
imitating the white ladies. Of course they
had not the least idea that any other article
of apparel was necessary, and so they wore
none, but walked about the streets quite
proud of their fashionable appearance.

As the dancers are encumbered with such
an amount of decoration, and as they exert
themselves most violently, a very natural
result follows. The climate is very hot, and
the exercise makes the dancer hotter, so
that the abundant grease trickles over the
face and body, and inconveniences the performer,
who is certainly not fastidious in her
notions. As to handkerchiefs, or anything
approaching to the idea of such articles, she
is in perfect ignorance, her whole outfit consisting
of the little apron above mentioned,
and an unlimited supply of beads. But she
is not unprovided for emergencies, and carries
with her an instrument very like the
“strigil” of the ancients, and used for much
the same purpose. Sometimes it is made of
bone, sometimes of wood, sometimes of ivory,
and sometimes of metal. It varies much in
shape, but is generally hollowed slightly,
like a carpenter’s gouge, and has its edges
made about as sharp as those of an ordinary
paper knife. In fact, it very much
resembles a magnified marrow spoon.

A specimen of the commoner sort is given
at fig. 6, in “Kaffir ornaments,” on page 49.
The material of this strigil is iron, and it is
attached to a plain leather strap.

Sometimes a rather unexpected article is
substituted for the strigil, as may be seen
from the following anecdote related by Mr.
G. H. Mason. He went to see the wedding
of a Kaffir chief, who was about to marry his
fourteenth wife, and found the bridegroom
seated in the midst of the village, encircled
by a row of armed warriors, and beyond
them by a row of women with children.

“Scarcely had we taken our station near
the Umdodie (husband), when a low shrill
chant came floating on the breeze from the
bottom of a lovely vale hard by, where I
descried a long train of damsels slowly
wending their way among bright green
patches of Indian corn and masses of flowering
shrubs, studded with giant cactus, and
the huge flowering aloe. As the procession
neared the huts, they quickened their pace
and raised their voices to the highest pitch,
until they arrived at the said cattle-kraal,
where they stood motionless and silent.

“A messenger from the Umdodie then
bade them enter the kraal, an order that
they instantly obeyed, by twos, the youngest
leading the way, closely followed by the rest,
and terminated by a host of marriageable
young ladies (Intombies), clustering thick
around the bride—a fat, good-natured girl,
wrapped round and round with black glazed
calico, and decked from head to foot with
flowers, beads, and feathers. Once within
the kraal, the ladies formed two lines, with
the bride in the centre, and struck up a
lively air; whereupon the whole body of
armed Kaffirs rushed from all parts of the
kraal, beating their shields, and uttering
demon yells as they charged headlong at the
smiling girls, who joined with the stalwart
warriors in cutting capers and singing lustily,
until the whole kraal was one confused
mass of demons, roaring out hoarse war-songs
and shrill love-ditties. After an hour,
dancing ceased, and joila (Kaffir beer) was
served round, while the lovely bride stood
in the midst of the ring alone, stared at by
all, and staring in turn at all, until she
brought her eyes to bear on her admiring
lord. Then, advancing leisurely, she danced
before him, amid shouts of the bystanders,
singing at the top of her voice, and brandishing
a huge carving-knife, with which she
scraped big drops of perspiration from her
heated head, produced by the unusually violent
exercise she was performing.”

It appears, from the same observant writer,
that whatever the amount of finery may be
which a Kaffir girl wears, it is considered
only consistent with ordinary gallantry that
it should be admired. While he was building
a house, assisted by a number of Kaffirs,
he found that his men never allowed the
dusky maidens to pass within sight without
saluting them, or standing quite motionless,
full in their path, so that each might mutually
inspect the other.

“Thus it frequently happened that troops
of girls came in from the Kaffir kraals with
maize, thatch, milk, eggs, wild fruit, sugar-cane,
potatoes, &c., &c., for sale; and no
sooner did their shrill song reach the ears
of our servants, than they rushed from their
work, just as they were, some besmeared
with mud, others spattered with whitewash,
and the rest armed with spades, pickaxes,
buckets, brick-moulds, or whatever else
chanced to be in their hands at the moment.”

There is a curious kind of ornament much
in vogue among the Kaffir women, namely, a
series of raised scars upon the wrists, and extending
partially up the arms. These scars are
made in childhood, and the wounds are filled
with some substance that causes them to
be raised above the level of the skin. They
fancy that these scars are useful as well as
ornamental, and consider them in the light
of amulets. Other portions of the limbs are
sometimes decorated with these scars; and
in one or two cases, not only the limbs, but
the whole body, has been nearly covered
with them. The material with which the
wounds are filled is supposed to be the ashes
of a snake.

During their dances, the Kaffirs of both
sexes like to make as much noise as possible,
and aid their voices by certain mechanical
contrivances. One of the most simple
is made of a number of dry seeds. In shape
these seeds are angular, and much resemble
the common Brazil nut in form. The shell
of the seed is very thin and hard, and the
kernel shrinks within it so as to rattle
about with every movement. In some cases
the kernel is removed, and the rattling
sound is produced entirely by the hard shells
striking against each other. When a number
of these seeds are strung together, and
upon the legs or arms, they make quite a
loud rattling sound, in accordance with the
movements of the dancers, and are, in fact,
the Kaffir substitutes for castanets. In some
parts of Central Africa, a curious imitation
of these natural castanets is made. It consists
of a thin shell of iron, exactly resembling
in form that of the nut, and having a
little iron ball within, which takes the place
of the shrivelled kernel.

Earrings are worn in Kaffirland as well as
in other parts of the world, and are equally
fashionable in both sexes. The ears are
pierced at a very early age, and the aperture
enlarged by having a graduated series of bits
of wood thrust through them, until they are
large enough to hold a snuff box, an ivory
knob, or similar ornament.

One of these earring snuff boxes may be
seen in the illustration “Dress” p. 49, fig. 6.
It is made of a piece of reed, three inches
in length, closed at one end; and having a
stopper thrust into the other. The original
color of the reed is bright yellow, with a
high natural polish, but the Kaffir is not satisfied
with having it in its natural state, and
ornaments it with various patterns in black.
These are produced by charring the wood
with a hot iron, and the neatness and truth
of the work is very astonishing, when the
rudeness of the tools is taken into consideration.
In the present specimen, the pattern
is alternate diamonds of black and yellow.
This mode of decorating their ornaments
and utensils is very common among the
Kaffirs, and we shall see more of it as we
proceed. Snuff boxes are not, however, the
only ornaments which a Kaffir will wear in
the ears, for there is scarcely anything which
is tolerably showy and which can be
fastened to the ear that will not be worn
there.
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The architecture of these tribes is very
simple, and, although slightly variable in
different localities, is marked throughout by
similar characteristics. On looking at any
specimen of Kaffir architecture, the spectator
is at once struck with one peculiarity,
namely, that all his buildings are circular.
It is a remarkable fact that the Kaffir does
not seem to be capable of marking out a
straight line, and whether he builds a hut,
or erects a fence, he takes the circle as his
guide. A Kaffir’s attempts to erect a square
enclosure, or even to build a fence in a
straight line, are ludicrous failures. With
Europeans the case is different. A settler
who desires to build a fence wherein to enclose
his garden, or a stockade within which
his house and property can remain in safety,
invariably builds on the rectilinear principle,
and makes the fence in the form of a
square. He would feel himself quite fettered
if he were forced to build a circular enclosure,
whereas the Kaffir would be as much at
a loss if he were obliged to build a square
edifice. Indeed, though the European could,
at the cost of some trouble, build a circular
house, and would make his circle true, the
Kaffir would utterly fail in attempting to
make a building of a square or an oblong
form.

One of my friends, who has travelled much
among the Kaffir tribes, and gone among
villages whose inhabitants had never seen
an European building, told me that it was
hardly possible to make the natives comprehend
the structure of an European house.
The very shape of it puzzled them, and the
gable ends and the ridged roof seemed so
strange to them as to be scarcely credible.
As to the various stories in a house, several
rooms on a story, and staircases which lead
from one to the other, they flatly declined
to believe that anything of the kind could
exist, and thought that their guest was trying
to amuse himself at the expense of their
credulity. They did believe in the possibility
of St. Paul’s cathedral, on account of its
domed roof, but they could not be induced
to believe in its size. They defended their
position by argument, not merely contenting
themselves with assertions. Their chief
argument was derived from the impossibility
of such a building sustaining its own
weight. The only building materials of
which they had any experience were the
posts and sticks of which their own houses
were made, and the reeds wherewith they
were thatched. Sometimes a very luxurious
house-owner would plaster the interior
with mud, producing that peculiar style
of architecture which is popularly called
“wattle-and-daub.” They could not comprehend
in the least that stone could be used
in building dwelling-houses; and the whole
system of cutting stone into rectangular
pieces, and the use of bricks, was equally
beyond their comprehension. Mortar also
was an inexplicable mystery, so that on
the whole they decided on discrediting the
tales told them by the white man.
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A Kaffir house (see page 155) looks just
like an exaggerated beehive. It is of precisely
the same shape, is made of nearly the
same materials, and has a little arched door,
just like the entrance of a beehive, through
which a man can barely creep on his hands
and knees. The structure of these huts is
very simple. A circle is drawn of some fourteen
feet in diameter, and around it are stuck
a number of long, flexible sticks. These
sticks are then bent over at the top and tied
together, so as to form a framework very like
a common wire mousetrap. A reed thatching
is then laid over the sticks, and secured
in its place by parallel lashings. These
lashings are made of “monkey-ropes,” or
the creepers that extend their interminable
length from tree to tree, and are found of
every size, from a cable to a packthread.
They twist themselves into so rope-like a
shape, that many persons have refused to
believe that they have not been artificially
made. The rows of lashing are about eighteen
inches apart. In shape, the hut is exactly
like the well-known snow house of the
Esquimaux.

As, during the wet season, the rain pours
down in torrents, the huts would be
swamped for several months but for the precaution
which the natives take of digging
round each hut a trench of some eighteen
inches or two feet in depth, and the same in
breadth. This trench is about six inches
from the wall of the hut, and serves to keep
the floor dry. The reader may remember
that all European soldiers are taught to dig
a trench round each hut while they are
under canvas, the neglect of this precaution
being sure to cause both great inconvenience
and unhealthiness.

The woman generally marks the outline
of her hut in a very simple manner. She
takes a number of flexible sticks, and ties
them together firmly with leathern thongs,
or the rough and ready string which the
Kaffirs make from rushes by tearing them
into strips and rolling them on the leg with
the palm of the hand. Three or even four
sticks are usually joined together, in order
to attain sufficient length. She then pushes
one end deeply into the ground, bends the
other end over so as to make an arch, and
pushes that into the ground also. This arch
becomes the key to the whole building, settling
its height and width. Another arch
is set in the ground at right angles to the
former, and the two are lashed together at
the top where they cross, so that a rough
kind of skeleton of the hut is made in a very
short time.

On the roof of the hut may sometimes be
seen the skulls of oxen. This ornament is
highly characteristic of the Kaffir. The
high value which he sets on his cows is not
surpassed by the love of the most confirmed
miser for his gold. But there is another
trait of the Kaffir mind, which is even
stronger than avarice, and that is ostentation,
to which his cattle become of secondary
consideration. Unwilling as he is to kill
any of the cattle which constitute his wealth,
and which he values scarcely less than his
own life, he will, on certain occasions,
slaughter one, and give a feast to his neighbors,
who are sure to praise him in terms
suitable to the magnificence—i. e. the quantity—of
the banquet. He is nearly certain
to be addressed as Father, and perhaps some
of the more enthusiastic, when excited by
beef, beer, and snuff, may actually hail him
as Chief. The slaughter of an ox is therefore
a great event in the life of a Kaffir, and
is sure to act as a step toward higher rank.
Lest the memory of such an event should
fade away as soon as the banquet has been
ended, the proud donor takes the skull of
the slaughtered ox and places it on the roof
of his hut, where it remains as a sign that
the owner of the dwelling is a man of property,
and has been able to spare one of his
oxen to serve as a feast for his friends.

The building being now finished, the
opening which serves as a door is cut on
one side, its edges guarded with plaited
twigs, and the Kaffir desires no better
house. Though it has no window, no
chimney, and no door that deserves the
name, he would not exchange it for a
palace, and many instances have been
known where Kaffirs who have been taken
to European cities, have travelled much,
and been tolerably educated, have flung
off their civilized garments, re-assumed
the skin-dress of their nation, and gone
off to live in huts instead of houses. The
whole structure is necessarily very fragile,
and the walls cannot endure much violence.
A curious example of their fragility occurred
some time ago, when one chief
made a raid upon the village of another.
A number of men had taken refuge in a
hut, from which it was not easy to drive
them. Assagais were hurled through the
sides of the hut, and did much damage to the
inmates. The survivors tried to save themselves
by climbing up the framework of the
hut and clinging to the roof, but the slight
structure could not support their bodies,
and by yielding to their weight betrayed
them to the watchful enemies without.

The upper illustration on page 63 represents
the interior of an exceptionally large
hut, being, in fact, the principal residence of
a chief. Very few huts have more than
four supporting posts. On the left may be
seen two of the large store baskets, in which
milk is kept and made into “amasi,” while
just beyond the first basket is a sleeping
mat rolled up and resting against the wall.
Some large earthenware pots, such as are
used in cookery, are seen at the farther end of
the hut, and a calabash rests against one of
the posts. To the roof are hung bunches
of maize, according to the curious Kaffir custom,
which seems to ignore the fact that
every thing on the roof of a hut is soon
blackened with soot, owing to the smoke
from the fire. Whether large or small,
all the houses are made on exactly the same
principle, and except for their superior
size, and the ox skulls which decorate
them, the houses occupied by chiefs have
nothing to distinguish them from those
which are inhabited by their dependants.

Against brute foes the hut is sometimes
but a frail protection. On one occasion an
elephant was attracted by a quantity of millet,
which was stored within a fence. He pushed
his way through the useless barrier, and
began feeding on the millet. There was a
fire in one of the huts, and the elephant, instead
of being scared by it, became angry,
knocked the house to pieces, and walked
over the ruins, trampling to death a woman
who was lying asleep. Her husband nearly
shared the same fate, but managed to roll
out of the way, and then to escape by
creeping between the legs of the angry
elephant.

The roof of the hut is not wholly dependent
for support on the flexible sticks
which form its walls, but is held up by a
post or two, on the top of which is laid a
cross-beam. This arrangement also permits
the owner of the hut to hang to the
beam and posts sundry articles which he
does not wish to be injured by being
thrown on the ground, such as gourds,
baskets, assagai-shafts, spoons, and other
implements.

Ranged carelessly round the hut are the
rude earthenware pots, in which the Kaffir
keeps his beer, his milk, and present stores
of grain. The floor of the hut is always
kept scrupulously clean, and is generally
as hard as stone, being made of well-kneaded
clay laid very smoothly, and
beaten until it is quite hard. The best
clay for this purpose is obtained from the
nests of the white ant, which are beaten
to pieces, then pounded, and then mixed
very carefully with water. In a well-regulated
hut, the women are very careful of
their floor, and rub it daily with flat stones,
until it is not only smooth, but even polished.

Just within the entrance is the primitive
fireplace. This, like almost everything
which the Kaffir makes, is circular in
form, and is made usually of mud; its
only object is to confine the embers within
a limited space.

Cooking is not always carried on in the
ordinary house, nor is the fire kept constantly.
In a permanent kraal there are
cooking huts erected for that one special
purpose, and not used for any other. They
may be called demi-huts, as their only object
is to guard the fire from the effect of
wind. They are circular, like all ordinary
huts, but their walls are only four feet or
so in height, and are carefully daubed with
a mixture of clay and cowdung, so as to
form a most efficient protection against the
wind. The smoke from the fire is allowed
to escape as it can. Some of it contrives
to force its way between the interstices
of the thatch, as may be seen by reference
to the illustration on page 63. Some
of it circles around the walls and pours
through the door-way, but the greater
part of it settles, in the form of soot,
upon the interior of the hut, blackening
everything within it. When the Kaffirs
wish to season the wood of their
assagai-shafts or knobkerries, they stick
it into the roof of the house, just above
the fireplace, exactly as bacon is cured in
the smoke.

A curious reference to this custom is
made in a song composed in honor of
Panda, King of the Zulu tribes. When
Dingan murdered his predecessor Tchaka,
he killed other chiefs at the same time, but
was persuaded to leave Panda alive—




“Of the stock of Ndabitza, ramrod of brass,


Survivor alone of all other rods;


Others they broke, but left this in the soot,


Thinking to burn it some rainy cold day.”











Reference is here made to the custom of
leaving sticks and shafts in the sooty roof.

At night, the entrance of the hut is closed
by a simple door made of wicker work, and
looking much like the closely-woven sheep
hurdles which are used in some parts of
England. With the exception that the
Kaffir always sits down at his work, the
mode of making these doors is almost identical
with that which is employed by the
shepherds in this country.

The Kaffir begins by choosing some
straight and tolerably stout sticks, and driving
them into the ground at regular distances
from each other. These are intended
as the supports or framework of the door.
He then takes a quantity of pliant sticks,
like the osiers of our basket makers, and
weaves them in and out of the upright
stakes, beating them down continually to
make them lie closely together. When the
door is completed, the upright sticks are cut
off to the proper length, and it can then be
fitted to the hut. If the reader has any
acquaintance with military affairs, he may
remember that gabions are made in precisely
the same manner, except that the upright
stakes are placed in a circle, and not in a
straight line. In order to keep the wind
from blowing too freely into their huts, the
Kaffirs make screens, which are placed so as
to shelter the entrance. These screens are
made of sticks and rushes such as the door
is made of, only of lighter materials, and
their position can be shifted with every
change of wind.

Some of the permanent houses are built
with a great amount of care, and occupy at
least a month in their construction. In most
of them the interior view is much the same,
namely, the domed roof, supported by four
posts placed in the form of a square, with
the fireplace exactly in the centre. The
natives will often expend much time and
trouble in decorating their permanent mansions,
and Mr. Christie tells me that he
has seen the very posts thickly encrusted
with beads. Of course they soon become
blackened by the smoke, but a quick rub of
the palm of the hand brings out the colors
anew. One of Dingan’s huts, which was
visited by Retief, the Dutch colonist, was
most beautifully built, and supported by
twenty-two pillars, each of which was entirely
covered with beads.

The huts are, from the nature of the material
of which they are made, exceedingly
inflammable, and it sometimes happens that
if one of the houses of a village take fire, the
whole of them are consumed in a very short
time. Fortunately, they are so easily built
that the inconvenience is not nearly so great
as is the case when European houses are
burned. Moreover, the furniture which
they contain is so limited in quantity and so
simple in material, that it can be replaced
without much difficulty. A mat or two, a
few baskets, a pillow, a milking pail, one or
two rude earthenware pots, and a bundle of
assagais, constitute an amount of property
which is not to be found in every hut.

The huts of the Kaffirs are generally gathered
together into little groups, which are
popularly called “kraals.” This is not a
Zulu or a Hottentot word, and is probably a
corruption of the word “corral.” There
are two modes of forming a kraal, and the
particular mode is determined by the locality.
The Kaffir tribes generally like to
place their kraal on the side of a hill in the
vicinity of the bush, in order that they may
obtain plenty of building material. They
are, however, sufficiently acquainted with
the principles of fortification to clear a large
space around their dwellings, so that, in
case they should be attacked, the enemy
cannot conceal his movements from the
defenders.

The first care of a Kaffir is to protect his
beloved cows, and for that purpose a circular
space is enclosed with a high fence,
made very strongly. The fence is about
six or seven feet in height, and is made in a
simple and very effective manner. The
fence which surrounds the cattle and the
huts is mostly made in one of two modes—at
all events, in the more southern part of
the country, where timber is exceedingly
plentiful. The tribes on the north of Kaffirland,
who live where timber is comparatively
scarce, build their walls of large stones
piled on one another, without any mortar,
or even mud, to fill up the interstices. The
southern tribes use nothing but wood, and
form the walls by two different methods.
That which is commonly employed is very
simple. A number of trees are felled, and
their trunks severed a few feet below the
spot whence the branches spring. A great
number of these tree tops are then arranged
in a circle, the severed ends of the stems
being inward, and the branches pointing
outward. In fact, the fence is exactly that
species of rapid and effective fortification
called, in military language, an “abattis.”
If the branches of a tree are very large, they
can be laid singly on the ground, just as if
they were the entire heads of trees.

In some cases, where the kraal is more
carefully built, the fence is formed of stout
poles, which are driven into the ground, in
a double row, some three feet apart, and are
then lashed together in such a way that
their tops cross each other. In consequence
of this arrangement, the fence stands very
firmly on its broad basis, while the crossing
and projecting tops of the poles form a chevaux
de frise as effectual as any that is made
by the European soldier. If the enemy try
to climb the fence, they can be wounded by
spears thrust at them from the interior; and
if they succeed in reaching the top, the
sharp tips of the poles are ready to embarrass
them.

The entrance to this enclosure is just wide
enough to allow a cow to pass; and in some
places, where the neighborhood is insecure,
it is so narrow that there hardly seems to be
space enough for the cattle to pass in and
out. Each night it is carefully closed with
poles and sticks, which are kept just within
the entrance, so as to be ready to hand when
wanted. Opposite to the entrance, and at
the further extremity, a small enclosure,
also with circular walls, is built. In this
pen the larger calves are kept, the younger
being inmates of the huts, together with the
human inhabitants. By the side of this enclosure
a little gap is left in the fence, just
large enough for a man to squeeze himself
through, and not large enough to allow even
a calf to pass. This little aperture is the
chief’s private door, and intended for the
purpose of saving time, as otherwise, if the
chief were inspecting his cattle, and wished
to go to his own hut, he would be obliged to
walk all round the fence. The Zulu name
for the space within this fence is “isi-baya.”

Around the isi-baya are set the huts
which constitute the kraal. Their number
is exceedingly variable, but the general average
is from ten to fourteen. Those which
are placed at either side of the entrance to
the isi-baya are devoted to the servants,
while that which is exactly opposite to it is
the habitation of the chief man. There are
mostly a great many kraals belonging to one
tribe, and it often happens that several
neighboring kraals are all tenanted by the
members of one family and their dependants.
For example, when the son of a chief
attains sufficient consequence to possess several
wives and a herd of cattle, he finds that
the paternal kraal is not large enough to
afford to each wife the separate hut to which
she is entitled; so he migrates with his family
to a short distance, and there builds a
kraal for himself, sometimes so close to that
of his father that he connects them by means
of a short fenced passage. The chief hut
may easily be known, not only by its position,
but by its larger dimensions. Some of
the other huts are occupied by married men,
some by his wives, some by his servants;
while at least one hut is reserved for the use
of the unmarried men, or “boys,” as they are
called.

This is all that is needed to complete a
kraal, i. e. the circular isi-baya, and the huts
round it. But, in situations where plenty
of wood can be found, the Kaffir architect
erects a second fence, which encloses
all the huts, as well as the isi-baya, and has
its entrance in exactly the same position,
i. e. opposite to the chief’s hut. The distant
view of one of these doubly-fenced
kraals, when it happens to be situated on
the slope of a hill, is extremely curious,
and would scarcely give a stranger an idea
of a village.

It will be seen in an engraving opposite,
that the central portion of the kraal is
given to the isi-baya, and that the Kaffirs
devote all their energies toward preserving
their cows, while they seem to look
with comparative indifference on the risk
of exposing themselves or their fragile huts
to the inroads of the enemy. As has already
been stated, the size of the kraal
varies with the wealth and rank of its chief
man, and, owing to its mode of construction,
can be gradually enlarged as he rises
to higher dignities and the possession of
more cattle. In shape, however, and the
principle of construction, kraals are alike,
that of the king himself and the newly-made
kraal of a younger son being exactly
the same in these respects.

The king’s kraals, however, are of enormous
dimensions, and are several in number.
Panda, for example, has one kraal,
the central enclosure of which is nearly
a mile in diameter. This enclosure is supposed
to be filled with the monarch’s cows,
and is consequently called by the name of
isi-baya. Practically, however, the cattle are
kept in smaller enclosures, arranged along
the sides of the isi-baya, where they can
be watched by those who have the charge
of them, and whose huts are placed conveniently
for that purpose. The vast central
enclosure is used almost exclusively as a parade
ground, where the king can review his
troops, and where they are taught to go
through the simple manœuvres of Kaffir
warfare. Here, also, he may be seen in
council, the isi-baya being able, to accommodate
an unlimited number of suitors.

Around the isi-baya are arranged the
huts of the warriors and their families,
and are placed in four or even five-fold
ranks; so that the kraal almost rises to the
dignity of a town, having several thousand
inhabitants, and presenting a singularly
imposing appearance when viewed at a distance.
At the upper portion of the kraal,
and at the further end from the principal
entrance, are the huts specially erected for
the king, surrounded by the other huts
containing his harem. The whole of this
part of the kraal is separated from the remainder
by lofty and strong fences, and its
doors are kept by sentinels especially set
aside for this purpose. In some cases, the
warriors to whom this important duty is
confided are not permitted to wear clothes
of any kind, and are compelled to pass the
whole of the time, day and night, when
on guard, without even a kaross to cover
them. This rule lies rather heavily upon
them in the winter nights, when the cold is
often severe, and the wind sweeps chillily
around the fence of the isi-baya.

However, the young ladies will sometimes
contrive to evade the vigilance of
the sentries, when their attention is otherwise
engaged, as is amusingly shown in
a few remarks by Mr. Angas. He had
gone by Panda’s invitation to see him at
one of his great kraals:—“Last night we
slept at the new military kraal, or garrison
town, of Indabakaumbi, whither the king
had sent word by message that he would
be waiting to receive us. The Inkosikasi,
or queen, of the kraal sent us a small
quantity of thick milk and a jar of millet,
and soon afterward made her appearance,
holding two of the king’s children by the
hand, for whom she requested a present
of beads. The children were remarkably
pretty, nicely oiled, and tastefully decorated
with girdles of blue and scarlet beads. The
old lady, on the contrary, was so alarmingly
stout, that it seemed almost impossible
for her to walk; and that it required some
considerable time for her to regain the
harem at the upper end of the kraal was
made manifest by some fifty of the king’s
girls effecting their escape from the rear
of the seraglio, and sallying down the slope
to stare at us as we rode away from the
kraal. The agility of the young ladies,
as they sprang from rock to rock, convinced
us that they would be all quietly sitting
in the harem, as though nothing had happened,
long before the Inkosikasi gained
her dwelling.”

At that time Panda had thirteen of these
great military kraals, each serving as the
military capital of a district, and he had
just completed a fourteenth. He takes up
his residence in these kraals successively,
and finds in each everything that he can
possibly want—each being, indeed, almost
identical in every respect with all the
others. As a general rule, each of these
military kraals forms the residence of a
single regiment; while the king has many
others, which are devoted to more peaceful
objects.
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(1.) INTERIOR OF KAFFIR HUT.

(See page 59.)
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(2.) KAFFIR KRAAL.

(See page 62.)






It has already been mentioned that the
women live in a portion separated from the
rest of the kraal, and it may almost be said
that they reside in a small supplementary
kraal, which communicates by gates with
the chief edifice. As the gates are strongly
barred at night, it is necessary that the sentinel
should enter the sacred precincts of
the harem, for the purpose of closing them
at night, and opening them in the morning.
For this purpose, certain individuals of the
sentinels are told off, and to them alone
is the delicate duty confided. The Kaffir
despot does not employ for this purpose
the unfortunate individuals who guard the
harems in Turkey, Persia, and even in
Western Africa. But the king takes care
to select men who are particularly ill-favored;
and if any of them should happen
to be deformed, he is sure to be chosen as a
janitor. Mr. Shooter’s servant, when talking
with his master on the subject, mentioned
several individuals who would make
excellent janitors. One of them had a
club-foot, another had a very protuberant
chest, while a third had bad eyes, and was
altogether so ugly that he would never succeed
in procuring a wife. The matrimonial
adventures of this man will be narrated in
a future page. His uniform failures in procuring
a legitimate wife were exceedingly
ludicrous and mortifying, and quite justified
the opinion expressed by his companion.
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The isi-baya is quite a sacred spot to a
Kaffir, and in many tribes the women are so
strictly prohibited from entering it, that if
even the favorite wife were discovered within
its precincts she would have but a very poor
chance of her life.

During the day-time the herd are out at
pasture, watched by “boys” appointed to this
important office, but when night approaches,
or if there is any indication of danger from
enemies, the cows are driven into the isi-baya,
and the entrances firmly barred. It is
mostly in this enclosure that the cattle are
milked, this operation being always intrusted
to the men. Indeed, as is well observed by
Mr. Shooter, milking his cows is the only
work that a Kaffir really likes. About ten
in the morning the cattle are taken into the
isi-baya, and the Kaffir proceeds to milk
them. He takes with him his milk pail,
an article very unlike that which is in
use in Europe. It is carved out of a solid
piece of wood, and has a comparatively small
opening. The specimen from which the
figure on page 67 is drawn was brought to
England by Mr. Shooter, and is now before
me. It is rather more than seventeen
inches in length, and is four inches wide at
the top, and six inches near the bottom. In
interior measurement it is only fourteen
inches deep, so that three inches of solid
wood are left at the bottom. Its capacity
is not very great, as the Kaffir cow does not
give nearly as much milk as the cows of an
English farmyard. Toward the top are two
projecting ears, which enable the milker to
hold it firmly between the knees.

In hollowing out the interior of the pail,
the Kaffir employs a rather ingenious device.
Instead of holding it between his
knees, as he does when shaping and ornamenting
the exterior, he digs a hole in the
ground, and buries the pail as far as the two
projecting ears. He then has both his
hands at liberty, and can use more force than
if he were obliged to trust to the comparatively
slight hold afforded by the knees. Of
course he sits down while at work, for a Kaffir,
like all other savages, has the very strongest
objection to needless labor, and will never
stand when he has any opportunity of sitting.
It will be seen that the pail is not
capable of holding much more than the
quantity which a good cow ought to yield,
and when the Kaffir has done with one cow,
he pours the milk into a large receptacle, and
then goes off with his empty pail to another
cow for a fresh supply.

The scene that presents itself in the isi-baya
is a very singular one, and strikes
oddly upon European ears, as well as eyes.
In the first place, the figure of the milker
is calculated to present an aspect equally
strange and ludicrous. Perfectly naked, with
the exception of the smallest imaginable
apology for a garment, adorned with strings
of beads that contrast boldly with his red-black
skin, and with his head devoid of hair,
except the oval ring which denotes his position
as a married “man,” the Kaffir sits on
the ground, his knees on a level with his
chin, and the queer-looking milk pail grasped
between them.

Then we have the spectacle of the calf trying
to eject the milker, and being continually
kept away from her mother by a young
boy armed with a stick. And, in cases
where the cow is vicious, a third individual
is employed, who holds the cow by her horns
with one hand, and grasps her nostrils firmly
with the other. As soon as the supply of
milk ceases, the calf is allowed to approach
its mother and suck for a short time, after
which it is driven away, and the man resumes
his place. Cattle are milked twice in
the day, the second time being at sunset,
when they are brought home for the night.
Generally, however, a cow will stand still to
be milked, as is the case with our own cattle,
and in that case no precaution is needed,
except that of putting through the nose a
stick of some eighteen inches in length.
The cattle know by experience that if
this is grasped and twisted it gives great
pain, and so they prefer to remain quiet.
The hole in the nose is made at a very early
age.
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1. MILKING PAIL. 2. BEER-BOWL.

3. BEER-STRAINER. 4. WATER-PIPE.
5. WOMAN’S BASKET.






So much for the strangeness of the sight,
which is very unlike a corresponding scene
in an English farmyard. The Kaffir is
never silent while milking his cows, but
thinks it necessary to utter a series of the
oddest sounds that ever greeted mortal ears.
Even in England there seems to be a kind
of universal cow language, in which every
dairy-maid and farmyard laborer is versed,
and which is not easily learned by an uninitiate.
But the Kaffir, who is naturally an
adept at shouting and yelling, encourages
the cow by all the varied screams at his command,
mixed with loud whistles and tender
words of admiration. One consequence of
this curious proceeding is, that the cows
have always been so accustomed to associate
these sounds with the process of being
milked, that when an Englishman buys
cows he is obliged to have a Kaffir to milk
them, no white man being able to produce
those cries, screams, and whistles to which
they have always been accustomed.

In driving the cattle, and in calling them
from a distance, the Kaffir makes great use
of whistling, an art in which he excels.
With his lips alone he can produce the most
extraordinary sounds, and by the aid of his
fingers he can whistle so loudly as to half
deafen any one who may be near. Sometimes,
however, he has recourse to art, and
makes whistles of great efficacy, though of
simple construction. They are made of bone,
or ivory, and are used by being held to the
lower lip, and sounded exactly as we blow a
key when we wish to ascertain whether it is
clear.

The chiefs who possess many oxen are
very fastidious about them, and have an odd
fancy of assembling them in herds, in which
every animal is of the same color. The
oxen also undergo a sort of training, as was
remarked by Retief, who was killed in battle
with Dingan, the Zulu king. He paid a
visit to that treacherous despot, and was entertained
by dances in which the cattle had
been trained to assist. “In one dance,” he
says, “the people were intermixed with one
hundred and seventy-six oxen, all without
horns, and of one color. They have long
strips of skin hanging pendent from the
forehead, cheeks, shoulders, and under the
throat; these strips being cut from the hide
when the animals are calves. These oxen
are divided into two and three among the
whole army, which then dance in companies,
each with its attendant oxen. In this way
they all in turn approach the king, the oxen
turning off into a kraal, and then manœuvring
in a line from the king. It is surprising
that the oxen should be so well trained; for,
notwithstanding all the startling and yelling
which accompany the dance, they never
move faster than a slow walking pace.
Dingan showed me, as he said, his smallest
herd of oxen, all alike, and with white backs.
He allowed two of my people to count them,
and the enumeration amounted to two thousand
four hundred and twenty-four. I am
informed that his herds of red and black
oxen consist of three to four thousand each.”
I may here mention casually, that the same
fashion of keeping animals of similar colors
in separate herds is in force in South America,
among the owners of the vast herds
of horses which thrive so well in that
country.

The Kaffirs manage their cattle with wonderful
skill, and the animals perfectly understand
the meaning of the cries with
which they are assailed. Consequently, it
is almost as difficult for an Englishman to
drive his cows as to milk them, and assistance
has to be sought from the natives.
This noisy method of cattle driving is the
source of much difficulty to the soldiers,
when they have been sent to recover cattle
stolen by those inveterate thieves, the Kaffir
tribes, who look upon the cattle of the white
man as their legitimate prize, and are constantly
on the look-out for them. Indeed,
they enact at the present day that extinct
phase of Scottish life when the inhabitants
of the Highlands stole the cattle of the Lowlanders,
and euphemistically described the
operation as “lifting;” themselves not being
by any means thieves, but “gentleman
drovers,” very punctilious in point of honor,
and thinking themselves as good gentlemen
as any in the land.

The cow constitutes now, in fact, the
wealth of the Kaffir, just as was the case in
the early patriarchal days. Among those
tribes which are not brought into connection
with the white man, money is of no value,
and all wealth is measured by cows. One of
the great inland chiefs, when asking about
the Queen of England, was naturally desirous
of hearing how many cattle she possessed,
and on hearing that many of her subjects
had more cows than herself, conceived
a very mean opinion of her power. He
counted his cattle by the thousand, and if
any inferior chief had dared to rival him in
his wealth, that chief would very soon be incapacitated
from possessing anything at all,
while his cattle would swell the number of
the royal herds. His idea was, that even if
her predecessor had bequeathed so poor a
throne to her, she ought to assert her dignity
by seizing that wealth which she had
not been fortunate enough to inherit.

The cow is the unit of money. The
cost of anything that is peculiarly valuable
is reckoned by the number of cows that it
would fetch if sold, and even the women
are reckoned by this standard, eight cows
equalling one woman, just as twelve pence
equal one shilling. Most of the wars which
devastate Southern Africa are caused entirely
by the desire of one man to seize the
herds that belong to another, and when the
white man is engaged in African warfare,
he is perforce obliged to wage it on the
same principle. During the late Kaffir war,
the reports of the newspapers had a singularly
unimposing appearance. The burden
of their song was invariably cows. General
Blank had advanced so far into the enemy’s
country, and driven off five thousand head
of cattle. Or perhaps the case was reversed;
the position of the European troops
had been suddenly surprised, and several
thousand cattle stolen. In fact, it seemed
to be a war solely about cattle, and, to a certain
extent, that was necessarily the case.
The cattle formed not only the wealth of
the enemy, but his resources, so that there
was no better way of bringing him to terms
than by cutting off his commissariat, and
preventing the rebellious chiefs from maintaining
their armed forces. We had no
wish to kill the Kaffirs themselves, but
merely that they should be taught not to
meddle with us, and there was no better
way of doing so than by touching them on
their tenderest point.

The greatest ambition of a Kaffir is to
possess cattle, inasmuch as their owner can
command every luxury which a savage millionaire
desires. He can eat beef and
drink sour milk every day; he can buy as
many wives as he likes, at the current price
of eight to fourteen cows each, according to
the fluctuation of the market; he can make
all kinds of useful articles out of the hides;
he can lubricate himself with fat to his
heart’s content, and he can decorate his
sable person with the flowing tails. With
plenty of cattle, he can set himself up as a
great man; and, the more cattle he has, the
greater man he becomes. Instead of being
a mere “boy,” living with a number of
other “boys” in one hut, he becomes a
“man,” shaves his head, assumes the proud
badge of manhood, and has a hut to himself.
As his cattle increase, he adds more
wives to his stock, builds separate huts for
them, has a kraal of his own, becomes the
“umnumzana,” or great man—a term
about equivalent to the familiar “Burra
Sahib” of Indian life—and may expect to
be addressed by strange boys as “inkosi,”
or chief. Should his cattle prosper, he gathers
round him the young men who are still
poor, and who are attracted by his wealth,
and the hope of eating beef at his cost.
He assigns huts to them within his kraal,
and thus possesses an armed guard who will
take care of his cherished cattle. Indeed,
such a precaution is absolutely necessary.
In Africa, as well as in Europe, wealth
creates envy, and a man who has succeeded
in gathering it knows full well that there
are plenty who will do their best to take it
away. Sometimes a more powerful man
will openly assault his kraal, but stratagem
is more frequently employed than open violence,
and there are in every tribe certain
old and crafty cattle-stealers, who have survived
the varied dangers of such a life, and
who know every ruse that can be employed.

There is a story of one of these men,
named Dutulu, who seems to have been a
kind of Kaffir Rob Roy. He always employed
a mixture of artifice and force. He
used to set off for the kraal which he intended
to rob, and, in the dead of night,
contrived to place some of his assistants by
the entrance of the huts. Another assistant
then quietly removed the cattle from the
isi-baya, while he directed the operations.
Dutulu then caused an alarm to be made,
and as the inmates crept out to see what
was the matter, they were speared by the
sentinels at the entrance. Not one was
spared. The men were killed lest they
should resist, and the women lest they
should give the alarm. Even when he had
carried off the cattle, his anxieties were not
at an end, for cattle cannot be moved very
fast, and they are not easily concealed. But
Dutulu was a man not to be baffled, and he
almost invariably succeeded in reaching
home with his spoil. He never, in the first
instance, allowed the cattle to be driven in
the direction which he intended to take. He
used to have them driven repeatedly over
the same spot, so as to mix the tracks and
bewilder the men who were sure to follow.
More than once he baffled pursuit by taking
his stolen herd back again, and keeping it
in the immediate neighborhood of the desolated
kraal, calculating rightly that the
pursuers would follow him in the direction
of his own home.

The man’s cunning and audacity were
boundless. On one occasion, his own kraal
was attacked, but Dutulu was far too clever
to fall into the trap which he had so often
set for others. Instead of crawling out of
his hut and getting himself speared, he
rolled up his leather mantle, and pushed it
through the door. As he had anticipated,
it was mistaken in the semi-darkness for a
man, and was instantly pierced with a spear.
While the weapon was still entangled in the
kaross, Dutulu darted from his hut, sprang
to the entrance of his isi-baya fully armed,
and drove off the outwitted assailants.
Even in his old age his audacity did not
desert him, and he actually determined on
stealing a herd of cattle in the day-time.
No one dared to join him, but he determined
on carrying out his desperate intention single-handed.
He succeeded in driving the
herd to some distance, but was discovered,
pursued, and surrounded by the enemy.
Although one against many, he fought his
foes bravely, and, although severely wounded,
succeeded in escaping into the bush, where
they dared not follow him.

Undeterred by this adventure, he had no
sooner recovered than he planned another
cattle-stealing expedition. His chief dissuaded
him from the undertaking, urging that
he had quite enough cattle, that he had been
seriously wounded, and that he was becoming
too old. The ruling passion was, however,
too strong to be resisted, and Dutulu
attacked a kraal on his old plan, letting the
cattle be driven in one direction, killing as
many enemies as he could, and then running
off on the opposite side to that which had
been taken by the cattle, so as to decoy his
pursuers in a wrong direction. However,
his advanced years, and perhaps his recent
wounds, had impaired his speed, and as
there was no bush at hand, he dashed into
a morass, and crouched beneath the water.
His enemies dared not follow him, but surrounded
the spot, and hurled their assagais
at him. They did him no harm, because he
protected his head with his shield, but he
could not endure the long immersion. So,
finding that his strength was failing, he suddenly
left the morass, and dashed at his enemies,
hoping that he might force his way
through them. He did succeed in killing
several of them, and in passing their line,
but he could not run fast enough to escape,
and was overtaken and killed.

So, knowing that men of a similar character
are hankering after his herd, their dusky
owner is only too glad to have a number of
young men who will guard his cattle from
such cunning enemies.

The love that a Kaffir has for his cattle
induces him to ornament them in various
ways, some of which must entail no little
suffering upon them. To this, however, he
is quite indifferent, often causing frightful
tortures to the animals which he loves, not
from the least desire of hurting them, but
from the utter unconcern as to inflicting
pain which is characteristic of the savage,
in whatever part of the earth he may be.
He trims the ears of the cows into all kinds
of odd shapes, one of the favorite patterns
being that of a leaf with deeply serrated
edges. He gathers up bunches of the skin,
generally upon the head, ties string tightly
round them, and so forms a series of projecting
knots of various sizes and shapes.
He cuts strips of hide from various parts of
the body, especially the head and face, and
lets them hang down as lappets. He cuts
the dewlap and makes fringes of it, and all
without the least notion that he is causing
the poor animal to suffer tortures.

But, in some parts of the country, he lavishes
his powers on the horns. Among us
the horn does not seem capable of much
modification, but a Kaffir, skilful in his art,
can never be content to leave the horns as
they are. He will cause one horn to project
forward and another backward, and he
will train one to grow upright, and the
other pointing to the ground. Sometimes
he observes a kind of symmetry, and has
both horns bent with their points nearly
touching the shoulders, or trains them so
that their tips meet above, and they form
an arch over their head. Now and then an
ox is seen in which a most singular effect
has been produced. As the horns of the
young ox sprout they are trained over the
forehead until the points meet. They are
then manipulated so as to make them coalesce,
and so shoot upward from the middle
of the forehead, like the horn of the fabled
unicorn.

Le Vaillant mentions this curious mode
of decorating the cattle, and carefully describes
the process by which it is performed.
“I had not yet taken a near view of the
horned cattle which they brought with them,
because at break of day they strayed to the
thickets and pastures, and were not brought
back by their keepers until the evening.
One day, however, having repaired to their
kraal very early, I was much surprised when
I first beheld one of these animals. I
scarcely knew them to be oxen and cows,
not only on account of their being much
smaller than ours, since I observed in them
the same form and the same fundamental
character, in which I could not be deceived,
but on account of the multiplicity of their
horns, and the variety of their different
twistings. They had a great resemblance
to those marine productions known by naturalists
under the name of stag’s horns.
Being at this time persuaded that these concretions,
of which I had no idea, were a
peculiar present of nature, I considered the
Kaffir oxen as a variety of the species, but
I was undeceived by my guide, who informed
me that this singularity was only the effect
of their invention and taste; and that, by
means of a process with which they were
well acquainted, they could not only multiply
these horns, but also give them any
form that their imaginations might suggest.
Having offered to exhibit their skill in my
presence, if I had any desire of learning
their method, it appeared to me so new and
uncommon, that I was willing to secure an
opportunity, and for several days I attended
a regular course of lessons on this subject.

“They take the animal at as tender an
age as possible, and when the horns begin
to appear they make a small vertical incision
in them with a saw, or any other instrument
that may be substituted for it, and divide
them into two parts. This division makes
the horns, yet tender, separate of themselves,
so that in time the animal has four
very distinct ones. If they wish to have
six, or even more, similar notches made with
the saw produce as many as may be required.
But if they are desirous of forcing
one of these divisions in the whole horn to
form, for example, a complete circle, they
cut away from the point, which must not be
hurt, a small part of its thickness, and this
amputation, often renewed, and with much
patience, makes the horn bend in a contrary
direction, and, the point meeting the
root, it exhibits the appearance of a perfect
circle. As it is certain that incision always
causes a greater or less degree of bending,
it may be readily conceived that every variation
that caprice can imagine may be produced
by this simple method. In short, one
must be born a Kaffir, and have his taste
and patience, to submit to that minute care
and unwearied attention required for this
operation, which in Kaffirland can only be
useless, but in other climates would be hurtful.
For the horn, thus disfigured, would
become weak, whereas, when preserved
strong and entire, it keeps at a distance the
famished bears and wolves of Europe.”
The reader must remember that the words
refer to France, and that the date of Le
Vaillant’s travels was 1780-85.

The same traveller mentions an ingenious
method employed by the Kaffirs when a cow
is bad-tempered, and will not give her milk
freely. A rope is tied to one of the hind
feet, and a man hauls the foot off the ground
by means of the rope. The cow cannot run
away on account of the man who is holding
her nose, and the pain caused by the violent
dragging of her foot backward, together
with the constrained attitude of standing
on three legs, soon subdues the most refractory
animal.

Before proceeding to another chapter, it
will be well to explain the illustration on
page 57, called “The Kaffirs at Home.”

The spectator is supposed to be just inside
the outer enclosure, and nearly opposite to
the isi-baya, in which some cattle are seen.
In the centre of the plate a milking scene
is shown. The cow, being a restive one, is
being held by the “man,” by means of a
stick passed through its nostrils, and by
means of the contrast between the man
and the animal the small size of the latter
is well shown. A Kaffir ox averages only
four hundred pounds in weight. Beneath
the cow is seen the milker, holding between
his knees the curiously shaped milkpail.
On the right hand is seen another Kaffir
emptying a pailful of milk into one of the
baskets which are used as stores for this
article. The reader will notice that the orifice
of the basket is very small, and so would
cause a considerable amount of milk to be
spilt, if it were poured from the wide mouth
of the pail. The Kaffir has no funnel, so he
extemporizes one by holding his hands over
the mouth of the pail, and placing his
thumbs so as to cause the milk to flow in a
narrow stream between them.

A woman is seen in the foreground, going
out to labor in the fields, with her child slung
at her back, and her heavy hoe on her shoulder.
In order to show the ordinary size of
the huts a young Kaffir is shown standing
near one of them, while a “man” is seated
against it, and engaged alternately in his
pipe and conversation. Three shield sticks
are seen in the fence of the isi-baya, and the
strip of skin suspended to the pole shows
that the chief man of the kraal is in residence.
In front are several of the odd-shaped
Cape sheep, with their long legs
and thick tails, in which the whole fat of
the body seems to concentrate itself. Two
of the characteristic trees of the country
are shown, namely, an euphorbia standing
within the fence, and an acacia in the background.
This last mentioned tree is sometimes
called Kameel-dorn, or Camel-thorn,
because the giraffe, which the Dutch colonists
will call a camel, feeds upon its leaves.
In the distance are two of those table-topped
mountains which are so characteristic
of Southern Africa.

The Kaffir uses his cattle for various purposes.
Whenever he can afford such a luxury,
which is very seldom, he feasts upon its
flesh, and contrives to consume a quantity
that seems almost too much for human
digestion to undertake. But the chief diet
is the milk of the cows, generally mixed
with meal, so as to form a kind of porridge.
The milk is never eaten in its fresh state, the
Kaffirs thinking it to be very indigestible.
Indeed, they look upon fresh milk much as
a beer-drinker looks upon sweet-wort, and
have an equal objection to drinking the
liquid in its crude state. When a cow has
been milked, the Kaffir empties the pail into
a large store basket, such as is seen on the
right-hand of the engraving “Kaffirs at
Home,” page 57. This basket already contains
milk in the second stage, and is never
completely emptied. Soon after the milk
has been placed in the basket, a sort of fermentation
takes place, and in a short time
the whole of the liquid is converted into a
semi-solid mass, and a watery fluid something
like whey. The latter is drawn off,
and used as a drink, or given to the children;
and the remainder is a thick, clotted
substance, about the consistency of Devonshire
cream.

This is called “amasi,” and is the staff of
life to a Kaffir. Europeans who have lived
in Kaffirland generally dislike amasi exceedingly
at first, but soon come to prefer it to
milk in any other form. Some persons have
compared the amasi to curds after the whey
has been drawn off; but this is not a fair
comparison. The amasi is not in lumps or
in curd, but a thick, creamy mass, more like
our clotted cream than any other substance.
It has a slightly acid flavor. Children,
whether black or white, are always very fond
of amasi, and there can be no better food for
them. Should the Kaffir be obliged to use
a new vessel for the purpose of making this
clotted milk, he always takes some amasi
ready prepared, and places it in the vessel
together with the fresh milk, where it acts
like yeast in liquid fermentation, and soon
reduces the entire mass to its own consistency.

The oxen are also used for riding purposes,
and as beasts of burden. Europeans
employ them largely as draught oxen, and
use a great number to draw a single wagon;
but the wagon is an European invention,
and therefore without the scope of the present
work. The native contrives to ride the
oxen without the use of a saddle, balancing
himself ingeniously on the sharply ridged
back, and guiding his horned steed by means
of a stick through its nostrils, with a cord
tied to each end of it. He is not at all a
graceful rider, but jogs along with his arms
extended, and his elbows jerking up and
down with every movement of the beast.
Still, the ox answers his purpose; and, as it
never goes beyond a walking pace, no great
harm is done by a fall.

Since the introduction of horses, the Kaffirs
have taken a great liking to them, and
have proved themselves capable of being
good horsemen, after their fashion. This
fashion is, always to ride at full gallop; for
they can see no object in mounting a swift
animal if its speed is not to be brought into
operation. It is a very picturesque sight when
a party of mounted Kaffirs come dashing
along, their horses at full speed, their shields
and spears in their hands, and their karosses
flying behind them as they ride.
When they have occasion to stop, they pull
up suddenly, and are off their horses in a
moment.

However the Kaffir may be satisfied with
the bare back of the ox, the European cannot
manage to retain his seat. In the first
place, the sharp spine of the ox does not
form a very pleasant seat; and in the next
place, its skin is so loose that it is impossible
for the rider to retain his place by any
grasp of the legs. A few cloths or hides are
therefore placed on the animal’s back, and
a long “reim,” or leathern rope, is passed
several times round its body, being drawn
tightly by a couple of men, one at each side.
By this operation the skin is braced up
tight, and a saddle can be fixed nearly as
firmly as on a horse. Even under these circumstances,
the movements of the ox are
very unpleasant to an European equestrian,
and, although not so fatiguing as those of a
camel, require a tolerable course of practice
before they become agreeable.

This custom of tightly girthing is not confined
to those animals which are used for
the saddle, but is also practised on those
that are used as pack-oxen; the loose skin
rendering the packages liable to slip off the
animal’s back. The whole process of girthing
the ox is a very curious one. A sturdy
Kaffir stands at each side, while another
holds the ox firmly by a stick passed through
its nostrils. The skins or cloths are then
laid on the back of the ox, and the long rope
thrown over them. One man retains his
hold of one end, while the other passes the
rope round the animal’s body. Each man
takes firm hold of the rope, puts one foot
against the ox’s side, by way of a fulcrum,
and then hauls away with the full force of
his body. Holding his own part of the rope
tightly with one hand, the second Kaffir dexterously
throws the end under the animal to
his comrade, who catches it, and passes it
over the back, when it is seized as before.
Another hauling-match now takes place,
and the process goes on until the cord is
exhausted, and the diameter of the ox notably
diminished. In spite of the enormous pressure
to which it is subject, the beast seems to
care little about it, and walks away as if unconcerned.
If the journey is a long one, the
ropes are generally tightened once or twice,
the native drivers seeming to take a strange
pleasure in the operation.

The illustration No. 1, on page 73, shows
the manner in which the Kaffir employs the
ox for riding and pack purposes. A chief is
returning with his triumphant soldiers from
a successful expedition against an enemy’s
kraal, which they have “eaten up,” as their
saying is. In the foreground is seen the
chief, fat and pursy, dressed in the full paraphernalia
of war, and seated on an ox. A
hornless ox is generally chosen for the saddle,
in order to avoid the danger of the rider
falling forward and wounding himself; but
sometimes the Kaffir qualifies an ox for saddle
purposes by forcing the horns to grow
downward, and in many instances contrives
to make the horns flap about quite loosely,
as if they were only suspended by thongs
from the animal’s head. The soldiers are
seen in charge of other oxen, laden with the
spoils of the captured kraal, to which they
have set fire; and in the middle distance, a
couple of men are reloading a refractory ox,
and drawing the rope tightly round it, to
prevent it from shaking off its load a second
time.
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(1.) KAFFIR CATTLE—TRAINING THE HORNS.

(See page 70.)







[image: ]
(2.) RETURN OF A WAR PARTY.

(See page 72.)
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Contrary to general opinion, marriage
is quite as important a matter among the
Kaffirs as with ourselves, and even though
the men who can afford it do not content
themselves with one wife, there is as much
ceremony in the last marriage as in the
first. As to the number of wives, no law
on that subject is found in the minute,
though necessarily traditional, code of
laws, by which the Kaffirs regulate their
domestic polity. A man may take just
as many wives as he can afford, and the
richer a man is, the more wives he has
as a general rule. An ordinary man has
generally to be content with one, while
those of higher rank have the number of
wives dependent on their wealth and position.
Goza, for example, whose portrait
is given on page 117 and who is a powerful
chief, has a dozen or two of wives. There
is now before me a photograph representing
a whole row of his wives, all sitting on
their heels, in the attitude adopted by Kaffir
women, and all looking rather surprised
at the photographer’s operations. In our
sense of the word, none of them have the
least pretence to beauty, whatever may
have been the case when they were young
girls, but it is evident that their joint husband
was satisfied with their charms, or
they would not retain a position in his
household.

As to the king, the number of his wives
is illimitable. Parents come humbly before
him, and offer their daughters to him, only
too proud if he will accept them, and asking
no payment for them. The reverence
for authority must be very strong in a
Kaffir’s breast, if it can induce him to
forego any kind of payment whatever, especially
as that payment is in cattle. The
king has perhaps twenty or thirty large
kraals in different parts of the country,
and in each of them he has a considerable
number of wives, so that he is always at
home whenever he changes his residence
from one kraal to another. In fact, he
never knows, within fifty or so, how many
wives he has, nor would he know all his
wives by sight, and in consequence he is
obliged to keep a most jealous watch over
his household, lest a neglected wife should
escape and take a husband, who, although
a plebeian, would be her own choice. In
consequence of this feeling, none of the
inhabitants of the royal harem ever leave
their house without a strong guard at
hand, besides a number of spies, who
conceal themselves in unsuspected places,
and who would report to the king the
slightest indiscretion on the part of any
of his wives. It is not even safe for a
Kaffir to speak to one of these closely
guarded beauties, for, even if no guards are
openly in sight, a spy is sure to be concealed
at no great distance, and the consequence
of such an indiscretion would be,
that the woman would certainly lose her
life, and the man probably be a fellow sufferer.

That able and sanguinary chief Tchaka
formed an exception to the ordinary rule.
He would accept as many dark maidens as
might be offered to him, but he would not
raise one of them to the rank of wife. The
reason for this line of conduct was his horror
of seeing a successor to his throne. A
Kaffir of rank always seems to think that
he himself is exempt from the ordinary lot
of humanity, and will never speak of the
possibility of his own death, nor allow any
one else to do so. In a dependent, such a
piece of bad breeding would be looked upon
as an overt act of treachery, and the thoughtless
delinquent would instantly lose the
power of repeating the offence by forfeiting
his life. Even in an European, the offence
would be a very grave one, and would jar
gratingly on the feelings of all who heard
the ill-omened words. This disinclination
to speak of death sometimes shows itself very
curiously. On one occasion, an Englishman
went to pay a visit to Panda, after the contradiction
of a report of that monarch’s death.
After the preliminary greetings, he expressed
his pleasure at seeing the chief so well, especially
after the report of his death. The
word “death” seemed to strike the king and
all the court like an electric shock, and an
ominous silence reigned around. At last
Panda recovered himself, and, with a voice
that betrayed his emotion, said that such
subjects were never spoken of, and then
adroitly changed the conversation.

Now, the idea of a successor implies the
death of the present occupant of the throne,
and therefore Tchaka refused to marry any
wives, from whom his successor might be
born. More than that, if any of the inmates
of his harem showed signs that the population
was likely to be increased, they were
sure to be arrested on some trivial pretence,
dragged out of their homes, and summarily
executed. We may feel disposed to wonder
that such a heartless monster could by any
means have found any inmates of his
harem. But we must remember that of all
men a Kaffir chief is the most despotic,
having absolute power over any of his subjects,
and his orders being obeyed with an
instantaneous obedience, no matter how
revolting they might be. Parents would
kill their children and children their parents
at his command; and so strange a
hold has obedience to the king upon the
mind of a Kaffir, that men have been
known to thank him and utter his praises
while being beaten to death by his orders.

Therefore the parents of these ill-fated
girls had no option in the matter. If he
wanted them he would take them, probably
murdering their parents, and adding their
cattle to his own vast herds. By voluntarily
offering them they might possibly
gain his good graces, and there might be a
chance that they would escape the fate that
had befallen so many of their predecessors
in the royal favor. These strange effects
of despotism are by no means confined to
Southern Africa, but are found among more
civilized people than the Kaffirs. We all
remember the opening story of the “Arabian
Nights,” which furnishes the thread on
which all the stories are strung. How a
king found that his wife was unworthy of
her position, and how he immediately
rushed to the conclusion that such unworthiness
was not the fault of an individual,
but a quality inherent in the sex. How he
reduced his principle to practice by marrying
a new wife every evening, and cutting
off her head next morning, until his purpose
was arrested by the ingenious narrator
of the tales, who originated the practice
now prevalent in periodicals, namely, always
leaving off unexpectedly in an interesting
part of the story.

This extraordinary proceeding on the part
of an Oriental monarch is told with a perfect
absence of comment, and neither the
narrator nor the hearer displays any signs
that such a line of conduct was strange,
or even culpable. The subjects who were
called upon to supply such a succession
of wives certainly grumbled, but they continued
to supply them, and evidently had
no idea that their monarch’s orders could
be disobeyed.

The effect of polygamy among the wives
themselves is rather curious. In the first
place, they are accustomed to the idea, and
have never been led to expect that they
would bear sole rule in the house. Indeed,
none of them would entertain such an idea,
because the very fact that a man possessed
only one wife would derogate from his
dignity, and consequently from her own.
There is another reason for the institution
of polygamy, namely, the division of labor.
Like all savages, the Kaffir man never condescends
to perform manual labor, all real
work falling to the lot of the women. As
to any work that requires bodily exertion,
the Kaffir never dreams of undertaking it.
He would not even lift a basket of rice on
the head of his favorite wife, but would
sit on the ground and allow some woman
to do it. One of my friends, when rather
new to Kaffirland, happened to look into
a hut, and there saw a stalwart Kaffir sitting
and smoking his pipe, while the women
were hard at work in the sun, building
huts, carrying timber, and performing all
kinds of severe labor. Struck with a natural
indignation at such behavior, he told the
smoker to get up and work like a man.
This idea was too much even for the native
politeness of the Kaffir, who burst into a
laugh at so absurd a notion. “Women
work,” said he, “men sit in the house and
smoke.”

The whole cares of domestic life fall upon
the married woman. Beside doing all the
ordinary work of the house, including the
building of it, she has to prepare all the
food and keep the hungry men supplied.
She cannot go to a shop and buy bread.
She has to till the ground, to sow the grain,
to watch it, to reap it, to thrash it, to grind
it, and to bake it. Her husband may perhaps
condescend to bring home game that
he has killed, though he will not burden
himself longer than he can help. But the
cooking falls to the woman’s share, and she
has not only to stew the meat, but to make
the pots in which it is prepared. After a
hard day’s labor out of doors, she cannot go
home and rest, but is obliged to grind the
maize or millet, a work of very great labor,
on account of the primitive machinery
which is employed—simply one stone upon
another, the upper stone being rocked backward
and forward with a motion like that
of a chemist’s pestle. The Kaffirs never
keep flour ready ground, so that this heavy
task has to be performed regularly every
day. When she has ground the corn she
has either to bake it into cakes, or boil it
into porridge, and then has the gratification
of seeing the men eat it. She also has to
make the beer which is so popular among
the Kaffirs, but has very little chance of
drinking the product of her own industry.

It will be seen, therefore, that the work
of a Kaffir wife is about twice as hard as
that of an English farm laborer, and that
therefore she is rather glad than otherwise
when her husband takes another wife, who
may divide her labors. Moreover, the first
wife has always a sort of preëminence over
the others, and retains it unless she forfeits
the favor of her husband by some peculiarly
flagrant act, in which case she is deposed,
and another wife raised to the vacant
honor. When such an event takes place,
the husband selects any of his wives that he
happens to like best, without any regard for
seniority, and, as a natural consequence, the
youngest has the best chance of becoming
the chief wife, thus causing much jealousy
among them. Did all the wives live in the
same house with their husband, the bickerings
would be constant; but, according to
Kaffir law, each wife has her own hut, that
belonging to the principal wife being on the
right hand of the chief’s house.

Sometimes, however, jealousy will prevail,
in spite of these preventives, and has been
known to lead to fatal results. One case
of poisoning has already been mentioned
(page 51), and others occur more frequently
than is known. One such case was a rather
remarkable one. There had been two
wives, and a third was afterward added.
The other two wives felt themselves injured
by her presence, and for a year subjected
her to continual persecution. One day,
when the husband returned to his house, he
found her absent, and asked from the
others where she was. They replied that
they did not know, and that when they went
to fetch firewood, according to daily custom,
they had left her in the kraal. Dissatisfied
with the answer, he pressed them more
closely, and was then told that she had gone
off to her father’s house. At the first dawn
he set off to the father’s kraal, and found
that nothing had been heard of her. His
next step was to go to one of the witch
doctors, or prophets, and ask him what had
become of his favorite wife. The man answered
that the two elder wives had murdered
her. He set off homeward, but before
he reached his kraal, the dead body of the
murdered wife had been discovered by a
herd boy. The fact was, that she had gone
out with the other two wives in the morning
to fetch firewood, a quarrel had arisen,
and they had hanged her to a tree with the
bush-rope used in tying up the bundles of
wood.

As to minor assaults on a favorite wife,
they are common enough. She will be
beaten, or have her face scratched so as to
spoil her beauty, or the holes in her ears
will be torn violently open. The assailants
are sure to suffer in their own turn for their
conduct, their husband beating them most
cruelly with the first weapon that happens
to come to hand. But, in the mean time,
the work which they have done has been
effected, and they have at all events enjoyed
some moments of savage vengeance. Fights
often take place among the wives, but if the
husband hears the noise of the scuffle he
soon puts a stop to it, by seizing a stick,
and impartially belaboring each combatant.

The position of a first wife is really one
of some consequence. Although she has
been bought and paid for by her husband,
she is not looked upon as so utter an article
of merchandise as her successors. “When
a man takes his first wife,” says Mr.
Shooter, “all the cows he possesses are
regarded as her property. She uses the
milk for the support of her family, and,
after the birth of her first son, they are
called his cattle. Theoretically, the husband
can neither sell nor dispose of them
without his wife’s consent. If he wish to
take a second wife, and require any of these
cattle for the purpose, he must obtain her
concurrence.”

“When I asked a native how this was to
be procured, he said by flattery and coaxing,
or if that did not succeed, by bothering her
until she yielded, and told him not to do so
to-morrow, i. e. for the future. Sometimes
she becomes angry, and tells him to take all,
for they are not hers, but his. If she comply
with her husband’s polygamous desires, and
furnish cattle to purchase and indue a new
wife, she will be entitled to her services, and
will call her my wife. She will also be entitled
to the cattle received for a new wife’s
eldest daughter. The cattle assigned to the
second wife are subject to the same rules,
and so on, while fresh wives are taken. Any
wife may furnish the cattle necessary to add
a new member to the harem, and with the
same consequences as resulted to the first
wife; but it seems that the queen, as the first
is called, can claim the right of refusal.” It
will be seen from this account of the relative
stations of the different wives, that the
position of chief wife is one that would be
much prized, and we can therefore understand
that the elevation of a new comer to
that rank would necessarily create a strong
feeling of jealousy in the hearts of the
others.

In consequence of the plurality of wives,
the law of inheritance is most complicated.
Some persons may wonder that a law which
seems to belong especially to civilization
should be found among savage tribes like
the Kaffirs. But it must be remembered
that the Kaffir is essentially a man living
under authority, and that his logical turn of
intellect has caused him to frame a legal
code which is singularly minute in all its
details, and which enters not only into the
affairs of the nation, but into those of private
life. The law respecting the rank held by
the wives, and the control which they exercise
over property, is sufficiently minute to
give promise that there would also be a law
which regulated the share held in the property
of their respective children.

In order to understand the working of this
law, the reader must remember two facts
which have been mentioned: the one, that
the wives do not live in common, but that
each has her own house; and moreover, that
to each house a certain amount of cattle is
attached, in theory, if not in practice.
When the headman of a kraal dies, his property
is divided among his children by virtue
of a law, which, though unwritten, is
well known, and is as precise as any similar
law in England. If there should be an
eldest son, born in the house of the chief
wife, he succeeds at once to his father’s
property, and inherits his rank. There is a
very common Kaffir song, which, though not
at all filial, is characteristic. It begins by
saying, “My father has died, and I have all
his cattle,” and then proceeds to expatiate
on the joys of wealth. He does not necessarily
inherit all the cattle in the kraal, because
there may be sons belonging to other
houses; in such cases, the eldest son of each
house would be entitled to the cattle which
are recognized as the property of that house.
Still, he exercises a sort of paternal authority
over the whole, and will often succeed in
keeping all the family together instead of
giving to each son his share of the cattle,
and letting them separate in different directions.
Such a course of proceeding is the
best for all parties, as they possess a strength
when united, which they could not hope to
attain when separated.

It sometimes happens that the owner of
the kraal has no son, and in that case, the
property is claimed by his father, brother, or
nearest living relative,—always, if possible,
by a member of the same house as himself.
It sometimes happens that no male relation
can be found, and when such a failure takes
place, the property goes to the chief, as the
acknowledged father of the tribe. As to the
women, they very seldom inherit anything,
but go with the cattle to the different heirs,
and form part of their property. To this
general rule there are exceptional cases, but
they are very rare. It will be seen, therefore,
that every woman has some one who
acts as her father, whether her father be living
or not, and although the compulsory dependent
state of women is not conducive to
their dignity, it certainly protects them from
many evils. If, for example, a girl were left
an orphan, an event which is of very frequent
occurrence in countries where little
value is placed on human life, she would be
placed in a very unpleasant position, for
either she would find no husband at all, or
she would be fought over by poor and turbulent
men who wanted to obtain a wife
without paying for her. Kaffir law, however,
provides for this difficulty by making
the male relations heirs of the property, and,
consequently, protectors of the women; so
that as long as there is a single male relation
living, an orphan girl has a guardian. The
law even goes further, and contemplates a
case which sometimes exists, namely, that
all the male relatives are dead, or that they
cannot be identified. Such a case as this
may well occur in the course of a war, for
the enemy will sometimes swoop down on a
kraal, and if their plans be well laid, will kill
every male inhabitant. Even if all are not
killed, the survivors may be obliged to flee
for their lives, and thus it may often happen
that a young girl finds herself comparatively
alone in the world. In such a case, she
would go to another chief of her tribe, or
even to the king himself, and ask permission
to become one of his dependants, and
many instances have been known where
such refugees have been received into tribes
not their own.

When a girl is received as a dependant,
she is treated as a daughter, and if she
should happen to fall ill, her guardian would
offer sacrifices for her exactly as if she were
one of his own daughters. Should a suitor
present himself, he will have to treat with
the guardian exactly as if he were the father,
and to him will be paid the cattle that are
demanded at the wedding. Mr. Fynn mentions
that the women are very tenacious
about their relatives, and that in many cases
when they could not identify their real relations,
they have made arrangements with
strangers to declare relationship with them.
It is possible that this feeling arises from the
notion that a husband would have more
respect for a wife who had relations than for
one who had none.

As an example of the curious minuteness
with which the Kaffir law goes into the details
of domestic polity, it may be mentioned
that if a female dependant be married, and
should afterward be fortunate enough to
discover her real relatives, they may claim
the cattle paid for her by the husband. But
they must give one of the cows to her protector
as payment for her maintenance, and
the trouble taken in marrying her. Moreover,
if any cattle have been sacrificed on
her behalf, these must be restored, together
with any others that may have been slaughtered
at the marriage-feast. The fact that
she is paid for by her husband conveys no
idea of degradation to a Kaffir woman. On
the contrary, she looks upon the fact as a
proof of her own worth, and the more cattle
are paid for her, the prouder she becomes.
Neither would the husband like to take a
wife without paying the proper sum for her,
because in the first place it would be a tacit
assertion that the wife was worthless, and
in the second, it would be an admission
that he could not afford to pay the usual
price. Moreover, the delivery of the cattle,
on the one side, and the delivery of the
girl on the other, are considered as constituting
the validity of the marriage contract,
and are looked upon in much the
same light as the giving of a ring by
the husband and the giving away of the bride
by her father in our own marriage ceremonies.

What that price may be is exceedingly
variable, and depends much on the beauty
and qualifications of the bride, and the rank
of her father. The ordinary price of an
unmarried girl is eight or ten cows, while
twelve or fifteen are not unfrequently paid,
and in some cases the husband has been
obliged to give as many as fifty before the
father would part with his daughter. Payment
ought to be made beforehand by
rights, and the man cannot demand his wife
until the cattle have been transferred. This
rule is, however, frequently relaxed, and the
marriage is allowed when a certain instalment
has been paid, together with a guarantee
that the remainder shall be forthcoming
within a reasonable time. All preliminaries
having been settled, the next business is for
the intending bridegroom to present himself
to his future wife. Then, although a certain
sum is demanded for a girl, and must
be paid before she becomes a wife, it does
not follow that she exercises no choice whatever
in accepting or rejecting a suitor, as
may be seen from the following passages
taken from Mr. Shooter’s valuable work on
Kaffirland:—

“When a husband has been selected for a
girl, she may be delivered to him without
any previous notice, and Mr. Fynn acknowledges
that in some cases this is done. But
usually, he says, she is informed of her
parent’s intention a month or some longer
time beforehand, in order, I imagine, that
she may, if possible, be persuaded to think
favorably of the man. Barbarians as they
are, the Kaffirs are aware that it is better to
reason with a woman than to beat her; and
I am inclined to think that moral means are
usually employed to induce a girl to adopt
her parent’s choice, before physical arguments
are resorted to. Sometimes very
elaborate efforts are made, as I have been
told, to produce this result. The first step
is to speak well of the man in her presence;
the kraal conspire to praise him—her sisters
praise him—all the admirers of his
cattle praise him—he was never so praised
before. Unless she is very resolute, the girl
may now perhaps be prevailed on to see
him, and a messenger is despatched to
communicate the hopeful fact, and summon
him to the kraal. Without loss of
time he prepares to show himself to the
best advantage; he goes down to the river,
and having carefully washed his dark person,
comes up again dripping and shining
like a dusky Triton; but the sun soon dries
his skin, and now he shines again with
grease.

“His dancing attire is put on, a vessel of
water serving for a mirror; and thus clothed
in his best, and carrying shield and assagai,
he sets forth, with beating heart and gallant
step, to do battle with the scornful belle.
Having reached the kraal he is received
with a hearty welcome, and squatting down
in the family ‘circle’ (which is here something
more than a figure of speech), he
awaits the lady’s appearance. Presently
she comes, and sitting down near the door
stares at him in silence. Then having surveyed
him sufficiently in his present attitude,
she desires him through her brother (for she
will not speak to him) to stand up and exhibit
his proportions. The modest man is
embarrassed; but the mother encourages
him, and while the young ones laugh and
jeer, he rises before the damsel. She now
scrutinizes him in this position, and having
balanced the merits and defects of a front
view, desires him (through the same medium
as before) to turn round and favor her with
a different aspect. (See page 97.) At length
he receives permission to squat again,
when she retires as mute as she came.
The family troop rush after her impatient
to learn her decision; but she declines to
be hasty—she has not seen him walk, and
perhaps he limps. So, next morning, the
unfortunate man appears in the cattle fold,
to exhibit his paces before a larger assembly.
A volley of praises is showered upon him
by the interested spectators; and perhaps
the girl has come to think as they think,
and signifies her approval. In this case,
arrangements are made for the betrothal.”

This amusing ceremony has two meanings—the
first, that the contract of marriage
is a voluntary act on both sides; and
the second, that the intending bridegroom
has as yet no authority over her. This last
point seems to be thought of some importance,
as it is again brought forward when
the marriage ceremony takes place. That
the girl has no choice in a husband is evidently
not true. There are, of course, instances
in Kaffirland, as well as in more
civilized countries, where the parents have
set their hearts on a particular alliance, and
have disregarded the aversion of their
daughters, forcing her by hard words and
other cruelties to consent to the match.
But, as a general rule, although a girl must
be bought with a certain number of cows, it
does not at all follow that every one with the
requisite means may buy her.

A rather amusing proof to the contrary is
related by one of our clergy who resided for
a long time among the Kaffir tribes. There
was one “boy,” long past the prime of life,
who had distinguished himself in war, and
procured a fair number of cows, and yet
could not be ranked as a “man,” because he
was not married. The fact was, he was so
very ugly that he could not find any of the
dusky beauties who would accept him, and
so he had to remain a bachelor in spite of
himself. At last the king took compassion
on him, and authorized him to assume the
head-ring, and take brevet rank among the
men, or “ama-doda,” just as among ourselves
an elderly maiden lady is addressed
by courtesy as if she had been married.
Sometimes a suitor’s heart misgives him,
and he fears that, in spite of his wealth and
the costly ornaments with which he adorns
his dark person, the lady may not be propitious.
In this case he generally goes to a
witch doctor and purchases a charm, which
he hopes will cause her to relent. The
charm is sometimes a root, or a piece of
wood, bone, metal, or horn, worn about the
person, but it most usually takes the form of
a powder. This magic powder is given to
some trusty friend, who mixes it surreptitiously
in the girl’s food, sprinkles it on her
dress, or deposits it in her snuff box, and
shakes it up with the legitimate contents.

Not unfrequently, when a suitor is very
much disliked, and has not the good sense
to withdraw his claims, the girl takes the
matter into her own hands by running
away, often to another tribe. There is
always a great excitement in these cases,
and the truant is hunted by all her relations.
One of these flights took place when a girl
had been promised to the ill-favored bachelor
who has just been mentioned. He
offered a chief a considerable number of
cattle for one of his wards, and paid the
sum in advance, hoping so to clench the
bargain. But when the damsel found who
her husband was to be, she flatly refused to
marry so ugly a man. Neither cajolements,
threats, nor actual violence had any effect,
and at last she was tied up with ropes and
handed over to her purchaser. He took her
to his home, but in a few hours she contrived
to make her escape, and fled for refuge
to the kraal of a neighboring chief,
where it is to be hoped she found a husband
more to her taste. Her former possessor
declined to demand her back again, inasmuch
as she had been paid for and delivered
honorably, and on the same grounds he declined
to return the price paid for her. So
the unfortunate suitor lost not only his
cattle but his wife.

This man was heartily ashamed of his
bachelor condition, and always concealed it
as much as he could. One day, an Englishman
who did not know his history asked
him how many wives he had; and, although
he knew that the falsehood of his answer
must soon be detected, he had not moral
courage to say that he was a bachelor, and
named a considerable number of imaginary
wives.

Now that the English have established
themselves in Southern Africa, it is not at
all an unusual circumstance for a persecuted
girl to take refuge among them, though
in many instances she has to be given up to
her relations when they come to search for
her.

Sometimes the young damsel not only
exercises the right of refusal, but contrives
to choose a husband for herself. In one
such instance a man had fallen into poverty,
and been forced to become a dependant.
He had two unmarried daughters,
and his chief proposed to buy them. The
sum which he offered was so small that the
father would not accept it, and there was in
consequence a violent quarrel between the
chief and himself. Moreover, the girls
themselves had not the least inclination to
become wives of the chief, who already had
plenty, and they refused to be purchased,
just as their father refused to accept so niggardly
a sum for them. The chief was very
angry, went off to Panda, and contrived to
extort an order from the king that the girls
should become the property of the chief at
the price which he had fixed. The girls
were therefore taken to the kraal, but they
would not go into any of the huts, and sat
on the ground, much to the annoyance of
their new owner, who at last had them carried
into a hut by main force. One of the
girls, named Uzinto, contrived ingeniously
to slip unperceived from the hut at dead of
night, and escaped from the kraal by creeping
through the fence, lest the dogs should
be alarmed if she tried to open the door.
In spite of the dangers of night-travelling,
she pushed on toward Natal as fast as she
could, having nothing with her but the
sleeping mat which a Kaffir uses instead of
a bed, and which can be rolled up into a cylinder
and slung over the shoulders. On her
way she met with two adventures, both of
which nearly frustrated her plan. At the
dawn of the day on which she escaped, she
met a party of men, who saw tears in her
face, and taxed her with being a fugitive.
However, she was so ready with the answer
that she had been taking snuff (the Kaffir
snuff always makes the eyes water profusely),
that they allowed her to proceed on
her journey.

The next was a more serious adventure.
Having come to the territories of the Amakoba
tribe, she went into a kraal for shelter
at night, and the inhabitants, who knew
the quarrel between her father and the
chief, first fed her hospitably, and then tied
her hand and foot, and sent off a messenger
to the chief from whom she had escaped.
She contrived, however, to get out of the
kraal, but was captured again by the women.
She was so violent with them, and
her conduct altogether so strange, that they
were afraid of her, and let her go her own
way. From that time she avoided all dwellings,
and only travelled through the bush,
succeeding in fording the Tugela river at
the end of the fourth day, thus being out of
Panda’s power. Her reason for undertaking
this long and perilous journey was twofold;
first, that she might escape from a
husband whom she did not like, and secondly,
that she might obtain a husband
whom she did. For in the Natal district
was living a young man with whom she had
carried on some love-passages, and who,
like herself, was a fugitive from his own
land. After some difficulty, she was received
as a dependant of a chief, and was
straightway asked in marriage by two young
men. She would have nothing to say to
them, but contrived to find out her former
lover. Then followed an absurd series of
scenes, too long to be narrated in detail.

First the young man was rather cool
toward her, and so she went off in a huff,
and would not speak to him. Then he went
after her, but was only repulsed for his
pains. Then they met while the chief’s
corn was being planted, and made up the
quarrel, but were espied by the chief, and
both soundly beaten for idling instead of
working. Then he fell ill, and she went to
see him, but would not speak a word. Then
he got well, and they had another quarrel,
which was unexpectedly terminated by
Uzinto insisting on being married. The
young man objected that he did not know
how many cows the chief would want for
her, and that he had not enough to pay for
a wife. She was equal to the occasion, however,
fixed her own value at ten cows, and
ordered him to work hard until he had
earned them. Meanwhile her protector
had made up his mind to take her for his
own wife, thinking it a good opportunity to
gain another wife without paying for her.
Uzinto, however, had not gone through so
much to lose the husband on whom she had
set her heart, and she went to the young
man’s kraal, appeared before the headman,
and demanded to be instantly betrothed.
He naturally feared the anger of the chief,
and sent her back again to his kraal, where,
with tears, sulking fits, anger fits, and
threats of suicide, she worried all the
inmates so completely, that they yielded the
point for the sake of peace and quietness,
accepted four cows from the lover as an
instalment of the required ten, and so married
her to him at last.

There is another instance, where a girl
fell ardently in love with a young Kaffir
chief, as he was displaying his agility in a
dance. He did not even know her, and was
rather surprised when she presented herself
at his kraal, and avowed the state of
her affections. He, however, did not return
them, and as the girl refused to leave his
kraal, he was obliged to send for her
brother, who removed her by force. She
soon made her way back again, and this
time was severely beaten for her pertinacity.
The stripes had no effect upon her;
and in less than a week she again presented
herself. Finding that his sister was so determined,
the brother suggested that the
too-fascinating chief had better marry the
girl, and so end the dispute; and the result
was that at last the lady gained her point,
the needful cows were duly paid to the
brother, and the marriage took place.

Even after marriage, there are many
instances where the wife has happened to
possess an intellect far superior to that of
her husband, and where she has gained a
thorough ascendancy over him, guiding
him in all his transactions, whether of
peace or war. And it is only just to say
that in these rare instances of feminine
supremacy, the husband has submitted to
his wife’s guidance through a conviction
that it was exercised judiciously, and not
through any weakness of character on his
own part, or ill-temper on hers.




CHAPTER X.
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When the marriage-day is fixed, a ceremonial
takes place, differing in detail according
to the wealth of the parties, but similar
in all the principal points. The bride,
decked in all the beads and other finery that
she can muster, proceeds in a grand procession
to the kraal of her future husband.
Her head is shaved with an assagai before
she starts, the little tuft of hair on the
top of her bare pate is rubbed with red
paint, and dressed with various appliances,
until it stands on end, and the odd little tuft
looks as much as possible like a red shaving
brush, with very short, diverging bristles.
She is escorted by all her young friends, and
is accompanied by her mother and many
other married women of the tribe, all bedizened
to the utmost. Her male relatives
and friends make a point of joining the procession,
also dressed in their best, but each
bearing his shield and a bundle of assagais,
so as to guard the bride against enemies.
She then seats herself, surrounded by her
companions, outside the kraal.

About this period of the ceremony there
is generally a considerable amount of by-play
respecting certain oxen, which have to
be given by the bridegroom and the father
of the bride. The former is called the
“Ukutu” ox, which is given to the mother
of the bride by the bridegroom. The word
“Ukutu” literally signifies the leathern
thongs which are hung about the bodies of
children by way of charms, and the present
of the ox to the mother is made in order to
reimburse her for the expenditure in thongs
during her daughter’s childhood. The
mother does not keep the ox, but slaughters
it and dresses it for the marriage feast, and
by the time that the wedding has been fairly
begun, the Ukutu ox is ready for the guests.

Another ox, called by the curious name of
“Umquoliswa,” is given by the bridegroom
to the girl’s father, and about this there
is much ceremony, as is narrated by Mr.
Shooter. “The day having considerably advanced,
the male friends of the bride go to
the bridegroom’s kraal to claim the ox called
Umquoliswa. In a case which I witnessed,
they proceeded in a long file, with a step difficult
to describe, being a sort of slow and
measured stamping, an imitation of their
dancing movement. Wearing the dress and
ornaments previously mentioned as appropriated
to occasions of festivity, they brandished
shields and sticks, the usual accompaniment
of a wedding dance; while their
tongues were occupied with a monotonous
and unsentimental chant—




“‘Give us the Umquoliswa,


We desire the Umquoliswa.’
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“In this way they entered the kraal, and,
turning to the right, reached the principal
hut. The father of the girl now called upon
the bridegroom, who was inside, to come
forth and give them the Umquoliswa. The
latter replied that he had no ox to present
to them. He was then assured that the
bride would be taken home; but he remained
invisible until other members of
the party had required him to appear.
Having left the house, he hurried to the
gateway, and attempted to pass it. His
exit, however, was barred by a company of
women already in possession of the entrance,
while a smile on his face showed
that his efforts to escape were merely formal,
and that he was going through an
amusing ceremony. The Umquoliswa was
now fetched from the herd, and given to the
bride’s party, who were bivouacking under
the lee of a clump of bush. Her sisters
affected to despise it as a paltry thing, and
bade the owner produce a better. He told
them that it was the largest and the fattest
that he could procure; but they were not
satisfied—they would not eat it. Presently,
the father put an end to their noisy by-play,
and accepted the beast. The bride then ran
toward the kraal, and after a while the
dances commenced.”

The dances are carried on with the violent,
and almost furious energy that seems
to take possession of a Kaffir’s soul when
engaged in the dance, the arms flourishing
sticks, shields, and spears, while the legs are
performing marvellous feats of activity.
First, the bridegroom and his companions
seat themselves in the cattle pen, and refresh
themselves copiously with beer, while
the party of the bride dances before him.
The process is then reversed, the bride sitting
down, and her husband’s party dancing
before her. Songs on both sides accompany
the dance.

The girl is addressed by the matrons
belonging to the bridegroom’s party, who
depreciate her as much as possible, telling
her that her husband has given too many
cows for her, that she will never be able to
do a married woman’s work, that she is
rather plain than otherwise, and that her
marriage to the bridegroom is a wonderful
instance of condescension on his part. This
cheerful address is intended to prevent her
from being too much elated by her translation
from the comparative nonentity of
girlhood to the honorable post of a Zulu
matron.

Perfect equity, however, reigns; and
when the bride’s party begin to dance and
sing, they make the most of their opportunity.
Addressing the parents, they congratulate
them on the possession of such a
daughter, but rather condole with them on
the very inadequate number of cows which
the bridegroom has paid. They tell the
bride that she is the most lovely girl in
the tribe, that her conduct has been absolute
perfection, that the husband is quite
unworthy of her, and ought to be ashamed
of himself for making such a hard bargain
with her father. Of course neither party
believes a word that is said, but everything
in Kaffirland must be conducted with the
strictest etiquette.

After each dance, the leader—usually
the father—addresses a speech to the contracted
couple; and, if the bridegroom be
taking a wife for the first time, the quantity
of good advice that is heaped upon him by
the more experienced would be very useful
if he were likely to pay any attention to it.
He is told that, being a bachelor, he cannot
know how to manage a wife, and is advised
not to make too frequent use of the stick,
by way of gaining obedience. Men, he is
told, can manage any number of wives
without using personal violence; but boys
are apt to be too hasty with their hands.
The husband of Uzinto, whose adventures
have already been related, made a curious
stipulation when thus addressed, and promised
not to beat her if she did not beat him.
Considering the exceedingly energetic character
of the girl, this was rather a wise
condition to make.

All these preliminaries being settled, the
bridegroom seats himself on the ground
while the bride dances before him. While
so doing, she takes the opportunity of calling
him by opprobrious epithets, kicks dust
in his face, disarranges his elegant headdress,
and takes similar liberties by way of
letting him know that he is not her master
yet. After she is married she will take no
such liberties.

Then another ox comes on the scene, the
last, and most important of all. This is
called the Ox of the Girl, and has to be presented
by the bridegroom.

It must here be mentioned that, although
the bridegroom seems to be taxed rather
heavily for the privilege of possessing a wife,
the tax is more apparent than real. In the
first place, he considers that all these oxen
form part of the price which he pays for the
wife in question, and looks upon them much
in the same light that householders regard
the various taxes that the occupier of a
house has to pay—namely, a recognized
addition to the sum demanded for the property.
The Kaffir husband considers his
wife as much a portion of his property as
his spear or his kaross, and will sometimes
state the point very plainly.

When a missionary was trying to remonstrate
with a Kaffir for throwing all the
hard work upon his wife and doing nothing
at all himself, he answered that she was
nothing more or less than his ox, bought
and paid for, and must expect to be worked
accordingly. His interlocutor endeavored
to strengthen his position by mentioning
the manner in which Europeans treated
their wives, but met with little success
in his argument. The Kaffir’s reply was
simple enough, and perfectly unanswerable.
“White men do not buy their wives, and
the two cases are not parallel.” In fact,
a Kaffir husband’s idea of a wife does not
differ very far from that of Petruchio,
although the latter did happen to be an
European—




“I will be master of what is mine own;


She is my goods, my chattels, she is my house,


My household stuff, my field, my barn,


My horse, my ox, my ass, my anything.”











And the Kaffir wife’s idea of a husband is
practically that of the tamed Katherine—




“Thy husband is thy lord, thy keeper,


Thy head, thy sovereign”—











though she could by no manner of means
finish the speech with truth, and say that
he labors for her while she abides at home
at ease, and asks no other tribute but obedience
and love. The former portion of
that tribute is exacted; the latter is not
so rare as the circumstances seem to denote.

The sums which a Kaffir pays for his
wife he considers as property invested by
himself, and expected to return a good
interest in the long run, and, as has already
been mentioned, there are often circumstances
under which he takes credit for the
amount, and expects to be repaid. So,
although a bridegroom is obliged to part
with certain cattle on the occasion of his
wedding, he keeps a very accurate mental
account of them, and is sure to repay himself
in one way or another.

After the Ox of the Girl has been furnished,
it is solemnly slaughtered, and this
constitutes the binding portion of the marriage.
Up to that time the father or owner
of the girl might take her back again, of
course returning the cattle that had been
paid for her, as well as those which had
been presented and slaughtered. Our heroine,
Uzinto, afforded an example of this
kind. The bridegroom had a natural antipathy
to the chief, who had tried to marry
the lady by force, and showed his feelings
by sending the very smallest and thinnest
ox that could be found. The chief remonstrated
at this insult, and wanted to annul
the whole transaction. In this he might
have succeeded, but for a curious coincidence.
The father of the bride had
finally quarrelled with his chief, and had
been forced to follow the example of his
daughter and her intended husband, and
to take refuge in Natal. Just at the wedding
he unexpectedly made his appearance,
and found himself suddenly on the way to
wealth. His daughter was actually being
married to a man who had engaged to pay
ten cows for her. So he did not trouble
himself in the least about the size of the
ox that was to be slaughtered, but accepted
the animal, and accordingly became owner
of the cows in question, minus those which
had to be paid as honorary gifts to the disappointed
chief and the successful lover.

After the ceremonies are over, the husband
takes his wife home, the character
of that home being dependent on his rank
and wealth. But when the couple have
fairly taken up their abode, the father or
previous owner of the wife always sends
one ox to her husband. This ox is called
the Ox of the Surplus, and represents several
ideas. In the first place it is supposed
to imply that the girl’s value very far exceeds
that of any number of oxen which
can be given for her, and is intended to
let the bridegroom know that he is not
to think too much of himself. Next, it
is an admission on the father’s side that he
is satisfied with the transaction, and that
when he dies he will not avenge himself
by haunting his daughter’s household, and
so causing the husband to be disappointed
in his wishes for a large family of
boys and girls, the first to be warriors
and extend the power of his house, and
the second to be sold for many cows
and increase his wealth. So curiously
elaborate are the customs of the Kaffirs,
that when this Ox of the Surplus enters
the kraal of the husband it is called by
another name, and is then entitled “The
Ox that opens the Cattle-fold.” The theory
of this name is, that the husband has paid
for his wife all his oxen, and that in consequence
the cattle-fold is empty. But the
ox that she brings with her reopens the
gate of the fold, and is looked upon as an
earnest of the herds that are to be purchased
with the daughters which she may
have in the course of her married life.
These curious customs strongly remind us
of the old adage respecting the counting of
chickens before they are hatched, but the
Kaffir seems to perform that premature
calculation in more ways than one.

The reader will understand that these
minute and complicated ceremonies are not
always observed in precisely the same
manner. In many cases, especially when
the Kaffirs have lived for any length of
time under the protection of white men,
there is very little, if any ceremony; the
chief rites being the arrangement with
the girl’s owner or father, the delivery of
the cattle, and the transfer of the purchased
girl to the kraal of her husband. Moreover,
it is very difficult for white men to be
present at Kaffir ceremonies, and in many
cases the Kaffirs will pretend that there is
no ceremony at all, in order to put their
interrogators off the track. The foregoing
account is, however, a tolerably full description
of the ceremonies that are, or have
been, practised by the great Zulu tribe.

A marriage thus made is considered quite
as binding as any ceremony among ourselves,
and the Kaffir may not put away his
wife except for causes that are considered
valid by the councillors of the tribe. Infidelity
is, of course, punished by instant
dismissal of the unfaithful wife, if not by
her death, the latter fate invariably befalling
the erring wife of a chief. As for the
other culprit, the aggrieved husband has
him at his mercy, and sometimes puts him
to death, but sometimes commutes that
punishment for a heavy fine. Constant and
systematic disobedience is also accepted as
a valid cause of divorce, and so is incorrigible
idleness. The process of reasoning
is, that the husband has bought the woman
in order to perform certain tasks for him.
If she refuses to perform them through
disobedience, or omits to perform them
through idleness, it is clear that he has paid
his money for a worthless article, and is
therefore entitled to return her on the
hands of the vendor, and to receive back
a fair proportion of the sum which he has
paid. Sometimes she thinks herself ill
treated, and betakes herself to the kraal
of her father. In this case, the father can
keep her by paying back the cattle which
he has received for her; and if there should
be any children, the husband retains them
as hostages until the cattle have been delivered.
He then transfers them to the
mother, to whom they rightly belong.

Another valid cause of divorce is the
misfortune of a wife being childless. The
husband expects that she shall be a fruitful
wife, and that his children will add to
his power and wealth; and if she does not
fulfil this expectation, he is entitled to a
divorce. Generally, he sends the wife to
the kraal of her father, who propitiates the
spirits of her ancestors by the sacrifice of
an ox, and begs them to remove the cause
of divorce. She then goes back to her husband,
but if she should still continue childless,
she is sent back to her father, who is
bound to return the cattle which he has
received for her. Sometimes, however, a
modification of this system is employed,
and the father gives, in addition to the
wife, one of her unmarried sisters, who,
it is hoped, may better fulfil the wishes of
the husband. The father would rather follow
this plan than consent to a divorce,
because he then retains the cattle, and to
give up a single ox causes pangs of sorrow
in a Kaffir’s breast. Should the sister become
a fruitful wife, one or two of the children
are transferred to the former wife,
and ever afterward considered as belonging
to her house.

All these details remind the observer of
similar details in the Mosaic law of marriage,
and, in point of fact, the social condition
of the Kaffir of the present day is
not very different from that of the Israelite
when the Law was first promulgated
through the great legislator. Many
of the customs are identical, and in others
there is a similitude that is almost startling.
But, as far as the facility of divorce goes,
the Kaffir certainly seems to look upon
marriage, even though he may have an
unlimited number of wives, with more
reverence than did the ancient Israelite,
and he would not think of divorcing a wife
through a mere caprice of the moment,
as was sanctioned by the traditions of the
Jews, though not by their divinely given
law.

Still, though he does not, as a general
rule, think himself justified in such arbitrary
divorces, he considers himself gifted
with an irresponsible authority over his
wives, even to the power of life and death.
If, for example, a husband in a fit of passion
were to kill his wife—a circumstance that
has frequently occurred—no one has any
business to interfere in the matter, for, according
to his view of the case, she is his
property, bought, and paid for, and he has
just as much right to kill her as if she were
one of his goats or oxen. Her father cannot
proceed against the murderer, for he
has no further right in his daughter, having
sold her and received the stipulated
price. The man has, in fact, destroyed
valuable property of his own—property
which might be sold for cows, and which
was expected to work for him, and produce
offspring exchangeable for cows. It is
thought, therefore, that if he chooses to
inflict upon himself so severe a loss, no
one has any more right to interfere with
him than if he were to kill a number of
oxen in a fit of passion. Sometimes, however,
the chief has been known to take
such a matter in hand, and to fine the delinquent
in a cow or two for destroying a
valuable piece of property, which, though
his own, formed a unit in the strength of
the tribe, and over which he, as the acknowledged
father of the tribe, had a jurisdiction.
But, even in such rare instances,
his interference, although it would be made
ostensibly for the sake of justice, would in
reality be an easy mode of adding to his
own wealth by confiscating the cattle which
he demanded as a fine from the culprit.

Between married persons and their relatives
a very singular code of etiquette prevails.
In the first place, a man is not
allowed to marry any one to whom he is
related by blood. He may marry two or
more sisters, provided that they come from
a different family from his own, but he may
not take a wife who descended from his own
immediate ancestors. But, like the ancient
Hebrews, a man may not only marry the
wife of a deceased brother, but considers
himself bound to do so in justice to the
woman, and to the children of his brother,
who then become to all intents and purposes
his own.

The peculiar etiquette which has been
mentioned lies in the social conduct of
those who are related to each other by marriage
and not by blood. After a man is
married, he may not speak familiarly to his
wife’s mother, nor even look upon her face,
and this curious custom is called “being
ashamed of the mother-in-law.” If he
wishes to speak to her, he must retire to
some distance, and carry on his communication
by shouting: which, as has been truly
said, is certainly no hardship to a Kaffir.
Or, if the communication be of a nature that
others ought not to hear, the etiquette is
thought to be sufficiently observed provided
that the two parties stand at either side of a
fence over which they cannot see.

If, as is often the case, the man
and his mother-in-law happen to
meet in one of the narrow paths
that lead from the kraal to the
gardens and cultivated fields, they
must always pretend not to see
each other. The woman generally
looks out for a convenient
bush, and crouches behind it,
while the man carefully holds his
shield to his face. So far is this
peculiar etiquette carried that
neither the man nor his mother-in-law
is allowed to mention the
name of the other. This prohibition
must in all places be exceedingly
awkward, but it is more
so in Kaffirland, where the name
which is given to each individual
is sure to denote some mental or
physical attribute, or to be the
name of some natural object
which is accepted as the embodiment
of that attribute.

Supposing, then, that the name
of the man signified a house, and that the
name of his mother-in-law signified a cow,
it is evident that each must be rather embarrassed
in ordinary conversation. Persons
thus situated always substitute some
other word for that which they are forbidden
to pronounce, and that substitution is
always accepted by the friends. Curiously
circumlocutory terms are thus invented, and
very much resemble the euphemisms which
prevail both in Northern America and
Northern Europe. In such a case as has
been mentioned, the man might always
speak of a cow as the “horned one,” and
the woman would use the word “dwelling”
or “habitation” instead of “house.”

OEBPS/text/00009.jpg





OEBPS/text/00004.jpg





OEBPS/text/00003.jpg





OEBPS/text/00008.jpg





OEBPS/text/00016.jpg





OEBPS/text/00019.jpg
!

'|‘|“'\\;{\V1
]






OEBPS/text/00013.jpg





OEBPS/text/00017.jpg





OEBPS/text/00002.png





OEBPS/text/00028.jpg





OEBPS/text/00023.jpg





OEBPS/text/00026.jpg





OEBPS/text/00020.jpg





OEBPS/text/00022.jpg





OEBPS/text/00027.jpg





OEBPS/text/00024.jpg





OEBPS/text/00014.jpg





OEBPS/text/00005.jpg
=%

et





OEBPS/text/00025.jpg





OEBPS/text/00006.jpg





OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
The uncivilized races
of men in all countries
of the world; vol. 1 of 2





OEBPS/text/00021.jpg





OEBPS/text/00010.jpg





OEBPS/text/00018.jpg





OEBPS/text/00015.jpg
W\ )
h S
vnllllllll(""lw‘” N

-,






OEBPS/text/00012.jpg





OEBPS/text/00011.jpg





OEBPS/text/00007.jpg





