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CHAPTER I.




BREAKFAST INTERRUPTED—CHASING A BIG TUSKER.
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We were just going inside the tent, Harry, Jack, and I,
to eat our frugal breakfast, when we saw one of our natives
coming at a rapid run.  He waved his hand as he approached,
and shouted:



"Tembo, Bwana!"



Rendered into English, this means, "Elephants, master!"
and the announcement of elephants put the thought of
breakfast out of our heads.



The man came to a halt in front of us, and explained, in
a mixture of English, Cape Dutch, and two or three native
languages, that he had discovered a troop of elephants a little
more than a mile from our camp.  There were ten or twelve
of them, he thought, and among them were at least three or
four large tuskers.



"All right," said I.  "Let's go to breakfast, boys, and
then go after the elephants.  They'll keep, and the breakfast
won't, nor will we keep, either, without it."



So we went to the tent and speedily made way with what
the cook had prepared.  It was a modest repast, consisting
of coffee, with plenty of sugar and no milk, and some steaks
of hartbeest broiled over the coals of a thorn-bush fire.  For
bread we had what the English colonist calls damper—dough
made of flour and water, and baked in a Dutch oven.  Very
good bread can be made in this way, but not by the ordinary
Hottentot cook, such as one engages for an African
hunting-expedition.



We disposed of our breakfast with a rapidity that would
have done honor to a railway-station where the train halts
ten minutes for refreshments.  In considerably less than ten
minutes we had finished breakfast and were getting our rifles
ready for business.



We took our heaviest rifles, as the game was of a kind to
require a liberal amount of lead to bring it down.  My
elephant-gun carried six bullets to the pound; it was a
breech-loader of the Remington pattern, and of a weight
proportioned to its caliber.  A trusty negro boy carried it for me,
and his instructions were to keep close at my heels wherever
I went, whenever we were out on a hunting-expedition.



Jack and Harry had a similar equipment, except that
their rifles carried eight bullets to the pound, and
consequently had a little less penetrating power than my own.
Each of us had a supply of explosive bullets, in addition to
the solid ones, and in the course of this narrative the reader
will learn how these explosive bullets were used.



When a party goes out on a hunting-expedition there is
always a risk that somebody will shoot somebody else;
elephant and buffalo hunting is nearly always conducted among
trees or bushes, very rarely in open ground, and where parties
are within gunshot of one another it is impossible always to
avoid accidents, even with the greatest care.  For this reason
it was our custom to scatter about a good deal, first
ascertaining the position of the game, and the direction in which
it would be likely to run when disturbed.



Mirogo, my native tracker, who had discovered the troop
of elephants, said they were in a little piece of forest
adjoining a swamp on the banks of the Luranga River.  As he
described the forest we made out that it was not more than
forty or fifty acres in extent, while the swamp was much
larger.  After some discussion it was arranged that Harry
should make a circuitous course to the farther side of the
forest, Jack was to remain on the hither side, while Frank
(that is my name) would penetrate the wooded ground and
literally stir up the animals, getting the most effective shot
that he could while so doing.



It was necessary to be very careful about giving the elephants
our wind; if they once got scent of us they would be
off in a hurry.  Fortune favored us in this respect, as the
wind blew directly across the forest toward the point where
we reached it.  Consequently the animals were not likely to
scent us, provided neither Harry nor Jack proceeded too far
along their respective sides of the lair of the elephants.



I sat down and waited while Harry and Jack were reaching
their positions, and during my waiting spell I listened
intently for a sound of the animals.  Now and then the
breeze brought to my ears the crashing of the limbs and
trees, and the low trumpetings of the elephants as they
called to one another while taking their morning feed.  It
was evident they had not been alarmed and were totally
unaware of the danger that threatened them.



When I had allowed a sufficient time, as I thought, for
my friends to reach their stations, I proceeded cautiously
into the forest, preceded by Mirogo, the tracker, and closely
followed by Kalil, my gun-bearer.



We advanced in the direction of the sound of the crashing
of limbs, keeping carefully up the wind; and when within
two or three hundred yards, as nearly as I could judge, of
the elephants, I took possession of my gun and cartridge-belt,
and told Kalil to stand by with more cartridges ready
to give me in case I needed them.



The ground was difficult to march over, as it was covered
with creeping vines that every moment threatened to trip
me up, and would most certainly do so in case I were
trying to run from an enraged elephant.  The elephant can
crash through these creepers and undergrowth with the
greatest ease; at all events, they do not seem to impede him
in the least when he is pursuing the man who has fired at
him and failed to bring him down.  Should the man fall
under such circumstances his life is not worth the value of a
pin; he is trampled out of all semblance to humanity, and
sometimes the infuriated beast will stand over him for an
hour or more, long after life is extinct, trumpeting and
bellowing, and renewing his assaults upon the shapeless
remains of his adversary.



Lest the reader might suppose that this statement is a
flight of fancy let me tell what happened to my friend M——,
only a few months before the time of which I am writing.
M—— and I were hunting on one of the tributaries of the
Zambesi, and had bagged a goodly quantity of large game.
I was one ahead of M—— on the score of elephants, and the
time was approaching for us to break camp and return to
the Boer country, whence we had started on our expedition.



One morning two elephants were reported not very far
from our camp, and I suggested to M—— that he had better
go out and shoot one in order to bring his account even
with mine, and I added, jocularly, "If you can shoot them
both I'll divide with you and keep our scores just equal.  I
don't want you to beat me and be able to boast about it
after we get back to civilization."



"Oh, I'll take care of both of them," M—— answered,
"and bring in a buffalo or two in addition."



Off he started with his tracker and gun-bearer, while I
went out on the plain to the south of us, in the hope of
bagging a koodoo or a gemsbok.  I was gone until noon, or a
little later.



When I came back to camp there was no one there but
the cook, and two of the men, who were guarding the oxen.
The cook told me that something terrible had happened to
Mr. M——, and the rest of the men had gone out to where he
had been hunting elephants.



I followed immediately, and found that poor M—— had
shot at an elephant, but did not succeed in hitting him
vitally.  The animal fell to the ground, but was up again in
a moment, so the tracker said.  He wheeled about with
wonderful quickness, considering his size and apparent
awkwardness, and made straight for his assailant.  M—— started
to run and reach the shelter of the nearest tree; his foot
caught in a creeping vine, and he fell prostrate.  In a
moment the elephant was upon him, pounding the unfortunate
man with his trunk, trampling him underfoot, and impaling
him with his tusks.  The tracker watched him from the
nearest shelter, but could do nothing.  The elephant
remained by the side of his victim for at least half an hour,
when, hearing a trumpet-call from his companion, he moved
away into the forest.



We brought M——'s body to the camp, and buried it with
all the ceremony which our situation permitted.  I at once
gave orders for inspanning the oxen and starting on our
homeward journey, and a sad journey it was, you may well
believe.



But I am wandering from the thread of my story.  I took
the gun from the hands of Kalil, and crept cautiously along
in the direction of the elephants.  I must have been sixty
yards away when I spied the back of one rising among the
bushes; an enormous back it was, fully nine feet from the
ground, but it was no use shooting at that part of the
animal, and I withheld my fire.  There are only a few places
where you can hit an elephant and kill him at the first shot:
one is directly in the center of the forehead, where the skull
is a little thinner than elsewhere; another is between the
eye and ear; and the third is in the vicinity of the heart, just
back of the foreshoulder.  If you hit him anywhere else he
may travel some time carrying your lead, even though the
body is penetrated from side to side; and if you hit him on
the skull or any other bony place where your bullet glances
off, the principal result of your shot is to enrage him.
Mindful of all this, I watched and waited for a suitable chance,
and in a little while I had it.



The elephant fed slowly along, and, fortunately for me,
though not for him, he fed in my direction.  He broke
through the clump of bushes where he was feeding, and gave
me a full view of his head, broadside on.  I took aim
between his eye and ear, and I took careful aim, you may be
sure.  Then I fired, and heard plainly the thud of the bullet
as it reached its mark.



The smoke hung about me, and for half a minute or so I
could not see in any direction.  That is a nuisance in
shooting in an African forest, and especially in a swampy one.
The air is so damp that the smoke does not quickly clear
away, and the hunter is often left in doubt at a very critical
moment.



And it was a critical moment in this case: the elephant
fell to the ground as the result of my shot, and I felt that
my prize was secure; but as the smoke cleared away he rose
to his feet again, and charged directly toward where I stood.
I do not think I was over fifty yards from him when I fired,
and therefore he had but a short distance to come.  He ran
and I ran; but in the meantime I had got a fresh cartridge
from my belt and shoved it into the gun.  I kept my eye on
a large tree a little to the right of my position, and made for
that tree with the greatest speed of which I was capable,
taking care to avoid catching my feet in any of the creeping
vines.  A man can easily dodge an elephant around a large
tree; the animal is so bulky and unwieldy that he cannot
turn and twist as rapidly as a man can, and in this respect
the biped has the advantage over the quadruped.



I was almost paralyzed with astonishment—of course I
will not say fear—when I saw the bulk of the creature I had
shot at, and his immense tusks.  I knew it was a case of life
and death, and he was not likely to give up his pursuit of me
in a hurry.  At the same time I felt that I had planted the
bullet in an effective spot, and could not altogether
understand why he was up again after having fallen.  But there
was no chance for theorizing; he was up, certainly, and
after me, and that is all there was about it.
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ROUND AND ROUND THE TREE WE WENT.



Round and round the tree we went, perhaps half a dozen
times.  He had his mouth open and trunk uplifted, and I
watched for a chance to give him another shot.  Shooting
was difficult under the circumstances; a man on a dead run
around a tree is unable to aim a gun with any accuracy, and,
furthermore, there are not many vulnerable points about an
elephant, as I have already shown.  The only thing I could
do was to fire into his mouth, but that was not likely to do
any good.



The French have a saying that it is the unexpected which
always happens; so it was with me and the elephant.



Suddenly there came the sound of the trumpet-call of
another elephant.  My pursuer stopped an instant to listen,
turning his head to one side.  As he did so I gave him
another bullet, directly in the spot where I sent the first one.
He quivered, staggered for a moment, and fell, dead!
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Following my shot, with an interval of not more than
two seconds, came the sound of another rifle, three or four
hundred yards away.  Then several elephants—I cannot say
whether there were two or three, or twice that number—crashed
away through the forest in different directions, and
simultaneously with the crashing I heard the sound of other
shots in the same direction as the first one.



"Surely Harry and Jack can't have turned back and got
here as quickly as this?" I said to myself.  "That must be
some other hunter; but I don't know of any one in this neighborhood."



I shouted and blew my whistle, but received no audible
response, except the firing of a rifle, which seemed to be
discharged directly toward the sky.  Then I went in the direction
of the shot, occasionally blowing my whistle to indicate
my whereabouts.  Of course Mirogo and Kalil accompanied me.



When we had gone about three hundred yards we met a
native tracker who was unknown to me, and also to both my
servants.  He had a few words with Mirogo, and it was
evident that they understood each other.  Mirogo turned to
me and said there was another hunter who had shot an
elephant, and was back in the forest a short distance.



"Very well," I said to Mirogo; "show me where he is and
I'll make his acquaintance."



"He isn't a man," said Mirogo; "he's a woman!"



"What!" I exclaimed, "a woman hunting elephants?"



"That's what his tracker say," replied Mirogo; "his tracker
say he's woman."



Well, here was romance with a vengeance: a woman
shooting elephants in Africa, and we three men had not
heard of her presence in the neighborhood!  All the more
reason why I should become acquainted with our rival.  We
certainly did not want to be in each other's way, and,
moreover, if she was from any civilized land it would be a
satisfaction to see and talk with her.  The female society that
one encounters in an African hunting-expedition is not usually
of a kind to be enamoured of, as it consists almost entirely
of native negroes, whose accomplishments in literature and
the arts are not very marked.  Furthermore, their style of
beauty and habits of life do not render them at all attractive.



It did not occur to me that however much I might desire
to make the acquaintance of this amazon she might not care
for mine; but that is a good deal like a man, anyhow.  The
majority of the male sex always seem to think that their
society is in demand, and you cannot make them understand
that their room is sometimes better than their company.



So I followed Mirogo, who was following the strange
tracker, and in a very few minutes I stood with my hat off
in presence of the fair one, the sound of whose rifle had
attracted my attention.



I bowed and smiled, and apologized for the intrusion,
adding that I was quite unaware that any party but my own
was in that region.  "Don't understand me as objecting to
your presence," I added, "as there is abundance of game for
ten times the number of hunters that are likely to assemble
in this neighborhood."



"Quite natural," said the stranger, "that you were not
aware of our being in this vicinity, as we only arrived here
last evening.  We heard of a party of hunters who had come
in from the southeast; we came in here from the southwest,
from Walvisch Bay, and only encamped at sunset yesterday.
This morning I heard of elephants in this forest, and came
out in the hope of shooting one."



"And evidently you have succeeded," I replied, pointing
in the direction of the fallen beast that lay a short distance
away.  "Allow me to extend my congratulations."



She accepted the compliment, and said it was not her
first elephant by any means.  "We have been out several
weeks," she continued, "and have been hunting whenever
the opportunity offered."



"One does not carry a card-case in his pocket on an
elephant-hunt," I remarked, "so please allow me to introduce
myself verbally.  I am Frank Manson, at your service, and
belong to a hunting-party that came out from Durban and
has been working up in this direction.  We are encamped
about two miles east of here."



The fair huntress bowed slightly in acknowledgment,
and then said: "I am Miss Boland, and am with my friend,
Mrs. Roberts.  We are both English, and are independent
enough to travel by ourselves.  The only men in our party
are the native assistants, the fore-looper, after-rider, and
manager; the latter is a Dutchman who has general charge of
the wagons and outfit, subject to our orders."



I thanked her for the information, and asked if I or my
friends could be of any assistance to her.  It is so like a man
to think that a woman always wants assistance that the
suggestion came from me as naturally as does the phrase
"Good-morning" whenever I meet a friend at the beginning of the
day.



She smiled, saying as she did so, with an air of independence:



"Thank you, sir, but I do not know that we need any
assistance whatever; you are very kind to tender it, but
really we manage to get along very comfortably.  Should I
think of anything in which you can aid us I will not
hesitate to send word to your camp.  Do you remain long in
this neighborhood?"



"As to that I cannot say positively," I replied; "we
have formed no very definite plans.  Shall stay where we
are as long as the hunting is good, and when it falls off
we'll go elsewhere.  I presume that is very much the case
with yourselves?"



"Yes," she replied; "we stay in a place as long as we
like it, and then move on."



With that she bowed, as if to intimate that I had better
be moving on in my own direction.  I took the hint and
bade her good-day, with the suggestion that I had been
greatly pleased at meeting her; and she amiably returned the
suggestion almost word for word.  I went back in the direction
of my fallen elephant, and she turned the other way in
the forest.



The reader will naturally want to know how this amazon
of the African woods was dressed.



Her costume was decidedly mannish, and less unlike
mine than might at first be supposed.  She wore loose,
baggy trousers that were thrust into hunting-boots, thus
enabling her to get around the forest far easier than if she
had been encumbered with any kind of skirts, even short
ones.  The upper part of her figure was clad in a tunic that
was buttoned from the neck down the whole length of the
front, and terminated just at the knee, not below it.  The
tunic was evidently made for hunting-purposes, as it
abounded in pockets and had a cartridge-case firmly sewed
to it.  On her head she wore a sola topee, or sun-helmet, and
in general her dress was not at all unlike that of a man.
While we were conversing she stood behind a fallen log, so
that I could not take in the entire outline of her figure.  Her
manner was pleasing enough, and altogether I felt myself a
little touched in the region of the heart.  Her independence
had piqued me somewhat, and I felt that I wanted to see her
again, but exactly how to go about it I did not know.  She
had not invited me to visit their camp or indicated the
slightest desire that any one of our party should come near
her or her friend.  While she had not said they wished to
be left alone, she certainly did not say that she wanted any
of our company.



I got back to where my fallen elephant lay, and then sent
Mirogo to camp to bring men and an ax for cutting out the
animal's tusks.  I told him to be particular and not make
any mistake, as the men might stumble on the carcass of
the elephant which Miss Boland had killed.  I remarked
that it would be very discourteous to take the tusks of her
elephant instead of ours, and, furthermore, that ours were
much larger than hers.



Then, accompanied by Kalil, I made my way back to
camp, reaching there an hour or more before Harry and
Jack returned from their unprofitable wait at the edge of
the forest.  We took lunch, and then went down the river
to shoot hippopotami.  We met with fairly good luck, as we
killed three or four of the big brutes, though we secured
only one, the others sinking out of our reach in the river.
It is proper to say that I had no actual part in the affair, as
I turned away before reaching the river to stalk a gemsbok.



"We made a good-sized raft of reeds," said Harry—"one
that would hold both of us and a couple of men to paddle
the craft.  In this raft we floated out into the river and
down a half-mile or so, where it expands into a narrow lake.
When we started we couldn't see a hippo, not one, as they'd
all taken the alarm at the noise we made building and
launching the raft.  By the time we got down to the broad
portion of the river we were beyond the point of disturbance,
and then we saw their snouts sticking out of the water in
various directions.  The proper thing to do is to shoot the
hippo in shallow water, and then throw a harpoon into him
just as quickly as you can.  If you can manage to kill him
instantly with your first shot, and the water is not too deep,
you can get him and drag him ashore; but unless your first
shot is instantly fatal he gets away.



"And that was the case with us," Harry continued; "there
was only one that we got fine work into, and that we did
with an explosive bullet.  Jack was the lucky fellow.  He
put the bullet straight into the hippo's ear, and that, you
know, is the best shot to make.  It didn't explode until it
got well into his head, and I don't believe there was ever a
more astonished creature in the river than that beast was
when the explosion came.  He went to the bottom like a
shot; that is, he went down about four feet.  We had a
harpoon along, one of the regular style that the natives hunt
with, and we prodded that into the fellow just as soon as we
could.  Then we paddled the raft off to the shore, and dragged
him along by means of the harpoon-line."



"And you've got him all right, have you?" I said.



"Oh yes," replied Harry, "he's secure; but the others are
at the bottom of the river.  The men will be along in a
little while with the skin of the beast, and we'll have all the
jambok we want in the camp."



I should explain that the jambok is a whip made of
hippopotamus-hide, just like the koorbash in Egypt.  It is
the most cruel whip ever made; the nearest approach to it
known in the civilized world is the green hide, or rawhide,
such as was formerly used in the Southern States in the
days of slavery, and occasionally by New England
schoolmasters of the olden time on very unruly pupils.



Our native attendants had a royal feast off the flesh of
the hippopotamus, and we came in for a share of it, or as
much as we wanted.  Hippo is very good eating when you
cannot get anything better; it has a strong, rather musky
flavor which I do not like, and I find that most other white
men have tastes similar to mine in this respect.  But a Kafir,
or any other black-skinned native of Africa, is not at all
particular, and you might empty a bottleful of musk over
his dinner without interfering with his appetite.



I did not say a word to Harry and Jack until dinner about
the hunter I met in the forest.  I told them briefly about my
elephant-hunt, but we all were too busy for anything else
until we got seated at the table; fact is, we were pretty
busy then, as all were hungry, but there are intervals at
table when even a very hungry man can put in a few words
now and then between the mouthfuls.



"By the way, fellows, I didn't tell you about the new
hunting-party here, did I?" I remarked, soon after we had
taken our seats.



"No!" said both the others, in a breath; "who are
they?"



"I don't know their whole pedigree," I replied.  "I have
only seen one of them."



"Well, what can you tell us about him?" said Harry.
"Who is he?  Where is he from?  What kind of an outfit
has he?"



"There are several questions all in one," I answered,
"and some of them I haven't yet learned about.  In the first
place, it isn't a 'him' at all; it's a 'her'!"
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"What!" exclaimed Harry and Jack simultaneously.



"Yes, it's a woman, and she shot an elephant this afternoon."



Another exclamation of astonishment followed my assertion,
and then Harry asked:



"Who is she?"



"Her name is Miss Boland," I answered; "at least that's
what she told me, and she said her companion was
Mrs. Roberts.  They came from Walvisch Bay, and that's pretty
much all I know about them."



Then I explained the circumstances under which we met,
and detailed the conversation, word for word, as nearly as I
could remember it.



The information almost broke up the dinner of my
companions.  That a woman, or two women, should take to
hunting big game in South Africa was enough to take away
any man's breath, and with his breath gone there was not
much chance for him to need an appetite.  Both of them
stopped eating long enough to allow me to take the choicest
cuts of the hippopotamus, and if I had managed the affair
shrewdly, and maintained a good deal of mystery about the
matter, I think I might have stolen the entire dinner.  But
when I said that was all I knew about it, their appetites
returned, and they fell to eating again with their accustomed
vigor.



"We must go and call on them to-morrow morning,"
said Harry.  "Pity we haven't a barber and a tailor and a
fashionable bootmaker here on the borders of the Luranga
River."



"Oh, nonsense," said Jack.  "What business have we to
go calling on them?  We've never been introduced."  Then,
turning to me, Jack inquired if the fair one I met had
requested a visit from me or my friends.



I told him what the reader already knows, and then Jack
remarked:



"That settles it; if those women want us they'll send for
us, or if they want us and don't send for us they'll manage
to hunt around in this direction and stumble upon our camp
by the merest accident, first finding out exactly where it is,
so that there won't be any mistake about their accident.  My
idea is, that we had better stick to our business; mind our
own affairs, in fact, and let them politely alone.  We may
run across them hunting some day, and they'll be far more
likely to respect us if we hold aloof than if we go running
after them."



"Oh, that's all rubbish," said Harry; "we'll ride over to
their camp; that is, we'll get within half a mile or so of it,
and send along the most intelligent of our servants.  He can
go to their camp, and through their principal servant let
the women know that it would give us pleasure to call on
them if entirely agreeable."



"Yes," said Jack, "and thereby compel them to receive
us, or appear rude in declining our call.  We push ourselves
forward and put them in an awkward position.  We are
just like the man whom you know, but don't care a straw
about, who comes to you with a plausible yarn, with the
object of borrowing five dollars.  He forces you to do one of
two things, either of which is disagreeable: part with your
money—with a prospect of never seeing it again—or affront
him by a refusal.  I tell you flatly I will not go.  Understand
me, I would like to meet the ladies, for such I presume they
are, but I don't want to force myself on their acquaintance."



Harry did not admit the force of Jack's argument, at
least not audibly.  Before committing himself he turned to
me and asked my opinion.  I coincided with Jack, but made
a suggestion that it would do no harm for us to hunt in that
direction, and possibly we might meet one or both the
amazons in field or forest.



Harry and Jack assented to this view, and the discussion
as to the propriety of calling upon the women was dropped.



"The one you saw must have been an accomplished
huntress," Harry remarked, after a pause.



"Oh, call her a hunter," said Jack; "don't bother about
that straining word 'huntress.'  In sport, as in science, there's
no distinction of sex.  When women first began to study
medicine one who obtained her degree was called 'doctress.'  Now
that nonsense is dropped, and she's called doctor, like
any other medical practitioner.  Hunting big game in South
Africa is entitled to be called a science; anyhow, it requires
a lot of science to succeed in it.  She's a hunter just as
much as you or I."



"All right," said Harry; "I won't dispute with you, especially
because I think you are right; and I don't think Frank
will, either."



I assented to the adoption of the term as Jack proposed,
at which the latter remarked that we seemed to be settling a
good many important questions over our hippopotamus-steak.



Then they asked me as to the appearance, dress, and
manner of Miss Boland, and I answered them to the best of
my ability.  After our dinner was over we had our smoke,
and soon after went to bed.  Before we retired our wagonmaster
reported that lions were about the kraal the previous
night, as he had heard them growling several times, and
found their spoor close up to the fence.  He thought we
might have another visit that night, and wished to know if
he should call us.



"By all means," I answered; "when you're entirely sure
they're outside, let us know."



When we camped on that spot we made a kraal of thorn-bushes,
which surrounded everything, including our tent
and wagons.  The cattle were driven into the kraal at night,
and were carefully watched during the day by the men who
had them in charge.  We had about fifty oxen altogether,
and five horses, and the horses were secured in the same
way as the cattle.  The kraal was built high and strong; it
is necessary to make it high, otherwise the lions might
attempt to jump it.  On the outside of the kraal thorn-bushes
were scattered all over the ground, at least ten or fifteen feet
from the fence, the object being to prevent the lions
approaching close to the kraal, where they could get a
favorable opportunity for a jump.



We got our guns ready for work in case the lions showed
themselves, and then turned in.



About one o'clock in the morning my Kafir came to
wake me, and said the lions were outside the kraal.  I was
up on the instant, and so were Harry and Jack; fact is, we
had not undressed at all, as we felt it reasonably certain that
we would be called, and wanted to have as little delay as
possible in getting at work.



At least one half of our people were out and about when
we made our appearance.  That there were lions around was
evident by the actions of the horses and oxen.  The horses
were in a little kraal by themselves, each one tethered to a
stake, and on a quiet night all would be lying down and at
rest; now every horse was up, dancing around uneasily, and
straining at his halter.  My favorite, Brickdust—as I called
him on account of his color—was snorting and stamping in
a condition of excitement.  When I spoke to him he quieted
down instantly, but not altogether.  He felt a good deal
reassured by my presence, but at the same time believed
himself in danger.  It was the same with the other horses; and
as for the oxen, they were likewise on the alert, and aware
of the presence of their natural enemy.



The Kafirs were jabbering away at a great rate when we
appeared.  We enjoined silence, but it was not easy to quiet
them; in fact, it was necessary to threaten them with the
jambok before we succeeded in hushing their voices.  When
they were hushed we could distinctly hear the lions, now in
one quarter, and now in another.  They were evidently
prowling around the outside of the kraal looking for a spot
where they could penetrate to the interior.



Harry suggested that we go outside and find them; to
this proposition I demurred most emphatically, and so did
Jack.  I presume Harry really did not intend to do anything
so foolish, but made the suggestion out of bravado.  It
would have been folly for us to do what he suggested, as the
lions would have seen us far easier than we could have seen
them.  They had come in search of food, and were, therefore,
hungry.  We should run a very good chance of becoming
their victims instead of their becoming ours.



The Kafirs had erected their huts of grass and bushes
inside the kraal, close up to the fence.  I suggested that we
climb to the top of these huts, which would give us a view
over the fence; and my friends acted upon the suggestion.
We scattered so that the three of us commanded three sides
of the kraal with our weapons, and from this point of
vantage we peered out as well as we could into the darkness.



There was a small moon, which was nearly set, so that
we had not much light to help us.  I was favored in my
position by having the moon almost directly in front of me,
while the ground outside the kraal sloped off gradually at
that point.  It was understood that we were to act
independently of one another, and also not to waste our bullets.
No one was to fire except when he felt certain that he saw a
good mark to fire at.



The uneasiness of the oxen and horses continued; our
dogs were also running around, and manifesting a desire to
take part in whatever fighting was about to occur.  Now and
then they indicated their feelings by growling; they would
have barked outright had they not been ordered most
emphatically to emulate the example of the oyster and "shut up."



We had been ten or fifteen minutes on the top of the
huts when I made out the forms of three lions that were
half walking and half crawling along the ridge betwixt me
and the sky.  They seemed to be a lion and two lionesses,
or possibly an old lion with two younger ones.  At any
rate, I could make out a heavy mane on the foremost of the
brutes, and little or none at all on the others.
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