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Michael Coxes, who had been some
years pupils of Raffaelle. Two setsof
these interesting tapestries were exe-
cuted ; but the deaths of Raffaelle and
the pontiff, and the intestine troubles,
prevented them being applied to their
intended destination. They were
carried off by the Spaniards during
the sack of Rome in 1526-7, and
restored by the French gencral, Mont-
morency. They were first exhibited
to the public by ’anl 1V. in front of
the Basilica of St Peter's, on the festi-
val of Corpus Domini, and again at
the Beatification: a custom that was
continued thromghout part of the last
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century, and has again been resumed.
The French fook them in 1798, and
sold them to o Jew at Leghorn, who
burned one of them—Christ's Descent
into Limbus—to extract the gold with
which i was interwoven.”

There iz so much information in
these little volumes, that were we to
notice a small part of the passages
which we have marked with the pencil,
we should unduly lengthen this paper,
which we can by no means be allowed
to do. We here pause, intending,
however, shortly to resnme the pen on
the subject of art, which now offers so
many points of interest.

KAFFIRLAND.

It ia always with fresh interest that
we address ourselves to the pernsal of
books relating to Great Britain's
colonial possessions, The subject,
daily imcreasing in importance, has
the strongest claims upon our atten-
tion. In presence of a rapidly aug-
menting population, and of the pmg' -
gious progress of steam and machin-
ery, the question naturally suggests
itself—and more so in England than
in any other country—how employ-
ment and support shall be found for
the additional millions of human
beings with which a few years (judg-
ing of the future from the past) will
throng the surface of a country already
densely and superabundantly popu-
lated ? The problem, often discnssed,
has not yet been satisfactorily solved.
Without broaching the complicated
question of over-population and its
antidotes, without attempting to de-
cide when a country is to be deemed
over-populated, we may assert, with-
out fear of contradiction, that emigra-
tion is the simplest and most direct
remedy for the state of plethora into
which a nation must sooner or later
be brought by a steady annual excess
of births over deaths, It is a remedy
to which more than one European

state will ultimately be compelled to
resort, however alleviation may pre-
vionsly be sought by temporising and
theoretical nostroms, more palatable,
perhaps, to the patient, but inadequate,
if not wholly inefficacions and charla-
tanical. And, after all, emigration is
no snch insupportable prescription for
a very ugly malady. Douabtless much
may be said upon the cruelty of mak-
ing exile a condition of existence: but
sympathy on this score may also be
carried too far, and degenerate into
drivel. At first sight the decres
appears cruel and tyrannical, nntil we
investigate its source, and find it to
proceed from no earthly potentate,
but from that omniscient Being whose
intention it never was that men should
crowd together into nooks and corners,
when wast continents and froitful
islands, untenanted save by beasts of
the field, or by scanty bands of bar-
barians, woo to their shores the chil-
dren of labour and civilisation. Lova
of country, admirable as an incentive
to many virtues, may be pushed be-
yond reasonable limits. It is so, we
apprehend, when it prompts men to
pine In penury and idleness upon the
soil that gave them birth, rather than
seek new fields for their industry and
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cnterprise in uncultivated and vacant
lands. WWhat choice of these is
afforded by Lngland’s vast and mag-
nificent colonies! ‘T'he emigrant may
gseleet almost his degrce of latitude,
And where Britannia’s banner waves,
and her laws are paramount, and the
honest, kindly Anglo-Saxon tongue is
the language of the land, there surely
needs no great cffort of imagination
for a Briton to think himself still at
home, though a thousand lcagues of
ocean roll between him and his native
isle.

Excepting that they all more orless
refer to the British possessions at the
Cape of Good Hope, it were difficnlt
to find three books more distinct from
each other in character than those
whose titles we have assembled at the
foot of last page. An ex-settler, an ac-
complished lady, and a shrewd sailor,
have selected the same moment for
the publication of their African expe-
riences. As in gallantry bound, we
give the precedence to the lady. Mrs
Harriet Ward, wife of a captain of the
91st regiment of foot, is a keen-witted,
high-spirited person; and, like most
of her sex when they espouse a cause,
a warm partisan of the feelings and
opinions of those she loves and ad-
mires. She is an uncompromising
assailant of the system pursued at the
Cape, especially as regards our
treaties with the Kaffirs, whom she
very justly denounces as perfidious,
bloody, and unclean savages, untame-
able, she fully believes, and with
whom Whig officials and negotiators
have been ridiculously lenient and
confiding. Althongh some of her
views are rather sweeping and scvere,
she is ccrtainly right in the main.
And we honour her for her heartiness
in denouncing the nanseons humbung of
the psendo-philanthropists, whosc
manceuvres have had a most prejudi-
cial effect upon our South African pos-
sessions, and have given to persons in
this country notions completely erro-
neons concerning the rights and
wrongs of the Kaffir question. DBut
whilst blaming the administration of
the colony, she finds the country itself
fair and cxcellent and of great re-
source. Ilercin she differs from her
contemporary, Mr George Nicholson,
jumior. This gentleman, lately a set-
tler at the Cape, cannot be too highly
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lauded for the volume with which he
has favoured the public. We are
not quite sure, however, that the
public will think as highly of it as we
do. Our admiration is founded on
the consistency of its tone; upon the
steady, well-sustained gromble kept
up throughout. The preface at once
preposseassed us in favour of what was
to follow. Intended, doubtless, as a
dram of bitters to assist in the dizes-
tion of the subsequent sour repast, it
consists of general depreciation of
other works rezarding the Cape, and
especially of one by **a Mr Chase "—
of sneera at -* stay-at-home wiseacres”
and hollow theorists—and of a vague
accusation brought against certain
colonial residents of * fomenting the
warlike propensities of the neighbour-
ing barbarians, to secure their own
ends,”’ grievously to the detriment and
prejudice of their fellow-colonists.
 The peculiar bent,"” says Mr Nichol-
son, ‘*of each anthor's mind has, in
sencral, been so far allowed to pre-
dominate as to exclude the hope of
forming a correct cstimate of the
capabilities of the soil, climate, and
other interesting features of this ex-
tensive country, by a perusal of their
works.” Counld the author of * The
Cape and its Colonists"” read his book
with somebody else’s eyes, he would
discover that his own ‘¢ peculiar beunt
has been allowed to predominate,”
and that the consequences have been
of the most gloomy description. Mr
Nicholson is-evidently a disappointed
man. Either by his fanlt or misfor-
tune, by the force of circumstances or
his own bad manacement, his attempt
to establish himself thrivingly at the
Cape resulted unsatisfactorily ; and
this sutliciently accounts for the gene-
ral tint of blue so conspicuous in his
retrospective sketch of the sceme of
his mishaps. The particular spot
where these ocenrred was a consider-
able tract of land (called a farm) in
the district of Graaf Heinet, to arrive
at which he stcamed from Cape
Town, where he had landed from
England, to Port Elizabeth in Algoa
Bav. The dismal aspect of this bay
painfully affected him. He * had
read some of the glowing descriptions
given of this part of the couniry,
by persons whose interest K 18 0
entice over settlers by any means,
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even the most dishonest, in order fo
have the benefit of plucking them
afterwards. It is true that I had not
believed the E1 Dorado stories so cur-
rent of this and other colonies, but
my expectations had been raised suf-
ficiently high to make the disappoint-
ment at the really desolate appear-
ance of the place, perfect.” The
apparent desolation is accompanied
by substantial disadvantages, which
Mr Nicholson complacently enume-
rates. Water is scarce and brackish;
there are no vegetables or fruit within
twenty miles; hardly forage for a
team of oxen ; the town is built on
sand, of which unceasing clouds are
hurled by prevalent strong winds
in the face of all comers, No wonder
that the new settler, evidently indis-
posed to be easily pleased, made his
escape as quickly as possible from so
dreary a neighbourhood. Shipping
himself, family, and chattels in an
ox-waggon, he joyfully quitted Port
Elizabeth on a splendid morning of
the African antumn —that is to say,
about the end of March or beginning
of April, and set out for his property,
over a road which he deseribes as a
fair sample of Cape causeways, ' no-
thing more than a series of parallel
tracks made by the passage of wag-
sons, from time to time, throngh the
sand and jungle.” Finding little to
notice on his way, he takes the op-
portunity of having a fling at the
missionarics, whom he describes as
doing much harm, although actnated,
as he is willing to believe, by the best
of intentions. The stations serve as
the headquarters of the idlest and
most vagabond portion of the coloured
population, who have only to affect a
Christian disposition to find ready
acceptance and refuge. ** No sooner
is a Ilottentot, or other coloured ser-
vant, discontented or hopelessly lazy,
than off he flies to the nearest station,
where he can indulge in the greatest
Iuxury he knows of —that of sleeping
either in the sun or shade as his in-
clination may lead him, with the
pceasional variation of participating
in the singing and praying exercises
of the regular inhabitants of the
place.” If the zealous propagators
of Cliristianity, who thus encourage
the mataral idlencss of the natives,
were successful in their attempts at
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conversion, it might be accepted as
some compensation for the temporal
evils and inconvenience they aid to
inflict on a colony where servants are
searce and bad. But this is far from
being the case. Mr Nicholson assures
us (and we readily believe him) that
it is very rare to find an individual
whose moral conduct has been im-
proved by a residence at a missionary
station, and that for his part he pre-
fers the downright heathen to the
imperfect convert. Few of these
coloured Christians have any distinct
idea of the creed they profess ; when
able, which is seldom, to answer
questions concerning its first prin-
ciples, their replies are parrot-like and
unintelligent.  Against” the general
character of the missionaries nothing
can be said; but they are throwing
away time, and their employers are
wasting money which might be em-
loyed to far greater advantage in

ngland, or in other countries whose
inhabitants, equally in want of reli-
gious instruction, are more capable of
receiving and comprehending it than
are the stolid aborigines of the Cape
of Good Hope. Mr Nicholson does
not dwell upon the subject of mis-
sionary labours in Africa, but com-
presses at the close of a chapter his
opinions, which are sound and to the
purpose. Mrs Ward says nothing
on the matter, and we ourselves are
not disposed to dilate npon it, hav-
ing already often taken occasion
to expose the folly of the system
that sends preachers and bible-
mongers to the remotest cornmers of
the earth when such scope for their
labours exists at home. Let us
return to George Nicholson, his trials
and tribulations.

These were manifold; and he makes
the most of them. No encouraging
signs or omens cheered his progress
through the 1and, bidding his heartbeat
high with hope. At two days’ journey
from Port Elizabeth he halted for the
night at a farm belonging to an Eng-
lishman of independent property, who
received him hospitably, but assured
him that sheep-breeding was a hope-
less specnlation, owing to the bad
pasturage, to the buoshy tangled
nature of the country, and to the
hyenas, there called wolves, who are
most destructive. As he proceeded,
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pasturage improved, but other plagues
were apparent. In some places water
was as scarce a8 in an Arabian desert,
and as much prized—collected in pits
and husbanded with the utmost care.
¢ The maps of the colony iudicate
rivers of the most encouraging de-
seription in this part of the country.
But the district itself presents only a
series of dry water-courses, leaving
evident traces of their capability of
containing water for some hours after
storms.” These sandy and deceitful
gullies intersect ** a_frightful country,
which can only be described as a suc-
cession of low undulations, covercd
with large shingles, between which the
most debauched-looking stunted tufts
of the poisonous and prickly euphorbia,
with" here and there a magnificent
scarlet-headed aloe, forced their way."
‘We are at a loss to know what the
ex-colonist here means by the epithet
‘¢ debauched-looking,” unless he in-
tends some obscure allusion to the
thirsty and disreputable aspect of the
brambles, remote as they were from
the vicinity of any water except one
spring of * Harrowgate, which, to
judge from the nasty cfiluvium it pro-
duced, must have been possessed of
rare healing qualities.” The severe
droughts are the destruction of the
settlers, entailing terrible losses and
often total ruin, and their pernicious
effects are aggravated by flights of
locusts. These the farmers do what
they can to keep ‘off by smoky fires
and other means, sometimes with suc-
cess; but even when the insect cloud
pass over a field without ravaging it,
they leave a memento of their transit
in the shape of innumerable eggs. In
due time the young generation come
forth, and being wingless cannot be
driven away, but h{:]ia about and
ravage every thing till their "wings
grow, and a gale of wind takes them
off to fresh pasturage. Mrs Ward's
description of a flight of locusts is
remarkably striking, and given with
a vigour of phrase not often found
in the productions of a female pen.

“The first two years of our sojourn
here, the locusts devastated the land.
The prophet Joel describes thia dreadful
visitation as ¢ like the noise of chariots on
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the tops of mountains,’ ‘ like the noise of
a flame of fire that devoureth the stubble,’
as ‘a strong people set in battle array;’
and any one who has ridden through a
clound of locusts must admit the desecrip-
tion to be as true as it is sublime. On
one occasion, at IFort Peddie, the cloud,
flickering between us and the missionary
station, half a mile distant, dazsled our
eyes, and veiled the buildingy from our
might ; at last it rose, presenting its effecta
in some acres of barren stubble, which
the san had lit up in all the beauty of
bright green a few hours before. Verily,
the heavens seemed to tremble, and the
sky was darkened by this ‘great army,’
which passed on, ° every one on his way,’
neither ¢ breaking their ranks nor thrust-
ing one another’ So they swept on,
occnpying a certain space between the
heavens and the earth, and mneither
gwerving from the path, extending the
mighty phalanx, nor pausing in the
course : the noise of their wings realising
the idea of a “flaming blast,’ and their
whole appearance typifying God’s terrible
threat of a ‘ besom of destruction.’

¢ They shall walk every one in his
path!’ WNothing turns them from it.
And if the traveller endeavours to force
his way through them with unwonted
rapidity, he is sure to suffer. I have
ridden for miles at a sharp gallop through
their legions, endeavouring to beat them
off with my whip, but all to no purpose !
Nothing turns them aside, and the poor
horses bend down their heads as against
an advancing storm, and make their way
as best they can, snorting and writhing
under the infliction of sharp blows on the
face and eyes, which their riders endea-
vour to evade with as little success, You
draw a long breath after escaping from a
charge of locusts; and looking around
you, you exclaim with the prophet, © The
land is as the Garden of Eden before
them, and behind them a desolate wilder-
ness ; yea, and nothing shall escape
them 1' " *

Mr Nicholson's location included a
tolerable house with mud floors and
reed ceilings, and thirty-five thousand
acres of mountain and plain, having
the reputation of one of the best farms
in the district. The cost of this was
about £2000; and the property was
calculated to maintain five or six
thousand sheep, four hundred oxen,
besides horses. There were four
small springs, allowing the cultiva-
tion of about sixteen acres of good

* Five Years in Kaffirland, vol. ii. p- 167-8.
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goil. Mr Nicholson, not wishing to
overburden the land, bought only
three thousand sheep, with cattle in
proportion, and began the life (de-
scribed by him as most dismumging
and unprofitable) of a Cape of Goo
Hope sheep-farmer, Melancholy in-
deed is the account he gives of the
rofits and losses of that occupation.
the first place, high wages and
good keep are scarcely sufficicot in-
ducement to the lazy Ilottentots to
take service ; and when they are pre-
vailed npon, they are scarce worth
having. They are sent to the hills
with the flocks, which they have to
protect from beasts of prey, always
on the look-out for a bhit of straggling
mutton. They themselves, however,
are conspicnous for their rapacity,
and by no means remarkable for
honesty; and doubtless many a stray
sheep is debited to the hyenas, of
whose disappearance the Hottentots
could give a very good account. The
wild animals, however—panthers,
jackals, hyenas, and, in some dis-
tricts, lions—are amongst the settler’s
worst foes. These prowling carnivora
preclude the possibility of leaving
sheep out of doors after dark; and,
even when penned, the fleecy family
can hardly be considered safe. < In
stormy weather,” saith Nicholson,
““my walled pens, although well
bushed at top, and above six feet
high, did not sufficiently protect me
from great losses by the hyenas,
which, on such occasions, would often
jump over and kill sheep, and often
carry one off in their mouths.” This
latter feat is rather astounding; but
no matter, let us pass on fo the next
grievances of the unfortunate settler
and sheep-farmer, grievances not pe-
culiar to himself, but ghared by all
whose evil star gnides themto the tand
of locusts and hyenas. The diseases of
sheep are numerous and fatal—scab,
consumptive wasting, inflammation
of the lungs, violent inflammatory epi-
demics, poisonous bushes and hail-
stones, drought and thunderbolts. “ 1
recollect one of my neighbonrs losing
npwards of three hundred wvaluable
sheep in a few minutes from the effects
of a hailstorm. Another farmer, living
at no great distance from me, lost
fiftecn hundred sheep in one season
_ freie dronght; and on my own farm,
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shortly before I became possessed of
it, four hundred sheep were destroyed
by lightning in & moment.” Doubt-
less such mishaps as these do occar,
but there is something particularly
painful in Mr Nicholson's lngubrious
style of piling them up, without inter-
mixture of the smallest crumb of
comfort for any unhappy individuals

lanning emigration to the Cape.
%id he but vaunt the tender haunches
and juicy saddles, the fine and profit-
able wool yielded by the remnant of
these afflicted flocks! But touching
the mutton he is mute; and as regards
the produce of the fleeces, he pledges
himself that, under the most favour-
able circumstances, they never yield
more than four per cent on the value
of the flock—a small enowgh remune-
ration, as it appears to us, unlearned,
we confess, in ways of woollen. But
we have not yet got to the worst
of the story. Supposing a farmer
fortunate, and that his flocks escape
the multifarions evils above enume-
rated—that they are spared by the
lightning’s blast, the big hailstones,
the inflammatory epidemic, and all
the rest of it. INot upon that account
may he rub his hands in jubilation,
and reckon upon a good clip and high
prices. He gets up one morning and
finds his sheep converted into goats,
or something little better. ** Woolled
sheep have a mnatural tendency to
deterioration in this climate ; and in a
few generations, notwithstanding the
greatest care, the wool begins to
show a tendency to assimilate itself
to the hairy nature of the coat which
is the natural covering of the indige-
nous animal.” So that, upon the
whole, Mr Nicholson inclines to prefer
goats to sheep, as stock, if properly
attended to, aud the utmost possible
numbers kept. The profit is made
ont of the skin, fat, and flesh, and
‘ those carcasses not required for food,
might be boiled down for tallow.” He
perhaps overlooks, in this calculation,
* the scarcity and bad quality of the
fuel, composed of the dung dug out of
the sheep pens, and stacked for the
purpose.” ‘The present system, how-
ever, evidently does not answer, judg-
ing from his statement that there Is
not ‘* one sheep-farmer in the Eastern
Province (depending on the profits of
his farm) who is either contented with
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the results of his farming, or is not
grievously indebted to his storekeeper,
except among the old-established and
primitive Dutch families, who spend
no money in manufactures, and have
but little to spend, had they the habit.”
Is it unfair to argue, from this para-
graph, the absence, on the part of the
English colonists, of that frugal sim-
plicity of living essential in a mew
country ? A man settling in a country
like the Cape, should be prepared to
resign not only luxuries, but many
things which in Europe are deemed
positive necessaries of life, but which,
in the forest and prairie, may well be
dispensed with. e infer, from cer-
tain passages in Mr Nicholson’s book,
that he and his fellow-colonists were
rather above their position, too ad-
dicted to the comforts of England to
submit to the privations of Africa, and
that they augmented their expenses
by procuring alleviations which their
primitive Dutch neighbours cheerfully
dispensed with. The Dutchmen, Mr
Nicholson tells us, spend no money in
manufactures. Then the English set-
tlers’ wives were evidently quite out
of their element in the bush, or as oc-
cupants of houses mud-floored and
roofed with reeds. ** I have never,”
says Mr Nicholson, ‘¢ seen an English
woman in the colony, at all raised
above the very poorcst, who did not
complain bitterly of the inconvenience
she endured when living on a farm;
and I really know nothing more affect-
ing than the sight of the often elegant-
minded and well-educated sheep-
farmer’s wife struggling with the
drudgery of her situation, and repining
fruitlessly at the deceptive accounts
which had indnced her husband to
seek his fortune in South Africa.”
Here we, perhaps, have a clue to one
cause of the jaundiced view the ex-
settler takes of things at the Cape.
The impossibility of obtaining the re-
quisite domestic servants drove Mrs
Nicholson from the sheep-farm in
Graaf Reinet to the more agreeable
residence of Cape Town, at a distance
of eight hundred miles; and thence-
forward her husband divided his time,
as best he could, between domestic
and farming doties. This seems an
uncomfortable state of things., The
want of the master’s eye must have
been sadly felt at the farm during his
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visits to Cape Town, and he mmust
have lost much time and some pa-
tience in weary eight-hundred-mile
jomrneys, performed, for the most
part, on horseback.

The Kaffiv war is, of course, a pro-
minent subject in the three books
before nus. We find least of it in that
of Lieutenant Barnard, whose narra-
tive is chiefly of things at sea, and
most in Mrs Ward’s volnmes, which
consist principally of details of that
unsatisfactory contest. Mrs Ward
and Mr Nicholson concur in attri-
buting to Whig mal-administration,
and to the unwise treaties of Sir
Andries Stockenstrom, the numerous
disasters that of late years have
afflicted the Cape, and the bloody
and inglorious struggle that has cost
this country upwards of three millions
sterling. Here, again, is to be traced
the hand and mischief-making tﬂn%le
of the psendo-philanthropists. ¥
those tender-hearted gentry was the
original impulse given to the series of
changes which have done so much
towards the ruin of a prosperous
colony. First came a scream about
the ill-treated Hottentots. These
were certainly often ill-used by their
Dutch masters, but that was surely
no reason for emau-::ipatinE them, by
one summary ordinance, from every
species of restraint. This, however,
was the course adopted ; and forthwith
the Hottentot, by nature one of the
most indolent of animals, spurned
work, and took to idleness and dram-
drinking. Since that fatal day, the
race has degenerated and dwindled,
and no doubt it will unltimately be-
come extinct. Having thus, greatly
to the detriment and inconvenience of
the colonists, procured the Hottentots
liberty, or rather license, the sympa-
thisers extended their charitable exer-
tions to Kaffirland. What pretext
existed for this new crusade does not
exactly appear, but its resulé was
even more mischievous than their in-
terference with the Hottentots. The
Kaffirs were told of grievances they
previously never had dreamed of, they
were rendered unsettled and dissa-
tisfied, (greedy and rapacions they
already were,) and at last they poured
into the colony, sweeping off the flocks
and herds, murdering the peaceable
settler, and setting the flaming brand
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to his roof-tree. This incarsion, the
ruin of thousands, at an end, the co-
lonists set to work to repair damages,
hoping for peace and a return of pro-
sperity, when a new calamity came
upen them, Mrs Ward shall describe it.

“ Suddenly there was a voice, which
went through all the countries of the
known earth, erying aloud, ¢ Let the slave
be free !’ Socicties sent forth their ragged
regiments, with banners on which the
negro was depicted as an interesting child
of nature, chained and emaciated, whilst
a ruffian beside him held the lash over
his head, ¢The people’ really imagined
that the sugar plantations were worked
by lanky negroes, handcuffed one to an-
other. Elderly ladies, who abused their
neighbours over their bohea, rejoiced in
the prospect of ‘ emancipation and cheap
gugar,’ and the people, the dear “pecple,’
expected to get it for nothing. The Dutch
were quite ready to listen to the voice
that cried “shame’ at the idea of selzing
our fellow-creatures, packing them like
herrings in slave-ships,and barfering them
in the market. But how to set about the
remedy ghould have been considered. The
chain was broken, and the people of Eng-
land hurraed to their hearts’ content.
Meanwhile, what became of the slave ?
If he was young and vicious, away he
went—he was his own master. He was
free—he had the world before him where
to choose. Whether true or false, he was
persuaded he had been ill used. So,
whilst his portrait, with a broken chain,
sleek limbs, eyes uplifted to heaven, and
hands clasped in speechless gratitude, was
carried about the streets of our manufac-
turing towns in England, (where there
was more starvation in onme street than
among the whole of the South African
slave population,) the original of the pic-
ture was squatted beside the Kaffir’s fire,
thioking his meal of parched corn but
poor stuff after the palatable dishes he
had been permitted to cook for himself
in the boer's or tradesman’s kitchen.” *

And the frugal, hard-working
Dutchmen, an excellent ingredient in
the population of a young country,
finding themselves deprived of their
slaves, insufficiently compensated, and
in fifty ways prejudiced and inconve-
nienced by the clumsy and injudicious
manner in which the emancipation
had been carried out, brooded over the
injustice done them, and began to
migrate across various branches of
Orange river towards the north-east
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corner of the colony, and finally be-
yond its boundary, preferring con-
stant warfare with the Kaffirs, en-
tailed upon them by the change, to
submission to the new and vexatious
ordinances, and to the cnactments of
the Stockenstrom treaties. These
were in the highest degree absurd,
although their framer was rewarded
by a pension and title, as if he had
done the state some service, instead
of having actually been the main cause
of the last Iaffir war. A ridicnlous
report got abroad, credited largely by
stay-at-home philanthropists, and
heartily laughed at by all who had
any real knowledge of the subject,
that the Kaftirs were a mild, peaccable,
and ill-used people—in Exeter-Hall
phrase, * a pastoral and patriarchal
race.” “It was imagined,” says Mr
Nicholzon, ** that they possessed a
strong sense of honour and probity,
and only desired to be guaranteed
from the tyranny of the colonists,
(poor lambs!) ; and a determination
was accordingly come to, to make
treaties with the chiefs, the perform-
ance of which could only be secured
by their honourable observance of
what was detrimental to the interests
of themselves and their people, as they
understood it.” Now the truth of the
matter is, that a more vicious and
treacherous race than the Kaffirs would
be sought in vain upon the face of the
inhabited earth. They unite every
evil quality. ‘‘The stalwart Kaffir,”
says Mrs Ward, ** with his powerful
form and air of calm dignity, beneath
which are concealed the deepest cun-
ning and the meanest principles.
Some call the Kaffir brave. He is a
thief, a liar, and a beggar, ready only

to fight in ambush ; and although, to

use the common expression, he * dies
game,’ his calmness is the result of
gullenness,” Cunning is the most
prominent characteristic of this pleas-
ing savage. ** It makes them,” says
Lieutenant Barnard,* fully aware of
the humanity of the English charac-
ter, which prevents us from killing
an unarmed man; so, when they
find themselves taken unawares, they
throw their arms into the bush, pre-
tend to be friendly Kaffirs, and, in all
probability, fire on our troops when

* Five Years in Kaffirland, vol. i. pp. 35-6.
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they get to a convenient distance.”
It also taught them, during the former
war, that they had no chance against
Europeans unless they could procure
firearms ; to have time to get these,
they joyfully concluded a treaty, and
would have done so on far less favour-
able terms, never intending to abide
by them. But those made were not
sufficiently stringent to keep even
civilised borderers in check. Some
were laughed at, others evaded, whilst
a third class defeated their own object.
Here is the twenty-fourth article, as
a sample of the last-named sort :—*¢ If
any person being in pursuit of crimi-
nals or depredators, or property stolen
by them, shall not overtake orrecover
the same before he shall reach the
said line, (colonial boundary;) and
provided he can make oath that he
traced the said criminals, &e. across
a particular spot on said line; that
the property, when stolen, was pro-
perly gnarded by an armed herdsman ;
that the pursuit was commenced im-
mediately after such property was
stolen ; that, if the robbery was com-
mitted in the night, the property had
been (when stolen) properly secured
in kraals, (folds,) stables, or the like ;
and that the purauit, in such case, was
commenced (at latest) early next
morning, such person shall be at
liberty to proceed direct to the pakati,
(Kaffir police!”) and (we abridge the
verbiage) to mgke his affidavit and
continue his pursuit, ** provided ke do
not qgo armed, or accompanied by armed
British subjects.” Was there ever
any thing more absaurd than the
formalities here prescribed for the re-
covery of property from a set of cattle-
Jifters, in comparison with whom a
Scottish borderer of the olden time
was a man of truth and conscience,
and a respecter of neighbours’ rights ?
It explaing, if it does not quite jostify,
the fierce personal attack made by
Nicholson the sheep-farmer upon the
negotiator of such foolish treaties,
whom he designates pretty plainly,
without positively naming him. Mrs
Ward, too lady-like and well-bred
to descend to personalitics—save in
the case of Kaffirs, whom at times she
does most lustily vituperate—contents
herself with blaming acts without
attacking Individwals. The wily
Kaffirs, with whom theft is a virtue,
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were not slow to discover the facilities
afforded them, and stole cattle to a
greater extent than ever. Persuaded,
moreover, that such regulations could
be prompted only by the weakness of
the framers, they looked forward with
glee to overrunning the entive colony
at their leisure. They only waited
till they should have sufficient muskets
and cartridges. These they easily
obtained ; there was no lack of un-
patriotic white traders ready and
willing to supply them. This done,
the warwhoop was raised, and hosti-
lities recommenced,—the Kaffirs con-
fident of victory. There had been so
much parleying and lawyers'-work
with them, threats had so often been
uttered and so seldom carried out,
that the savages had formed an im-
mense idea of their own consequence
and power. Whilst the hollow peace
lasted, their constant and imperious
cry was ‘* Bassila!" Give!—when
the mask of friendship was thrown
aside, they burst into the colony, de-
solating in their progress as a swarm
of locusts; and if assailed by the
scanty forces that could at first be
brought against them, they plunged
into the tangled bush, and, with
levelled gun and assegai, shouted
“ Jzapa!" Come on! From the evi-
dence of Mrs Ward's own pages, we
think she hardly does them justice
in classing them with poltroons.
They appear to have made good fight
on many occasions. And if the white
feather be so conspicnous an ornament
in their savage head-dress, on what
ground can she claim such great credit
for the troops that overcame them,
and talk of the war as one ** not 80
noble iu its details as thosc of the days
of Napoleon, but far more glorious in
its results.”  Here she evidently
writes from the heat and impulse of
the moment, as she does in some other
parts of her book. To this we do not
object, but rather prefer it to the cau-
tious and circumspect manner in which
most writers, especially male ones,
would have extolled the deeds of the
South African army, whose scle oppor-
tunitics of distinction were in petty
skirmishes with undisciplined and
naked barbarians. Not that the
Kaffirs could be considered as foes of
the most contemptible class, With a
monkey-like faculty of imitation, they
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canght up smatterings of European
tactics. ‘**Day by day,” we quote
Mr Barnard, “ they get more expert
in the use of fire-arms, and are obger-
vant of our least movements, that I
have heard officers describe their
throwing out skirmishers as quite
equal to our own mauwuvres.” They
also attempt stratagems, often with
success, It is a common frick with
them to ensnare small parties of the
cnemy by leaving a few cattle grazing
at the edge of a thicket, in which they
conceal ﬁlemsclvﬁs, and when their
opponents approach, issue forth and
asazail them. Im this manner were
entrapped Captain Gibson and Dr
ITowell, of the Rifles, and the Honour-
able Mr Chetwynd, who, as new-
comers to the colony, were nof up to
the hackneyed decoy. The Kaffirs, on
the other hand, are too cunning fo be
often taken unawares, although we
read of a few successful surprises in
Mrs Ward's chronicle of the campaign.
Colonel Somerset, the gallant com-
mander of the Cape mounted Rifles, is
the hero of one of these, upon which
Mrs Ward dwells with peculiar com-
gla.ﬁﬁnﬂj'. A small division of troops
ad halted to hivouac, when an officer’s
horse ran away, and carried him over
a hill, past a * clump of Kaffirs" six
hundred strong., Reining in with
great difficulty, ke dashed back and
made Bis report. What ensned is
described in appropriate style by our
martial and dashing authoress,

“ Colonel Somerset lifted his cap from
his head, gave three hearty cheers and
shouted, * Major Gibsone, (7th Dragoon
Guards,) return carbines, draw swords,
charge ! ‘ Hurrah !’ was echoed back ;
and on they dashed, dragoons, Cape corps,
burghers, Hottentots, and Fingos. They
found the enemy up and in position. Such
a mélée | The cavalry dashed through
the phalanx of Kaffirs, and for want of
more cavalry to support them, dashed
back again! A Hottentot soldier, one of
the sturdy Cape eorps, having two horses
given him to take care of, charged un-
armed, save his sword, and with a horse
in each hand. There was great slaughter
amongst theenemy. . . . . . Suoch
Kaffirs a5 could not escape fell down ex-
hausted and cried for mercy : there was a
great deal of cunning in this,—they would
have stabbed any one who approached
near enongh to them to offer a kind word.
They had all had enongh, however, of
meeting a combined force of dragoeons and
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Cape corps, and no doubt the latter tried
to surpass themselves. Those gallant
little Totties are an untiring and deter-
mined band. How little do we know In
England of the courage and smartness of
the Hottentot [

A very wholesome lesson for the
Kaffirs, two hundred of whom were
killed, and agood many more wounded,
but rather an inglorious victory for
regular cavalry—so, at least, it strikes
us, when we contemplate, in one of
Mrs Ward’s illustrations, a parcel of
naked monsters, more like Mexican
apes than men, howling and capering,
and hwling javeling at an advancing
party of infantry. Any “ phalanx™
formed by these uncouth barbarians,
would be, we should think, of a very
loose description, and not likely to
oppose much resistance to the charge
of her Majesty's 7th Dragoon Guards,
backed by the mounted Rifles, who in
spite of black skin, diminutive stature,
and cucumber shanks, are admitted on
all hands to be very efficient light
cavalry—the best, probably, for war-
fare against savages. It were well,
perhaps, to increase their numbers ; or
at any rate, if cavalry must be sent
out from England, it were surely ad-
visable to select it of the lightest de-
seription. Dragoon guards are excel~
lent in their place, first-rate fellows to
oppose to helmeted Frenchmen or
Germans ; but the Cape is by no
means their place, and Kaffirs are nob
cnirasgiers, It is like hunting weasels
with wolf-hounds; the very size and
power of the dogs impede them in the
pursuit of their noxious and contemp-
tible prey. There is one point of dif-
ference, however, and by no means
favour of the dragoons; weasels do
not carry loaded muskets, which Kaf-
firs habitually do, firing them off
whenever occasion offers, from behind
bushes, out of wol-holes, or from any
other sequestered and sheltered posi~
tion, where it is impossible for the
heavy six-foot-long dragoon guards-
men to get at them. %ed jackets,
glittering accountrements, and tall
figures make up a capital mark for
the bullet of a lurking foe; and the
unfortunate warriors go perspiring
through the bush, with the thermo-
meter at 120° in the shade, cursing
the Kaffirs, but rarely catching them,
their clattering scabbards betraying
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