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eighteen months, were on their way back, 
and instead of, as usual, taking the coast 
road and passing through Somkeli’s country, 
they made for the Pongolo Pass, having 
heard of some disturbances in Zululand, 
which made them doubt their being able 
to get through it safely. On the day on 
which they left the last Amatonga kraals, 
the people there strongly warned them not 
to pass by a certain reed-margined lagoon 
which otherwise lay in their most direct 
route to the pass, saying it was frequented 
by a savage lion which had already killed, 
though it had not eaten, two passers-by, 
and had on several occasions given vindic- 
tive chase to others. However, as lions 
at that date and in that part were very 
numerous, hunting in troops of even thirty 
individuals, and these hunters had been 
meeting them with mutual respect and 
forbearance on nearly every day of the 
eighteen months of their expedition, they 
thought very little of the warning, and took 
that very path. 

They had reached the lagoon, and were 
passing within five or six yards of the edge, 
when, without further warning than a slight 
rustle, a lion sprang upon the foremost, 
crushing him to the ground. His terrified 
comrades, throwing away the chance of 
shooting the brute while it was still upon 
its first victim, and his eyes probably closed, 
rushed to the nearest tree for safety ; 
but, once there, feeling ashamed of their 
cowardly desertion of an old companion, 
they descended, and walking forward to- 
gether, were just on the point of firing, 
when, with a roar’ that almost deprived 
them of the power to run, the lion charged, 
caught the hindmost, and after shaking 
him for a second or two, gave chase to the 
other, who, however, had profited by the 
time to remove himself, by a bare foot or 
so, out of reach of the spring the enraged 
animal gave as it saw that one had so far 
escaped. It then returned to its last victim, 
not yet dead, took him up in its mouth, 
dropped him, tossed him from paw to paw 
as a cat does a mouse, and at last, as if 
wearied at so much unaccustomed gentle- 

  

  

ness, it allowed its savage nature to gain 
the mastery, and with one crunch of its 
powerful jaw put him out of his pain. 

It next came back under the tree 
where the sole survivor of this fearful 
tragedy was, and looking up at him in a 
complacent manner, evidently aware that 
though it might not be able to reach him 
at present, it could at least keep him 
a prisoner during its pleasure, quietly 
stretched itself on the ground, and after 
licking its great paws for a few minutes 
seemed to be asleep. The tree—one of 
the larger mimosas—in which the wretched 
man was thus confined, had two principal 
stems separating from the main one about 
six feet from the ground, into the fork 
of which he had thrown his gun when he 
climbed up, and after a lapse of a quarter. 
of an hour without any sign of conscious- 
ness on the part of the lion, he could not 
help his thoughts reverting to it, and to 
how easily the brute might be shot if he 
could once obtain possession of it, and 
after another ten minutes, to see whether 
the animal would make any movement, he 
determined to try and reach it. Silently 
and quietly he moved down, foot by foot, 
until only such a distance intervened be- 
tween him and his prize as could be over- 
come by stooping; but while in the act 
of doing so a gentle, and without doubt 
a perfectly involuntary, vibration of the 
brute’s tail warned him that he was observed. 
He had presence of mind enough to know 
that any hurried movement would pre- 
cipitate its spring, while he was equally 
aware that no time was to be lost; so, 
abandoning the gun, he quietly straightened 
himself, feeling with his upraised hand for 
a branch to trust to, while his eyes never 
left the lion’s body. He was not a second 

| too soon, for as his nand found and grasped 
the support it sought, his treacherous 
adversary bounded upwards, not in time to 
catch him indeed, but so nearly that he 
could feel the rush of the displaced air. 

The disappointed brute roared furiously 
with rage at this second defeat, but wasting 
no further time when it saw it was useless,


