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summer of 1874) 

Mr. J. A. Froude 

paid a visit to South 
Africa, and thus 
describes his visit :— 

“The storms put 
an end to my gipsy life. I sold 
my cart, mules, and guns at 

Potscheffstrom, sent my two 

lads home by a wagon to Natal, 
and took to the mail cart. 

The roads are tracks littered with stones 
the size of thirty-two pound cannon balls. 
The mail travels night and day with ten 
mules or horses, and plunges on with 

supreme disregard either of rock or hole. 
The cart is roofed and curtained with 
leather. The brass buttons by which the 
curtains are fastened are so conveniently 
arranged that at each jolt you are likely to 

have your temple cut or your cheek laid 

open. The distance from Potscheffstrom 

to this place is from four to five hundred 
miles. I had several fellow-passengers, all 

characteristic of the spot for which I was 
bound. One was a Jew diamond dealer, 

another a store-keeper, another a digger, 
another a land-shark or speculator. A fifth 

amused and instructed me. ‘When I fust 

came to this country, sir,’ ne said, ‘I tried 

industry ; but it didn’t pay, and I took to 
scheming, and did better.’ His scheming 
consisted in going to England when the 
diamond diggings were opened, buying a 

gambling and drinking saloon, with all 
necessary fittings, securing the services of 
half a dozen young ladies from the Hay- 

market to attend, and carrying it all out 
and setting it going. With this contrivance 
he made thirty or forty thousand pounds in 

one year; but he lost it the next in gambling. 

‘Alas!’ he said, in a remorseful tone, 

‘all that I touch turns to gold. Any fool 
tan make a fortune here; but it requires 
a wise man to keep it!’ 

    

The nearer we approach the fields, the 
louder. and more universal the cry against 
the injustice done to the Free States. An 

Englishman whom I met at Christiana told 
me he was ashamed of his country. 

On the evening of the third day after 
leaving Potscheffstrom we came down to 
the Vaal river, intending to cross in a 
ferryboat an hour before sunset. The 
thunder-clouds had unfortunately gathered 
up that afternoon blacker than I had yet 
seen them. Between four and five o’clock 
the storm began, and between the darkness 
and the blinding effects of the lightning, ir 
the intervals of the flashes we could scarcely 

see ten yards from us. Even in South 

Africa I never saw such a display of celes- 
tial fireworks. The lightning was rose- 
colour, deepening at times to. crimson. 
Each flash appeared like a cross, a vertical 

line seeming to strike the earth, a second 
line crossing it horizontally. The air was a 

blaze of fre. The rain fell insuch a deluge 

that the plain ina few minutes was like a 
lake. ‘The horses stood shivering up to 

their fetlocks in water. At one time there 

was no interval between the flash and the 

report, so that we were in the very centre 

of the storm. ‘The sense of utter helpless- 

ness prevented me from being nervous. I 

sat still and looked at it in mere amaze- 

ment. In two hoursit was over. The sky 

cleared almost suddenly, and, with the 

dripping landscape shining in the light of a 

summer sunset, we splashed on to the river, 

here about as broad as the Thames at 

Westminster. We crossed with some 

trouble, the ferryboat being half full of 

water. Night being now on us in earnest, 

we had to wait at the ferryman’s hut till the 

moon rose. He had caught some barbel 

(so he called them) in the river with night 
lines. One of these monsters, as big asa 
moderate sized pig, with an enormous head 
and long horns, the conductor bought tc 

| t2ke on and sell at the diamond fields. -The 
 


