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diggers are open-handed, and the price of 

anything at Kimberley (as my speculating 

friend told me) is whatever the owner likes 

to ask. I objected to this addition to our 

company in the wagon, so it was lashed to 

a pole underneath, the tail flapping on the 

sands. At 10.30 we started (having lost 

time to make up) with the half-broken 

horses. I asked how the road was, and got 

a shrug for an answer. .In a few minutes 

we were bounding at full speed over a track 

littered with cannon balls, and our bodies 

flying like shuttlecocks between our seats 

and the roof. I for one felt as if I should 

go to pieces. At intervals the conductor 

looked in, coolly saying, ‘ Well, gentlemen, 

how do you feel yourselves ?’ 

He knew, by experience, I suppose, that 

we should be none the worse for it; and 

people do not go to South Africa to be 

comfortable. Enough that at ten this 

morning we arrived at the spot which has 

caused so much heartburning in South 

African society, and disturbed the market 

for jewels all over the world. 

The town of Kimberley, so called because 

Lord Kimberley was the colonial minister 

who is responsible for the annexation of this 

precious possession, is like a squalid Wim- 

bledon Camp set down in an arid desert. 

The houses are of iron, wood, and canvas, 

every particle of which has been brought 

out from England, and has been carried up 

on wagons from the sea. The streets are 

axle deep in what is either dust or mud, 

according to the season. The inhabitants 

who are of all nations and colours, muster 

at the present time between twenty and 

:hirty thousand, and may be described as 

the Bohemians of the four continents. By 

Bohemian I do not mean to be uncompli- 

mentary, I mean merely a class of persons 

who prefer adventure and speculation to 

settled industry, and who do not work well 

in the harness of ordinary life. Here are 

diggers from America and Australia, German 

speculators, Fenian head-centres, traders, 

saloon-keepers, professional gamblers, bar- 
risters (I heard one of these say it was a 
lawyer’s Eldorado), ex-officers of the army   

‘and navy, younger sons of good family, whe 

have not taken to a profession or been 

obliged to leave it. A marvellous motley 

assemblage, among whom money flows like 

water from the amazing productiveness of 

the mine; and in the midst of them a 

hundred or so keen-eyed Jewish merchants, 

who have gathered like eagles over their 

prey, and a few thousand natives who have 

come to work for wages, to steal diamonds, 

and to lay their earnings out in rifles and 

powder. 

There are three pits out of which the 

diamonds are taken. One of them, two 

miles off, is comparatively unproductive ; 

one better, but still negligently worked ; the 

third is the famous Koppe, about which 

the town has formed itself. This Koppe 

was once a rounded hillock, swelling out of 

the plain and covered with mimosa trees, 

under the shade of which passing wagons 

stopped to rest. Eyes negligently looking 

round one day saw something shining in the 

grass ; a tuft was pulled up, and more sparks 

were seen about the roots. Digging began, 

and it was discovered through the level shale 

which forms the ordinary surface an ovai 

hole had been cut, as if by some elliptical 

boring tool, working with singular evenness. 

The length of the opening is about 1200 

feet, the breadth goo, the sides perpendicu- 

lar; the depth unknown, for they are 

afraid to bore. A discovery that the 

bottom is near would destroy the value of 

the property. A discovery that there is no 

bottom would convulse the diamond mar- 

ket. At present they have cut down about 

120 feet. 
Four or five thousand blacks are picking 

into the blue crumbling substance, neither 

clay nor stone, in which the diamonds are 

embedded. The area is divided into 

claims, ‘or quadrilateral sections, thirty feet 

by twenty, which are held as freeholds, and 

again are sub-divided into half and quarter 

claims. Each owner works by himself, or 

with his own servants. He has his own 

wire rope, and his own basket, by which he 

sends his stuff to the surface to be washed. 

The rim of the pit is fringed with wipdlasses.


