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young men who were with him, and werelearn- 
in the work under his care. These were men 
who lived each in his own hut with his wife 
and family. They receive 26s. a month 
and their diet, which consists of two pounds of 
meat and two pounds of mealiesa day. The 
man himself could not eat this amount of 
food, but would no doubt find it little enough 
with his wife and children. With this, he 
has permission to build his hut about the 
place, and to burn his master’s fuel. He 
buys coffee, if he wants it, from his master’s | 
store,—and in his present condition gene- 
rally does wantit. When in his hut he rolls 
himself in his blanket; but when he comes 
out to his work, attires himself in some more 
or less European attire, according to regula- 
tion.” (The men whom Mr. Trollope saw 
working here were not Kaffirs, but Indian 
coolies.) 

The Kaffir is a good-humoured fellow, 
but if occasion should arise he would prob- 
ably bea rebel. On this very spot where I 
was talking to him, the master of the farm 
had felt himself compelled during the last 
year, 1876, to add a couple of towers to his 
house; so that in the event of an attack he 
might be able to withdraw his family from   
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the reach of shot, and have a guarded plat- 
form from whence to fire at his enemies. 

Whether or not the danger was near, as ne 

thought it last year, Iam unable to say; 
but there was the fact that he had found it 

necessary so to protect himself, only a few 
months since, within twenty miles of Gra- 
hamstown! Such absence of the feeling of 

security must of course be injurious, if not 

destructive to all industrial operations. 
I may add with regard to ostrich farming, 

that I have heard that 50 per cent. perannum 

on the capital invested has been not uncom- 

monly made. But I have heard also that 

| all the capital invested has not unfrequently 

been lost. It must be regarded as a 
precarious business, and one which requires 
special adaptation in the person who 
conducts it. And to this must be added 
the fact that it depends entirely on a freak 
of fashion. Wheat and wool, cotton and 

coffee, leather and planks, men will certainly 
continue to want: and of these things the 

value will undoubtedly be maintained by 
competition for their possession. 

But ostrich feathers may become a drug: 
when the nursemaid affects them, the duchess 

will cease to do so.” 

  

Rs. Brassey's delightful 
-“Cruise in the Sunbeam,” 

is the very romance of ad- 
venturous yachting ; it is the 
voyages of the rough old cir- 
cumnavigators translated into 
the picturesquely luxurious. 
How well we remember 
(says a writer in the Zimes), 
those great quartos of coarse 
grey paper in which we used 
to pore over the discoveries of 

Wallis and Cook, though the narrative was 

  

apt to become tediously monotonous in the ~ 
bafflmg calms and the shifting currents ; 
where we read of ‘‘ making short boards ” on   
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the long ground swell that broke in crested 
breakers on the coral reefs ; of the salt junk 

and the weevily biscuit ; of scurvy and short 
allowance of water, in ships whose canvas 
was getting shockingly out-at-elbows, and 
which came home in asheathing of barna- 
clesand seaweed. Here, on the other hand, 

we admire in the frontispiece the graceful 
lines and spars of the Swndeam, as she 
cleaves the seas under a press of sail, with 

auxiliary steam-power in case of necessity. 
Mr. Brassey sailed when he could; he even 
beat up the Red Sea, in withering heat, in 
the face of fitful breezes blowing off the 

deserts. But when patience was being 
tried beyond endurance, he could always


