THE ROMANCE OF SOUTH AFRICA

days afterwards he writes for some soldiers, as he
cannot trust his own, saying that some of the burghers
are getting quite out of hand, the outlaws are active,
the well-disposed are being intimidated, there is even
correspondence going on between the prisoners in the
fort and the disaffected, and unless prompt measures are
taken to capture the outlaws, who are keeping the pot
boiling, anything may happen. In reply van der Stel
devised a plan for the capture of the outlaws by a
surprise party at night. Soldiers from the fort were
ordered to meet Starrenburgh’s men, and they were to
surround the houses where the outlaws were supposed
to be in hiding. Unfortunately, some of Starrenburgh’s
men were false to their trust. Several of them skulked,
one of them gave warning to the enemy. Near one
suspected house the loyal ’Fuards caught a slave who
was spying upon them. They put a rope round his
neck and led ];xim along beside the horses; but he bit
through the rope, ran away, and gave warning, while the
i;uards lost their way hopelessly in the darkness. Thus,
ike many well-planned night attacks, it ended in total
failure. “Just think, honoured sir,” exclaimed Starren-
burgh, “how miserable I felt, tossed about and worried
by my own men. Only the high respect which I cherish
for your Honour, and your Honour’s service—a glory
which I highly prize—can reconcile me to the leading
of this kind of life.”

The colony was, in fact, simmering with rebellion,
and van der Stel's night watches must have been
anxious indeed. The peninsula was loyal, he could
trust his soldiers in the fort, but Stellenbosch and the
Drakenstein, with its Huguenots and outlaws, were in
a very dangerous state. And then, like a thunderbolt,
came a staggering despatch from the Seventeen. Huys-
ing and his fellow-conspirators had won. The exiles
were to return to the Cape; the prisoners were to be
released ; the Governor, William Adriaan van der Stel,
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the Secunde Samuel Elsevier, the Minister Petrus
Calden, and the Landdrost Johannes Starrenburgh,
were to leave by the first return ships for Holland,
«with the retention of their pay and rank, but without
retaining any authority or command.” The land
granted to the Governor was to be taken from him;
his farm buildings might be taken over at a valuation,
—or if that failed he could do what he liked with them,
but the dwelling-house was to be broken down by him,
“as such buildings which are for ostentation and more
for pomp than use, have been built by the Company’s
servants at the Cape and elsewhere in India greatly to
our annoyance, and in a very prominent fashion.” Any-
one who had lost by van der Stel was to put in a claim.
The Company’s officials were no longer to hold land ;
Simon van der Stel’s title-deeds were to be inquired
into; Francis van der Stel was to be exiled; and
Henning Huysing was to be given the half of the meat
contract.!

Now I have heard it said that the reason for this
most unrighteous judgment was the jealousy felt to-
wards the influence of the van der Stels and their
relations, the Six family, and others in Holland, and in
the affairs of the Company; but I am not sufficiently
acquainted with the Dutch history of the time to be
able to say if this is so. Perhaps Huysing’s wealth
may have had its influence. More likely the Company
felt that van der Stel was putting the interests of the
Hottentots before their own in the matter of the meat
supply, as this was an old cause of quarrel between them.

1 Dr. Theal, in one of those admissions which are so damaging to his case,
says : * Onpe of his (the Governor’s) pmd opponents—Jacob van der Heiden
—was at a later date strongly sus‘f of having been guilty of dishonest
practices himself, and there is good ground for believing that the opposition of
another—Henning Huising—arose from his loss at the end of 1705 of the lucra-
tive contract he had held for five years. At the instance of the Governor,
tenders were called for, and four butchers were licensed, the price of meat being
fixed at a penny three farthings a d to the Company and twopence to

burghers. Huising resented this, and as the contract made him the richest
man in the community, he could make his resentment felt.”
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Then the Company were very very jealous of their
servants, whom they paid badly and always susfpected——
often justly—of corruption. As a matter of fact, no
Company’s official could live on his pay in the East,
Private trading was winked at, even allowed, and the
holding of land had been authorised. The grant of
Vergelegen was strictly regular, and the Company’s
seal was attached to it by the Company’s Commissioner,
who had, however, or so it was alleged, omitted to
notify them of the grant. At that time there was
land enough and to spare for every one, so that no one
suffered by the arrangement. As for the right and
wrong of the quarrel, the Directors hardly go into the
matter at all. It has, they say, wasted “a large quantity
of paper”; it has been “greatly to the hindrance of
our business ”; it has “caused us no end of trouble.”
In the future such “ distasteful subjects are not to be

laced before us,” but “every one is to remain quiet and
in peace.” In short, we are frankly bored by all this
hubbub, we are shopkeepers, not imperialists, and a
man who tries to administer a country righteously in-
stead of devoting himself to the meat supply of our
ships is a confounded nuisance.

Thus the Seventeen argued and thus the conspirators
won. Van der Stel begged to be allowed to remain in
the Cape “if only for a year, as a forgotten burgher,”
but he was curtly told to get out; Huysing threatened
him with a preposterous lawsuit; the lives of the re-
maining officials were made a burden by the mean
triumph of the disaffected; without land they were
helpless to provide even their own eatables and ' were
robbed unmercifully ; Huysing got the whole of the
meat contract; the wool industry started by van der
Stel disappeared, and the poor Hottentots were
murdered and robbed and enslaved until there were
none left but a few miserable landless and cattleless
serfs on the farms of the burghers. The cause of
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iniquity triumphed, and, as in revenge, the days of the
Dutch East India Company were numbered.

The reign of the van der Stels is the golden period
of the Cape—the period of expansion, of discovery,
of industry, of house-building, of land settlement.
Stellenbosch, the Drakenstein, and Frenchhoek and
the glorious Land of Waveren—all these valleys of
orchard and cornland and vine were settled by the
personal labours of these two great governors—and for
their reward they were robbed, insulted, and abused by
the very men whom they had benefited. In this
respect they are not alone in the history of South

ica, as we shall see hereafter.

Yet I will make bold to say that their names will
remain, when those of their detractors past and present
are forgotten. South Africa of the future will read its
history aright, and will look back on the van der Stels
as the two great statesmen who laid down the lines of
the true policy—honesty, justice, humanity, firmness
and fairness towards the natives—progress in agricul-
ture, scientific farming, development of mineral wealth,
organised defence, settlement on the land, tree-planting,
road-making, harbour-making—for the van der Stels
discovered Simon’s Town and other harbours along the
coast—a broad enlightened policy that the best of our
South Africans have followed ever since, consciously or
unconsciously. Their shades still walk under the oaks
of Stellenbosch, in the mountain-valleys of the Draken-
stein, on the stoep (whereon the star of their house is
figured in broad mosaic) of their stately Constantia.
Their courtliness, their justice, their humanity, are
fragrant memories. Their stately figures give a dignity
to our history. They loved the land, they loved the
settlers, and to see, in the father's own words, *their
cellars well filled with wine, their lofts with com, and
their chimneys and barrels with flesh and fish." <He
never thought,” says the son, “that in such a sweet
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and pleasant climate, such heavy and dark clouds ang
tempests would overwhelm and sweep him away.” But
the cloud of detraction is passing; indeed, thanks to
Mr. Leibbrandt, it may be said to have already passed,
and the star of the van der Stels shines out in our sky,
as clear and effulgent as the Southern Cross,
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CHAPTER XIII
HOW TABLE MOUNTAIN GOT ITS CLOUD'

Care TowN is a city that lies at the very tail-end
of Africa. It is the most beautiful city of all the earth,
placed, as it were, in a cup in the crags at the edge of
the world, and in its bay the warm waters of the
Indian Ocean mingle with the icy currents of the
unknown Antarctic seas. Over it towers the great
Table Mountain, with the Lion’s Head on one side and
the Devil’s Peak on the other, and this mountain is not
strange only for its shape (for it rises perpendicular
and foursquare like a table), but becausg it is often
masked and shrouded by a wonderful white cloud,
which covers its flat top like a cloth, and pours down
its precipices in great folds and wreaths of mist. Some-
times the cloud is still and white and fleecy, and
sometimes one would think it a cataract of foam as
it rolls over and descends in mighty convolutions.
Scientific people pretend that they know the reason of
this miracle, that it is the congealing of the moist cold
wind from the sea suddenly brought in contact with
the warm land, just as water turns into steam when
spilt upon a hot stove. But if we would not be fubbed
off with this foolish explanation, and would inquire
further into the mystery, we must go to the Malay

1 The Editor thinks it right to say that this stog was in his hands several

months before the publication of a poem by Dante (zabriel Rossetti on another
version of this legend.
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quarter of Cape Town, and there fall a-gossiping with
one of the old Hajis or Moulvis who know so much
that we do not understand. They have been to Mecca,
and they know all about Mahomed’s coffin which hangs
in the air, and the voyages of Sinbad the sailor. And
if we are lucky and tactful, one of them may tell us, as
he sits, clad picturesquely in a long plum-coloured robe
and red fez with a turban about it, how Table Mountain
comes to have its tablecloth.

Long long ago, he will say, when his ancestors were
the slaves of the Dutchmen, an old burgher, by the
name of van Hunks, lived in a lonely house upon the
eastern slopes of the Devil’s Peak. It was not called the
Devil’s Peak then, and though there was even at that
time an occasional cloud upon Table Mountain, it never
took such gigantic proportions as it sometimes does
nowadays.

Well, this Mynheer van Hunks was a lonely man,
big in stature and bulky in build, of a taciturn way of
living, and with a face so darkly gurple or fierily red
that people used to be quite afraid at the sight of it,
and the boldest children would not venture near his
house. It was said of him that he had in his youth
been huntsman to Governor van der Stel, and had once
killed a lion by placing his firelock against its forehead
and pulling the trigger, for those were the days when
the hippopotamus still wallowed in the shallow pools of
the Cape flats, and lions used to roar round the houses
of Cape Town at nights. But even in those days
he used to frequent the Town Tavern and the Fisher-
man’s Tap at the Salt River, far more than was good
for him. He was known to all the rollicking sailors
that came in the great East Indiamen ; and honest
burghers used to prophesy that he would come by an
evil end.

One fine day van Hunks disappeared, and for
many years he was not seen in his old haunts; but
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when all his old cronies had given him up for dead he
came back in a ship that every one suspected was a
pirate, though the Governor was afraid to say anything.
He was dressed in a magnificent coat cut out of
Benares brocade, the buttons being great rubies, a
flowered Calamanca waistcoat, and breeches of Chinese
silk, and he had with him an iron-bound seaman’s chest
so heavy that two strong slaves had much ado to lift it.
People said that he had made a vast fortune with the
pirates, and that this chest was full of gold mohurs and

agodas and pieces of eight, Indian idols with gems
For eyes and precious Portuguese crucifixes.

He had been, so the gossips would tell, with the
wicked Plantain when he was King of Madagascar; he
had been England’s bo’sun and had served under Avery ;
and he was on St. Mary’s Isle when Kidd and Colvert
drank bomboe together and swore eternal friendship.
He was at the sacking of the Mogul’s treasure-ship, and
had cut off the arms of Moorish princesses for the gold
bangles that were round them.

But few dared even to speak to van Hunks, far less
bring him to justice, for his belt was stuck full of silver

istols, and he carried a great cutlass by his side. He

ept his own counsels, and made his home in the lonely
house on the slopes of the Devil's Peak. It was his
own, for he had paid its price out of the great chest
in good doubloons. He had a few slaves to till his
garden and look after his cattle; but he himself
did nothing except sit on his stoep with a keg of
Hollands or racka};:ae or some other potent spirit by
his side, a bocal in his hand and a large calabash pipe
in his mouth.

Thus he would sit for days together, drinking
steadily and looking at his pumpkins as they grew from
green to yellow. He was always smoking ; indeed, he
smoked more than any other ten Dutchmen put to-
gether, that is to say, more than a hundred of any other
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nation. Sometimes, when he seemed to be thi.king of
unpleasant things, he would puff so hard that he was
enveloped in a cloud of smoke. When a ship came
into the harbour, it was noticed that he was very much
on the watch, as if he had not an altogether easy
conscience, and there were seldom any ships in the Bay
when he strolled along to Cape Town to buy the
puncheon of arrack or rum or Dutch gin that was his
favourite tipple.

Occasionally the old fellow might be seen making
his way through the flowering sugar-bush and glistering
silver trees that grew on the lower slopes of the Peak,
and threading his way up until he got above the
undergrowth to a favourite seat, whence with his spy-
glass he could see the town and the wide ocean and
the brave ships as they sailed in and out of the anchorage.
There he would sit and smoke for hours together.

Now as van Hunks was sitting there one day with
his pipe in his mouth and his great bag of tobacco
between his knees and a mutchkin of spirits at his
elbow, he saw a stranger coming down the rocks
towards him. Van Hunks noticed that he limped
slightly in his walk, and, as he drew nearer, that he was
tall and gaunt, that he was clad in a suit of black velvet,
and that he carried a large empty pipe in his hand.

“ Good-day, Mynheer van ﬁ s,” said the stranger.

“Good-day,” replied the old pirate, gruffly.

“I come here like yourself for an occasional smoke,”
the intruder continued, not in the least put out by the
coldness of the welcome, ““and unfortunately to-day I
have run out of tobacco, so I take the liberty of asking
you to fill my pipe.”

Van Hunks took up the bag and pushed it towards
the stranger, who sat down without further invitation
and rammed nearly half a pound of the leaf into the
bowl.

“I have heard you are a great smoker, Mynheer,”
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he said, pleasantly. “No wonder, for this is good
tobacco. My own tastes something too strongly of
sulphur.”

“Ja, ja,” said van Hunks, a little mollified by the
compliments, “it is good tobacco, and I smoke more,
Mynheer, than any man alive.”

“Now, now,” replied the stranger, “that is a big
boast ; where I come from we smoke day and night.
Come, Mynheer, I wager I'll smoke more than you at a
sitting.”

“ What are the stakes ?” said the old pirate, a spark
of interest glowing in his eye.

“Your soul against the kingdoms of the world,”
retorted his dark companion, gaily.

“Sis|” said van Hunks, “soul have I none; and
as for the kingdoms of the world, I have seen enough
of them, and of the battles that are waged for them.
For my part, I am content with my house and my
pumpkins, my slaves and my arrack, my pipe and my
tobacco; but I'll smoke against you for the love of
the thing.”

Then van Hunks took the bag by its two bottom
corners, and shook its contents on to a large flat stone.
People say that there were eight pounds, no less, of
strong tobacco, damp with rum, as sailors like it. He
divided the heap into two equal parts.

“ Now,” said van Hunks, ‘“choose one heap and I'll
take the other.”

“That’s fair and generous,” quoth the stranger, as
he laid his hands on his share; “I've taken a liking to
you, Mynheer van Hunks.”

«“ Most Peﬁﬂf love me at sight,” said the sailor, grimly.

“I'm po myself,” returned the other.

« And who may you be ?” asked van Hunks.

“You'll know in good time,” said the stranger.
“ Better ask no questions. I'm loved best by those who
have not yet.learnt who I am.”
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“ Just the way with us,” said the Dutchman, “ before
they saw the Jolly Roger. Then they did not love us
quite so much. No, Mynheer, they did not. It was
walk the plank with every man jack of them. Brave
days, Mynheer. Why, we captured the Viceroy of the
Indies, me and La Buze. He'd enough treasure in his
ship to fill our fo'csle with Portuguese gold and diamonds.
And I was with Plantain in the Isle of Madagascar when
he fought King Dick for the Princess Nelly Brown;
and when we captured his noblemen we made them
dance on hot coals till they dropped down and fried.

“ We had each of us a palace and a harem on Saint
Mary's Isle. And I was with Roberts when he caught
the chaplain of Cape Coast Castle, and offered him
his life if he’d say prayers and draw corks. No good
came to Roberts. Too religious he was. You can see
his bones hanging in chains where Challoner Ogle swung
him up on the shores of the Gulf of Guinea. And I
was there when Kidd and Culliford drank bomboe
together and swore to be good friends. And I was
there when Avery caught the Great Mogul's daughter
and all the other Moorish ladies.”

Then van Hunks lowered his voice and whispered
to the stranger till he shuddered and put his fingers
to his ears.

At this sign that the conversation was too much for
his companion, the bad man laughed loud and long, and
began to sing, in a voice very deep and terrible, a pirate's
chantey, of which this is a feeble translation :—

Then hoist the Jolly Roger, boys, and make Saint Maﬁs Isle,
Where Moll and Sue are waiting in their cabins of the palm;

Pull heavy on the halyards, boys, we'll spend our golden pile
Where all the blessed island smells of ambergris and balm.

We’ll broach a keg of arrack and bomboe we will drink,
And we’ll barbecue a hog, my boys, and sit around the fire ;
With puncheons of madeira, we will float until we sink.
Yes, we'll drink, drink, drink, we’ll drink until we tire!
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Then haul on the braces, boys, and make Saint Mary’s Isle,
Where Moll and Sue are waiting in their cabins of the palm ;

Pull heavy on the halyards, boys, we'll spend our golden pile,
Where the breezes smell of musk and the ladies smell of balm.

Then there followed a silence, broken only by the
puffing of the two smokers.’

A long-tailed sugar-bird hovered over the great
black velvet buds of the protea: the fishing-boats ran
in from the lea of Robben Island; an Indiaman was
furling his sails. But the smokers did not speak.

Puff, puff, puff, puff, and sometimes a sup at the
little keg of spirits.

The sun began to sink behind the mountain, the
shadow of the Lion’s Head fell across the bay; the
Hottentot slaves were leading home the cattle,

Never a word spoke the two smokers.

The moon arose from behind the Tigerberg, and
climbed higher and higher; the waves shone like silver
far below, and the white houses of Cape Town gleamed
among their dark-green gardens like pearls in the depths
of the sea.

Never a word from the smokers. The sky turned
crystalline, then rose-red, and the mountains flamed
with signals of the dawn; but there the smokers still
were sitting.

Puff, puff, puff. A cloud of smoke was now about
them ; it swirled and eddied as it rose. It leaped the
gulf from the Peak to the Mountain and clung to its
rocky sides. It covered the top like a cloth. Then
it rose ever higher like the smoke of the bottle the
fisherman opened in the Arabian Nights, until it
became a great pyramid over the mountain. It
swung this way and that: long shreds of it fell away
and swept down the precipices to the town below.
Such a south-easter had never been seen, not since
van Riebeck first set foot on “the watering-place of
Saldanha.”
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And still the two smoked, and still the cloud grew.

The fiery and purple face of van Hunks never
changed, but his nose glowed with a blue unearthly
flame as he pulled at his pipe, which he only took out
of his mouth when he took a sup from the keg. The
stranger smoked hard, his eyes gleaming in his head with
a baleful light.

The wind tossed the huge cloud in savage glee till
it rocked and split and fell in fragments on the town.
The burghers coughed and choked and drank brandy
within closed doors, and said never had there been such
a south-easter.

Day after day they smoked, and the piles on the
stone grew smaller and smaller as the cloud grew larger.
But van Hunks’ face only took a darker purple while
the stranger’s grew first pale and then green. There
was a damp clammy sweat upon his brow.

“Ugh!” he ”groaned at last, “the fumes of hell are
nothing to this.

“Baccy a bit strong ?” said the Dutchman, with a
chuckle., .

“Oh!” groaned the stranger, “you've done what
the Archangel Michael could not do. Oh, oh, oh, I am
prostrate, I am vanquished, I am overcome.”

His pipe fell from his hand. He lay at full length
on the ground, uttering the most dreadful groans.

“Hurrah!” cried the old pirate, tossing his hat'in
the air. “Bear heavy on the halyards, boys!” he sang
in his glee. “Hurrah, I've won!”

" Then he seized the keg and put it to the stranger's

S.

P As he did so, he knocked off the hat that hitherto
had been drawn down over his rival’s brow.

The sight that met his eyes caused his knees to
tremble. ]%Iis hair stood on end.

“Horns1” he cried. “’Tis the Devil himself. Old
Nick, as I'm a sinful man!”
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Here the herd-boy who witnessedthis strange scene
from the kindly shelter of a sugar-bush says that flames
leaped from the stranger’s eyes and mouth and feet, so
that the lad fainted away in his fright.

“'Tis I1” said the Devil. “Come, van Hunks !’

There was a tremendous crash of thunder, as if the
mountain had been split in two. A blaze of lightning
came at the same moment, making the cloud look like
a pyramid of fire.

There followed a dreadful smell of sulphur.

Then the mist swept down upon the place. There
was a cry, and when it rolled away there was no stran
and no van Hunks ; but only a spot scorched bare of
herbage where they had sat, with an empty keg, two
empty pipes, a spy-glass, and two little heaps of tobacco,
not more than an ounce in each.

And if you want any proof of my story, to this day
the place is called the Devil's Peak.

And when there is an ordinary south-easter, an old
citizen will remark that the Devil is smoking to-day.

But when it is a black south-easter, blowing great
%uns and tumbling cloud, then, he will say, it is the

evil and van Hunks.

Note.—The extraordinary cloud on Table Mountain has roused the
curiosity and admiration of all travellers. The veracious Kolbe,
speaking of the “Devil’s Hill or Wind Hill,” says: “The reasons for
these appellations of this Hill are variously given. But the generally
assign’d, and indeed the most Irobable one for both of 'em, is the
terrible south-east winds caused by a white cloud, which frequently
hovers over this and the Table Hill. From this cloud the south-east
wind issues as from the mouth of a sack, with inexpressible fury,
shattering the houses, endangering the ships in the harbour, and
doing at times immense damage to the corn on the ground and the
fruit on the trees.” Kolbe adds that “several credible persons”
assured him that in the night time for near a month together there
was seen on the top of the hill “something like a large carbuncle
stone; a resplendent something, resembling in the imaginations of
many a serpent with a crown upon its head, and by many taken for
one to theiminfinite terror and astonishment.” The old Malays still
dispute whether this “resplendent something” was the 63 w of
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van Hunks’s nose or the light of the Devil’s eyes: others incline
to think it came from the pipe-bowls of the smokers. Again Samuel
Daniell says in his very rare book : “These strong gales of wind are
first indicated b{la small fleecy cloud stretching along the summit of
the mountain which gradually falling over the edge, in the course of
a few hours envelops half the mountain, rising also to a considerable
height above it, whilst every other part of the hemisphere is perfectly
cloudless. This irregular appearance is well known to seamen by the
name of the Devil’s Table Cloth.” Some travellers say that on the
cloud’s first coming it is only the size of a walnut; but this state-
ment is contradicted by others. Many of the old travellers, however,
agree in imputing to the cloud a diabolical origin, though they have
been so unfortunate as to be unaware that its true cause was known
only to the old Malay soothsayers, who are the storehouses of so much
that is strange and curious in the history of Cape Town. As for the
irates, the Cape archives are full of references to them. The Isle
gt. Mary, where they usually careened, lay before Antongil Bay,
17° S. lat., on the east coast of Madagascar. The harbour was full
of the wrecks of their prizes, and the shore usually knee-deep in
spices taken out of their holds. Plantain, “the King of Ranter's
Bay,” was one of the chief of these scoundrels. “ For his further
state and recreation,” says Downing, “he took a great many wives
and servants whom he kept in great subjection, and after the English
manner called them Moll, Kate, Sue, or Pegg. These women were
dressed in the richest sﬂks and some of them had diamond necklaces.”
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CHAPTER XIV
A CAPE PILGRIMAGE—THE STORY OF SHEIK JOSEPH

THoSE who know anything of Malay life in Cape Town
are aware that every year these good people go upon a
pilgrimage. It is not the great pilgrimage to Mecca,
which even the best Mahomedan cannot hope to visit
more than once or twice in a lifetime ; but a local affair
in which all take part, from the toddler hardly big
enough to carry washing or wear a fez, to the bent
veteran who sticks to the old style of bandana handker-
chief round his head, and will tell you, if you ask him,
his hazy recollections of the slave days. For three or
four days before there is a great bustle in the Malay
quarter, a great packing of bundles and tents and
provision-making, for though the journey may be made
in a day it is usually a matter of three or fgur. The
Malays are a leisurely folk, with pleasant notions of
how to enjoy a holiday in the open air, and if this
pilgrimage is a pious duty, it is also one of the chief
pleasures in life. And so they set out in the month of
April, when good Mahomedans all over the world pay
respect to the tombs of their holy men. Some go in
carts, making a very brave show, I promise you, the
men in their red fezzes and long robes, and the women
in their gay kerchiefs, amber necklaces, and bright,
many-coloured silk and satin dresses. But now most
of them go by train, and if you follow them you will find
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that they get out at Faure Station, on the Cape Town
side of Somerset West. From there they may be seen
under the hot autumn sun, trudging along the sand
road, a brilliant snake of colour among the brown bus
and grass of the Flats, to where, some three miles distant,
is the tomb, shining like a white star upon its hill

It was in springtime that we made the pilgrimage, in
October, the springtime of the south. The Flats were
a sea of golden wattle, the veldt was blue with bavianas,
and yellow with marigolds. The ground was starred
with flowers—orchids, gladioli, protea—and, when we
came down into the marshy landp by the Eerste River,
arum lilies glowed among the rank grass. We passed
through cow-scented pasture and the corn-lands of
Zandvliet, and so towards the sea, guided by the white
star of the tomb.

It stands upon a sandstone rock which the Eerste
River bends round on its way to the sea, and you can
hear the breakers roaring, though unseen behind the
sand-dunes. A little wooden bridge crosses the river
beside the drift, and below it is a willow from whose
branches hang the woven nests of the yellow fink.. On
the farther side the little hill rises steeply, and under
it nestles a row of very ancient and dilapidated cottages.
One of them is used as a stable by the pilgrims and
another as a mosque, and upon its porch you will see
a little notice in English that “ women are not allowed
inside the church,” a warning signed with all the weight
and authority of the late Haji Abdul Kalil. The
Malays are good Mahomedans, and keep their women-
folk in proper subjection. We can fancy them outside
the mosque chattering like starlings while the Faithful
pray within. Inside, this little chapel is touchingly
primitive and simple, with blue sky showing thI'Oliih
the thatched roof, and a martin’s nest plastered on the
ceiling of the little alcove. Between these cottages
and the stream is a field of sweet marjoram, no doubt
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grown for the service of the shrine, and the way up the
hill is made easy by a flight of steps built perhaps
centuries ago, and ruinous with age. With their white
balustrades, and overgrown as they are with grass and
wild-flowers, they are very beautiful, and in pilgrimage-
time we may suppose them bright with Malays
ascending and descending. We mounted them to the
top, where they open on a little courtyard roughly
Faved and encinctured by a low white wall. On the
arther side, opposite the top of the stairs, is the tomb
itself, a little white building with an archway leading
into a porch. Beyond is a door, of the sort common
in Cape farm-houses, divided into two across the middle.
Of course, we did not dare to open it and peep inside ;
but I am told by a Mahomedan friend that the inner
tomb is of white,stucco with four pillars of a pleasant
design. It is upholstered in bright-coloured plush, and
copies of the Koran lie open upon it. The inside of
the room is papered in the best Malay fashion, and
over the window is a veil of tinselled green gauze.
From the roof several ostrich eggs hang on strings, and
altogether it is the gayest and brightest little shrine.
The ostrich eggs hanging on their strings made me
think of a much more splendid tomb which Akbar, the
first and greatest of the Moguls, built for his friend
Selim Chisti, a humble ascetic, in the centre of the
mosque at Fatehpur Sikri. If any of my readers
have made a pilgrimage to that wonderful deserted
city, they will remember the tomb built of fretted
marble, white and delicate as lace, in the centre of the
great silent mosque of red sandstone—surely the finest
testimonial to disinterested and spiritual friendship that
exists in the world. And, if they look inside, they will
recollect that around the inner shrine of mother o’ pearl
han% ostrich eggs just as they hang in Sheik Joseph’s
tomb on the Cape Flats. But this digression is onl

to show that the Malay of Cape Town knows what is
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proper to the ornamentation of kramats. The shrine
is tended with pious care, kept clean and white by the
good Malays—a people of whom it may be said truly
that they hold cleanliness as a virtue next to godliness.

And if you turn your eyes from the little shrine and
look over the broad landscape you will see that the
spot is indeed worthy to be the resting-place of a holy
man. On one side you look up into the valley of the
Laurens, where Somerset West lies under the shadow
of the Hottentot’s Holland Mountains. Under the
Helderberg nestle the rich farms of the Moddergat;
theré are green stretches of corn-land on the slopes.
Table Mountain is blue in the distance, with its white
plume of south-easter cloud, and between you and it
lie leagues of plain, golden with willows, and near at
hand Zandvliet's white barns and wine-cellars among
their oaks and vineyards. Round the hill the swifts
are darting, their red backs glittering like rubies in the
sun. Over the stream the golden finches twitter round
their pendent nests. Omar himself, an epicure in
mortality, who wished to lie where the roses should
fall lightly on his grave, might have envied such a
resting-place.

And yet it has its salt of sadness, for it is the grave
of an exile. Its story the reader may find for himself
in Mr. Leibbrandt’s book, Rambles through the Archives,
or, if he prefers the original, in the mouldering pages
of Valentyn.

Valentyn visited the Cape in the first quarter of
the eighteenth century, and he tells us something of
William Adriaan van der Stel, who was treated so
shamefully by the Bond politicians of that day. He
also made a pilgrimage to the tomb of *the celebrated
Sheik Joseph” as he calls him, and like the pilgrims of
later date, he admired the beautiful flowers and heath,
and wished, as he says, that they could be painted to
the life in their glorious colours. He admired also the
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farm of Zandvliet, and spoke with enthusiasm of its
rich corn-lands. The farm had recently belonged to
the Rev. Petrus Calden, the first minister of the old
church on the Heerengracht, of which there remains
now only the beautiful tower, and it was in Calden’s
day that Sheik Joseph was a prisoner. Valentyn in
another part of his book tells Sheik Joseph’s story.
Two hundred years ago the Dutch were still fighting
for mastery in the East Indies. They had settled in
the Celebes at the beginning of the seventeenth
century ; but they had to fight many years before they
conquered that beautiful island. Even now Dutch
rule is shadowy except at the coast, for the country is
so wild and rugged, its jungles so dense, and its people
so intractable that the Europeans are content to occupy
their trading stations and exercise a more or less
ineffectual sort of suzerainty over the native chiefs.
When our story opens the Dutch had been ﬁ%hting
nearly a century, not only in the Celebes, but all over
the E?ast Indies. They had driven out the Portuguese,
they had fought the English, they had measured swords
with the Macassars. Those were brave and turbulent
times, when England and Holland were fighting for
the gold and spices of the East. How they intrigued
:ﬁarilmt one another, setting king against king and

against clan, how they fought and murdered and
massacred! In 1688 there were great doings. Robert
Paddenburg was conquering the eastern part of the
Celebes, and at the same time the Dutch were fighting
the King of Bantam in Java. Now, Sheik Joseph,
who was a Macassar or Galeran nobleman of high
birth and great influence in the East Indies, took the
side of the king, who was his near relation, against
the king’s son, who was the pretender, favoured by
the Dutch. Sheik Joseph was defeated, and he was
captured when endeavounri% to escape, “by the clever
and daring stratagem of a Dutch officer, Captain Ruis,
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who, ingratiating himself into his favour and pretending
to be a Mahomedan, and a prisoner in the hands of the
Dutch, persuaded him to surrender.” The Dutch
reduced the kingdom of Bantam to vassalage, and
Sheik Joseph, whom they greatly feared, they sent as
a prisoner to Ceylon. But he had such power, being
looked upon as a saint all over the East Indies, that in
1694 the Dutch were fain to send him to South Africa
so that he might be beyond all possibility of escape.
Thither he went in the flute Poetboog, with forty-
nine followers, wives, and children, and they were all
accommodated on the farm of Zandvliet.

The Dutch appear to have used him with the con-
sideration due to his rank and greatness. Calden, who
wrote Latin verses, and may therefore be supposed to be
a man of education, no doubt treated him like a gentle-
man, and we may imagine them debating on the merits
of their religions. This at least would be no matter
for surprise, since we find Valentyn debating points of
theology with a Hottentot at this very farm of Zand-
vliet a few years afterwards, so it is fair to suppose that
Calden had something of the missionary zeal, while on
his side Sheik Joseph was renowned for his piety. And
doubtless also Simon van der Stel, that wise, enlightened,
and gracious old man, took no little interest in his
visitor, and he treated him handsomely, if we may judge
from the long bill of maintenance, “a heavy burdon on
our revenue, as it is ruefully represented to the Com-
pany by Simon’s successor. The Sheik died in 1699,
the year that Simon resigned. His death took place on
the 28rd of May, and his followers laid him to rest in the
land of his exile, and no doubt built the tomb, since it
is mentioned by Valentyn, who visited the place not
long afterwards. Before his death his kinsman, the
King of Goa, had earnestly petitioned for the return of
the exile ;.but the Company would not even allow his
bones to be removed, as they feared that they might be
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converted into objects of worship, and it was only
long afterwards that his people were allowed to return.
Then leave was at last given : the Government in India
wrote that if his body were carried away no notice was
to be taken ; but this cannot have been done, since the
Faithful still worship at his tomb.

From the indications given by Valentyn, as well as
the reverential memory which has outlasted two hundred
{‘ears among his humble kinsmen, the Malays of Cape

own, we may imagine that Sheik Joseph was no
ordinary man. He was not only of noble birth, but of
unusual piety, a great warrior, a great prince, and also
a priest deep in the knowledge of holy things. Let us
hope that in his exile his faith consoled him for the
outrages of fortune. He could not but have longed for
the palms and spices of his native land, which he was
doomed never again to see; but it is a kind of com-
pensation that his tomb should still be visited by his
own people, and that the incense of the East should
shed its fragrance round his memory.

So far I had written before I made the acquaintance
of the good Haji Abdul Rahim, and that pious man,
Moulvi Abdul Rakip. .Abdul Rahim is a philosopher
of bland and benevolent countenance, and a pillar of the
mosque in Long Street. In him I confided that I knew
something of the story of Sheik Joseph and desired to
know more. Together we voyaged through the streets
of the Malay quarter in search of his learned friend,
for, he said, the Moulvi is happy in the possession of a
book which will tell you everything. The sun blazed
on the little, white, square-built houses which ecling
in terraces to the side of the hill, and on the sprawling
Malay babies that played in the dust. My friend is a
man of portly presence—very stately in his white pagari
and sash and plum-coloured robe—but he held his
umbrella more over me than himself as we climbed the
hil. When we got to the house and inquired of a
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pretty, giggling, Malay girl if he were within, we were
shown into the Moulvis own room, and found him
attired in a long violet cloak and a peacock-blue vest
frogged with silver lace. The two good men embraced
affectionately and kissed the palms of their hands in sign
of friendship. Abdul Rakip is a man altogether given up
to the contemplation of holy things, and when he found
that I also was a searcher after truth, we became friends
on the instant. He spoke Hindustani, Arabic, and
Dutch fluently ; but as I have only a slight acquaint-
ance with the first language and none with the other
two, Abdul Rahim acted as interpreter, the two talking
together in Arabic.

I was told that the tomb of Sheik Joseph, or Yussuf,
as he is called by the Mahomedans, was only one of
several holy places to which the Malays make pil%rim-
age. There were two or three in the beautiful old
cemetery on the slopes of Signal Hill, and on Robben
Island ge grave of a saint who was in his life imprisoned
there by the Dutch, but used to sail halfway across to
the mainland on a little plank to hold converse with a
holy friend who sailed out in a similar fashion from
Cape Town. But Sheik Joseph was chief of them all.

« Have you,” said they, “ no holy men of your own
religion 2”

I answered that we had some, but most of them died
a long while ago.

“ We have many,” they said, “but most of them are
also dead ; yet we still remember them and visit their
tombs.” ,

And they impressed on me further—what indeed I
already knew—that they do not worship the tomb itself,
but only pray beside the tomb, regarding its occupant
as a friend and intercessor—the spirits of good men
having influence with Allah.

But they were more eager to find what I knew than
to impart their knowledge to me. And I found that
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their book was no other than my old friend, Mr. Leib-
brandt’s Rambles through the Archives, which its
possessor valued much, though he was unable to read it.
But when I had told them all I knew, and the Moulvi
had taken down the main points in Arabic with a quill
pen, Abdul Rahim told me this beautiful story.

Doubtless, he said, the learned men of whom you
speak are right ; but I have heard otherwise. When I
was in Mecca, I met a Malay from Batavia, one of our
own people. He was a Moulvi and a man of no little
piety and knowledge. We fell to talking of the history
of our own people, and I told him that we had as our
chief shrine the tomb of Sheik Joseph. "I asked him if
he knew who this our holy man really was in life. And
he replied, certainly—that a great sultan in his country,
who lived many, many years ago, was without a child,
and grieved much because there was no heir to follow
him on the throne. And he cast about and found a
child of the people, whose mother had but two children,
the boy and a girl. The mother was proud of the
honour done to her son, and the sultan took him
secretly and called him his own. This child was he
whom you call Sheik Joseph. And the boy grew to
manhood, and was loved, not by the sultan only, but
by all the people, who looked upon him as their prince.

Now on a day as he was riding through the city his
eyes fell on a maiden, poorly clad, but of beauty so
wonderful that he was dazzled by her loveliness. And
he made a vow that she and no other should be his
wife. Then it was told to him that the girl lived alone
with her mother in a poor quarter of the city.

And the prince went to her mother, for, said he, I
want your daughter’s hand in marriage, and I will make
her my queen and set her on my throne by my side.

Then the girl’s mother was overwhelmed with sorrow,
for she was the very mother of Sheik Joseph, and her
daughter and the prince were full brother and sister.
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But she feared to tell him, knowing that he and the
people thought he was of royal blood.

And so the widow refused to allow the marriage,
and would give the young man no reason. But he
importuned her night and day, and gave her no peace.
And he vowed as he was a prince he would take the
girl by force if there were no other way.

Then the mother, sore perplexed, told Sheik Joseph
the whole matter ; and, said she, the girl whom you love
is your own sister.

And he was so struck by grief that he would speak
to no man, and from that day he was weary of the
world.

And presently he commanded that a ship should be
prepared for sea, and he embarked with certain of his
followers who would not leave him. They sailed for
many days, not knowing whither they were going.
They would have died of thirst, but the Sheik touched
the salt water with his lips and it became sweet. At
long last they came to the Cape, and the Sheik and his
followers went out of the ship at False Bdy, where the
Eerste River flows into the sea. And presently Sheik
Joseph died, and his followers buried him on the hill
above the river where his tomb now is.

But his heart they took from his breast and placed
in the ship. And they set sail again, and returned in
the end to the city of the sultan. And there they
buried the heart of Sheik Joseph ; but his body remains
with us.

That, said Abdul Rahim, was the story told to me
by the Moulvi from Batavia ; but the story of how the
tomb was found was told to me by my own grandfather.
Long ago on the farm of Zandvliet there was a little
herd-boy, one of our own people. And every day his
cattle grazed upon the veldt among the sand-hills, as you
may see them to this time. But once some of the oxen
strayed from the herd and were lost ; and the boy looked
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for them a long while among the sand-hills, but could
not find them. Now, his master was cruel, and he was
afraid to return, so he lay down upon the grass where
he was and fell asleep. And in his sleep appeared to
him the figure of a very noble man, who said that his
name was Sheik Joseepg, and that his tomb was upon
the hill near by. And behind the hill, he said, you will
find the oxen which you seek. Then the boy awoke;
but Sheik Joseph ha!gone. Yet the lad knew he had
not dreamed, because the air was full of fragrant
incense. And as Sheik Joseph had said, the oxen were
all together behind the hill.

And the lad came to Cape Town and told all our
people the miracle of the tomb. And since that day
we have made the pilgrimage every year. But in the
old times we went there to pray, for our people used
to be very pious. Now they are changed, and make it
a holiday. And in the old days, as my grandfather told
me, a great serpent lay upon the tomb, and if a pilgrim’s
heart were bad the serpent hissed at him, so that he
dared not mount the steps. But now the serpent is no
longer there, and any one can go up to the tomb. And
some say that in the old days that hill could only be seen
by the clean and pious: those who were bad or dirty
could not see it. %ut now it may be seen by anybody.

This was the story told to me in the house of Abdul
Rakip by his friend Abdul Rahim, and the reader may
choose between it and Valentyn's. For myself I make
no difficulty in believing them both.
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CHAPTER XV
THE FIRST CONQUEST BY THE BRITISH

IF you have read this little history aright, you cannot
fail to have seen that so far the story of South Africa
has been the story of the great struggle for the wealth
of the East. Portugal led the way; then Holland
rose to eminence; and now we are come to a time
when the power of the Netherlands has sunk low and
shie is only a pawn in the game between France and
England. The knell of the Dutch as a world-power
was struck when William the Third became king of
England. From that time, more and more, Holland
had to dance as her partner fiddled. By a little after
the middle of the eighteenth century, England had
driven France out of India, and the Treaty of Paris
made her supreme in the East. The House of Orange
did as England commanded, and at this time the
House of Orange was the ruling power in the
Netherlands. Sometimes the little country ventured
to kick ; but all that she could do, in her own defence,
was to run from England into France, and as England
was stronger than France at sea, the results were
disastrous to Dutch shipping.

Thus, twenty years before the close of the century,
when England was fighting her American colonists,
Holland wanted to join the Armed Neutrality, and
Commodore Johnstone was sent with an English
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squadron to take the Cape. Now this Johnstone was
clever with his duelling pistols and a brave enough
fellow in his way. He was also an adept at lining his
own pockets; but nobody ever thought much of him
as a naval commander. On this occasion, when he
got as far south as Cape Verde, he put into the harbour
of St. Iago. His ships were all huddled together in
the most unseamanlike fashion, and Admiral Suffren, a
dashing French sailor, who had been sent with a
smaller fleet than the English to protect the Cape, saw
his chance, and bore down on the KEnglish ships.
Fortunately for Johnstone, Suffren’s captains failed to
support him, and the French attack was beaten off.
But Johnstone was so much astonished at his own
victory that he forgot to pursue the foe, and when at
last he got to the Cape, he found that Suffren had
landed a French force, whereupon the Commodore
decided not to attack the settlement.

He heard, however, that five richly laden Dutch
East Indiamen were lying in Saldanha Bay, which is a
fine harbour with a narrow mouth, a little to the north
of Cape Town. When the gallant Commodore sailed
into the bay, the Dutch ran their ships ashore and
made off across country. They had received orders to
set their ships on fire in case of attack ; but they were
in such a hurry that only one was effectually set
alight, while one Dutch captain was so beside himself
with terror that he set on fire a neighbouring house
in mistake for his ship. As the English sailors were
taking pot shots at the retreating Dutchmen, the
blazing Middelburg drifted towards the English fleet.
Johnstone saw the danger, and in one of his own boats
helped to tow her outside. And not a moment too
soon, for directly after the boats had cast loose, the
Middelburg blew up with a tremendous explosion.
The French naturalist, Le Vaillant, had been on board
the ill-fated vessel and watched from the shore the
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destruction of his treasures. He did not wait very
long, however, for a cannon ball took off the head of a
fugitive who was approaching him on one side, while
a large dog was killed in the same way on the other.
Thus, with the capture of four ships, ended the first
British attack on the Cape, and it has only to be added
that Commodore Johnstone was put on half-pay when
he got home, while the French regiments provided
scandal and entertainment for the ladies of Cape Town.

But then came the French Revolution, and the so-
called “Patriot ” party in Holland fell into the arms of
the Jacobins. The Prince of Orange, who had crushed
the Patriots a few years before, fled to England, and
Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity reigned in the
Netherlands. This, however, did not do Holland much
good. Napoleon first pillaged the country and then
set up his brother as king, while the English seized the
Dutch colonies. Thus we see how great a misfortune
it is to belong to a small nation.

When the Prince of Orange went to England, he
beseeched his royal brother to protect his dominions.
It was known that the French meant to take Cape
Town, for that nation had great designs in the East,
and to be beforehand with them, England prepared an
expedition which was designed to defend the Cape.
Admiral Sir George Elphinstone, afterwards Lord
Keith, was in supreme command. If he was not one of
England’s greatest sailors, he was at any rate a very
good one, and on this occasion showed himself, as
usual, a resourceful and capable commander. The land
forces were under the command of General Craig, a
gallant old soldier, and the design was to join forces
with General Sir Alured Clarke, who was to go to meet
them from India. Elphinstone had with him a letter
from the Prince of Orange, commanding the Cape
Government to admit the English troops and ships of
war. “You are,” it said, “ to consider them as troopsand
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ships of a power in friendship and alliance with their
High Mightinesses, the States-General, and who come
to protect the colony against an invasion of the
French.”

Now this put the Cape Government in a very
awkward position. Holland was divided against herself.
There was an Orange party and a Patriot party, and it
was evident that in Holland, at least for the time being,
the Patriot party had the upper hand. The same
divisions were apparent in the colony. Those delight-
ful people, the burghers of Graaff Reinet, and their
goo&f neighbours of Swellendam, were, of course,
enthusiastic Jacobins. They were led by an Italian
adventurer called Louis Almora Pisanie, who was
shrewdly suspected of being a spy in the employment
of the French., The two districts declared themselves
to be republics on the F¥rench model. “They
prepared,” says Barrow, “to plant a tree of liberty and
establish a convention, whose first object was to make
out proscribed lists of those who were either to suffer
death by the new-fashioned mode of the guillotine,
which they had taken care to provide for the purpose,
or be banished the Colony. It is almost needless
to state that the persons so marked out to be the
victims of an unruly rabble were the only worthy
people in the settlement, and most of them members
of Government.” They expelled the local officials,
appointed * National Commandants,” elected  National
Assemblies,” and formulated a series of highly ridiculous
demands, which showed that their hold on the prin-
ciples of the French Revolution was a trifle imperfect.
Thus one of their principles was, “that every Hottentot
taken prisoner or caught shall for his or her life remain
the property of the captor”; while another is almost
equally illuminating, “that declarations of amount of
produce be always taken as correct, without the Land-
drost being allowed to add more.” In the meantime
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another section of the population was equally busy.
“The adult male slaves,” says Martin, “ who bore the
roportion of five to one of the white men, having
Keard their masters descant on the blessings of liberty
and equality, and the inalienable rights of man,
naturally desired to participate in these advantages,
and held their meetings to decide on the fate of their
owners when the day of emancipation should appear.”

The Governor at this time was a gentleman named
Sluysken, a liverish invalid from Batavia, who had been
stopped on his way home to Holland and made ruler
of this turbulent country, and the commander of the
troops was Colonel Gordon, not a Scottish soldier of
fortune, as is generally believed, but a Dutchman of
Scottish extraction. 'These two officers, if we are to
judge from their letters, had strong Orange sympathies.
Thus Sluysken writes to Elphinstone: “I am heartily
sorry for the fate of my country. My unhappy star
enduced me to send my wife and family there two
years ago, and I am alarmed that I do not find she is
at present with her own family in England” And
Gordon, also writing to the Admiral, says: “I am
extremely sorry that I could not hitherto come aboard
to pay my respects to you, being a subordinate,
however, Sir George, be assured that I shall serve the
common cause with all my exertions, that I abhor
French principles, and that if our unhappy republic,
where I am born in and served these 42 years, should
surrender (which God forbids) that then I am a
Greatbritainer.”

Most of the Cape Town people, however, were of
another way of thinking. In the same letter Gordon
says that the whole country is in an uproar, “much
augmented by bad designing people, who think to find
their ruined finances re-established by French principles
and anarchy, and by others who are the endoctrinated
dupes.” “In this moment,” he adds, *prudence is
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necessary to bring things to a proper end.” And
Sluysken says : “The minds of the people are everywhere
in a sort of convulsion and the best manner for every
man in certain situations is to give them a little time
for recollection.” In the same way, Captain Dekker,
who was in command of the Dutch ships in the bay,
was torn between his loyalty to the Stadtholder and
his dutﬂ to the de facto Government. In one of his
despatches Elphinstone says that Dekker was “much
affected” and said that he was “a man of fortune,
who had lost all save his honour.” The Admiral very
chivalrously solved his difficulty by allowing him to
sail to the East with his ships.

Most historians have tried to make out that
Sluysken and Gordon were traitors to their country.
For my part I do not think so. Like the Cavaliers in
England at the time of the Civil War, they preferred a
prince to a republic, and they had no doubt very good
reasons for their preference.

But events were too strong for them. In spite of
all that Elphinstone could do in the way of conciliation,
he was not allowed to make a peaceful entry into the
colony. The chief citizens, he found, were involved in
a large issue of paper money, which they feared would
be repudiated by a new Government, and they were
also interested in the bad system of monopolies, which
they suspected the English would bring to an end.
Elphinstone was met with, as he says, “nothing but
chicane and duplicity,” and he found Sluysken “a cold
and undecided person.”

The Admiral too was in a difficult position. A
large proportion of his force was down with scurvy, and
there was no sign of General Clarke with the reinforce-
ments. His fleet was anchored in False Bay, for it
was the dead of winter and Table Bay was too
dangerous. When the Dutch evacuated Simon’s
Town, he found it impossible to get provisions, and
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his men suffered both from cold and hunger, while the
Dutch skirmishers fired at them from the surrounding
hills. Sluysken and Gordon had, in fact, been forced
into hostilities.

There was only one road to Cape Town, and that
lay along the shore and directly under a range of steep
and rocky hills. At Muizenburg, which is now a pretty
little watering-place, the Dutch had thrown up batteries
and opened trenches, completely blocking tﬂe narrow
path between the mountain and the sea, and this strong

osition the little British force was compelled to attack.

t was cunningly chosen, for the British men-o’-war
could not venture into the shallow waters at the head
of the bay. But Elphinstone and Craig rose to the
occasion. A flotilla of heavily armed gunboats was got
ready, and they sailed boldly in, and anchored among
the breakers in two and a half fathoms of water, thus
taking the Dutch position in flank, while a mixed force
of soldiers and sailors attacked it on the front. The
Dutch did not hold long to their position, but retreated
on Wynberg, thus leaving the British in command of
two fairly open roads, the one towards Cape Town, and
the other across the Flats to the interior.

For the moment all was in confusion with the
Dutch. Colonel de Lille, who had been in command
of the Muizenberg position, was put in prison on a
charge of cowardice, and a counter-charge of cowardice
and insubordination was laid against the burghers. But
the British position was .not much better than it had
been before. The little army could not leave the sea;
they were without provisions; and as time wore on, it
was decided that they must either attack Wynberg
with an inadequate force, or re-embark and sail away.

The Dutch, seeing their perplexity, took courage.
With twenty guns and all their forces they advanced
to the attack; but at this erucial moment the starving
and scurvy-stricken little British force saw what filled
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them with .rapture—fifteen English ships came sailing
into the bay. It was General Clarke with the rein-
forcements. The Dutch saw them too, and turned
tail. The burghers deserted wholesale. The British
attacked the Wynberg camp, and took it after a sharp
fight. A British squadron threatened a landing at
Camp’s Bay, thus taking the town in the rear. The
game was up, and Sluysken, like a sensible man, sur-
rendered on the best terms he could get. He returned
to Holland to be covered with obloquy. Certainly he
did not make a very spirited defence; but the best of
soldiers could not have done much more. Half his
burghers were in open rebellion, and though he checked
the movement by arresting Pisanie, he knew that they
were only waiting for a French force to depose him.
He was in a hopeless position ; he was an invalid; he
was fighting in a cause he did not likee. 'What more
could he have done? As for poor Gordon, he shot
himself in his own garden, no doubt preferring death to
the accusation of cowardice.

Thus the Cape was captured, and for the first time
since the days of Shilling and Fitzherbert, the British
flag was hoisted in South Africa. General Craig was
made Governor, and ruled wisely and well. Elphinstone
went to the East to fight the king’s enemies there.
But he had one more triumph in South Africa. When
he was again in Simon’s Bay with his fleet he heard
that a Dutch fleet, which had sailed to retake the Cape,
was anchored in Saldanha Bay. In heavy weather he
set sail and drew up his fleet across the mouth of the
bay, thus catching the whole Dutch force like a rat in
a trap. The Dutch had nine ships and the English
fourteen. “ Humanity,” wrote Elphinstone to Admiral
Lucas, “is an incumbant duty on all men, therefore to
spare an effusion of blood, I request a surrender of the
ships under your command, otherwise it will be my
duty to embrace the earliest moment of making an
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attack on them, the issue of which is not difficult to
guess.” Lucas took some little time to guess, but
guessed right, and the fleet of nine ships, with 842
guns and two thousand sailors, as well as a force of two
thousand soldiers, fell into Elphinstone’s hands without
a blow.
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CHAPTER XVI
THE SECOND CONQUEST BY THE BRITISH

Tre English now ruled the Cape, and on the whole
they ruled well and wisely. England was engaged in a
life-and-death struggle with Napoleon. She was fight-
ing all ever the world. Every man and every penny
she could spare were put into the war, and when all
her embarrassments are taken into consideration, when,
moreover, it is remembered that she only held the Cape
temporarily, and as it were in trust for another Power,
we may be surprised that she threw so much energy
and enterprise into its administration. The bulk of the
work was done by soldiers who had no training in civil
affairs, yet the British rule was a vast improvement on
that of the Dutch East India Company. The British
have been blamed for their want of sympathy with the
Graaff-Reinet settlers, yet even a hostile witness like
Lichtenstein admits that these people were a turbulent
and lawless set, who would have been a thorn in the side of
any administration. Dr. Theal makes a great grievance
of the fact that half-bred Hottentots were employed to
keep them in order; but these same Hottentots had
been first engaged to fight the British themselves, and
had actually fought them. They were, moreover, as a
Dutch official pointed out, the best, or, indeed, the
only kind of soldiers for the work, and at any rate they
were the only soldiers that England could possibly spare.
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For the rest, justice and peace were established ;
trade was encouraged ; endeavours were made to im-
prove agriculture; a more humane native policy was
adopted ; and a.lthough England was unfortunate in
the choice of one of her governors, the eight years of
her first occupation were greatly to her credit.

The nineteenth century dawned with a lurid and
stormy sky, but two years after its opening there was a
little rift in the clouds. The Peace of Amiens was
signed, and the Cape was:given back by England to
the Dutch Republicc. The new Dutch Governor,
Janssens, was an excellent man, brave, wise, upright,
who continued the good work the English had begun,
and won the love of the whole colony.

But his reign was short. War broke out again
more fiercely than ever, and the Batavian Republic was
again under the heel of Napoleon. Lichtenstein tells
us with what zeal General Janssens prepared against a
second invasion of the Cape. He organised a Hottentot
corps, he diligently drilled the burghers, he repaired the
fortifications left by the British, and with the help of
his officers drew up a plan of campaign. It was plain
that Cape Town was at the mercy of a great sea power
like England, and Janssens determined that his best
chance was to defend the interior of the colony. To
that end he prepared a strong position in the Hottentots’
Holland Kloof, a high mountain pass in the steep range
that guards the interior. Here he organised magazines
of stores, and set up a laboratory for the manufacture
of gunpowder. But misfortune attended his efforts.
The harvest was so scanty that there was almost a
famine in the land ; an epidemic worked havoc among
his troops; and his laboratory blew up, killing the
officer in charge and his assistants. gtill Janssens
persevered, and when at last the English fleet hove in
sight he had done as much as any man could do in his
desperate circumstances.
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It was a majestic and awe-inspiring sight that met
the watchers of Lion Hill on the fourth day of January
1806. Towering battleships, their snowy sails heaped
up to heaven, great transports, dashing frigates—ﬁ_g:y-
nine ships in all—swept into the bay that bright dai
of summer, and poor Janssens’ heagrt must have sun
within him as he saw this vast Armada anchor between
Robben Island and the Blaauwberg Strand.

Two of the bravest subjects of King George were in
command. Sir David Baird, the leader of the expedi-
tion, was a Scot, as brave as he was zealous. He had
already seen enough ﬁghting to fill the lives of ten men.
He had fought Hyder and Tippoo in India. At the
battle of Damal he received two sabre wounds in his
head, a ball in his thigh, and a pike-wound in his arm,
and he was among the prisoners who were forced by
their captor to present him with the heads of their
comrades. He languished in irons in the prison of
Seringapatam. There is a famous story that he was
chained to a brother-officer, and that his mother on
hearing the news said, “ God help the man who’s chained
to oor Davie.” He was in the army of Lord Cornwallis,
and took a leading part in all the desperate fighting in
his great campaign. He commanded a brigade under
Wellesley, and led the storming party which burst
through the breach into Seringapatam. He marched
an army from the Red Sea to Alexandria to attack the
French, and he marched back again to the Red Sea
when his work was done. He was a man of iron and a
great soldier, and moreover he knew the Cape, for
during the first occupation he had been Brigadier-
General under Lord Macartney.

His friend, Sir Home Popham, was a dashing dare-
devil of an Englishman. His career had been at least
as full of adventure as Baird’s. As an officer of the
fleet he had been everywhere, and when there was no
work for him on His Majesty’s ships he would be
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surveying on his own account in the Malay Straits,
running a private venture into the ports of China, or
guiding the East India Company’s vessels through a
new channel of his own discovery. Any little time that
was left over he spent in personal war with His Majesty’s
Admiralty, or conducting flotillas of troops through the
inland waters of Holland. He had already co-operated
with Baird in the Red Sea, and had surveyed some of
the coast of South Africa.

We may imagine then that these two worthies
looked with glee at the white town in the distance and
the hilly, arid, bush-covered land in front. But they
had a tough job in front of them, for the sea was running
high on the rocky shore, and there seemed to be no
place where a landing could be effected. Yet land they
must, and that speedily, for the French were expected
with reinforcements, and, like a good strategist, Baird
desired to settle with one enemy before he took on the
other. As it seemed impossible to land he sent General
Beresford to Saldanha Bay with part of the troops, and
was about to follow.

Yet Baird was very unwilling to abandon his original
plan, for he saw the great advantages of a landing near
the capital, and at the first blink of dawn he was at the
maintop, with a spy-glass in his hand, eagerly scanning
the shore. To his delight he saw that the surf had
considerably abated, and Popham joyfully agreed with
him that there was now a possibility of landing, though
only at one little inlet. This was an open cove clear of
rocks, then called Lospard’s Bay, and now known as
Melkbosch. Popham ran a light brig ashore to act as a
breakwater, and a little after noon the signal to land
was given.

In their excitement both soldiers and sailors lost
their heads. ¢ The joy that was manifested in the
countenance of every officer,” says Popham in his
despatch to the Admiralty, «heightened the character-
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istic ardour of the troops, and under an anxiety probably
to be first on shore, induced them to urge the boats to
extend their line of beach farther than was prudent, and
occasioned the loss of one boat with a party of the
93rd Regiment.” KEvery soul on board, thirty-six in all,
perished among the weeds and rocks of that inhospitable
coast.

But the dash of the landing took Janssens at a
disadvantage, and only a feeble attempt was made to
oppose it. Janssens has been blamed for this; but as
he himself points out in his despatch, an attack on the
tr(l)lgss on the shore would have exposed his forces to a
murderous fire from the fleet, and no doubt he was right
in deciding to engage at a place where the ships could
not co-operate with the invaders. Yet Baird also was
in a dangerous position, for the surf made the landing
slow and difficult, and it sometimes ran so high that the
work had to be stopped altogether. If the weather had
got dirty the troops on shore might have been starved
for want of provisions from the fleet. However, these
risks were wisely taken, and fortune favoured the brave.
Early the next morning the last of the troops were
landed, and after a brief rest they set out on their march
to Cape Town.

In front of them, ten miles away, rose Table
Mountain, clear and blue in the distance, like a great
castle among the clouds. Immediately in front of them
was a stretch of sandy downs, sparsely covered with
heath and milk-bush and low flowering protea, while a
little way off, across their road to the capital, lay the
Blaauwberg, behind which was the enemy. A body of
five hundred sailors cheerfully dragged the guns through
bush and sand, and the little army toiled along, breath-
less but happy at the prospect of a fight. Four miles
from the landing-place they reached the crest of the
Blaauwberg range, which intercepted the road almost at
right angles, and saw Janssens’ forces drawn up on the
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plain beyond. The British were formed in two parallel
columns of brigades. The right brigade, consisting of
the 24th, 59th, and 88rd Regiments, was under the
command of Lieutenant-Colonel Baird, the General’s
brother, who was destined long afterwards to find a
grave at the Cape; and the left column, the Highland
Brigade, was composed of the 71st, 72nd, and 93rd,
commanded by Brigadier-General Fergusson.

Janssens’ troops consisted of as motley a body of
men as was ever brought together. As he says himself,
they were of “ all languages and nationalities from the
other hemisphere,” together with “ the most respectable
children of the Colony, and including even Eastern and
Mozambique slaves.” Besides these he had a Hottentot
corps, a body of Malay artillery, and a French contingent,
drawn from ships that had been chased ashore by the
British frigates. He had more than a battalion of light
cavalry, as well as the mounted burghers. He had a
superiority in horsemen, a substantial advantage in his
number of guns, and in the number of his men he was
also superior, for a large part of Baird’s army had been
sent with Beresford to Safdanha Bay. But the invaders
had the advantage in skill, ardour, and discipline. Baird
commanded what were among the best troops in the
world at that time, with the prestige of many victories
behind them, and Janssens was disheartened by the
knowledge that Beresford’s army was landing in Saldanha
Bay, and that in the long run defeat was inevitable. In
his own words *“the General was fully convinced in his
own mind that victory was impossible, but the honour
of the Fatherland required him to fight, whatever the
result might be.”

If this was the feeling of the commander, the senti-
ment among the troops was even less inspiriting. A
little time before, it had actually been said in the
Government Gazette, with more candour than usually
appears in such publications, that bets were being freely
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laid in the castle that the British flag would be hoisted
there by the first of January. Moreover, the German
mercenaries, who composed a large part of Janssens’
forces, were not likely to forget that their predecessors
had been taken into the British service on the former
occupation, and Janssens could see that they were not
very eager to fight in a cause which meant little to them.
Baird advanced skilfully, keeping in touch with
the shore and thus with the fleet, and Janssens
was forced by these tactics to thin out his line,
until on the shore side it was no more than a string
of vedettes. On a hill upon his left front he had
posted a strong body of mounted burghers, and the
battle was opened by the grenadiers of the 24th attack-
ing this position. It was a dashing assault, but the
burghers as usual shot well, and an officer and fifteen
men were killed or wounded before the hill was taken.
In the meantime the British advanced all along their
front, sometimes-in line and sometimes in file from the
heads of companies according to the nature of the
ground. The Dutch opened fire with twenty field-
pieces, and the action became general. But the British
advance was too much for the spirit of the mercenaries,
and the Waldeck battalion began to give way in disorder
when the British were still a hundred yards distant.
What followed is best described in Janssens’ own
words. “The General threw himself among them,
conjuring them by their former renown, the honour of
Germany and of Waldeck, their beloved Prince, and
whatever more he was able to adduce, to remain firm,
and to show that they were soldiers worthy of the name.
But neither this nor the request of their officers availed
the least. They did not retreat but shamefully fled, and
had he, the General, remained a longer time amongst
them, they might have dragged him along with them
for a while in their flight. He therefore left the cowards
and joined the braver French, who were still maintaining
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their ground. Seeing, to his soul’s distress, that the left
wing of the 22nd battalion was giving way, he called on
them also to stand firm, and they both heard and obeyed
him. But the disorder had become too general to
enable us to restore the line, and the French, deserted
right and left, were finally also compelled to retreat with
heavy loss. Colonel Gaudin Bouchier and the officer
du Belloy, a nephew of the Archbishop of Paris, held
their ground theIiongest, and the last-named was severely
wounded. Riding farther straight along the line, the
General found the Grenadiers and Chasseurs also
retreating, but not flying. The dragoons had formed
together, and upon his order marched off. He sent the
Adjutant-General Rancke, and later Colonel Henry, in
advance to the Reit Vlei, in order to rally the retreatintﬁ
troops and to form a new position there, whilst, wi
the officers who were round him, he kept in the rear of
the retreating columns.” The artillery showed splendid
pluck. One of the guns had all its team of six horses
shot and some of its artillery-men killed or wounded ;
but it was spiked before it was abandoned, and the rest
of the guns kept up a cool and accurate fire, and only
retreated at the urgent and repeated request of the
General.

Janssens had done all that a brave man could do.
Several of his staff were wounded ; one had two horses
shot under him, and the General himself was hit in the
side, though the ball was stopped by something in his
waistcoat pocket. As for the British, they were too
exhausted to turn the enemy’s retreat into a rout.

Moreover, they had lost considerably. A captain
and fourteen rank and file were killed, and three field-
officers, one captain, five subalterns, seven sergeants,
three drummers, and one hundred and seventy rank and
file were wounded. The Dutch lost more heavily,
having three hundred and forty-seven men killed and
wounded.
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The British rested for a while on the field and then
proceeded to Reit Vlei “It is utterly impossible,”
wrote Baird afterwards, “to convey to your Lordship,
the obstacles which opposed this advance, and retarded
the success of our army; but it is my duty to inform
your Lordship, that the nature of the country—a deep,
heavy and arid land, covered with shrubs scarcely
pervious to light infantry, and, above all, the total
Erivation of water, under the effects of a burning sun,

ad nearly exhausted our gallant fellows in the moment
of victory, and with the utmost difficulty were we able
to reach the Riet Vlei, where we took our position for
the night. A considerable portion of the provisions
and accessories, with which we started, had been lost
during the action, and we occupied our ground under
an apprehension that even the great exertion of Sir
Home Popham and the navy could not relieve us
from starvation.”

General Janssens, true to his plan, had retired to
the prepared position in the Hottentots’ Holland, and
General Baird, the next day, marched to Cape Town,
which capitulated without much ado.

In spite of Janssens’ strong position, the struggle
was practically over. The Dutch were short of pro-
visions; a large number of men had deserted, and
Janssens knew that a protracted resistance would only
mean suffering to the colony. General Baird was
making formidable dispositions. Beresford was ad-
vancing from Saldanha Bay, and the Highland Brigade
and the 59th Regiment were also sent to Stellenbosch,
while a force was sent round to Mossel Bay to strike
at the Dutch rear.

At the same time Baird did his best to prevent
further bloodshed. In an admirable letter to Janssens,
he says: “You have discharged your duty to your
country as became a brave man at the head of a gallant
though feeble army. I know how to respect the
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high qualities of such a man, and do not doubt that
that humanity which ever characterises an intrepid
soldier will now operate in your breast to check the
fatal consequences of a futile contest.” The fine old-
world courtesy of the whole correspondence between
these two brave soldiers is delightful. In another letter,
‘Baird says, “Ihope you will do me the justice to believe
that a sense of duty to my country teaches me to
respect and admire the operation of that principle in an
enlightened enemy, and that whether the sword or the
pen terminate the present discussion, we shall respect-
ively support a character founded on that sentiment.”
And Janssens, in one of his replies, says: “No choice is
left us but our honour, and that is of the utmost import-
ance, the misfortunes of our unhappy country we are
sensible of in the highest degree. If it was in my power
to know and judge what might be the interest of the
Republie, which we have the honour to serve, then even
all our personal sentiments would be sacrificed to the
same . . . . if there are terms that possibly can procure
an accommodation, then the same only proceeds from
the love and gratitude I owe the Colonists.” Again in
a letter to Beresford he describes “ the idea of coming to
an accommodation ” as “the highest grief I ever felt.”
And he ends with words as noble as they are pathetic:
“ He that is superior in force may excel in granting much
without wounding the honour of his arms, he even
elevates the same by it. The weaker but not entirely
deprived of the means of continuing the war, ought to
obtain much, not to be humbled before himself, his
country, and even before the enemy, and even then he
gives more than he receives, and still it remains a series
of sorrows, which cannot be easily effaced from the heart
of a brave man.” In the event, Janssens was given
honourable terms. The army retained all its private
property and the officers their swords and horses, and
“in consideration of their gallant conduct, the troops
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will be embarked and sent straight to Holland at the
expense of the British Government, and shall not be
considered as prisoners of war, they engaging not to
serve against His Britannic Majesty or His Allies until
they have been landed in Holland.”

There is a pleasant story which I am inclined to
believe, that when Baird and Baron von Prophalow,
the Commandant of Cape Town, were signing the
capitulation of the capital in the pretty little thatched
cottage at Papendorp, which may still be seen by the
curious, the British band outside struck up the National
Anthem, and were immediately stopped by Baird out
of consideration for the feelings of the other side.
Baird and Janssens were both gentlemen, and they
acted towards each other after the manner of gentlemen.

And now comes the strange part of the story.
Home Popham was a dreamer of dreams, and his dreams,
like those of Rhodes, were of the greatness of his country.
The French attack under Admiral Villeaumez had
been expected, and the two friends prepared a pretty
little trap for it. The English ships were to hoist the
Dutch flag and to lie on either flank of the batteries,
and the batteries were to be provided with heated shot.
It was hoped that the French, in ignorance of the
change of Government, would anchor in the centre of
this pleasant ambush, before they discovered their mis-
take. However, only one French frigate, La Volontaire,
of 46 guns, with 860 men and over 200 English soldiers
whom she had captured in the Bay of Biscay, was
caught. The main body of the French fleet, hearing
the momentous news in good time, changed its course
for the West Indies.

There was therefore no danger of an attack, and
Home Popham told Baird his plan. This was no less
than an attack on Spanish America. He said that the
Spanish force at Buenos Ayres was feeble and the
iniabitants discontented. ¥rom a letter afterwards
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written by Popham to the Admiralty, we learn some-
thing more of his motives. He had already, he said,
discussed the matter with Lord Melville and Mr. Pltt
which was evidence enough in Popham’s eyes that the
British Government favoured the undertaking. “Buenos
Ayres,” he said, very truthfully, “is the best commercial
situation in South America. It is the grand centre and
emporium of the trade of all its provinces, and is the
channel through which a great proportlon of the wea.lth
of the kmgdom of Chili and Peru annually passes.”
described in glowing terms the richness ofy Monte V1deo,
the navigabﬁ: rivers, the resources of the country, and
the magnificent trade which it would open to the
merchants of London. He added that General Miranda,
who was then in London, would be a magnificent ally in
the cause of emancipation in South America. Strange
that Dossonville, that marvellous French s and
adventurer, should have entertained the same 1dyea and
actually opened the project to the English Government.
It may indeed have been the warning he subsequently
gave to Spain that helped to wreck Popham’s empire.
Baird was a cautious man, and we need not wonder
that he was doubtful in his attitude. But Popham had
an ardent mind and a ready tongue. They were old
comrades in arms, who had helped each other out of
many a tight place in Egypt and the Red Sea. Popham,
as a matter of fact, had no orders of any sort on the
subject from his superiors ; but he persuaded Sir David
that the enterprise was founded on an understanding
with the British Ministry, whose sentiments he knew
would be favourable to the undertaking. He declared
that if Sir David failed him he would start all the same
and take the Rio de Plata with his sailors. All he
wanted was a regiment, a3 small detachment of artillery,
and a few light guns. Beresford, too, who was fired by
the idea, and wanted to go with Popham, used all the
forces of persuasion upon the commander, and at last
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Baird gave his consent. Ninety years after, perhaps on
the self-same spot, another Scotchman and another
Englishman arranged another Raid, with at least equally
disastrous results.

To give an account of this expedition would take
me too far from South Africa. Sufficient to say that
Popham sailed with Baird’s reluctant consent; that he
prevailed on the Governor of St. Helena to give him
some more troops; that they took Buenos Ayres, after
driving two thousand of t{e enemy out of a strong
position ; and that they occupied a city of sixty thousand

eople, with a force which never exceeded sixteen

undred men. While, however, Popham was beseeching
assistance in vain from England, opening a free trade
and administering a new empire, a conspiracy was
hatched, the little British force was attacked by over-
whelming numbers in the great square of the city, and
after they had lost one hundred and sixty-five in killed
and wounded, were compelled to lay down their arms.
The Whig Government, which was ready enough to
profit by Popham’s enterprise, turned upon him the
moment it heard of his defeat. He was superseded
and was refused even a ship in which to return to
England. Sir Home expressed his disgust in a letter
to his friend, Sir David. “If,” he says, “an energy
had existed in the Government, if Miranda had been
supported, and they had sent us out some reinforcements
three days after the receipt of our letter, we should have
had all South America now.”

But long before the receipt of this letter, Sir David
had shared the disgrace of his friend, and had been
recalled for his share in the expedition. The Whigs,
who were in office at the time, had received the news of
the General’s triumph at the Cape with a most dis-
heartening coldness, and they eagerly seized on the
excuse of insubordination to recall the soldier and put
Lord Caledon in his place.
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It must have been a bitter blow to Baird, for he had
thrown himself into the work of government with all the
zeal of his nature, though no doubt it was some comfort
to him that Dutch and English colonists united in
wishing him well and in regretting his departure. He
was forced to embark in 2 common transport, a calculated
insult; but when he arrived in England, he found that
his enemies, the Ministry of *“All the Talents,” had
fallen. To Lord Castlereagh, the new Minister for
War, he addressed an indignant letter. After he had
described the origin of the expedition and protested that
he had only given Popham the troops r Sir Home
had convinced him ¢ of the strong probability, or rather
entire certainty, of its success,” he went on: “ For this
act, my Lord, which at most can be considered an error
in judgment, I have not only been dismissed from the
charge of a Colony, the conquest of which was achieved
by an army under my personal command, but dismissed
in a way that has mortified my feelings in the keenest
manner, and must have disgraced me in the eyes of the
Army and of the nation at large, by apparently imputing
to me a degree of criminality of conduct of which I am
proudly unconscious.”

Before the fall of the Whigs, Popham had been tried
by court-martial and reprimanded; but, as he said to
Sir David, “these broils and ill-usages sit lighter upon
me than upon any one else as I am more used to them.”

Poor Sir David! The blow must have bit more
deeply in his case, for he had not his friend’s mercurial
temperament. Besides, he had lost more, for he had
fallen in love with the Cape, and years afterwards, when
his wounds disabled him from more active service, -he
petitioned, though in vain, to be allowed to return
there.

Such is the story of the first taking of the Cape, and
so soon do we see the ingratitude of the Home Govern-
ment to its servants, which has ever since been one of
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the curses of British rule in South Africa. Sir David
Baird had won the Cape gallantly and ruled it wisely ;
but for this he received neither recognition nor reward.
On the contrary, he was recalled in disgrace. His ashes
may rest the more peacefully, since he was only the first
thus treated in a line of illustrious public servants,
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