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and Oom Petrus felt that he was not going to last
very much longer. The doctor counselled patience.
but admitted that the patient should never have
gone down the mine. Lenie said nothing. She
locked straight in front of her. When all was said
and done, she could hardly say to her father: I
told you so!

A winter’s morning on the Rand. The mines
have long since finished sounding their hooters. It
is almost seven o’clock. A dense mist elings to the
huge, greyish tailing-heaps. A keen wind stirs the
loose sand, sucking it up into dust-devils, which,
ghost-like, drift about for a few moments, suddenly
to disappear. Mouster-like pieces of headgear loom
up like dark, evil spirits over the flat ridges. The
miniature chimney of a pumping-station laboriously
puffs out its short breath, with heavy, regular beat,
sending up pale cloudlets of steam.

With hurried footsteps natives mount along the
sides of the dumps, disappearing at the top, to push
the trucks that come, and ceme, and never rest.
A wide, deep furrow runs between two of the tailing-
heaps, leading off the dirty-bluish water, incess-
antly streaming from the big pipes. Stunted willow-
trees line the furrow, shrivelled up as if lamenting
over the miry water with which they have to put



107

up, like human beings who have known better days.

Near by, a couple of small houses hide among a
clump of blackwood trees. There was a farm here
at one time, long, long ago. The walls are of a
dun shade, spotted with brown, and the thatched
roof sports all the eolours of the rainbow. The door
is open. A woman is sitting on the threshold. You
can hardly make her out from a distance, because
her hands rest on her knees, and her head is very
nearly bent down as far. There is a black cap on
her head, and from afar you might take her for a
bag of coal in her huddled-up position.

The house contains a large dining-room, in which
there is a bed, together with a ramshackle table
and a couple of chairs. Next-door, in a smaller
room, an old man reclines on a bed. His face is
wrinkled; his hair and long beard are white as
snow. Softly he mutters to himself, rolling his head
from one side to another unceasingly. Then silence
once more for a while. The heavy eyelids close
over the eyes, lying deep in their sockets.

Suddenly his weak voice ecalls out: “‘Lenie,
Lenie.””

The daughter, tired out and careworn, sleeps on.

““She’s done up,”” the father sighs.

A yellow ray of light penetrates the little window,
shedding a pale light in the narrow space. The old
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saw vour late mother as a girl; T saw you and your
little dead brothers playing round the waggen. I
fought the kaffirs onee more, and the Basuto were
coming on, coming on and blowing the big horns
in the night. We fought for our independence; we
won and stood round the Free State flag, singing.”™

He tries to raise himself, but falls back on to
his pillow. His eves shine, and he raises his
shrivelled hand.

“Yes, we sang ‘Now, burghers, sing of liberty,”
and then I woke up, and I was here, all by myself,
quite alone, and then I smiled at my own dream.”

Exhausted, he does not stir for a few minutes,
and then again vainly tries to raise himself. Lenie,
seeing that he is over-taxing his strength, gently
reproaches him:

“Keep quiet now, father. Don’t talk any more.
Your cough will come on again... Shall T give you
some medicine?”’

But it is no use. Very earnestly, he locks at her,
saying: ‘I must talk now. The end is near,” and
as she bursts out sobbing, he says to her: ““My dear
daughter, thanks for nursing me so nicely all the
time. Tell your husband he has to look after you
when he comes back. And so he will when I'm
gone. It’s no good hunting for gold, tell him, be-
cause the gold is above the surface, not below it.”
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His voice has, by now, grown very feeble, and his
daughter is sobbing again. ‘‘Hadn't I better fetch
a clergvman, father,”” she asks. But firmly he
answers: ‘Long have I lived alone, with none to
take any notice of me... and alone I want to die.
Listen, my child, and don’t ery any more.” A
brief pause and again he goes on, Lenie listening in
great distress:

Ay, another voortrekker will have gone to his
rest, but this time there will not be any notice in
the papers, neither about his deeds nor about his
battles ; his name will not be mentioned when the
roll-call of the pionmeers is read... but he did his
duty, just as well as the next man... every bit as
well,”” he repeats, in spite of his daughter’s efforts
to soothe him and keep him quiet. ““Ay,”” he con-
tinues, ‘“‘who did his duty, along with the next
man... and... is now... dying... a pauper.’’

““Father,”” Lenie sobs out, “‘my dear father, you
muste’t talk like that; it hurts me!”

An interval of silence, and abruptly he resumes,

3

quite calm this time: *‘T don’t want to grieve vou,
my child, but it's no more than the truth, and I
feel that T shall have to leave you very soon. Okh,
when I think of all the striving and...”” But sud-
denly the voice becomes almost inaudible. For
a moment he supports himself on his arm, only to
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for a man of the world. I say “‘out-of-doors,”” be-
cause as a rule things look quite different across
his threshold. His wife and children may work for
their daily bread, or they may not, the family living
in expectation of that fine spec’ that *‘pa’’ has
never yet managed to put through. People like that
are apt to get poorer as the days go by, and some-
times worse things than poverty rule. The head of
the family used to possess a few pounds; he might
have provided for his family by buying a cab or
a piece of ground outside the town while he had
the means. But, then, it would have been necessary
to put in some wark, and of course it was much
easier to speculate, as Cousin Gert had done, who
had made £300 in the twinkling of an eye.

In a beer hall, at the corner of the street, the
green curtain is wafted out intoc the street by the
draught every now and then, enabling passers-by
to cateh sight of what is going on inside. Two men
occupy & small table in a corner of the room. One
of them is our typical speculator; his companion is
the victim, or rather the intended vietim. But
Ecotje Weilbach wasn’t quite born yesterday
either ; he has his weather-eye on Neef Jannie van
der Merwe, even though he falks like an expert
estate dealer. Kootje listens, peering into his glass,



115

the contents of which have disappeared. Jannie,
noticing this, raps his own glass on the table with
a ““Two more, please, hierso.”

Jannie, nicknamed “‘slim Jannie,” knows the
ropes. “‘If you want to do business,”” he says,
“you're not to grudge sizpennyworth o’ beer.”’

*“Look here, old chap,”” and Jannie slaps his friend
on the back with a confidential gesture, *°
try and understand the thing thoroughly. If you let
me have that bit o’ ground at the price, I'll do

vou must

you a favour some other day.’

Kootje takes a sip, but is quite unable to under-
stand why it is that he cannot meet the “‘party,”
as Van der Merwe calls the unknown purchaser. He,
Kootje, is willing to pay the agent, being Jannie,
the same commission which, according to Jannie,
the *‘party’” is going to pay. According to Jannie,
again, the said commission amcunts to but two
pounds ten.

The speculator is disappointed. He had expected
to find a more gullible dupe. He looks at his victim
sideways over his glass.

““See here, my boy,”” he resumes after a brief
meditative pause, ‘‘you must understand me aright.
The thing’s like this: The party for whom I'm
working is a large firm who won't deal with anyone
except myself. If I introduce any other party,
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just about to remove me, when a fellow came from
one of the rooms, stared at me, had another good
look, and said: Good gracious, Mr. Le Roux, what
in the wide world are y ou doing here?

“Will you believe me, teacher, it was the very
same Englishman with whom I'd had a whiskey
that morning, and who was going to apoloyice to
me. I looked at him, and he smiled. He went up to
the clerk in charge, and talked to him for a while.
When he returned he asked me where I was stay-
ing. I said T didn’t know ! With that, the fellow
smiled again, and asked me to wait a little longer.
The next thing was that he put me into a ecab,
telling the cabman where to take me to. I wanted
to thank him, but he said he would make it all right
with my solicitor. Afterwards I heard he was a
detective.

“Well, teacher , you know my old woman. She
can talk a lot, and when she gets angry, then you
may be sure there is a real Tartar about, and no
mistake. By jingo, she went for me properly, and
not until this morning did she call me her old chum
once more. Of course, that shows she’s forgiven
me. And that’s how the matter stands.””

As the narrative ended. I could not manage to
look very grave, but on the other hand T did not
wish to lacerate the feelings of Oom Jannie who,
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being a pillar of the church, took the matter so
seriously. We had had three coffees each when we
went out. I accompanied him for a short distance,
and was about to turn back, when Oom Jannie laid
his big hand or my shoulder once again, saying:

*0ld boy, I'm not going te have any more beer,
and no one will ever get whiskey into me again, but
if you happen to know of a place, old chap, where
a man cat get a decent dop, I don’t care, seeing
it’s vou, if I have a glass.”

So it came about that we had a ““decent dop’™”
together, and as we parted I had to promise Oom
Jannie to come and visit him some day.

As a matter of fact I did wvisit him, and Tant’
Annie asked me whether I hadn’t heard about
the terrible happenings to her husbhand who, being a
deacon of the church, had scandalised the congrega-
tion on New Year's eve. The people in Johannes-
purg, she opined, would be talking about the affair
for years to come, and if the thing got known among
the congregation, they would surely go and put the
old man ‘‘under censure.”

“You know, teacher,” she concluded, *‘T don't
object to a ‘yollification’ at home on New Year's
eve, but to my manner of thinking a deacon is no

less than a servant of the Church, and if he wants













































156

‘Cert’nly, Qom Gert, get in.” In gets the old man.
I knew very well he hadn't any money, but thought
to meself: ‘Never mind, it ‘Il all come out in the
washin’,” as the Englishman says. He hadn’t sat
down very long before two o' those Russian Jews
gets in, jabberin’ away for all they're worth. You
kmow the way they carry on a conversation, throwin’
their hands about. They went at it till the old
bus fairly guaked. After a while, Mrs. Works, she
also gets in—the old woman, you know, who sells
liquor, so they say, but it isp’t me as says so.
Well, the Jews they begin to talk to the old woman,
sawing their hands about, and Qom Gert begins to
fancy one of them’s pointing at him. After a while
he says to me: “What does the fellow want? He's
pointin’ at me. I don’t like it.’ I shout back: ‘He’s
only talking’, but that didn't satisfy the old man.
He was watching the one chap all the time, and
after another few minutes he calls out: ‘Hans, T
want to get out.” It was no good my trying to make
him believe those people were all right. He thought
they wanted to rcb him, and all the time he hadn’t
a penny to bless himself with. So I stopped the
'bus, and the poor fellow felt in his pockets just as
if there was anything there. Well, I tell you, I
laughed all the way till T got to the stand.”

Jannie Dupreez, another 'bus-driver, is a very
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guiet man. You never hear him talking to the other
fellows. He just sits on the box of his 'bus, looking
for passengers. The reason is that the other drivers
don’t like him because he once drove an opposition
‘bus. You must know there was once a2 man by the
name of Gutman. The fellow thought he would
soon be able to shut up the Troyeville 'busses, so
be just went and sent a lot of large, new ‘busses
on to the line. He got a couple of old drivers, and
made them carry passengers ifor a tickey. The fare
was sixpence at that time, but Du Preez ratted
ignominiously. So, now, one calls him a **National
Scout,” and another ealls him a seab, and Hans
says he’s a regular “lump o dirt.”

That affair did not last very long, for they all
started competing, and you could see ‘busses driving
along the whole day, racing one another in the
streets of Troyeville; and then the fellow gave it
up as a bad job. Du Preez had to wait for months
before he could get another ‘bus. At last one of the
old bosses gave him another chance, beecause he
was a hand short, and so he got in again.

Du Preez has a habit of speaking very delibera-
telv, and as he hails from Paarl, he has the Paarl
accent, substituting a guttural ‘g’ for an “r’’. He
will tell you all about the dr-r-r-eadful strrruggle
for existence, but you will hardly ever get a word
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a week, and to be on the box from 7 a.m. #ill 10
p.m.? To feed and clothe a wife and children, and
gend the little ones to school, and have them al-
ways looking vespectable? Last week I got up
alongside one of them. As a rule he is talkative,
but that day he was very quies. ‘“What's the
‘matter?”” I asked. *‘Sir,”” he replied, I buried
my little daughter this morning, and wvou will un-
derstand how I feel.”

I was very sorry for him, and he told me how he
had loved the child. After a while, I asked him
why he hadn't taken a day off. He had been off
duty in the morning, he answered, but he pre-
ferred to drive for the rest of the day, because
at any rate that kept the keftle boiling, and it
made him forget his troubles.

Remember, when you see a ‘bus-driver, that he,
#00, is a human being ; that, when all is well and he
is not out of work, he has to take vou and me for
a very small wage, and when the Johannesburg
dust blows about, keeping us inside, he has to be
at his post just the same, being obliged sometimes
to hunt for a tickey’s worth of change, his hand-
kerchief kept before his mouth. When the rain
comes down in torrents, he has to keep a look-out
for the sake of vour safety and mine, avoiding
cabs and tramears, his hands stuck through the
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flap in front, and the rain beating his face. When-
ever he makes a mistake it- means he is out of
pocket, and, with it all, be has to grin and look
pleasant.

That’s why I take notice of 'bus-drivers, and T
hope that vou who read this, when pulling out
vour tickey in an off-hand way to pay vour driver,
will not forget that that unassuming man is a
fellow-mortal who does his duty with the rest of
us, even though he be but a ‘bus-driver.



TRAPPED.

Walking from the Johannesburg Market Square
along the tram line, past the post office, you first
of all pass a lot of fine bhuilding and shops that
anyone might well go and have a look at. There
are boot shops, and outfitters, and big hotels, and
hars; and evervthing looks first-rate. But if you
continue, vou will notice the street getting worse
and worse. The buildings on either side of you will
suggest that you have got into another street alto-
gether. And yet, that is not the case. You are
atill in Market Street. Iron shanties seem to prop
up old hovels, built of stone, but now showing a
desire to collapse. Foul, little lanes, leading on to
dirty, vacant stands, where pecople have deposited
their empty tins and rubbish generally, intersect
the rows of tumble-down houses. You will see
Coolies talking in front of their doors in long, white
shirts. Many-coloured blankets are displayed out-
side the shops, and on the sidewalk yellow, tin
trunks for the kaffir trade form a row. Raw natives
can be fitted out here with second-hand clothes and
boots by Russian Jews and Coolies.

Hereabouts money will buy anything; and every-
thing 18 second-rate. You will find jewellers’
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shoppies,” where you can get a watch for the
modest sum of half-a-crown—on the instalment
systermn.  You pay two shillings weekly, until you
have spent altogether £1.10.0 on an article which,
as likely as not, has been stolen. Coats, jackets
and frock-coats, as well as sundry wearing-apparel
can be had here. You can get a shave from a coolie
with a long, shabby shirt, and you ean buy a whole
handful of sweets for a tickey. Coolies who do car-
pentering and can mend vour boots live here. You
can have anything in the wide world done, for the
second-hand stores are legion.

There are terrible, little dwelling-houses with
miniature windows, and you wonder how a human
being can live in a place like that. Oceasionally
vou will notice a decent place, but most of them
are uniit to live in. Walking about of a night, one
does well to have a look round and be on ome'’s
guard, because the whole neighbourhood makes one
think of thieves and rogues. The streets are badly
lit, and, looking through the curtains and the chinks
of the doors you will see Coolies and Chinamen
lolling about on the merchandise they display out-
side in the daytime. Only the fruit shops are still
doing business. In several of them fruit is sold
by women who, during the day, follow other occupa-

tions.
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It will be evident that the cross-streets in this
neighbourhood are not exactly spick-and-span, and
that millionaires do not hive hard by. The houses
are small, grimy and brown with accumulated dust.
The verandahs look grey with the tailings that
have been blown on to them. Many a house is
empty, with windows in which not a single pane has
managed to survive. The doors are open, because
there is no chance of letting the houses. Thieves,
rascals, and people without a roof over their heads
congregate there at night, under the cover of dark-
ness. The police make themselves scarce, because
they know that opportunities for receiving a knife-
thrust or a blow with a sandbag abound.

Not lang ago a man by the name of Pieter
Duvenhage lived in one of these cross-streets. He
was a mason by trade, and had always been able
to knock out a living for himself and his family,
There was his son Jannie, a boy of fourteen, and
his two little daughters, one five and the other
three years old. His wife has been dead these two
vears and a half, and his eldest daughter got married
soon after to a gent who worked on the City and
Suburban. She had a son who was also called Pie-
ter, of whom his grandfather, of course, was ex-
ceedingly proud.

Pieter Duvenhage had learnt his trade properly
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after the war. When he was a farmer he had built
his own house, however, and a substantial little
house it was. But when the war was finished,
Duvenhage was finished, too. His few head of
cattle had been taken, his house destroyed. The
small piece of ground he had to sell, so as to feed
and clothe his family. On the advice of his brother-
in-law he came to live in Johannesburg. They
packed up sll that was left, and went to town.
Sixpence, the little Bushman, accompanied them.
Duvenhage acquired the boy from his mother, when
he was but eight years old, and he grew up with
the elder children. They played together, fought
together, shot clay out of tubes together and made
toys of knuckle-bones together. Sizpence was an
excruciatingly funny bit of a Bushman. He was
an expert liar, and could laugh with the best of them,
but he was very fond of the missus and the kids.
Of Baas Pieter he was a little bit scared, because
Baas had given him a good drubbing one day. The
police found out sbout the existence of Sixpence
when the family moved into town, and he had to
be registered. There was a lot of trouble about the
thing, but the boss got matters put straight, and
Sixpence could stay on. After a while he asked
for leave to attend Sunday school in the afternoon,
and the missus saw no harm in it. Oom Pieter

12
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didn’t exactly like it, but he said nothing. Shortly
afterwards, Sixpence came home with a little book,
and by candle-light he would pore over his English
“a-b, ab.”” He would study night after night, and
twice a week he went to school with the kaffir
clergyman. He was 'cute enough, and it was not
long before he applied for a special pass. Very soon
after that he had a talk to the missus about his
wages. He considered that his valuable services
would fetch more elsewhere, and when the woman
told him that they had brought him up, always
treating him well, he answered that he was quite
aware of that, but that he was not a slave; the
missus knew he would like to be obedient (for the
cleggyman had taught him the virtue of obedience!}
but it wasn’t good enough, for all that. Ten bob a
month wasn't wages; he was sixteen by now, and
could make his £2 with other people.

Ancther three weeks and Sixpence was gone. It
was no good tryving to get him back. They owed
him £1, and Duvenhage found work scarce.

Altogether, the history of Duvenhage’s eareer as
a worker in town was not a brilliant one. His wife
sickened, and six months after she was dead. His
married daughter looked after the baby a bit in the
daytime, and the other children went to school.
He tramped and tramped along the mines, asking
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for a job—asking here and asking there, but every-
where in vain. From time to time he would get a
small job, but in a few days, or at most in a week’s
$ime, he would be out of work again. His brother-
in-law joined the unemployed, and was also withous

work for some considerable time. Things were

beginning to look very black.

About two months ago, Oom Pieter left his house
one morning with a very heavy heart indeed. His
daughter had spoken to him about all her troubles,
and had asked him for money. Her husband could
not go on like that, she thought, providing for all
the children. Pa had to ‘‘make a plan,” Sannie
saild, because her husband was hard up as well. Pa
said **Ay,”” and started his tramping about once
more. He went along the street, and just as he
was turning the corner he noticed a native brushing
past him. When he locked a little more closely,
he noticed that the native was dressed better than
he himself was, sporting a starched collar, a fine
jacket and trousers, and solid, tan boots. He had
no sooner taken in these things than the native
looked at him, too, saying:

*‘Morning, master.”’

Pieter looked at him in astonishment, for he had
not noticed that this was Sixpence.

““My, gracious, Sixpence,”’ he said, *‘is that you!
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Why, you do leok a toff! What are you doing
now 2’

*“‘Boss,”” the boy said, *‘you mustn’t call me Six-
pence now. My new name is Johannes; they bap-
tised me by that name when I was confirmed.”’

““I see,” Duvenhage replied, moving away.

But all of a sudden the boy put his hand over
his stomach, erying out 'O, o, o.”" Duvenhage
turned round, and there the boy was, looking as
if he were suffering fearful torture. QOom Pieter
was a compassionate soul, so he asked: “*“What's
the matter wi’ you?”’

*‘0O, my boss,”” the native sald, groaning horribly,
*I've got the cramps. O, when I get that, I'm mad
with pain. O, my boss.”

““But what can I do?’ Oom Pieter asked.

*“0, my boss, can’t you get me a tot?”’ the boy
answered, and he looked fit to drop with agony.

*No, my boy, I baven’'t any money, so what am
I to do?”

Sixpence managed to sit down on the kerbstone,
and groaned some more.

*“Ach, my boss,” he ecried, “I've got money
enough,”” and he produced two florins and a shilling-
piece. “‘If boss will just buy a small bottle of dop
for me, it will soon be over. O, do, my boss, do
please buy me the dop.”
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Duvenhage had often heard about illicit liquor
selling, but he took the prohibition to apply only
%o a regular, remunerative retail trade. And as he
saw the poor creature in pain, he was reminded of
the old days, when his late wife was very fond of

.the boy—and why shouldn’t he help the poor
fellow? The native kept up his groaning and
moaning, and Petrus went into the bottle-store,
buying a pint of liguor for four shillings. Passing
it on to the boy, he returned the shilling change but
Sixpence told him he could keep that for his
trouble. At first he did not care to, but, thinking
of his children, he fingered it once or twice. By
this time the pain seemed to have grown less. Six-
pence got up, and, walking stealthily alongside of
him, asked him for a match when they got to the
corner, because he wanted to light a cigarette.
Oom Pieter had no matches, so the boy fetched
some out himself, took a cigarette from a small
box and began to smoke. The pain appeared to be
considerably less. As soon as Sixpence started
smoking, a man with a Panama hat aproached them
from the cross-street, walked straight up to Oom
Pieter, and told him he was his prisoner.

The poor man hardly knew what it all meant,
and was almost scared to death. He was going to
speak, but the other man told him to take care,
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and to follow along to the charge office. The boy
said nothing, but came on behind. At the charge
office the marked shilling was produced, and Six-
pence showed his pint-bottle.

The next morning Duvenhage was taken to court
from the Fort, and the magistrate gave him “‘six
months hard”” for selling liguor to natives. He
pleaded very hard, the poor fellow, and every-
body could see he wasn’t a rogue, but that didn’t
mend matters. The magistrate was a soft-spoken
gentleman, and said he was very sorry, but he

couldn’t help it: that was the law!
Sannie refused to go and see her father. He had

known all about what he was doing, she opined.
Pieter Duvenhage is a wreck of a man. His only
consolation is that his conscience proclaims him an
honest man still, and that his wife did not live
to witness the disgrace. The eldest boy, who works
in an office, says it is not his father they caught—
it is one of the other Duvenhage's—no relation st
all. Sannie and her husband went away to escape
the disgrace. The two little daughters she gave to

a poor woman who was sorry for them, a widow
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who has to work hard for a living; but she says:
“the Lord will provide for the little mites.”” She
treats them as if they were her own children. You
get a few genuine people about town occasionally.

Sixpence was elected a deacon in the native
church, this last Sunday. He's a regular, good,
religious boy—so they say.



THE MARKET.

‘“And now, ladies and gentlemen-—if there are
any of that class present—I will sell you a bike,
a real bike, a good bike, in short a scorcher, a...
shut uwp, you fool!”

The little, back bowler is suspended over his
neck. The long hair eovers the dirty, crumpled
collar. From the sleeves of his shabby coat long,
lean hands protrude, waving a red handkerchief as
they swing about. Perspiration is pouring down his
forehead. In vain, with vigorous jerks, he attempts
to wipe it dry. From fime to time he closes his
eyes as a bright ray of sunshine is reflected from
the polished rim of the bicycle, placed next to him
or in front of him, on a table consisting of boards
on trestles.

There is 2 momentary lull. A couple of loafers
are his only real audience; the rest are scattered.
Jamkowitz, “‘dealer in wholesale bicyeles”” as his
business card proelaims, looks about him. No one
notices the wry face he swiftly pulls, and he con-
tinues singing the praises of his best “*Sunshine”
bicyele. A voung gent, not a ““son of the cold,
western shores’’ either, stands diagonally behind
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the two loafers; he eslls out: ““Rubbish! Who
said rubbish?”

The salesman pushes his little hat vet a little
further back, and gets guite exeited. ““Who said
rubbish?’’ he repeats, and this has the effect of
immediately drawing attention, for a few people
cOme nearer.

“Ladies and gentlemen,”” he continues, now
thoroughly disgusted, ‘T consider vou are ladies
and gentlemen. But not all of you; no, never! Ha,
I see you, you little wretech. Don’t go near him,
don’t please! He aint quite as clean as he ought
to be. Did you have a wash this morning, eh? No
money to buy soap, eh, what? Had no breakfast,
had you? Come ’long, I'll give you a penny. Don’t
get too near, you dirty what-d’-yer-cail-'em!”

The party thus apostrophised listens callously,
but the audience increases and enjoys itself. The
salesman’s flow of words seems inexhaustible. He
reflects on the pedigree of the offending person as it
it dated back to a certain insect; his present ex-
terior is deseribed as being akin to that of a
baboon, a word that evidently sends his hearers
into transports of delight. In the midst of his
harangue, which has by this time attracted guite
a big crowd, the victim, under s storm cf reproa-
ches from the salesman, dissppears.
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“But now about business; lock at this.”” The
bicycles now ‘‘go off’” as if they had been oiled,
in more senses than one. At the rate of from
£1.10.0 to £2 each, a whole quantity of them are
disposed of.

After half an hour of this, things slacken off,
and hardly any further sales are effected. Jam-
kowitz has a look round, and calls: **Sam, come
along.”” The vouth who, a while ago, roused so
much sarcasm, approaches, and the salesman
says: “‘Nu, 's geht gut. Du sollst mind der ge-
scheft—werd ich nemmen er drink.””

Oom Hansie, his market-bag in an empty con-
dition under his arm as yet, stares at Sam. He
pushes his old hat on one side, and strokes his
tangled, grey beard. His stooping shoulders bend
down still further as he presses the conveyer of
produce between his knees, so as to be able to pros-
pect the depths of his pocket for a few erumbs of
tobaceo with which to fill his well-worn little pipe.
Dun clouds of smoke curl round his face as he fills
his lean cheeks again and again, muttering ‘‘Good-
ness, gracious, me — goodness, gracious me,’’ all
the time.

Old Tante van Graan, passing by with her grand-
daughter, recognises. Oom Hans and hears his
ejaculations. ‘“‘Goodness, neef Hans, what is it all
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about? What's neef Hans doing this way?"’

The old man, who is only just beginning to be
a little less flabbergasted, is glad to meet his neigh-
bour from 36th Street, Vrededorp.

““Ou niggie,”” he says, “‘either I've gone out o’
my senses, or else this crowd has. That there litsle
chap almost had a fight with the other Jew, but
now he is taking his place. It beats me, that does!’”

Tante van Graan is not quite so interested, and
says she had better go and buy her things. This
reminds Oom Hans of his domestic duties, and he
leaves the domain of the bike in order to go and
buy a pound of nails, mixed, and some “‘grub.”’

Just behind the firm of Jamkowitz there is an
exhibition of new tools. QOom Hans knows it by
this time. Those things are too dear for him. ““Ven
mister vants ter puy der second-’and stuff, mister
must puy in the next place; I'm not just any sort
of a fellow,”” the Jew had said to him. Oom Hans
knows this, because in the days of old he used
to hawk things about on the farms.

The scrap-iron departement is controlled by a lady
of generous proportions. Her grimy face half-hidden
by a huge kerchief, the watchful eyes nevertheless
take in the smallest bit of a screw among her stock.

“Vat you vant,”” she shrieks at the would-be
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buyer. “Dat nail? A pound? You vant der long or
der short? It’s a zixp'nee der lot.”

.The old man digs a coin out of the recesses of his
worn-out waistcoat-pocket, and receives his pur-
<chase. Now for the “‘grub.”

Along the wall of a neighbouring building is the |
commissariat department. Qom Hansie makes for
the spot. Owing to the crush of buyers the whole
family has to watch and sell. The old man is some-
what bashful, and comes to a halt at a short
distance. He watches huge tins of jams and big
hunks of cheese being disposed of. He languishes
for the fleshpots, not of Egypt but of America,
which are being handed over lavishly, and one of
which has its contents exposed so as to convince
the public that the commodity is first-class.

“You vill neffer get this pully-peef in de odder
blaces,” the salesman says, “‘an’ vat apout der
jam! an’ no mistake abaht it.”

The end of the matter is that, for the sum of
ﬁinepenee, Oom Hansie becomes the purchaser of
a large tin of corned beef, and an even larger tin
of jam, carefully stowing them into his bag, amidst
the blessings bestowed on him into the bargain.
The man said, so Oom Hansie related afterwards:
I hope vou vill eat der stuff mit good health, and
vyour children’s children vill come and eat, and puy
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mit me. This was a sure sign to Qom Hansie that
the children of Israel were for zall the world just
like they were in the desert, because they were still
extremely fond of showering benedictions on one.
But the old man has yet another commission.
Opposite the tram terminus he has to buy a strap
for his son-in-law in a coolie shop. It being Satur-
day, there is bustle in all directions. Carefully, he-
crosses the Market Square but he pauses awhile as
he sees a wide circle of kaffirs, who have been joined
by a few whites, surrounding a couple of musicians.
It’s a strange group. Two people are perched on
an old packing-case: a blind man and a lame con-
frére. The blind virtuoso flourishes a violin which,
for the moment, reposes on his head to enable him
to show the tricks he can perform with this instru-
ment. One hand works the fiddlestick. The lame
partner strums incessantly on the strings of a
monster guitar, repeating the same melody, but in
a number of very free variations. A working-man
starts 8 humming accompaniment: ‘O, why don’t
I die, my gal gives me the go-by.”” But further
than that no one gets for the same tune holds the
field uninterruptedly for a solid ten minutes, and
the man turns round, disgusted, saying: “‘Seems
to me the chap ain’t goin’ ter stop ’is whinin’.”"
However, though the tune be monotonous, the
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attitude of the musicians changeth. It is as if ths
poor blind man, whose sighfless eyes appear to be
{izxed on one and the same spot, instinetively appor-
tions time. TFive minutes under his chin, another
five on his head, and then, with a swing, the old
fiddle finds a resting-place behind his back, and
his crossed arms divide the labour between them.
This evokes cries of admiration from the off-
coloured audience, and Oom Hansie repeats his
“*Goodness gracious, me.”’

The guitar-player’s thumb has all the while been
scraping the strings. On one solitary oceasion,
perhaps, he examines the finger for a few seconds
—may be to make sure it's still there—and then
he continues operations. However, even this melody
ceases. The lame man places his wooden leg on
the ground. This is the public’s cue for a sudden
recollection of other, and more pressing, engage-
ments. The old Oom pursues the even tenour of
his way among rows of cows and horses, timidly
giving a wide berth to mokes, whipped up to show
off for the benefit of buyers or spectators.

Oom Hansie strikes off into President Street, out
Fordsburg way. It is here that the “‘Forest-bull
and the Lamb,”” Ishmael and Tsaac, are to be seen
swarming in all their fallen greatness. If the great
Bard could have witnessed but for a moment how
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the two nations ‘“‘sprung from the loins of Abra-
ham™ live and die here, he would surely not have
exclaimed: ‘“And what is born of Abraham’s loins
shall beecome a king.” Dirty coolies, with long,
unwashed coats and brownish-red, high fezes with
attenuated tassels ; long-bearded, stately priests with
gold-trimmed but equally dirty black coats; small-
statured Indians, likewise wearing their fez and
white shirt, wriggle along through the stream of
dust-coloured humanity. Frowsy Poles, recent arri-
vals from Whitechapel, force their way, screaming,
‘through the crowd, their wares carried on their
stomachs before them, imperturbable in their sales-
men’s passion. At the top of the street you will
find the wholesalers: Samuelson & Co., glassware
and pottery; next door, Abdul Kasson whose
speciality is vegetables. The filthiest slums are
occupled by poor coolies, counting their stock of
tomatoes at night, crouching among the baskets
they carried on their heads the lifelong day. It is
here vou will see the poor white settling up on
Friday afternoon with Alin Said Esquire, haggling
about a few pence, which represent his meagre
gain.

In the other big businesses poor Israelites buy
their stock-in-trade from Mr. Hamburg, because
he is styled great in the congregation, and from Mr.
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Lewis, because his wares are a "‘farding’™’ cheaper.
But the old man walks on, until he reaches the
Coolie market where, having bought his strap, he
awaits the 'bus. Opposite, the pulse of Johannes-
burg trade is beating. Small chimneys puff out
their short cloudlets of steam ; huge, black smoke-
stacks—high, iron tubes—belch forth trailing,
murky volumes of smoke, as dense to the eye,
sometimes, as dirty wool, but dissolving into beauti-
ful plumes. Inside, thumping, groaning and roar-
ing noices are heard. From those hollow canopies,
rattling trams emerge, tinkling, eirculating through
every vein to the extremities of the vast body.

There is a certain amount of repose about the
Coclie market. The numberless little booths are all
guarded by their respective owners but the fussy
activity of the Israelite is not here. Ishmael’s
movements are calmer, more dignified. Not his, the
gesticulation that is to persuade a woolly-headed
Shangaan that yonder multi-coloured kerchief will
be an ornament to his loins; he will carry convic-
tion to the mind of the savage, in either Shangaan
or pidgin-English, that the fact is thus, and not
otherwise. Eaeh booth is a bazaar in itself, contain-
ing every variety of commodity, from bread to
boots, not to mention the vanities of the earth,
such as gold rings and diamond tie-pins.
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Among all those stalls there is one that belongs
to a Greek. The fat, old woman is busy rolling
cigarettes. When business is slack she smokes them,
at other times hiding them behind her ear. Along
the pavement, young maidens from the East ecrouch,
their wares displayed on their knees or in front of
them, on the ground. It is worth while studying
these daughters of Syria. A prophecy forces itself
on our memory, and the swarthiness of the com-
plexion disappears. What remains is the fine oval
of the face, lit up by dark gazelle eyes. With a
gesture, and in a lingo as incomprehensible to us as
that of the dirty mine native, she does her best to
sell him a small mirror. Grinning, he takes it up.
We almost expect him to examine the back, ape-
like, but he does not go quite so far. Evidently
he considers his beauty but inadequately reflected
by the mirror for, with a Iazy movement, he passes
it back. Before he can get away, however, the sales-
woman has fetched out a many-hued brooch. A
“‘teekee’” is the purchase price of this ornament,
which is removed from the hawker’s basket into
the big hole, bored by the native into his ear.

Suddenly there is a commotion along the row of
vendors, for the multitude observe a guardian of
the peace approaching, and they are not allowed
to squat on the pavement. Word is sent down,









