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BOER TRAITS. la y  » lead  r o u n d  t h e  D u t c h  la a g e r  ; t h e  

s tr e a m  f lo w in g  b y ,  e v e r  e iu c o  c a l le d  
th e  B lo o d  R iv e r ,  r a n  c r s m s o n  ; a n d  

T i l l 'd  I*- P R E S .  N T C H A R A C T E R  I t h e  p o w e r  o f  D in g a a n  a n d  h i s  n a t io n  

A N I> P A S T  A C H I E V E M E N T S .  w a s  fo r  y e a r s  b r o k e n .  T o  t h i s  h o u r

------------------  : t h e  T r a n s v a a l  D u t c h  a n n u a l ly  m e e t  to

The F a rm e rs  o f  th e  T r a n s v a a l  W il- cc lel , r a te  “ D in g a an ’s D a y ,”  a n d  re
« lc r i ie s s  H a v e  a S t i r l  in g  H ls t o r y -  

T h e  G r e a t  T r e k —H o w  T h e y  
C o n q u e r e d  the, Z u lu s .

MONO all the white men now 
thronging Johannesburg and 
other parts of the Transvaal 
in search of gold, writes a 

correspondent of the London Times, 
how many can say with truth that they 
know anything of tlio Dutch farmer? 
Not oue man in a hundred. They will 
sneer at him, laugh at his gutteral 
tongue and his heavy, uucooth wavs, 
rail at liis Ooverumeut ; lmt ns for 
taking the trouble to acquire iiis lan
guage and find out something of the 
inner heart of the man, they will not

turu humble thanks for their crown
ing mercy, that wonderful victory over 
the Zulu host.

Iu their warfare with the Zulus, in 
the country now called Natal, the 
Dutch farmers used that plan of bat
tle—laagering their wagons in square 
ormation—which has been fourni ever 

since an invaluablo aid against the 
over-powering numbers of savage 
tribes. Only so lately as in the Mat- 
abele war this old Boer method was 
adopted ; and by its use—aided of 
course, immensely by Maxim guns— 
the colonists of Mashonaland won their 
brilliant victories, and destroyed the 
long and cruel Matabelo tyranny.

About this same period—1836-’37— 
another great portion of the Great
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do it—in their feverish search for for- Trek made its way into the present 
tune they havo not the time. territory of the Orange Free State,

And yet this farmer of the wilder- and thence, crossing tho Vaai, suc- 
ness, rough and uncouth, and often ceeded, after some bloody and dis- 
surly and suspicious as he is, has a astrousreverses, in driving Moselikatse 
great and stirring history behind him , (father of Lobengula) beyond the Lim-

by the aheer terror of his name and 
arms, to the “ Voor-Trekkert.” We 
English, in a m-iserably mismanaged 
war, and after a shameful peace, have 
had our bad moments with the Trans
vaal Boers. But, now that time has 
somewhat assuaged the bitter memories 
of Majuba Hill, those of ns who know 
and appreciate tho sterling qualities 
of tho Boer character—the stubborn 
determination, the simple yet snblime 
faith, the deep love of “ons land,” as 
they call the countiy of their adoption 
—cannot deny to these rude farmers 
their meed of praise.

For years after the battles with tho 
Zulu and Matabelo tribes the Boers as 
a body settled themselves quietly iu 
tho Orange Free Stato and Transvaal, 
peopling tho country, growing their 
crops, and amassing great flocks and 
herds.

The more adventurous spirits among 
them—the elephant hunters—went 
annually into tho hunting veldt, and 
wiien they had denuded their own 
country of great game, trekked far 
afield in every direction in pursuit of 
ivory. It has been tho custom to 
charge the average Boer with a lack of 
courage. I cannot follow this imputa
tion. Tho Afrikander Dutchman is,
I will grant, inert and hard to 
move. Even in tho agitation among 
tho Transvaal farmers, before tho 
Boer war, in which, undoubtedly, 
a large proportion of tho popula
tion viewed the British annexation 
with extreme anger and indignation, 
they wore very slow to go “out” As 
in former /Juggles, tho vrouws did an 
immense »leal iu screwing up their 
husbands to the lighting point, Tho 
Dutch wife has great influence over 
her man ; she is usually possessed of 
indomitable spirit and determination; 
and in moments of danger and diffi
culty she counts for a good deal in 
South African movements.

When the Boers finally took tho 
field in 1881, they fought well, as 
even we ourselves must admit. It is 
no light matter to take up arms suc
cessfully against the strength of Brit
ain as these farmers did. By a series 
of lucky accidents, tho Boers found 

! arrayed against them troops weak in 
I numbers, mostly consisting of young 
and unseasoned soldiers, led by a Gen
eral who, after a series of extraordi
nary blunders, paid with his own life

A STANLEY AMONG WOMEN.

M is s A la r y  K i n g s l e y ’s  F e a t s  
A f r ic a n  T r a v e l e r .

Miss Mary Kingsley, niece of the 
clergyman-author, has been accorded 
rank with Livingstone, Speke, Grant, 
Burton, Cameron, Johnson, Selons 
and Stanley. She has just returned 
from a long journey of exploration in 
West Africa, and is much surprised to

RILL A R B ’S LETTER.

P H I L O S O P H E R ’S  E X P E R I 

E N C E  A S  A  G A R D E N E R .
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T e l l s  o f  I l l s  S u c c e s s  in  R a i s in g  F i n e  

V e g e t a b le s .

MISS MARY KINGSLEY.

in South Africa, of which ho is and 
has a right to he proud. Ho and his j 
have struggled, and JtrekkeJ, and 
warred, and been massacred, and have 
Buffered in blood and purse and pas
toral wealth these 250 years past. I 
doubt whether an equal number of 
English peasants, farmers, soldiers and 
settlers, if they had been planted at 
the Cape in 1652, as tue early Dutch 
wero, would have emerged from the 
long struggle so little spoiled, and 
having lost so little of their National 
characteristics.

The Dutch Afrikanders are still of 
pure European blood, they still cling 
with the simplest and snblimest faith 
to the literal teaching of their Bibles,

popo into tho country now called 
Matabeleland. Moselikatse was then 
the most redoubted native captain in 
South Africa, aud his men, almost all 
pure-bred Zulus, who had migrated 
from Zululitud with him in a body, 
were as fearless, as fierce, as cruel,aud 
as highly trained as Chaka’s and Din- 
gaan’s finest warriors. Yet tho Trek 
Boers vanquished Moselikatse as they 
had vanquished Dingaan, and took 
possession of that lair and rich coun
try now called Transvaal.

One battle was fought in laager 
against Moselikatse’s Matabele hordes. 
There were but forty grown Dutchmen 
in the camp, but the women aud even 
the children (President Kruger, then

fitill cherish with deep affection their a boy, was, I believe, among the num-
wives and families, still go about ; 
their herding and hunting and trek
king in the old slow, unconquerable, j 
dogged spirit of their ancestors, still 
turn their faces north, and as their 
pastures grow small and crowded, 
trek for new lands with undimmed 
hope and vigor.

In the “Great Trek,” as it is called, 
hundreds of farmers quitted Cape 
Colony, selling their farms for any
thing they would fetch in a forced 
market, and, with their families be
stowed in their wagons aud their 
flocks and herds around them, crossed 
the Orange River and sought new 
homes and pastures. Tho present re
publics of tho Trausvaal and Orange 
Free Stato owe their origin to this 
movement.

ber) served in the defence, loadin 
the long smooth-bore guns as fast as 
they were emptied, and the Boers 
finally beat off' their savage enemy with 
great loss. After this tight reinforce
ments camo in and small bands of 
mounted farmers attacked the Mata
bele in their own kraals.

In the last of these daring cam
paigns 135 Boers followed np aud fell 
upon Moslikatse in person on the 
Marico River. Mosklikatse commanded 
no fewer than 10,000 of his finest sol
diers. Fierce as they were, however, 
they lacked horses and guns, and 
found themselves no match for the 
mounted Dutch farmers, all fine game 
shots, aud all imbued with an in
vincible determination. For moro 
than a week the Boers, with nothing

find herself famous. Miss Kingsley is 
a modest, diffident little woman in so
ciety, however brave and assertive she 
may be in the jungle, and had no idea 
that she was a celebrity. Barring 
Mme. Ida Pfeffer, who traveled about 
the greater part of the earth alone, 
and Mrs. French-SheJdon, of America. 
Miss Kingsley has mjwle a record as an 
explorer nnapproasÈnble by any wo
man. She traveled'lfi Africa from Old 
Calabar through tho. French Gaboon,

: penetrating tho goriNa country of the 
interior and proceeding up the Ogowc 
River to N’Djole. It is a dangerous 
waste region and borders the country 
ofthe Fangwes, who have no cemeteries. 
They not'only eat their own dead but 
such stray strangers as they may for
tunately find. Miss Kingsley was re
garded by this hospitable folk as 
fetich, and was thus insured against
forming part of the bill of faro of a 

the penalty of rashness and lack of i p angwe banquet, She had much dif- 
judgment. j ficulty to retain her eight or ten na-

At Laing’s Nek and Ingogo River tive attendants however, and it was 
the Boers undoubtedly had our men at onjy by strong threats of punishment 
immense disadvantage, and by the by tfie French Government that she 
help of their very excellent shooting saved the lives of her men. She came 
scored their victories. But at Majuba across a Nation of vicious dwarfs near
Hill, wbero less than 150 Dutchmen 
stormed a mountain held by 400 Brit
ish troops and defeated them with the 
loss of their General, six officers, and 
ninety men killed and a largo number 
wounded, want of courage can scarcely 
be charged against these ignorant, 
undrilled farmers. They themselves 
still look upon that event in their 
simple way as more an act of God 
than of their own courage. Nor, in 
the far more desperate fighting against 
the Zulus aud SJatabele during the 
Great Trek, can want of courage ba 
urged against the frontier Boers.

General Longst reel’s Account.

General James Longstreet, the ex- 
Oonfederato veteran who took a prom
inent part in the Civil War, has writ
ten a history of that momentous 
struggle. It is called “From Man-

The history of the Great Trek, if it but biltong (sun dried game meat) to 
ever comes to be written, will furnish eat, and no bed I it tho bare veldt, 
one of the most inspiring of epic--, j harried and harassed the Matabele 
These despised aud slow-moving Dutch i hosts. A^ain and again the Matabele 
farmers, armed with only iliutlock i tried to entrap their active opponents,
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the Fangwes. These were moie dan
gerous than their man-eating neigh
bors, but Miss Kingsley’s party 9vaded 
the poisoned arrows and maintained 
the full integrity of the muster roll. 
Her chief feats were the navigating of 
Lake N’Covi, hitherto unexplored, the 
crossing of the Sierra del Crista!. 
Mountains, and canoeing down the 
Rumbi River. During all her travels 
Miss Kingsley’s health was in perfect 
condition.

Rubber-Cushioned Horseshoe.
Nothing is so hard on a horse as an 

asphalt pavement, and an inventive 
genius has produced to offset the evils 
thereof a rubber-cushioned horseshoe. 
It consists of a forged-steel frame, 
pierced with slats, through and around 
which a rubber cushion is vulanized 
to form a compact and solid bnt clas
tic shoe, composed partly of rubber 
and partly of steel. The rubber takes 
tho concussion of the foot on the 
pavement off the hoof, leg and shoul
der of the horse. The rubber also 
prevents slipping on smooth pave
ments.

GENERAL JAMES LONGSTREET.

assas to Appomattox,” and the Chi
cago Times-Herald says that it is 
“a truthful, impartial and unfevered 
account ofthe Confederate side’s tactici 

1 and movements during the war.”

Novel Thing in Cycles.
Over in London they have a new 

cycle—whether to give it the prefix 
uni or bi ha3 not yet been determined 
—which is altogether different from 
the models seen in this country. In
stead of being on tlio wheel the rider 
is inside. As shown in the picture, 
there are two wheels, one inside the 
other. Tho inner wheel maintains a 
stationary position, which is necessary 
because it ha3 fastened to it the rider’s 
scat. Around it revolves the outer 
wheel, with which it has three points 
of contact, three grooved wheels, that 
form a runway. The power is obtained 
by the simple action of a spriDg at
tached to the treadles, and it is prom
ised that great speed will bo made 
when the wheel is properly used.

A Four-Dollar Bill.
Yesterday forenoon a man appeared 

at the Sub-Treasury and presented a 
four-dollar bill of the old “Continental 
currency” for redemption. He hit 
Bert Farrar, the paying teller, and 
nearly paralyzed that person by ask
ing $10,000 in liquidation of the an
cient obligation. He obtained that 
result by figuring compound interest

$

HESS

NOVEL CYCLE.

gun?, 'after suffering oruel reverses to bring them to close quarters, when , from the date of issue, 1/(7, and was
and the bloodiest treachery, met and their stabbing assegais might be ; displeased when Mr. Farrar suggested
oonquered the whole Zulu army, then ! brought into play. But the mounted ! that “ ten cents per 100 pounds” was
at the height of its strength and mil;- men alwavs evaded them, and at about the probable value of such stuff,
twy discipline. Fewer than 450 Boers length, after losing large numbers of ; Finding that neither S10,000 nor any Lightness and simplicity of construc-
Buocessfully resisted 12,000 of the warriors, Moselikatse gave up the con* j other sum was forthcoming, he gath- tion seem to be its best points. The
fiercest Zulu warriors. At the close test, retreating beyond the Limpopo, j ered up his precious possession and rider, being suspended u- '~  
of that Sunday morning battle, fought and left the whole vast territory of , sorrowfnlly departed. St.
open December 16, 1838, 3000 Zuh!.s the Transvaal, which he had long held j Globe-Demoorat.

below the
Louia j machine’s center of gravity, maintains 

a level seat whatever the seat or grade.

“ Fate cannot harm me—I have diced 
today,” That is the way we feel just 
after a good dinner, especially if we 
have earned it—worked for it bodily 
and wanted it. But I have heard folks 
say they were never hungry and not 
even the odor of cucumbers and onions 
in the dining room would excite their 
appetite. I havo heard others say 
they had the appetite, but wero afraid 
to indulge it because of digestion. 
Buch folks are to be pitied. They have 
my sympathy. 1 ut I sincerely believe 
that work or physical exercise is a 
remedy for both. I suppose that 
Shakespeare suffered in this way, for 
he says, “Now, let digestion wait on 
appetite and health on both.” Certain 
it is his death was sudden and prema
ture, for he lived only fifty years. 
Milton understood this trouble too, 
for he says that Adam’s sleep was sweet, 
being bred from pure indigestion. 
That’s the secret—working in the gar
den—I inherited that trait from the 
old man—Adam, I mean—and I sleep 
sweetly, too, after I havo worked in 
my garden. There is no insomonia 
about me, but Mrs. Arp suffers from 
st sometimes when I am snoring like a 
hippotamus.

I was ruminating about the value of 
a good garden to the family—we had 
an excellent dinner today, and I 
counted up the cost. We have five in 
the family and the dinner cost us only 
5 cents apiece, and there was enough 
left for two or three more. Wo had a 
small piece of middling meat, about 
half a pound, that was boiled with tho 
beans, and there were seven different 
kinds of vegetables from my garden. 
The butter and buttermilk were homo- 
made. The rice and cornmeal and 
huckleberries cost a little—not much. 
Everything was well cooked, and all 
that was wanted was an appetite and 
good digestion.

I am reasonably proud of my gar
den, for it is all my own work. I pre
pared the ground and dressed it and 
opened the furrows and planted the 
seed and cultivated the plants and 
killed the weeds, aud it is my especial 
pleasure to watch everything as it 
grows, and gather the vegetables and 
wash them at the back door aud call 
the good wife and children out to see 
them and listen to their compliments. 
We have had a long drought, but I 
had fortified against it. Every hill 
was first spaded out a foot deep and 
filled with water, and after it bad 
soaked into the ground I filled up the 
hole with a mixture of top soil and 
barnyard scrapings and sifted ashes 
and put on some more water. Every 
furrow I opened for bean's and peas 
and beets I let water run in it, and 
then pnt tho fertilizer in and 
planted the seed. I had eighty holes 
to dig for tomatoes and forty for 
squashes, and as many more for en
cumbers, and notwithstanding the 
drought, everything has grown vigor
ously. It is hard work, and takes pa
tience to lay the foundation in this 
way, but it pays. My squash vines 
cover a space of four feet square to 
each hill, and my tomato plants are 
five feet high and fnll of healthy fruit. 
Well, now, to tell the whole trntb, I 
have a hydrant in the center of the 
garden, and when the dry, hot weather 
was at its worst I opened small trenches 
close by the roots of the plants and 
turned tho water on and let it run 
slowly and soak in, and afterwards 
covered the trenches with dry dirt. 
This too, is trouble, bnt it paid well, 
Some folks sprinkle, but that does 
harm and no good. It hakes
the surface and never reaches the 
roots. Sprinkle nothing but grass.

Where water isplentiful and conven
ient there is no excuse for a poor gar
den. It is better to dig deep and fer
tilize and cultivate a square rod well 
than to skim over half au acre “ nigger 
fashion” and seo it all dry np when the 
dry drought, as Cobe calls it, comes. 
The intensive system is the best for 
gardens, T know from long experience.
It made me sad to see the crops on the 
railroad between Marietta and Atlanta 
the other day. Acres and acres of 
corn not six inches high and cotton 
almost invisible. It did look like per
ishing to death in the name of the 
Lord. It is a poor country, I know,

bnt they could sow it down in peas 
and gradually impro.ve it so that a 
Georgian wouldn’t he ashamed for 
travelers to lookout of the car window 
as they ride through it.

It is astonishing how much infln 
ence one good farmer has over the 
neighborhood in which he lives. They 
are very envious of each other and will 
try to keep up with the best. I hear 
some say that their oats crop is a total 
failure and will not be fit to ent, 
see a few acres of oats in a field not 
far from me that will make a good crop. 
Of course there is something in the 
land, but there is more in the farming. 
Deep plowing to begin with is abso
lutely necessary in farming. I don’t 
mean deep turning, but deep plowing. 
I know a farmer who always follows

the turn plow with a bnll-tongne in 
the same furrow, and he makes good 
crops whether it rains or not. My 
good neighbor, Widow Fields, has no 
hydrant in her garden, lmt she always 
has the finest garden in the towD, and 
the secret is deep plowing and 
fertilizing. I can overlook her 
work from my window, and 
it excites me to keep in hailing dis
tance. She has an acre in the highest 
state of cultivation, and will make 
more on it than will be made on fifty 
acres of that land below Marietta. 
Work on the gardens must not stop. 
K e e p  planting successive crops every 
ten days or two weeks, and have a 
fresh supply. A good, arge family 
can live well on an acre ft r five months 
in the year. Raise your own straw- 
berrits and raspberries and buy wild 
berries enough for jam and jelly. 
Then, if you have grapes and peaches 
around, you can live like a prince and 
always liavo someth ng nice for com
pany. A few flowiiB in the garden 
will he p to make u  attractive ; and 
my wife wants all the old-fashioned 
herbs, like sage and mint and balm 
and thyme ami calamus and camomile. 
Bhe has horse radish enough for a 
hotel.

Gardening is the first work of which 
we have any history, aud it is the most 
pleasant and healthy of all occupations. 
If a man is a good gardener he will be 
good farmer. A» you travel overland 
through the country you can tell a 
good farmer by looking at his garden, 
just as you can tell a good wife and 
daughter by looking at the flowers and 
vines in the front yard. They are a 
sign of good taste and refinement and 
good housekeeping and contentment. 
They savo doctor bills, for half the dis
eases come from diseased minds— 
mentsl misery—borrowing trouble and 
nursing it. The cultivation of flowers 
is a good tonic for indigestion. I  have 
noticed that the people who are tho 
most diligent in such occupations are 
the least concerned about politics and 
silver and gold and the next president
ial election. The farm and tho home 
absorb them, and are a bigger thing 
than the spoils of office. The average 
politician wants something for nothing. 
As Cobe says, “ He is just sidewiping 
arouDd hunting the orthography of an 
office,” and when he gets it the first 
lesson he learns is how to log-roll. 
He will vote for anybody’s bill if they 
will vote for his. You tickle me and 
I will tickle yon is the motto, and they 
call it a compromise of conflicting 
interests. Congress has at last voted 
every member a private secretary with 
$1,200 salary. Merciful heavens ! When 
will this thing stop? Now let them 
apply for a receiver and Bell out the 
concern.

But I am off the subject, and will 
get in a bad frame of mind and have a 
fit of indigestion; and so I will quit 
and go to my garden, whero I am 
always calm and 'serene.—B i l l  A r p , 
in Atlanta (Constitution

Tint STCAXUE STOBT OF A RING.
It is state,i upon wliat appears to bi 

good auihoritv that in one of tlio parks in 
the Spanish capital city of Madrid a mag
nificent ring hangs by a si1 ken cord about 
the neck of the statue of the Maid of Al- 
modma, the patron saint of Madrid. This 
ring, though set with diamonds and pearls, 
is nevertheless entirely unguarded. Tho 
police pay no attention to it, nor is there 
any provision made for watching it by 
special officers, because it is not believed 
that any thief, however daring, would 
venture to appropriate it to his own use; 
and when tlie history of the ring is con
sidered, it is hardly to be wondered at 
that a superstitious people prefer to give 
it a wide berth. According to the story 
that is told of it, tlio ring was made for 
King Alfonso XII., the father of the pres
ent boy King of Spain. Alfonso pre
sented it to his cousin Mercedes on file 
day of their betrothal. How short lier 
married life was all know, and on her 
death the King presented the ring to his 
grandmother, Queen Christina. Shortly 
afterwards Queen Christina died, and the 
King gave the ring to his sister, the In
fanta del Pilar, who died within the 
month following. The ring wa3 then 
given to the youngest daughter of the 
Duc de Moutpensier. In less than three 
months she died, and Alfonso, by this 
time fearing that there was some unlucky 
omen connected w th the bauble, put it 
away in his own treasure-box. In less 
than a year the King himself died, and 16 
was deemed best to put the ring away 
from all the living. Hence it was hung 
about ! lie neck of the bronze effigy of tha 
Maid of Almodma, where it appears to be 
as safe as though surrounded by a cordon 
of police.

A c c o r d in g  t o  M r. P e t e r s o n ,  a n  e x p e r t  

d o g - tr a in e r  in  L o n d o n , t h e  l i f e  o f  a  p e r 
f o r m in g  ( lo g  e x t e n d s  to  a b o u t  e ig h t  o r  

te n  y e a r s .  T h e  e d u c a t io n  o f  a  d o g  f o r  

t h e  s t a g e ,  a c c o r d in g  t o  M r. P e t e r s e n ’s  

id e a s ,  s h o u ld  n o t  c o m m e n c e  b e f o r e  t h e  

a n im a l  is  a y e a r  o ld , a n d  g e n e r a l ly  l a s t s  

f o r  a  y e a r .  S o m e  a n im a l s ,  h o w e v e r ,  

a re  q u ic k e r  t h a n  o t h e r s ,a n d  a  d o g  fo u n d  

in  th i' s t r e e t s  r e p a id  h is  r e s c u e r s  fr o m  

t h e  l e t h a l  c h a m b e r  b y  p ic k in g  u p  a l l  

t h a t  w a s  t a u g h t  h im  a n d  g o in g  o n  t h e  

s t a g e  in  t h r e e  m o n th s

t h e o r iz in g .

They were discussing the new boarder.
“ Le slips in and out of the house so 

quietly." said the widow, “that I think 
lie must have been a married man once."

“Maybe it is that,” said Mrs. Hashcroft, 
as a troubled look came over her face, 
"and mavbe he is in the habit of getting 
behind with his board.”


