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One

I MEET SIR HENRY CURTIS

It is a curious thing that at my age—fifty-five last
birthday!-~1 should find myself taking up a pen to write
a history.? 1 wonder what sort of a history it will be
when I have finished it. | have done a good many
things* in my life, which seems a long one to me—per-
haps because I began work so young, At an age when
other boys are at school, | was working for my living
as a trader in Africa, 1 have been trading, hunting,
fighting, or working at the mines ever since. And yet
it is only eight months ago 1hat 1 made a lot of money,
It is a lot of money—I don’t yet know how much;
but 1 do not think that | would go through the last
fifteen or sixteen months again for it, no, not even if
1 knew that | should come out safe at the end.*

Now to begin. I, Allan Quatermain, of Durban,
Natal,® Gentleman, promise to speak the truth, the whole
truth and nothing but the truth.®

It is eighteen months ago since first I met Sir Henry
Curtis and Captain Good. After spending a week at Cape
Town,” 1 determined to go back to Natal by ship. Among

the persons who came on board were two who interested
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ne. One, a gentleman of about thirty, was the largest
and strongest-looking man I ever saw, He had yellow
hair, a thick yellow beard, a clear-cut face,* and large
grey eyes set deep in his head.? I never saw a finer look-~
ing man. His face seemed to me familiar: it made me
think of someone I had seen before; but at the time I
could not remember who it was. The big man’s name
was Sir Henry Curtis,

The other man who stood talking to Sir Henry was
short and dark and of quite a different cut® I imagined
that he was an officer on a ship. I was right, for I learnt
that he was an officer who had just left the King’s em-
ployment after seventeen years’ service at sea. His name,
I found out, was Good—Captain John Good. He was
broad, of the usual height, had dark hair, and was rather
a curious man to look at, He was s¢ very much in order,
50 smooth, so clean, so polished,!* and he always wore
an eye-glass in his right eye: it seemed to grow there,
for it had no string, and he never took it out except to
clean it. At first 1 thought that he used to sleep with
it, but afterwards I found that this was a mistake, He
put it in his pocket, when he went to bed, together with
his teeth. (For he had lost his real teeth and he had had
a very fine set of teeth!’ made to take their place.)

Captain Good and I went down to dinner together,
and there we found Sir Henry Curtis aiready seated. The
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<aptain and I soon feli into taik about shooting and such
things;!* after some time he began to talk about elephants,

“Ah, sir,” called out somebody who was sitting near
me, “you’ve reached the right man for that, ‘Hunter’
Quatermain should be able 10 tell you about elephants
if anybody can.”

Sir Henry, who had been sitting quite quiet listen-
ing 10 our talk, showed signs of surprise.

“Pardon me, sir,” he said, leaning forward across the
table and speaking in a fow deep voice, “Pardon me, sir,
but is your name Allan Quatermain?”

I said that it was.

The big man said nothing more; but | heard him
murmur “Fortunate” into his beard

Dinner came to an end. As we were leaving the
dinner-table, Sir Henry approached me and asked if I
would come into his room to smoke a pipe. I accepted;
50 we three sat down and lit our pipes.

“Mr. Quatermain,” said Sir Henry Curtis, “the year
before last, about this time, you were, I believe, at a
Dlace called Bamangwato to the north of the Transvaal,”!®

“l was,” 1 answered, rather surprised that he should
know my movements so welj.*

“You were trading there, were you not?” put in Cap-
lain Good in his quick way.

“l was. 1 took up a wagon-load of goods!” and made a
camp outside the place, and stopped until 1 had sold them,”
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Sir Henry was sitting opposite to me, his arms lean-
ing on the tabie. He now looked up, fixing his large
grey eyes full upon my face'dt There was a curiously
anxious look in them, 1 thought,

“Did you happen to meet a man called Neville there?”

“Oh, yes; he stopped just beside me for a few weeks
to rest his cattle before going on. I had a letter a few
months ago, asking me if 1 knew what had happened to
him, 1 answered it as well as 1 could* at the time.”

“Yes,” said Sir Henry, “your letter was sent on to
me.? You said in it that the gentleman called Neville
left Bamangwato at the beginning of May in a wagon
with a driver and a native hunter called Jim, with the
intention of going to Inyati,* the last trading place. There
he meant to sell his wagon and go on foot. You also
said that he did sell his wagon; for six months afterwards,
you saw the wagon in the possession of a Portuguese
trader. This trader told you that he had bought it at
Inyati from a white man whose name he had forgotten,
and that he believed the white man with the native ser-
vant had started off on a shooting trip.”

“Yes.”

Then came a pause.

“Mr. Quatermain,” said Sir Henry suddenly, «I sup-
EOse you know, or can guess, nothing more of the reason

of my—of Mr. Neville’s journey to the northward, er
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as t0 what point that journey was directed.”*
“I heard something,” I answered, and stopped. lhe
subject was one about which 1 did not wish to speak.

Sir Henry and Captain Good looked at each other,
and Captain Good nodded.

“Mr, Quatermain,” went on the former,“l am going
to tell you a story, and ask your advice, and perhaps
your help, The gentleman who sent me your letter told
me that I might place perfect faith in it, as you were
well known and respected by all in Natal.”

1 bowed—and Sir Henry went on.

“Mr, Neville was my brother,”

“Oh,” 1 said, for now | knew of whom Sir Henry
bad made me think when | first saw him.2*

“He was,” went on Sir Henry, “my only and young-
er brother, and till five years ago I do not think we
were ever a month away from each other. But just about
five years ago we quarrelled, and [ behaved unjustly to
my broiher in my anger,”2

Here Captain Good nodded his head.

“It so happened that just at the time when we quar-
relled, our father died and all his money came (o me,
as the eldest son. My brother was left without a penny,
Of course it was my duty tc provide for him, and my
father would have wished me to do s0.2° But at that time,
because of the quarrel between us, 1 did not offer to do
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anything. To my shame [ say it.2® | waited for him to ask.
me: and he did not. T am sorry to trouble you with all this,
Mr. Quatermain, but I must make things clear-—eh, Good?”

“Quite so, quite so,” said the Captain., “Mr Quatel-
main will, T am sure, keep this history to himself,”%

“Of course,” said I.

“Well,” went on Sir Henry, “my brother had'a few
hundred pounds. Without saying a word to me, he took
this money and, using the name Neville, he started off
for South Africa in the wild hope of gaining riches there,
This 1 learnt afterwards. Some three yeats passed, and 1
heard nothing of my brother though I wrote several times.
No doubt the letters never reached him, But, as time
went on, | became more and more troubled about him.
1 began to make inquiries, and your letter was one of
the results. At last 1 made up my mind to come and
look for him myself, and Captain Good was so kind as
to come with me.”

“Yes,” said the Captain; “I had nothing else to do.
And now perhaps, sir, you will tell us what you know
or have heard about the gentleman called Neville.?

Two

I SPEAK OF KING
SOLOMON’S MINES

“What was it you heard about my brother’s journey
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at Bamangwato?” said Sir Henry, as T paused to fill my
pipe before answering Captain Good,

4] heard this,” I answered, “and I _have never spoken
of it t0 anybody till today. T heard that he was starting
for Solomon’s mines.”

“Solomon’s mines!” cried both my hearers at once.
“Where are they?”

“1 don’t know,” 1 said. “l know where they are
said to be.! Once [ saw the tops of the mountains that
border them,” but there were a hundred and thirty miles
of desert between me and them, and I do not know that
any white man ever got across it—except one. Perhaps
the best thing 1 can do is to tell you the story of
Solomon’s mines as | know it. But you must promise
me that you will keep secret everything that I tell you,
Do you agree to do so? I have my reasons for asking it.”s
?  Sir Henry nodded, and Captain Good replied, “Cer-
tainly, certainly.”

“Here and there,” 1 began, “you meet a man who
takes the trouble to collect the old stories of the natives.
It was such a man who first told me of King Solomon’s
mines. His name was Evans.

“Did you ever hear of the Suliman Mountains? said
Evans. ‘Well, that’s where King Solomon had his diamong
mines. An old witch® up in the Manica country told
me about it, She said that the people who lived acros:
those mountains were a branch of the Zulu people® speak-
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ing a Janguage rather iike the Zulu language, but they
were finer and bigger men even than the Zulus, She
said that there lived among them great wizards and that
these wizards had the secret of a wonderful mine of

“bright stones,”” This was Evans’ story,

“Well, I laughed at the story at the time and thought
no more of the matter, But twenty years later, 1 heard
something more about the Suliman Mountains and the
country which lies behind them, I was up at a place
called Sitanda’s Kraal,® when one day a Portuguese
gentleman arrived with a single companion, a ‘half-and-
half> (half native, hali white), He seemed to be a fellow
of good birth, tall and thin with large dark eyes. He
told me that his name was José Silvestre. When he
started out next day he said, ‘Good-bye,’ taking off his
hat quite in the manner of the old nobles’ of Pertugal,
‘Good-bye, sir,” he said; ‘if ever we meet again, I shall
be the richest man in the world, and I will remember
you.!

“1 watched him set out towards the great desert to
the west, wondering if he was mad, and what he thought
he was going to find there.

“A week passed. One evening I was sitting on the
ground in front of my little tent and gazing at the red-
hot sun sinking down over the desert. Suddenly I saw a

figure on the slope of the rising ground? opposite to
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ine, about three hundred yards away. It seemed 1o De
a European, for it wore a ccat. The figure crept along
on its bands and knees;'" then it got up and rtan for-
ward a few yards on its iegs, cnly o fall and creep
again, | sent otic of my native hunters to help him,
and aiter a time he arrived. And who do you suppese
it was?”

“José Siivestre, of course,” said Capiain Goud,

“Yes, José Silvestre — or rather his Lones and a
fittle skin. H

[N

s face was bright vellow with disezse, and
his large dark eyes stood mnearly ut of his head There
was nothing but yellow skin and the bones Lolding
it up beneath.

“Water! in God’s name,"" water” he moaned, and
T saw that his lips were cracked and his tongue was
black,

“I gave him water with a little milk in i1, two
large glasses of it. He seized it and drank it fiercely
without stopping. I would not ler him have any more
then for fear it might harm him. Then his illness took
hold of him again. e fell down and began 1o talk
wildly about Suliman’s Mcuntains, and the diamonds,
and the desert, I carried him into the tent, and did
what I could for him—which was little enough.'* About
cleven o’cleck he grew quicter, and i ;ay down for

a little rest and went to sleep. At sunrise I woke again,
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and in the half light [ saw Silvestre, a stiange, terrible
form, sitting up and gazing cut towards the desert, The
first beam of sunlight shot right across the wide plain
before us till it reached the far-away top of one of the
tallest of the Suliman Mountains more than a hundred
miles away.

“‘There it is!” cried the dying man, pointing with
his long thin arm, ‘but I shall never reach it, nevet,
No one will ever reach it!

“Suddenly he paused. ‘Friend,” he said, iurning to-
wards me, ‘ate you there? My cyes grow dark.’

“Yes,” 1 said. ‘Yes; lie down and rest.

“I shall rest soon,” he answered; ‘ang then 1 shall
rest for ever. Listen, 1 am dying. You have been good
to me, I will give you the wriung, Perhaps you will
get there if you can live to pass the desert'® which has

killed my poor servant and me’

“He felt about inside hus shirt and brough: out a
little bag made of deer-skin. It was fasiened with a
short leaiher string: he tried to loosen this, bu: could
not. He handed it to me. ‘Untie it,” he szid. ! did L0,
and teck (rom it a bit of torn yellow cioth cn which
sumething was written in red-brown letters. inside this
clcth was a paper.

“Then he went on f{aintly, for he was growing

weak: ‘The paper gives all that is written on the cloth.
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1t took me years to read it. Lisien: [ am the descendant
of a José da Silvestre who Jived three hundred vears
ago., He was one of the firsi Portuguese who landed on
these shores. e wrote that when he was dying on those
mountains which no white foot ever pressed before or
since.’* His slave, who waited for him on this side of
the mountains, found him dead and brought the wiiting
home to Delagoa. It has been in the famiiy ever since,
btut none have cared to read it,'s till at last I did. And
I have lost my life over it. But ancther may succeed
and become the richest man in the world — the r:.chest
man in the world. Only give it to no one; go yousself!

“Then his mind began to wander again,'® and in an
hour it was all over. He was dead-—Ged rest him:!'? he
died very quietly. 1 made a deen grave for iimi and
put fwo big stones on his breasi. So I do not think

that dogs can have got at him. And then I came away.”

“Yes, but the paper?” said Sir Henry with deep
interest.

“Well, gentlemen, if you wish, [ will tell you. I
never showed it to anyone except to a Portuguese trader
who had drunk more than was good for him.!®* He told
me the meaning of the writing, but I am sure he had
forgotten all about it by next morning The Portuguese
paper is at my home, but 1 have the English of i here
in my pocket, and a drawing of the map. Here it is.
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