s
L

I-I RIDER HAGGARD
RBTOLD BY ;
MJCHAEL WEST

s

P AL e L : O

CHUNG HWA BOOK. eci., L'I'D
SHANGHAL CHINA ‘ S




BY

SIR H. RIDER HAGGARD

AWNWWMH the vocabulary of Readers 1A-V, I??ﬂm—
Mﬂmm{dwmwmﬂﬂew

i MICHAEL WEST, M.A,, D.PH. (OXON) '

ILLUSTRATED BY
. H. B. MILLAR & MRS. MICHAEL WEST




K

- Al
<

%)

“h t-lrr.n

=

E

g

-

g

L

S Py T U SR L

BH

G

LB

T B

HERKEENEK(2)

REECHERE 1D

QX EWEEENEHK
R

(FHE&ER A
H. Rider - Haggard

Michael West

SHMmETREYRE
2 ® < &N

- 2 = T %
FHMEERE
+HMERER
.m... ﬂ- - % EM.?.},.




52

| EIEWRA Ty RIS (Sir H. R, Haggard)
e — S /DB o VAR BSEA 40 » FETUAEREBE R
gl > T AEME AR 0 AL BRE AR R 1B
QIR » HERARA BRI R » A8 A AL
BRAE © R4 DLRT U S a2 DL« L
" =2 44 T Y © TR — MRS > I
R AR AN Tk 2 R 0 SEEMRA R E R 0 A
BRI SR — SR » AT AT » LR
AR AT T o 3650 0 BAERNS » UL
A5 > WA MR AT A FE B TR
o Bilh o AEt » RIVEABI LA~ F » OB KR
A — B -

AR AT AR A AT H AR IR 0 5
S BE— LT o AT IR BT < TN
RITESC A B AR 0 SE4% 0 UERRBOBEEEE » 14
o+ EEHTEM A TR RNGE » T i Bk 2 e 2 B

5 e EEW iRrhay Classics T o

| Mg AAM4ER “Dawn” (RFIR)_LLE 3
BRI > BT ARME I » o “he. . sk

P



i K

AR R — A 5 o B G R AR + B
BRI S « —Iu— G DS e 0 b SR LiyZh
S T R -

S L A > KRR R » B8 K B TH
FORR « FTLARIMTENE » /R4 SRR SHE R - Al
B S AL 0 IR » RV B BUILRY « AR Dr.
West i AL 2 i » L] 1 45 B 3 s K 1y - 3Lhik
AMFIAAR » PSR > BE WS 0 BT -

Bt o MR VIR oG8 R BA A WIS - 58
5 /NS T2 DR AT IS BR BRI O b > R — AR
Ao HIMZ B 0 TRIM—IG > —A S SRR S A2 H Wb
BABEAE » BEITACEA AR DR A B o« 2URNW—A
AL » 0P BB RAIFAFIRE Allan Quartermain, 41 |
RAEKH CBIEMAL - REEBZABY » PIMERZ.
AENER M T —¥5 > 8 BA Allan Quartermain £ « &%
SEH T30} Allan Quartermain and his Wife fify o =it
o R B S AR 0 AELIL P PRI > RIS AT - %ﬁ
P N R RTIL 2T C¥Y

—LEL A REB



jjooq sIYy3 ul
gp;oM aq‘_} "I"iv MOU}‘[ II'IO A




) ey A




»H.;NOTE
3 %1367 i,g_'

I have thought that the best plan would be to tell

my story in a plam stra,lght way
"I ask parcfon for my rough way of writing. I can
only say that I am more a.ccustomed to using a gun than
a pen.
There is a Kukuana. saying, “A sharp rapea.r needc,

% 5 $X [

pid
no polish.” In the same way I hope that a true story,
however stmnge it may be, does not require to be dressed

up in fine words.
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KING SOLOMON’S MINES

CHAPTER 1
I MEET SIR HENRY CURTIS
A

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

Now to begin.—I, Allan Quartermain, of Durban,
Natal, Gentleman, pror'nis"e' to speak the truth, the whole
truth and nothing but the truth.

1t is eighteen months ago since first. el Sht"Hegnry

Curtis and Captain Good. After spending & Wweek at Lape



2 KING SOLOMON’S MINES

Town,! I determined to go back to Natal by ship. Among
the persons who came on board were two who interested
me. One, a gentleman ofsabout 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 gréz, 3
eyes set deep inWfi§ head. I never saw a ﬁnér_ looking =

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
employment after seventeen years’ setvice at sea. His
name{l‘_{ fou]rgd out, was Gpod—Captain John Good. He
was broad, of the ustal height, had-dark hair, and was
rather a curious man to look at. He was so very much in
order, so 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 exfept to clean
it. At first I thought that he used to éieep 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.)

1 See map facing page 1.

gl ol

:




e ey Bty TR S R &
PO ey i g S

;o
wins &

I MEET SIR HENRY CURTIS (I[B) Sl

Captain Good and I went down to dmner together,
and there we found Sir Henry Curtis alreai:lly seated. The
Captain and T soon fell into talk about shooting and
such things; after some time he began to talk about
elephants,

“Ah, sir,” called out somebody who was sitting near
m;:, “you’ve reached the right man for that; ‘Hunter’
Quartermain should be able to tell you about elephants

~ if anybody can.”

Sir Henry, who had been sitting quite quiet listening
to our talk, showed signs of surprise.
“Pardon me, sir,” he said, leaning forward across the

table and speaking in a low deep voice, “Pardon me, sir,

but is your name Allan Quartermain?”’

1 said that it was.

. The big man said nothing more; but I heard him
'rh]:_l_rmqtj “Fortufiate” 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;
so we three sat down and lit our pipes.

“Mr. Quartermain,” said Sir Henry Curtis, “the
year before last, about this time, you were, I believe,
at a place called Bamangwato to the north of the
Transvaal.” 2 '

“T was,” T answered, rather surprised that he should
know my movements so well.

B



4 KING SOLOMON'S MINES

“You were trading there, were you not?” put in
Captain Good in his quick way. '

. “I'was. I took up a wagon- -load of goéds and made
a camp outside the place, and stopped until I had sold
them.”

Sir Henry was sitting 0pp051te to me, his arms lean-
ing on the table. He now looked up, fixing his large grey
eyes full upon my face. There was a curiously anxious
look in them, I thought. e

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

“Oh, yes; he stopped just beside me for a coﬂple of
weeks to rest his cattle before going on. I had a letter
a few months ago, asking me if I knew what had
happened to him. I answered it as well as I 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 proceed on foot. You
also said that he did sell his wagon; for six months
afterwards, you saw the wagon in the pdssession of -a
Portuguese? trader. This trader told you that he had
bought it at Inyati from a white man whose name he had

1 See map. g

2 The people of Portugal are called the ‘gwguess’.




I MEET SIR HENRY CURTIS (I/B) 5

forgotten and that he believed the white man with the
native sérvant had started off on a shooting trlp

H¥es." e

Then came a pause.

“Mr. Quartermain,” 3 said Sir Henry suddenly, “‘I sup-
- pose you know, or ean g‘hess nothing more of the reason
of my—of Mr. Neville's 10urney to the northward, or as
" to what point that ]ourney was directed.”

“I heard something,” I answered, and stopped.
The subject was one about which I did not wish to
speak. [

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

“Mr. Quartermain,” went on the forrner “I 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 mlght place perfect falth in it, as you were
well-known and xespected by all’ in Natal.”

I bowed,—and Sir Henry went on.

“Mr. Neville was my brother.”

“*Oh,” I said,—for now I knew of whom Sir Henry
had made me think when I first saw him.

“He was,” went on Sir Henry, “my only and younger
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 qua:rrelled and I behaved un]ustly to my
brother in my anger.” -

Here Captain Good nodded his head.
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6 KING SOLOMON’S MINES
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“It so happened that just at the time when we quar- i)
relled, our father died and all his money came to me,"as &

the eldest son. My brother was left without a penny.
Of course it was my duty to provide for him, and my
father would have wished me to do so. But at that time,
because of the quarrel between us, I did nat offer to do
anything. To my shame I say it. I waited for him to

ask me: and he did not. I am sorry to trouble you with -

all this, Mr. Quartermain, but I must make things clear,
—eh Good?”

Qulte s0, quite so,” said the Captain. “Mr. Quar-
termaig will, I 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 I learnt afterwards. Some three years passed, and

I heard nothmg of my brother though I wrote several |

times. No doubt the letters never reached him. But, as
time went on, I became more a.nd more troubled about
him. I began to make enqumes and your letter was
one of the results. At last I made up my mlnd 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.”
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g CHAPTER 1I
I SPEAK OF KING SOLOMON’S MINES
T .
“What was it you heard about my brother s journey
at Bamangwato?” said Sir Henry, as I paused to fill my
plpe before answering Captain Good.
“T heard this,” I answered, “‘and I have never spoken
of it to anyBody till to-day. I heard that he was starting
for Solomon’s mines.” :
“Solomon’s mines!” cried both my hearers at once.
“Where are they?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “I know where they are
sald to be. Once I saw the t 'of the mountains that
b border them but there were a. hundred and thirty miles
of desert between me dnd them and I do not know that
any white man ever got ac:1 0ss it —except one. . Perhaps
the best thing I can do is to tell you the story of Solo-
mon’s Mines as I know it. But you must promise me
that you w1ll keep secret everything that I tell you.
Do you agree to do so? 1 have my reasons for
asking it.’ : it
Sir Henry nodded, and Captain Good replled “Cer— !
tainly, ccrta.mly :

“Here and tﬁere g | 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.”
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