
  



A TOAST 

 
Here’s to the men of days gone by 

Who fell for Erin’s sake, 

Who raised the Green and Gold on high, 

And swore beneath its folds to die, 

Or Erin’s bonds to break; 

Who scorned to cower like servile slaves, 

While blood flowed in their veins, 

But rising, grasped their flashing glaives, 

And strove to burst their chains. 

 

Here’s to the Transvaal Brigadiers 

Who joined the ranks of Right, 

And struck to avenge the wrongs of years— 

Years of oppression, blood, and tears— 

’Gainst England’s vaunted might. 

Oh! Erin, until time be done, 

Shall cherish e’er with pride, 

The memory of each gallant son, 

Who fought with John MacBride. 

 

And here’s to those who toil to-day, 

With hopes that cannot fade, 

To free our Motherland for aye, 

Here’s to the men who’d dare the fray, 

And wield the warrior’s blade. 

But work and pray that soon the day 

May come when, ’neath the Green, 

Once more we’ll go to strike a blow 

For fettered Rosaleen. 

 

DALCASSIAN.
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PUBLISHER’S PREFACE 

 
Boer and Uitlander is a collection of articles published by Arthur 

Griffith in The United Irishman from between 1899 to 1902, mainly 

under the pseudonym ‘Ier’, during the Second Boer War between the 

British Empire and the Boer Republics.  

Griffith, who had spent several years in South Africa from 1896 

to 1898, was a staunch supporter of the Boers and The United Irishman 

became one of the most decisively pro-Boer organs in Ireland, the 

Boers’ most ardent supporters amongst the Irish being Maud Gonne, 

Michael Davitt, John O’Leary and most famously John MacBride, who 

commanded the Irish Transvaal Brigade. Griffith often wrote of his past 

experiences in the region and his admiration for not only the Boers but 

also the local black population. 

Irish involvement in the Second Boer War was estimated to have 

been two units of commandos; the Irish Transvaal Brigade which 

numbered no more than 300 volunteers during the war, commanded by 

MacBride until its disbandment following the defeat of the Boers at the 

Battle of Bergendal, the final set-piece battle of the conflict, and the 

Second Irish Brigade, which was formed by former members of the 

Irish Transvaal Brigade but its 150 volunteers were multi-ethnic in its 

composition, including Australian, Greek, German, Italian and Boer 

volunteers, stationed mainly in the province of Natal. For more 

information on MacBride’s Brigade, an excellent History Ireland 

article can be found of its activity here. 

The Boer War, although resulting in an official British victory, 

was a pyrrhic victory and was generally seen as a humiliating display 

against a well-organised and mobile guerrilla force in the Boers, many 

of whom refused to surrender despite its decisive defeat in pitched 

battle early on in the war. The treatment of Boer civilians under British 

occupation was also heavily scrutinised and condemned by sections of 

the British public, namely its scorched earth policy against Boer 

farmlands and its establishment of mass concentration camps, leading 

to around 26,000 Boer civilian fatalities of starvation and disease. 

https://www.historyireland.com/20th-century-contemporary-history/macbrides-brigade-in-the-anglo-boer-war/
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Griffith’s writings on the Boer War thus serve as a fascinating 

insight into Irish nationalist support and sympathy of the Boers as not 

only a manifestation of anti-English sentiment but a genuine mutual 

respect fostered between the Boers and the Irish, a mutual respect that 

has long been forgotten. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Arthur Griffith and John MacBride in the Transvaal. 

Griffith is standing in the back, MacBride leans against the post. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Published by An Chartlann

https://cartlann.org/
https://cartlann.org/
https://cartlann.org/authors/arthur-griffith/
https://cartlann.org/authors/arthur-griffith/
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MANIFESTO 

 

Written at the end of each edition of The United Irishman. 
 

ENLISTING IN THE ENGLISH ARMY IS TREASON TO 

IRELAND. 
 

Go, to find ’mid crime and toil 

 The doom to which such guilt is hurried! 

Go, to leave on Afric’s soil 

 Your bones unbleached, accursed, unburied! 

Go, to crush the just and brave, 

 Whose wrongs with wrath the world are filling 

Go, to slay each brother-slave, 

Or spurn the blood-stained Saxon Shilling! 

 

FELLOW-COUNTRYMEN— 

 

The Irishmen in England’s Service who are sent to South Africa 

will have to fight against Irish Nationalists who have raised Ireland’s 

flag in the Transvaal, and have formed an Irish Brigade to fight for the 

Boers against the oppressor of Ireland. 

 

Remember Ninety-eight! 

 Remember the Penal Laws! 

  Remember the Famine! 

 

England’s Army is small. Englishmen are not good soldiers. 

England has to get others to do her fighting for her. In the past Irishmen 

have too often won battles for England, and saved her from defeat, and 

thus have riveted the chains upon their motherland! Let them do so no 

more. 
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Think of the ruined homes and of the Emigrant Ships. Within 

sixty years our population has been reduced by one-half as the direct 

result of English rule. The Boers are making a brave fight against this 

rule. Let no Irishman dare to raise a hand against them or for our enemy 

and their enemy—England! 

In all our towns and villages we see the recruiting-sergeants 

trying to entrap thoughtless Irish boys into joining the British Army. 

The recruiting-sergeant is an enemy, and it is a disgrace to any decent 

Irishman to be seen in his company. But he should be watched and 

followed, and the boys whom he seeks to entrap should be warned and 

reasoned with. 

In preventing recruiting for the English Army you are working 

for Ireland’s honour, and you are doing something to help the Boers in 

their Struggle for Liberty. 

 

  By order, 

IRISH TRANSVAAL COMMITTEE. 

 

Dublin, 12th October, 1899.  
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BOER AND UITLANDER 
27 MAY 1899 

 

I was an uitlander for a couple of years in the South 

African Republic. I have learned since I returned home that 

during the couple of years mentioned I was a wofully oppressed 

person. The British and Irish Press have told me so. Possibly it 

may have been natural dulness combined with a slavish spirit 

which prevented me from realising while I drew the breath of 

life under the conquering Vierkleur that I was an abject serf, 

trodden in the mire by a brutal and ignorant Boer oligarchy. In 

fact, so far was I from realising the depth of my degradation 

that I was used to count myself free and think compassionately 

of my own people—oppressed uitlanders in their own 

country—and cherish somewhat friendly feelings towards my 

Dutch oppressors. It is true I possessed no vote; it is also true 

that I didn’t want one. It is true that I was taxed. The amount I 

was compelled to pay to a grasping Government was eighteen 

shillings per year. In return for this sum the grasping 

Government gave me the protection of its law-courts, 

guaranteed me the free exercise of my individual rights, policed 

the town and the country for me, provided me with well-kept 

roads, admitted me to share equally with every other man who 

paid his taxes in the division of any gold-field newly-declared 

open, watched carefully over my health, and guarded the 

borders from any Kafir incursions without bothering me to 

leave my business. Of course I am aware since I took to 

imbibing draughts of distilled wisdom on the Transvaal from 

the fresh and watery leading columns of the Irish Times, with 

occasional sips from the B.S.A. Independent and the old 

unreliable Freeman, that in being mulcted in the sum of 
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eighteen shillings yearly for such things I was most iniquitously 

oppressed; but it never struck me in those days. Neither did it 

strike that large and respectable body of uitlanders, to which I 

had the honour to belong, the workingmen. It did strike the 

plutocrat and the loafer. How often have I heard the 

Johannesburg ‘tough,’ denounce the uncivilised Boer! How 

often have I cocked my revolver when I met the oppressed 

‘tough’ on the dark veldt at nightfall waiting with his sandbag 

to brain and rob the unarmed wayfarer! How often have I heard 

the British capitalist who drew his hundreds of thousands 

yearly from the country denounce the tyrannical oligarchy 

which compelled him to pay eighteen shillings per annum in 

taxation! Pretoria has a free library, a free newsroom, and a free 

museum. But Pretoria is ruled by the ignorant Boer who 

devotes part of his revenue to giving the brutally ground-down 

uitlander facilities for instruction and recreation. There is no 

public library, no public newsroom, no public museum in 

Johannesburg. The oppressed capitalist, groaning under the 

burden of eighteen-shillings-per-annum has no money to spare 

for such tomfoolery. If the Johannesburg uitlander hungers for 

intellectual food he can go into any of the five hundred English 

bars and beerhalls of Johannesburg and read Pick-me-Up and 

the Police Budget. Has he not theatres and a music-hall open 

seven nights in the week and what more can he want? 

Sometimes he wants food. Then the British capitalist buttons 

up his pockets and tells him to go to Hades, and he goes to the 

Boer Government, which if he be a stout fellow gives him a 

pickaxe and helps him to keep body and soul from parting. 

Good, liberty-loving England is about to come to the help of 

uitlanders. If the Boer Government come to their help first by 

stringing up the filthiest and most savage beings dwelling on a 
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savage continent—the Rand capitalists—every decent 

uitlander, wiping away tears of joy and gratitude from his eyes, 

will shoulder his rifle from Oom Paul and the Vierkleur against 

the world. None will mourn the capitalist save the loafer, who 

will lament the glorious days when Jameson crossed the border 

and every ‘tough’ in Johannesburg steeped his interior in free 

whiskey and pocketed 30s. a day for swaggering round through 

the streets with a rifle. Still the ‘toughs’ were men of peace in 

those days. When the Boer ammunition was running low at 

Doornkop during the fighting with Jameson, Cronje wired to 

Pretoria for supplies, which were sent to him by train, guarded 

by six armed men. The train necessarily passed through 

Johannesburg from one end to the other, but the ‘toughs’—

bless their humane souls! —never interfered. When it had gone 

safely through they blew up the railway track and drank success 

to Jameson. And when the Boers had finished dusting the earth 

with Jameson and cantered round Johannesburg way the 

‘toughs’ with an unanimity as admirable as it was spontaneous 

chucked down their guns. 

Of course I know nothing about South Africa save through 

living in, travelling through, and studying its condition 

somewhat. I read with becoming reverence the lucid and able 

writings in the Dublin and London Press. My admiration for the 

journalists who know all about a country they have never been 

within seven thousand miles of is immense. I have learned more 

about the character of the Boer since I took to reading the 

morning papers than I ever did when I lived with him. When 

John Bull puts on his boxing gloves, saith the Press of these 

islands, Jan Boer will get a hammering. I know Jan; I have sat 

on Majuba Hill beside the Englishman’s grave and meditated; 
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I have peeped round Ingogo and journeyed by Lang’s Nek; and 

I reckon he won’t. 
 

IER.  
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TRANSVAAL SITUATION 
15 JULY 1899 

 

Writing some weeks ago I asserted my opinion that England 

would not fight the Transvaal. Despite the dispatch of dumdum bullets 

to the Cape and the arrival of British war-vessels in Delagoa Bay I am 

still convinced that England does not mean war. Mr. Chamberlain alone 

means it, since he longs to ‘feed fat his ancient grudge’ on the statesman 

who rules the South African Republic. Lord Salisbury and his other 

colleagues are as desirous as the British Colonial Secretary to destroy 

the independence of the Republic. They recognize the danger to British 

supremacy in Africa which it constitutes; but they recognise as well the 

danger involved in declaring what, stripped of its disguise, means a war 

to enslave the Dutch race in Africa. They are playing for the death of 

Kruger, already a man bowed with years, when they hope 

circumstances and cunning may combine to secure the destruction of 

the Transvaal without the necessity of war. 

It is, however, my opinion now that the Transvaal should, if its 

franchise proposals are rejected by England, take the initiative and 

declare war on England. The Conservative Cabinet is restraining Mr. 

Chamberlain through no love of justice. The Boers are ready to take the 

field; the English are not. The Boers have at the head of their state the 

ablest man South Africa has produced and one whose name arouses all 

their enthusiasm. Schalk Burger is, perhaps, the ablest Transvaaler next 

to Kruger, but he could neither inspire the confidence nor enthusiasm 

Oom Paul can amongst the burghers and workingmen uitlanders. 

As Barney Barnato used to say, ‘If you know a man intends to hit 

you, hit him first.’ If the Boers do not force the war now they may miss 

a good opportunity. The Free State is with them, the Cape is with them, 

and five-sixths of the decent uitlanders are with them. 

And here let me point out that the Dublin Press, which professes 

to sympathise with the Transvaal, is displaying stupidity in denouncing 

the uitlanders—or as they persist in spelling the word, for some 

mysterious reason, ‘Outlanders.’ The great majority of the uitlanders 
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are favourable to the Boers and strongly opposed to the introduction of 

the British. The uitlanders opposed to the Boer Government consist of 

(1) the English and Jewish capitalists (2) the ‘Peruvians,’ or Russian 

Jews, (3) the rowdies and thieves of Johannesburg and (4) a minority 

of Britishers who pine to ‘wipe out’ Majuba. To jumble up with these 

people the great body of the respectable workingmen of the Rand is 

insulting and absurd. 

I am making no assertions on second-hand authority. I know the 

Rand from end to end, and I know no more hypocritical pretence could 

be put forward than that the alien population is oppressed by and 

opposed to the Boers. President Kruger has consistently been the friend 

of the workingman, and this has earned him the hatred of the English 

and Jewish mineowners. ‘The rich,’ said Oom Paul some years ago, 

‘are able to take care of themselves, but I am responsible to God for the 

poor.’ And he has genuinely worked on that idea. On his initiative the 

Raad passed a Bill for the protection of the mineworkers. The 

capitalists met it by compelling their employes to sign a document ‘of 

their own free will and accord’ renouncing their rights under the 

Protection Law. At the present moment on nine-tenths of the mines of 

the Rand the employe must renounce his legal rights or be dismissed 

from his employment. 

Again, President Kruger introduced a stringent Employers’ 

Liability Bill into the Raad. The capitalist gathered their and forced 

them to petition against it. The majority of the Boer legislators 

thereupon, indignant at the lack of independence exhibited by those 

whom it was designed to benefit, refused to allow the Bill to become 

law. There is, perhaps, no more heartless set of scoundrels in any part 

of the world than the rich men of the Rand. Less than two years ago 

when uitlanders were dying of hunger in the back streets of 

Johannesburg and every day some poor fellow was shooting or hanging 

himself in Fordsburg a movement was started to provided at least food 

for the hungry. The workingmen responded generously, but the 

capitalists kept their pockets closed. I have seen in those days homeless 

and starving men watching from the corners where they crouched 
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drunken millionaires reeling through the streets or driving out with 

abandoned women in their carriages. 

Let the Irish people learn the truth about the Transvaal. Let them 

know that in nine-tenths of the charges and allegations made against its 

Government there is not an iota of truth. Let the cowardly, brutal, and 

lying Press of England shriek about the woes of the vile ‘Peruvians’ 

(all British subjects by the way, since any Jew, swindler, or murderer 

can buy for a small sum ‘the full right and title’ of a Britisher in South 

Africa), the sufferings of the millionaires, and the wrongs of the thieves 

and assassins who lurk each night near Pretoria Bridge and the ‘lower 

end of Commissioner-street’ with their sandbags and knives; but for the 

honour of Ireland let no Irish paper, Orange or Green, join in the shriek. 

The other day an Africander peacemaker was hooted by the gang of ex-

convicts, ex-I.D.B.’s, and sharpers who form the Johannesburg Stock 

Exchange. This oppressed class wants war. Give it to them, Joubert, 

and send on plenty of rope to the workingmen of the Rand. 

In this (Thursday) morning’s newspapers I read that 

Johannesburg is terrorised by the thief-and-assassin allied of England. 

The watchman of the Langlaagte Estate Gold Mine has been murdered 

by them. I knew the man well. He was a decent old man, an English 

Africander named Slade. And the damnable British Government has 

secured the disarming of the Johannesburg police. 

 

IER.  
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CARBIDE OF CALCIUM THOUGHTS 
05 AUGUST 1899 

 

Mr. Timothy Healy, M.P., is at present grievously agitated over 

the woes of the uitlanders of the Transvaal and the suggested opening 

of Mountjoy-square to the people of Dublin. Everyone in the 

metropolis knows why the Daily Nation wants to uitlanderise the 

Dublin people in perpetuity, but possibly they are unable to account for 

Mr. Healy’s appearance as a British Jingo. The explanation is simple. 

There exists a gentleman named John Morrogh, sometime a member of 

the Irish Parliamentary Party and one of the African crowd 

euphemistically termed ‘speculators.’ Mr. Morrogh is a devoted 

Britisher and a Healyite. The Irishmen of the Rand have conferred on 

him the title of Union-Jack Morrogh. He pulls the strings and the figure 

at Westminster works. 

There are, of course, some slight grievances in South Africa 

outside the Transvaal, but these have no concern for Mr. Healy. Cecil 

Rhodes is alleged to have boasted that he bought the Irish 

Parliamentary Party for £10,000. I don’t know whether he did or did 

not, but I know that every British Africander believes he did. The I.P.P. 

voted for the Charter, anyhow, and the slaughter of the Matabili and the 

peaceful, industrious, inoffensive Mashonas they are partly responsible 

for. However, the Irish members can say that the interests of those 

eminent sympathisers with Irish Nationality, Rhodes, Beit, and 

Rochfort Maguire, were well served. 

But, as I said, there are a few grievances in Africa which any one 

of the gentlemen who suffer for Ireland night after night in the British 

House of Commons might raise without doing himself any moral or 

intellectual damage. It is astonishing, when I come to think of it, how 

fairly the Transvaal compares with the Cape Colony and Rhodesia. 

There is, for instance, no slavery in Oom Paul’s country. Will any 

doughty Irish member of the British Parliament kill an idle moment by 

inquiring from the Colonial Secretary whether British humanity did not 

abolish slavery (black) sixty years ago; whether British justice did not 
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defraud the Dutch farmers out of their compensation-money; whether 

British hypocrisy did not re-erect slavery in Griqualand West under the 

name of ‘The Compound System’; and whether British civilisation 

does not maintain and defend that system as just and necessary? I do 

not doubt the Colonial Secretary’s reply when it would appear in cold 

type in the South African papers would astonish the natives. 

I do not say any Irish member will be so impolite to the British 

Government as to compel one of its Ministers to lie for the good of his 

country; but were there such a person he might inquire further the 

number of natives done to death yearly under this system and the 

precise meaning of the Glen Grey Act. And when the Colonial 

Secretary had, in the manner of British statesmen, answered these 

questions, this remarkable Irish member might further question him, 

Whether there is a large number of white persons employed in 

Kimberley, under the British flag; whether these persons have any civil 

rights and franchises, and if so what they are and under what 

circumstances are they exercised? It is really time something was done 

for the oppressed uitlanders of Kimberley 

If my Irish member were not tired by this time I would suggest to 

him to seek for information about the I.B.D. (illicit diamond buying) 

Law, Whether there is any more infamous law in existence in any part 

of the world; whether it has been used for the stamping-out of political 

opponents by the De Beers Company; whether there are not at the 

present moment white men working out sentences of penal servitude 

on the Breakwater at Capetown on whose persons or in whose houses 

diamonds were planted by the secret-service agents of Rhodes and his 

co-directors. 

I have grown tired of reading the hoary-headed falsehoods about 

the Transvaal which are dished up every morning in the Press. Once I 

used to smile at them, but now they make me yawn. The only time I 

smiled at an item of Transvaal news recently was when I read the names 

of the speakers at the ‘great uitlanders’ meeting’ in Johannesburg. 

There were eleven orators and six of them were Jews. Now the Jew 

may be a very decent person in other lands, but in the Transvaal he lives 

by murder, robbery, swindling, amalgam-buying and illicit drink-
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selling. Three-fifths of the crime of Johannesburg are committed by 

Jews, but they are banded there, from the highest to the lowest, in a 

secret organisation which the police are almost powerless against. ‘I 

would believe the word of a savage kafir before I would the oath of a 

Jew,’ declared the Chief Magistrate of Johannesburg from the Bench 

last year. It is impossible for innocent people like the Irish to 

understand what Jewish dominance means. 

But what member of the British Parliament will speak up for the 

oppressed white men of Kimberley—British Kimberley—where every 

man fears his fellow and no man dare speak his thoughts? 

 

IER.  
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ENGLAND IN THE TRANSVAAL 
19 AUGUST 1899 

 

Ketchwayo’s dog, Secocoene, had worried the burghers of the 

Transvaal, who grew weary and afraid. ‘The wrath of the Lord is upon 

us,’ said the stern puritans as they gazed hopelessly at the ‘dog’s’ 

mountain stronghold. ‘Our President is a godless one. Let us flee the 

anger of the Lord,’ and the Boers whose fathers had smashed the great 

Zulu military power and whose Free State brethren had defeated the 

Basutos before whom the English fled, turned away from the fight with 

a third-rate kafir chief because their leader, Brand, was an Agnostic and 

they superstitiously believed they could not gain victory beneath the 

banner of one bereft of God. 

Theophilus Shepstone was one of Bartle Frere’s dogs. He rode 

down to Pretoria one day with a Union Jack and made a speech. It was 

a pretty British speech. He said to the Boers: ‘My friends, you are weak 

and exhausted and short of funds. You can’t fight just now worth a 

tikkey. Therefore, I annex your country. God Save the Queen.’ Out of 

8,000 burghers of the State, 6,993 petitioned against the annexation, 

and were treated with contempt. But their hearts did not sink: the 

wicked English Tories had seized their country, but the virtuous 

English Liberals, when they came into power, would give it back. 

Nothing could exceed the indignation of that grand old humbug, 

Gladstone, at this outrage ‘on a free people.’ ‘Wacht een beetje,’ said 

the Boers; ‘when the great, good Gladstone comes into power he will 

gives us back our country.’ Meanwhile the English proceeded to 

civilise the Transvaal. Some of their aristocratic loafers were sent up to 

Pretoria, Potchefstroom, Lyndenburg, Middelburg, and other places to 

get drunk every night and draw salaries. I once saw an English bishop, 

insensible from whiskey, carried on the shoulders of kafirs into his 

palace; but in the old days British Church and State slept where they 

fell. When the young Boer, gazing on the lay and clerical roues, asked 

his father why he should not take his gun and shoot the vermin, the old 

man would say, ‘Peace, my son; these schelms are the wild men of 
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England whom the call Toh-Ryz. When the good Liberals, who never 

get drunk, regain power, the pious Gladstone will chain them up and 

give us back our country.’ English business principles set about 

reforming the country. I admire English business principles. They have 

ruined Australia and kept poor old Canada sticking in the mud these 

fifty years, but they have built some fine mansions in sea-girt Albion 

and elevated many eminent Bill Sikeses to the British House of Peers. 

The Transvaal had grown poor fighting the battle of the white man in 

South Africa—‘the paramount power’ only bothered about asserting 

itself when there was gold or diamonds or territory to be grabbed—and 

the young English lions who were sent to rule the ‘dem ignorant Boers’ 

resolved to make it rich again—or, at least rich enough to pay them. So 

they doubled the taxation per head, overthrew the Dutch system of 

jurisprudence, ran the Dutch language out of the court and ran all the 

Boers who didn’t sing ‘Rule, Britannia,’ into jail. Then Sir Garnet 

Wolseley came up to Pretoria and told the Boers as long as the sun 

shone the Union Jack would fly over them. I will back Old Moore as a 

prophet against Wolseley any day. 

The British Liberals came into power. ‘Now,’ said the Boers, 

‘they will give us our country back.’ So they sent delegates to England 

who saw Mr. Gladstone and asked him to restore the independence of 

the country, but Mr. Gladstone was busy shooting down and 

imprisoning Irish men and women, so he told them to clear out—that 

he wasn’t responsible for anything he said while he was in opposition 

and that he would hold on to their country anyhow. The Boers went 

home and told their fellows. They gathered at Heidelberg on the 16th of 

December, 1880—Dingaan’s Day—and with one voice declared for 

liberty or death. Kruger, Pretorious, and Joubert were elected to lead 

them and the Vierkleur was upraised once more upon the 

Witwatersrandt. 

 

IER.  
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THE BOER WAR OF 

INDEPENDENCE 
26 AUGUST 1899 

 

When the Transvaal Boers took up arms to recover their 

independence Alfred Aylward—the man who had raised a green flag 

over the diamond-fields and proclaimed and Irish South African 

Republic—became secretary to Joubert. Aylward is dead this twelve or 

fifteen years, but his name is remembered with affection by the Boers 

and democrats of the sub-continent and with hatred by the African 

Imperialists still. He was a ‘traitor to both the Fenians and the British, 

a born conspirator, a secret service agent, a soldier of fortune, an 

adventurer, a buccaneer, a filibuster, and many other things,’ say the 

pro-Britishers who plotted his murder in Natal. I will not now stop to 

vindicate the memory of the gallant and adventurous Dublinman who 

worked against the British Empire all his life and succeeded in giving 

it one staggering blow in Africa. To Aylward when they raised the 

Vierkleur the Boers looked, and he took his stand by them like a man, 

knowing well that his capture by the British meant that he would swing 

as high as Haman, 

The Boers invested Pretoria, Potchefstroom, and other places, but 

it was not until the 20th of December, 1880, four days after the uplifting 

of the banner, that the first shot was fired. This was at Bronkhorst 

Spruit, about forty miles east of Pretoria. A Major Anstruther set out 

from Lydenburg with 250 men to march to Pretoria. On his way 

through Middelburg he was warned by a Boer, who was a personal 

acquaintance of mine, that his passage would be disputed and advised 

to turn back. But your Britisher never turns back when he thinks his 

enemy doesn’t mean to fight, so Anstruther pressed forward. At 

Bronkhorst Spruit he found the Boers under Franz Joubert waiting for 

him. A messenger was sent by them to him with a flag of truce, 

requesting him to return to Lydenburg. ‘My orders are to go to Pretoria 

and to Pretoria I will go,’ replied Anstruther. ‘Then your blood be on 

your own head,’ said the Boer, galloping back. The bluffing Britisher 
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ordered the band to strike up and the troops to march forward. They did 

so, and ten minutes later Anstruther and 150 of his officers and men 

were dead or wounded and the remainder prisoners in the hands of the 

Boers. This is what the lying British Press calls ‘The Massacre of 

Bronkhorst Spruit.’ 

The British stuck tight to the towns after this and the Boers 

hemmed them in, waiting patiently for hunger to compel them to 

surrender as they had no artillery to take them by assault. Meanwhile 

General Colley collected his troops in Natal and advanced to the relief 

of the beleaguered Lang’s Nek, the pass in the Drakensberg Mountains 

leading from Natal to the Transvaal, he found occupied by the Boers 

under Joubert and Aylward. Thereupon he wrote an insolent letter to 

the Boer general in which he said, ‘The men who follow you are, many 

of them, ignorant and know and understand little of anything outside 

their own camp, but you who are well educated and have travelled 

cannot but be aware how hopeless is the struggle you have embarked 

upon and how little any accidental success can affect the ultimate result. 

To save, therefore, the innocent lives that must be sacrificed and the 

blood that must be uselessly spilt in a prolonged resistance, I call upon 

you to dismiss your followers.’ To this Joubert replied that so long as 

he was addressed as a rebel and contemptuous misleader of an ignorant 

multitude he could find no words to reply, and thereupon Colley with 

1,100 men attacked the Boer position and was routed, with a loss of 

250 men. A few days later the British and the Boers met on the heights 

of Ingogo and the former only escaped annihilation by darkness falling, 

under cover of which they escaped, abandoning their dead and 

wounded to the number of 160. 

Colley determined to have revenge and to smash the Boers. And 

here let me say a word about him. His memory has been vilified by his 

countrymen, who like their Carthaginian prototypes, crucify their 

unsuccessful generals. They have described him as a carpet knight, an 

incompetent, a martinet, and a vain and obstinate man. Now, Colley 

was none of these things; he was a brave and experienced soldiers who 

had fought through six of England’s wars, had spent years in Africa, 

and was extremely popular with his men. The crucifiers allege that he 
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shot himself on the top of Amajuba to escape being courtmartialled. I 

have half a dozen men who were eyewitnesses of his death, and they 

all agree that he was shot by a Boer whom he was about to fire at with 

his revolver. 

To return to the war: Amajuba is a flat-topped hill rising about 

1,400 feet above the plain. It lies within the Natal border, about two 

miles from Charlestown on the Natalian frontier and five from 

Volksrust, the Transvaal border town. Its sides are rocky and 

precipitous, and it commands Lang’s Nek and Ingogo and the 

surrounding country. I was amused at reading the other day in the 

Ananiasian British Press the explanation of how the British were 

defeated. It was perfectly simple. ‘The Boers took possession of a 

higher hill from which they shot down our soldiers, whose ammunition 

having run out could only reply by firing stones, etc.’ This is an 

excellent explanation, save for the fact that there is no higher hill than 

Amajuba in the neighbourhood and that the British didn’t bother about 

throwing stones at the Boers—they hadn’t time they ran so quickly. 

Anyhow, on the morning of Sunday February 27, 1881, when the Boers 

looked up at Amajuba they saw the redcoats on top of it, and they felt 

annoyed and alarmed—annoyed because your Boer is a Sabbatarian 

and doesn’t care for fighting on Sundays and alarmed because Amajuba 

looks as impregnable as Gibraltar, to which indeed it bears a rude 

resemblance in outline. Aylward proposed that an attempt should be 

made to scale the hill, but the Boers wavered. To climb a rocky 

mountain with 723 British soldiers pot-shooting at the climbers seemed 

a hopeless task; but the young Boers back Aylward. 150 men, including 

all the Irish soldiers who had deserted from the British army to the Boer 

side, volunteered for the scaling, and the remainder of the Boers lay 

below protecting the volunteers by picking off any ‘rooi-baatje’ who 

exposed himself. It took hours for the volunteers to reach the summit, 

but when they got there ten minutes sufficed to wiped out of the British, 

who outnumbered them three to one. The Naval Brigadiers fled when 

the first volley was fired, and the soldiers all, with the exception of the 

highlanders, followed their example a moment or two later. The latter 

stood their ground for a few minutes, but when the Boers rushed in on 
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them with clubbed rifles they broke and ran. The English lost 300 men 

in killed, wounded, and prisoners. 

An armistice was arranged after Amajuba and peace concluded 

on the basis of complete self-government for the Transvaal under 

British suzerainty. Three years later, by the Convention of London, 

England waived any suzerain rights, stipulating only that the Transvaal 

should not conclude any treaty with any power other than the Orange 

Free State without her consent. But treaties or conventions never bound 

England when she had the interest and the opportunity to break them. 

 

IER.  
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ALFRED AYLWARD 
02 SEPTEMBER 1899 

 

Just now when the English and Scottish uitlanders of the 

Transvaal are engaged in boycotting the Irishmen out there, the 

favourite term of reproach they use, I understand, is ‘Aylwards.’ When 

you ask the average British jingo in Africa who Aylward was he will 

inform you he was a Fenian, a traitor, a conspirator, an adventurer, and 

a soldier of fortune, and feel quite indignant if you don’t look shocked. 

Alfred Aylward was a Dublinman, the son I believe, of a 

Protestant clergyman. In Ireland he worked as a telegraphist and joined 

the I.R.B. He was arrested and some compromising documents found 

on him, but nevertheless he was shortly afterwards released, and this 

fact, apparently, led some persons to regard him as a spy, for he was, a 

little later shot at in the streets. Some time afterwards he made his way 

to Africa and joined in the rush to the diamondfields, where he 

established and edited the first paper ever issued there. The treatment 

of the diggers by the British authorities was oppressive in the extreme; 

they were consistently tyrannised over and plundered. Aylward, who 

was a master of biting sarcasm, incurred the hatred of the corrupt 

Government gang by his scathing articles, but they did not cease to 

oppress and extort. Eventually he called on the diggers to assert their 

manhood and they answered splendidly to his call. Armed with rifles 

and pistols they thronged in and with unanimous voice called on him 

to lead them, and he placed himself at their head. The British governors 

fled, and Aylward, amidst the enthusiastic cheers of the diggers, hauled 

down the Union Jack and ran up in its place a green flag with a 

crownless harp as the standard of the Diggers’ Republic. 

That green flag irritated the British Government so much that they 

gathered every piece of artillery they could find handy round Capetown 

and sent their troops up with them to blow it down. The diggers, of 

course, had no artillery and not too many rifles, their main weapons 

were pistols and revolvers, so they could make little stand against the 
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troops. The Union Jack was re-erected and Aylward fled and was 

declared an outlaw. 

Later on, however, the decree of outlawry was withdrawn, owing 

to the discontent it excited amongst the diggers and Aylward returned 

to the fields and was enthusiastically welcomed. Some years later, 

when the Transvaal was engaged in the Secocoeni war, he answered 

President Burgers’ appeal for aid by raising 250 men and marching to 

the assistance of the Boers. Amongst other things he built a celebrated 

fort which he named the ‘Faugh-a-ballagh,’ and held it even after the 

annexation of the Transvaal by the English, flying the Vierkleur and 

the Irish flag over it until, on being assured by the Boers that they did 

not intend at the time to dispute the annexation by force of arms, he 

capitulated honourably. His sympathy with the Boers induced him to 

go to Europe to plead their case and seek assistance for them. To this 

end he wrote his powerful book on the Transvaal and besought 

assistance from the Fenian organisation. This he was successful in 

obtaining and he returned to Natal to await events, working there as a 

journalist. On the outbreak of the War of Independence he crossed the 

frontier and joined the Boers, acting as war secretary to Joubert. He was 

present at the battles of Ingogo, Lang’s Nek, and Amajuba, and was the 

principal leader, after Joubert, in the two later engagements. After the 

war he came to Europe, passing through Natal where a conspiracy 

existed to murder him. From Europe he proceeded to the United States, 

whence he crossed into Canada, where he interviewed the French-

Canadian and half-breed leaders. The latter he found ready and eager 

for revolt; the former, sympathetic to revolution, but unwilling to stir 

until they saw a clear chance of success. Aylward returned to the States 

and explained matters to the Clan-na-Gael. He was promised assistance 

in men, arms, and money. He hastened back to Canada and found that 

Louis Riel, who had assumed command of the half-breeds, had 

prematurely started the fighting. This blunder destroyed the movement, 

and after a brief and gallant struggle the insurgents were defeated. 

Aylward fought beside Riel to the end and a body of forty or fifty Irish-

Americans, commanded by two officers of the American army, crossed 
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to their assistance, but owing to the initial mistake nothing more could 

be done. 

Aylward got back to the States on the termination of the 

insurrection. Two or three years later he was accidentally killed in the 

Rocky Mountains. 

Such, roughly is an outline of Aylward’s career. An adventurer—

no! He never sought to acquire wealth for himself, and he was always 

a generous, open-hearted fellow. A soldier of fortune—no! His sword 

was not for sale. A traitor—Yes, according to British law. A 

conspirator—Decidedly, all his life, in three continents, against the 

British Empire. Half-a-dozen men as courageous, as determined, as 

able and as resourceful as he would go well-night to wiping it out. 

 

IER. 
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SOUTH AFRICANA 
16 SEPTEMBER 1899 

 

The Irish brigade which has been formed to lend a helping hand 

to the Boers in the event of war will not include Delegate Hoskins, who 

has fled from the Rand to save his delicate ears from the rude alarums 

of war, nor Mr. St. John Carr, nor the genteel Lord Ffrench, nor that 

worshipper of truth, Dr. Kendal Franks, but it will include the Irish 

merchants, traders, and workingmen of Pretoria, the Irish mineworkers 

and artisans of the Ran, and the old Irish prospectors, fossickers and 

diggers of Lydenburg and Pilgrim’s Rust, whose opinions of the British 

Empire, frankly expressed in the English taal with the aid of a few good 

Dutch and Irish words, would, if he heard it, almost shock the Editor of 

the Irish Times into sanity. 

England made a mistake in the manner in which she divided her 

Press liars between France and the Transvaal. She sent all the artistic 

ones to the Rennes to describe the beatific smiles of the Tortured Jew 

and the demoniac faces of the French Generals who believe in an 

invasion of England, and she sent her ’prentice hands to South Africa 

to describe the sufferings of the oppressed British uitlanders, ground to 

the dust by the operation of the most liberal code of gold-mining and 

labour laws in the world. The result is bad. Look how the Special Lying 

Idiot of the Pall Mall Gazette this week described how Durban, a 

British port, was being worked for all it was worth in the interests of 

the South African Republic by the Dutch Government of Natal. Now I 

am willing to wager a sovereign against the brain of an Irish Times 

leader-writer that the Right Hon. Harry Escombe had an apoplectic fit 

when he read that. What think you, Harry, of the Dutch Government of 

Natal, where the Jingo English rule the roose and where you and yours 

friends grind down with taxation and the British Hindoos and deny 

them civil rights—what think you, Harry, of the good old Rule 

Britannia Government of Natal which has nearly succeeded in wiping 

out Dutch representation in the Legislature being described as—

DUTCH! If the Pall Mall will take an ex-uitlander’s humble advice it 
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will fire out this inartistic liar and engage Dr. Kendal Franks in his 

place. 

Lo! a specimen of the oppressed uitlander—‘A. Carroll, or Cork.’ 

‘I am a true-born Irishman,’ writes this fellow to the Evening Herald, 

‘just back from the Transvaal.’ Just back—ha! Has this true-born 

runaway preserved the white feather he was presented with at 

Johannesburg Park Station when he was sprinting for the train? He says 

truly the Editor knows nothing of the tyranny ‘we Irishmen’ suffer in 

the Transvaal. The true-born Irishmen of that country who have 

embodied themselves into a brigade to defend it against the scoundrelly 

Empire on whose infamy the sun never sets, may thank God that white-

livered sneaks are clearing out of the country; but is there any true-born 

Corkman who can spare a few minutes to lift this true-born coward on 

the toe of his boot out of the city on the Lee? 

When I lived in the Transvaal I derived much instruction from 

reading how I was savagely and brutally oppressed by the Boer. 

Sometimes I used to drop round to my savage and brutal oppressor and 

read him all about his iniquities and we used to laugh together at them. 

Queer thing, isn’t it, that the Irish, German, Scandinavian, French, 

American, and Hollander uitlanders could never be got to see that the 

spirit of Spartacus called on them to haul down the Vierkleur, upraise 

the Union Jack, and allow Joe Chamberlain’s dynamite to be used, and 

used only, on the Rand mines? 

Of the four demands made in the British ultimatum to the South 

African Republic two—the five years’ franchise and the one-fourth 

representation—had been practically conceded. The other two 

demands deal with the equalisation of rights in connection with the 

elections of President and Commandant-General and the equality of the 

English and Dutch languages in the Raad. At present both the President 

and Commandant-England are elected by a direct vote of the burghers. 

Possibly the Transvaal Government will offer to agree to this demand 

subject to the changing of the present mode of election for election by 

the Raad. On the language question the Boers should stand firm. 

I would suggest to the Anglo-Jewish conspirators, when they get 

a hold of the Republic, that they should elect Solly Joel President, 
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Harold Strange, Commandant-General, and Majuba Jack, Delegate 

Hoskins, Rabbi Herz, and Ikey Sonnenberg as the Executive Council. 

 

IER. 
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THE NEW CONSERVATISM AND 

THE TRANSVAAL 
23 SEPTEMBER 1899 

 

I have heard a good deal of the ‘New Conservatism’ in Ireland 

since I returned from the Transvaal. I felt interested in it and diligently 

perused the Daily Express every morning to discover what manner of 

thing it was, and I found myself more than once puzzled. I am a rude, 

unlettered man and my dreams o’ nights were haunted by dairymaids 

declaiming London-Celtic stanzas the while they churned. I took this 

to be a direct inspiration from the gods, and though I had doubts about 

the stability of a nationality reared on butter and nursed by peaceful 

bards I approved of this New Conservatism when I contrasted it with 

the cruel Old Conservatism of jobbery and robbery and West-

Britonism. Alas! my ignorance was imposed on. 

When England started to bait the Transvaal I was gladdened to 

find that the New Conservatism did not start shrieking and shaking its 

fist at Oom Paul. It weighed up the situation as fairly as its knowledge 

of the facts would allow and remarked profoundly, like the Spectator, 

that there was much to be said on both sides. It decreed when President 

Kruger offered the seven years’ franchise and a proportion of seats in 

the Raad that the offer was fair and that England should mark time. But 

England didn’t and the New Conservatism bowed its crested head and 

advised the Transvaal to concede whatever England asked. I reckoned 

by this time that the New Conservatism lacked grit somewhat, but I still 

believed in its honesty. The Transvaal conceded practically more than 

England had demanded at Bloemfontein and then the English threw off 

the mask. Everyone who knows the Transvaal knows how false the 

franchise agitation was. Months ago I asserted in these columns that 

not one in twenty of the uitlanders wanted the franchise. The English 

Press and the English Government knew it, but they used the false cry 

as a pretext for their intended spoliation. Kruger forced them into the 

open and then— 
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England boldly admitted that she cared nothing about the 

franchise and proclaimed that she intended to crush the Dutch Idea in 

South Africa. 

Now what did our blessed New Conservatism do when England 

proclaimed herself a hypocrite and a tyrant? It hesitated a moment, and 

then its old Imperialistic, rob-the-cripple spirit flared up and it threw 

off its sheep’s clothing and stood forth the Old Conservative wolf, 

licking its chaps as he scented blood. From the organ of New 

Conservatism of Wednesday, from its ‘London Letter,’ I take the 

following howlings of the New Conservative British Lion: 

‘England has made up her pretty firm mind that no longer shall 

the Transvaal and the Free State block the way … There is no 

resentment, of course. If we have to fight these Bible-reading 

Dutchmen that is very sad, but before this Cape-to-Cairo resolution of 

Mr. Bull everything must give way.’ 

‘There is no enthusiasm for war. We cannot get up a sufficient 

amount of hate against Kruger over the franchise, but there is quite a 

resolute spirit, which will soon kindle into a fire, to wipe out once for 

all his insolent spirit.’ 

‘My information is that the Boer Republic is doomed and that the 

opportunity of wiping it out is one that will not be lightly lost.’ 

‘What we are told is this—that we are a nation of cowards. Here 

we are, 400 millions only, going to attack a little Republic of about 

30,000, all Bible-reading farmers. … The 400 millions’ argument 

would have more effect if the 30,000 would kindly cease to block the 

road to Uganda and Khartoum, not to speak of plotting in every capital 

in Europe.’ 

Here you have the New Conservatism—this revivifier of 

Ireland’s prosperity and individuality and glory—preaching murder as 

cynically and brutally as I have heard the Chartered Company’s 

troopers preach it of the Matabili. What think you of the New 

Conservatism now, Irishmen? Do you not see in its unmasked face the 

repulsive features of the Old Irish Toryism. Its siren song is changed to 

the jackal’s howl. Away with the filthy thing which jokes of murder! 

IER.  
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BLACKGUARDING THE BOER 
14 OCTOBER 1899 

 

To lie about our enemies is, Britishly speaking, human—to 

systematically defame and slander them is Satanic. It is better not to lie 

at all. But there is a difference, despite the philosophers, between the 

nation which or the individual who makes and untrue allegation against 

an enemy in a moment of irritation and the nation which or individual 

who blackens and belies every action of a foeman. I have known 

Frenchmen and Germans and Spaniards and Dutchmen and Turks and 

Norwegians and even one or two Irishmen who lied; but in their cases 

lying was an acquired art. The English lie by instinct. 

There is nothing to equal the Englishman’s ability for telling lies 

save the Irishman’s capacity for swallowing them. What England likes 

to tell us about herself and her enemies we accept. We read in our 

morning papers that Herr Schwartz has been arrested for lese-majeste 

and sentenced to twenty years’ confinement in a fortress. Poor 

Schwartz, we learn, was quietly smoking his pipe by his own fireside 

when two soldiers observing him through his window called on him to 

desist in the name of the Emperor. The Herr refused, saying he was as 

much entitled to smoke his own pipe in his own chimney corner as the 

Emperor was to puff his own cigar in his own palace, whereupon the 

soldiers jumped in through the window and having run the unfortunate 

Herr several times through the body with their swords dragged him 

through the streets to the barracks where he was sentenced to be shot 

by the Permanently Sitting Court-Martial. An appeal, however, to the 

Emperor induced his Majesty to commute the sentence to one of twenty 

years’ imprisonment, but he at the time decorated the two soldiers with 

the Iron Cross. We read about Schwartz in our papers every time 

Germany shows England her teeth, and we shake our heads and think 

Germany must be a very bad country to live in—very bad. 

Once, in the Suez Canal, I met a Russian ship crammed full of 

Russian peasants. They were merry—hilariously merry—and they 

were going to Siberia. They were simple Russian peasants who had—
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miribile dictu! —paid down their hard cash to get out to that fertile 

land. Now, when Russia manoeuvres her ships round by China or her 

troops near Afghanistan the British Press takes a lively interest in 

Siberia. We read about poor Ivan Paulovitch. Ivan is an inoffensive 

Russian who having been observed reading a copy of the Daily News 

is suspected of having imbibed lofty ideas of human liberty. It is a 

remarkable fact that all the Russians who desire the abolition of 

autocracy, are, according to the British Press, worshippers of the British 

Constitution and diligent students of the English papers. Poor Ivan is 

dogged by the Secret Police, bombs are ‘planted’ on him, and he is 

rudely torn from his family, loaded with chains, and sent to work in the 

Siberian mines at a temperature of 10 below zero. We shudder as we 

read of this instance of Russian barbarity. We forget that here in Ireland 

such things as bomb-planting and the secret police are not unknown; 

we fail to remember that Irish political prisoners of England are treated 

as ordinary convicts while Russian political prisoners are treated as a 

class apart, and we quite forget that Ivan is a Russian—if he exists at 

all—condemned by the laws of his own country, and if these laws are 

bad laws that it is the concern of the Russian people and of no other 

people whatsoever. 

Hatred and fear of France is strong in the heart of England. If two 

Frenchmen shout patriotic sentiments on the boulevards or half-a-

dozen students play tricks with a gendarme the streets of Paris are 

turned into a battle-ground—in the columns of the British Press; if a 

ruffian commits a murder in a corner of France the British Press dwells 

with satisfaction on every ghastly detail. If a French postman steals a 

franc’s worth of stamps the British Press calls the attention of the world 

to the corruption of the Republic, and if a scandal occurs in French 

society the same Press points out that there is no morality worth 

mentioning in France; and when there is nothing else handy to use 

against what, with all its faults, is the noblest nation on the earth to-

day, England utilises the Jew. 

Yet the Irishman will continue to believe all the falsehoods and 

slanders of England on her neighbours, because what is known as the 

Irish National Press dishes them up to him. If it could be instilled into 
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him that it is part of the British policy to blacken and defame the 

character of any people whom England fears or desires to quarrel with 

the blackguarding of the Boers which has been going on for some time 

in the English Press would not have affected him at all. The number of 

fine old Tory Protestants in Ireland who have developed a feeling of 

indignation against the Boers because of their persecution of roman 

Catholicism is quite remarkable. Look at Councillor Day of Cork. The 

Councillor says President Kruger is a ‘second Oliver Cromwell’ as far 

as Catholics are concerned. And Councillor Day is an Orangeman! Mr. 

Day stated in the course of his speech that he had lived in the Transvaal. 

The man who has lived in the Transvaal and can assert that the Boer 

persecutes the Catholic could put Ananias to the blush. 

We have been regaled with stories of Boer brutality and Boer 

atrocities every morning for weeks. The poor, dear English uitlanders 

who used to swagger round the bars and musichalls of Johannesburg 

shouting that Britons never, never should be slaves trampled women 

and children under their feet at Park Station in their rush to get away to 

Natal and the Cape and the British Press rang with stories of Boer 

brutality because the Johannesburg policemen struck down a few of 

these arrant English cowards and rescued the trampled Englishwomen 

from under their feet. And then to think that the later Britishers were 

compelled to ride in cattle-trucks while the inhuman Boers told them 

as they fled they’d meet again by False Bay or down in pleasant 

Durban! At Machadodorp, down Delagoa way, the illtreated Britishers 

were compelled to take off their hats during the singing of the Transvaal 

National Anthem! Could anything more horrible be well conceived? 

And think of how the ‘fighting race,’ the ‘imperial race’ was treated at 

the little town of Kronstadt in the Free State—fifty Englishmen who 

started to raid the town were beaten out of it by eight Boers with 

sjamboks (short strips of rhinoceros-hide)! Oh! for the days when one 

Englishman was worth any ten foreigners! 

Vilest of all the blackguardly lies the British Press has yet printed 

about the Boers is the one that they have ill-treated Englishwomen. The 

chivalry of the Boer towards women is as wonderful as it is delicate. 

No man, not even the Irishman, treats women with more respect than 
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the Franco-Dutchmen of Africa. No honest man who knows the people 

can read the paragraphs in the Press about Boer maltreatment of women 

without an itching desire to throttle their writers. But the Englishman, 

whose respect for women is so well understood on the Rand, will 

continue to concoct stories of Boers assailing ladies with foul language 

and striking them with their rifles. ‘Trust,’ says the Boer adage, ‘the 

hungry tiger and the rooinek’s (Englishman’s) word.’ 

 

IER.  
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THE WAR—A FEW NOTES 
28 OCTOBER 1899 

 

The British ‘routed’ the Boers at Glencoe on Friday, the next day 

they ‘routed’ them at Elandslaagte, and then the ‘victors’ abandoned 

their camp and raced back to Ladysmith. 

Is it not strange? The victorious army was in such a hurry, too, 

that it left its wounded behind it, including its general—Symons—to 

die a prisoner in the hands of the Boers. 

It was a ‘strategic movement,’ and, we are told, the British 

military staff is full of admiration for the masterly manner in which it 

was executed. It is not the first time in their wars with the Boers that 

the British have executed ‘strategic movements to the rear.’ 

The ‘rout’ of the Boers was so complete at Glencoe that they had 

merely time left to capture their pursuers and send them on to Pretoria. 

General White moved out from Ladysmith to meet his ‘strategic’ 

brother-general and ‘defeated’ the Free State Boers. From his position 

he observed the Boers ‘fleeing westward.’ Perhaps they were trekking 

towards Ireland. It cost him, he admits, 109 men to behold the sight. 

We will get nothing but accounts of British victories and strategic 

movements in South Africa for some time. The cables are in the hands 

of the British, and they are working them for all they are worth. The 

Irishman who swallows the stuff printed morning after morning in the 

daily papers without several grains of salt is a very simple fellow. 

Let me draw attention to this one little fact. On Sunday the Boers 

attacked Glencoe Camp for the second time. What really occurred there 

the British War Office did not divulge, but the next piece of information 

the public received was that General Yule was in full retreat. Verb. sap. 

Colonel Baden-Powell claims to have blown up a number of ‘the 

enemy’ with dynamite. The news has brought joy to the British heart. 

If the gallant Colonel were an Irishman, and blew a brick out of one of 

the enemies’ buildings with dynamite, the enemy would clap him into 

one of its prison-hells and torture him into insanity—if it did not hang 

him. 
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Since General Viljoen was taken prisoner some of the Britishers 

have set up a shout for his execution. They hate Ben, but they dare not 

carry out their threat. The hatred of the English for the General is 

simply fanatical, and one of the main reasons for it is the gallant 

Krugersdorpman’s friendliness to Ireland and the Irish. 

Three years ago Viljoen, at the request of the Irishmen of 

Johannesburg and Pretoria, tried to induce the Transvaal Government 

to establish a regular Irish corps. The Government was sympathetic, 

but it could not, without repealing the Grondwet, establish anything in 

the nature of a regular army. Then the General gave every assistance in 

forming the Pretoria Irish Volunteers. 

In his two papers, the Krugersdorp Sentinel and De Voortrekker, 

Viljoen supported the Irish cause vigorously, not the Irish ‘cause’ of 

Home Rule or anything of that ilk, but the cause of Tone and Mitchel. 

No Irish National movement was ever initiated in the Transvaal that did 

not receive his warm and disinterested support. The General took a 

keen interest in Irish affairs at home and in America, and was, I am glad 

to say, a constant reader of THE UNITED IRISHMAN. 

‘When you drive out the Rooineks,’ said I to him on one occasion, 

‘what will you do next?’ ‘Do,’ said Ben, ‘why I’ll take a thousand of 

my Boers and go over to help you fellows in Ireland.’ 

Yes, the Britishers would like to hang the gallant General, but 

they dare not. May his wound soon heal, his imprisonment be short, 

and his eyes be gladdened with the sight of the blood-red flag he hates 

being trampled in the earth. 

 

IER. 

  



37 
 

ENGLAND, THE KAFIR, AND THE 

BOER 
11 NOVEMBER 1899 

 

The British Press is endeavouring to restrain the Bantu from 

rising against the Boers. That humane and enlightened Press is deeply 

affected by the wrongs the unfortunate natives have suffered at the 

hands of the brutal Dutchman. To prevent any further suffering it is 

glad to know that the Basutos are arming, and that the British agent in 

Basutoland has reminded the natives of the injuries done them by the 

Free Staters, and implored them not to rise against the Free State 

burghers. What a truly Christian nation the English are! 

While I was in Africa I became deeply impressed with the 

humanity with which the Englishman treated the Kafir. He taught him 

the Bible; he taught him that he was a man and a brother, and he treated 

him like a dog. He taxed him, he compelled him to labour for him, he 

whipped him—all to keep his soul humble and meek. 

Olive Schreiner’s work, ‘Trooper Peter Halkett,’ shocked every 

civilised human being, outside South Africa and England, who read it. 

It shocked nobody in Africa. Everyone dwelling between the Zambesi 

and the Cape knew that, courageous as the gifted lady is, she dared not 

tell a tithe of the truth about the atrocities committed by the English in 

Rhodesia. Her picture of the infamies perpetrated in that region is to 

the reality  

Like moonlight unto sunlight, 

Like water unto wine. 

To quote the late unlamented Bishop Moriarty—‘Hell is not how 

enough for eternity long enough’ to punish the white devils led by 

Rhodes, Jameson, and Rochfort Maguire, who seized Lo Ben’s 

territory. 

Maguire was the man who cleared the way. He visited Lo Ben, 

ate his salt, and secured from the foolish king permission for the white 

men to enter his country and search for gold. 
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The ‘pioneers,’ under the command of Frank Johnson and Selous 

the hunter, then marched into the country. Some of these pioneers were 

decent fellows enough, but the majority of them were cutthroats and 

wastrels. For a year or so they dwelt in comparative peace with the 

Matabili till Jameson came on the scene. From the moment he arrived 

he endeavoured to provoke the natives into acts of hostility. The white 

men assumed a domineering attitude; rape and murder were frequent. 

But not until the English forcibly prevented Lo Ben from collecting his 

annual tribute from the subject Mashona tribe did war break out. The 

war did not last long; the brave, but ill-armed Matabili, were no match 

for the maxim guns of Jameson. They were slaughtered and their 

country taken from them. 

I cannot describe the horrors of that war in the columns of a paper. 

For a couple of years the beaten Matabili submitted—when they rose a 

second time against the English they rose at the passionate appeal of 

their women. Every man can readily guess why that appeal was made. 

The second war was bloodier and fiercer than the first. The 

English were almost overpowered. Urged on by their women and 

children, the poor Kafirs fought madly against the race which had 

defiled them. The Imperial troops eventually went to the aid of the 

Rhodesians and saved them from annihilation. 

I have listened time after time to stories of murder and outrage 

which made me shudder for humanity, told boastingly by troopers of 

the Chartered Company. No newspaper in the world could possibly 

publish anything like a true account of how the English ‘pacified’ 

Rhodesia—murder of the wounded on the battlefield, mutilation of the 

bodies of the dead, torturing of the prisoners before execution—these 

are simple and pious things to other deeds of the standard-bearers of 

civilisation. As to how the English treated the women of their foemen, 

let Irishmen remember the doings of the Ancient Britons in Wexford a 

century ago, and they will gather a faint idea of how the British troops 

acted in Rhodesia. 

I am making no assertion that I do not know to be true; let any 

officer of the Chartered Company deny that the company’s troopers 

tied prisoners to their horses’ tails and galloped them till they mostly 
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fell battered to death—let him deny that prisoners in Buluwayo were 

compelled to run the gauntlet of armed men till they fell dead pierced 

with bullets, and that bets were made as to how many yards the 

wretched creatures could cover before they were killed; let him deny 

that mutilation of the dead was freely practised by the troopers; let him 

deny that the troopers were commanded to kill the wounded Kafir; let 

him deny that the one British officer who protested against the 

treatment of the Matabili was made away with. Honour to that brave 

and generous soldier, although he was an Englishman. His soul revolted 

against the atrocities he witnessed, and he fearlessly raised his voice 

against the gang of unspeakable scoundrels who surrounded him. They 

stampeded his horse one lonely night across the veldt, and he never 

again beheld the face of man. Somewhere in the wilds of Rhodesia the 

bones of the one Englishman who raised his voice against the murder 

and torture of the Kafir lie clean picked by the jackal and the aasvogel. 

His souls is with the heroes. Let all these things be denied and still, as 

surely as God’s sun shines in the Heavens, they are true. Still shed your 

tears, O, Christian England, for the ‘cruel treatment of the natives by 

the Boers.’ 

 

IER.  
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BEN VILJOEN 
25 NOVEMBER 1899 

 

‘If war comes at any time and we catch Ben Viljoen,’ said an 

Englishman to me in Johannesburg eighteen months ago, ‘he won’t live 

long.’ Mark what has occurred. 

General Viljoen was at Elanslaagte. The first British cables 

announced that he had been taken prisoner. I trembled for him when I 

read the news. Later messages announced that he had been severely 

wounded. Then paragraphs began to appear in the British Press about 

‘The Mystery of Viljoen’s Fate.’ Now, I observe some of the Jingo 

organs declare the ‘mystery’ has been cleared—that Viljoen was killed 

at Elandslaagte. 

There is one thing of which I am certain—that Viljoen was not 

killed in the Battle of Elands’ Valley. I daresay he has been killed since 

by some patriotic British surgeon or some humane British officer and 

gentleman. I said some weeks ago that the English dare not execute 

General Viljoen wounded much as they hated him; but a prisoner can 

be easily and privately despatched in any British camp in times of war. 

Do not feel scandalised, O goody-goody people, at this charge against 

the valiant, humane, and chivalrous Britisher. I read three or four weeks 

ago in some of the Irish papers a speech made by a nice old English 

gentleman, now living in Ireland on his Government pension. The good 

old man was shocked that Irishmen should sympathise with ‘the cruel 

and treacherous Boers.’ I wonder does he ever dream o’ nights of the 

hour in Natal when he shot through the back of the head a young lad of 

19 ‘for the honour of the British army,’ and returned him, with a wink 

to the War Office, as ‘killed in action’? Have my goody critics ever 

heard the story of how Mashingombi died in ’97—how when the 

Pioneers of Civilisation had failed to dynamite him, with his warrior-

guard and his womenkind, in his cave, and had failed to smoke him out, 

they offered him and them life and liberty and invited the brave kafir 

to come out and discuss the terms? He came out, and they riddled him 

with bullets. Have these good people ever heard of that gallant British 
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officer, Captain Searle—now ‘doing time’ for robbing the widow and 

orphan—who had Luka Jantje’s body dug up from its grave and the 

head cut off to be carried home as a trophy by him? The English are a 

nation of savages masquerading in the garb of civilisation. 

Ben Viljoen was hated by them for several reasons. He was an 

Afrikander patriot, a democrat of the democrats, and a staunch friend 

of Ireland and the Irish. When famine was raging in the West of Ireland 

a couple of years since he was the first Boer to send in a subscription 

to the Johannesburg and Pretoria Irishmen who were collecting money 

for their starving countrymen at home. When out ’98 movement was 

starting in the Transvaal and the Rhodesian and Anglo-Jew journals 

yelped and snarled at us, Viljoen placed his two newspapers at our 

disposal to hit back at the traducers of our country. The day the 

Irishmen of Johannesburg marched through the city singing ‘Who 

Fears to Speak of ’98?’ Viljoen came up from Krugersdorp to be with 

them. ’Twas a great day. The Britishers watched the Irish Republican 

flag go by in sullen silence, but Boer and Hollander, Frenchman and 

German, Scandinavian and American saluted it as it passed. Old 

Burgomaster De Villiers came down to meet us that evening and we 

joined with the Free Farmers in singing the Volkslied and they sang 

with us ‘God Save Ireland.’ 

But of Viljoen. I remember when we gave him a copy of the 

Jubilee Coercion Act to read how astonished he was. ‘What a race these 

English are!’ said he. ‘Allemachtig! if we passed such a law as that here 

they might well cry out about oppression!’ The story of England’s 

treatment of her Irish political prisoners always made him sad to think 

that Jameson and his cutthroats had not been shot by the Boers, as they 

should have been.He dreamed of a South Africa in which England’s 

pirate flag would have no place—a great and free Republic stretching 

from the Zambesi to the Cape. He was an enemy to the nation which 

has never shown mercy to a fallen foe, and I have little doubt it has 

knifed him. 

The Boers must believe so, but they will move cautiously. When 

they have in their possession evidence to prove that Viljoen, a prisoner 
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of war, has been assassinated, the British officers in Pretoria may shrive 

their souls. 

 

IER.  
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CIVILISING THE KAFIR 
09 DECEMBER 1899 

 

The English, bad as they may be, would not murder a wounded 

enemy in their hands—some of my amiable countrymen have told me 

so since I wrote down my belief that the captors of Ben Viljoen had 

finished him off. We are a most charitable people. 

I asserted my opinion that the Boer General had been murdered. 

Any Irishman who regards the British as a civilised race is at liberty to 

disagree with me. I am going to assert no further opinions now, but to 

make six statements in connections with the last Matabili war which 

are absolutely true, and which, if the Chartered Company desires, I am 

willing to prove. I have a shrewd suspicion, however, that it will not 

give me the opportunity. 

Firstly, I affirm, that by order of their officers, the Chartered 

Company’s troopers slaughtered the wounded kafirs after every 

engagement in which the English were successful. Secondly, that the 

most horrible and indescribable mutilation of the dead was practised by 

the English. Thirdly, that kafir prisoners were tortured to death. 

Fourthly, that ‘friendly’ natives—the Matabili equivalents of our 

‘Loyalists’—were blown to atoms by the English with their maxim 

guns when they had no further need of them. Fifthly, that the murder of 

non-combatants—old men and women and little children—the 

outraging of women, robbery and arson, were practised by the troopers 

with the knowledge and sanction of their officers. Sixthly, that since 

the conclution of the war the natives have lived under a reign of terror 

which has degraded them below the level of the meanest animal that 

crawls the earth. 

There were two modes much in favour with the English during 

the war of torturing their prisoners. One was to ‘gallop them.’ This 

consisted in taking a number of prisoners, ranging them in single file, 

tying them then one to each other with a long rope, the end of which 

was securely fastened around a horse. A sergeant sat on this horse, a 

trooper rode at the end of the line of prisoners, and a trooper at either 
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side. The destination of the troopers would be some fort or British camp 

ten or twenty or thirty miles away, to which the prisoners were 

supposed, when time permitted, to be brought for interrogation before 

execution. The procession would start out at a gentle trot, but when the 

kafirs had become ‘warmed,’ as the technical term went,  the sergeant 

would spur his steed into a gallop; to save themselves the kafirs would 

be compelled to run at the top of their speed, until some poor wretch, 

exhausted, fell to the ground and was dragged along the earth shrieking 

in his agony. If he did not bring down the line, he was allowed to drag 

along the ground until his brains were battered out. If he did bring down 

the line, the rear trooper rode up and untied him, and then, placing the 

muzzle of his rifle at the back of the kafir’s ear, pulled the trigger and 

‘finished the heathen.’ By the time the procession had reached its 

destination there would be few prisoners left alive. These few, 

generally, were executed at sunrise the next morning. A short rope was 

tied from the bough of a tree and round the kafir’s neck. He was hung 

up to strangle and the troopers lounged around smoking and laying 

wagers as to the number of minutes it would take him to die. 

The other favourite English mode of dealing with the natives was 

known as ‘giving them the gauntlet.’ A young and vigorous kafir would 

be brought out, and informed he would be given a chance for his life; 

he would be allowed twenty seconds’ start before he was fired upon by 

the troopers who had brought him out. Gladly the kafir would grasp at 

the chance and speed away. At the expiration of the twenty seconds—

honourable men, the English—the troopers would fire, and generally 

fail to ‘pot’ him. High would rise the runner’s heart; he would shout 

aloud with joy as he heard the bullets whistle harmlessly by him and 

the hills where he would find safety came nearer to him. Even as he 

exulted a rifleshot would ring out beside him and a bullet find him. 

Perhaps, he would stagger on, and then from behind every boulder and 

tree rifles would crack and the Matabele would fall, riddled by scores 

of bullets, for the humane and honourable Englishmen always took the 

precaution to line the trees and boulders along the path the kafir would 

be forced to travers with sharpshooters. 
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Matabeleland, like Ireland, had its loyal minority. These savages, 

like our loyalists, were quite glad to aid the English in robbing and 

slaughtering the ‘rebels.’ Like our loyalists, too, they were fond of 

singing ‘God Save the Queen’ and going to church. Like our loyalists, 

too, they asked the English for a share in the loot. After a while the 

English got tired of sharing the loot—they had not nearly enough for 

themselves; so when Buluwayo was invested they put the 

representatives of Matabili wealth, intelligence, and respectability 

outside the town and when they tried to get back in mowed them down 

with the devil-guns, as the kafirs call the maxims. 

There was an Irishman of whom I had a slight knowledge named 

W—. I refrain from giving his name, because his people are living in 

Dublin at the present time. In an evil moment he joined the Chartered 

troopers. One day a patrolling party of which he was a member seized 

a cave in which a few old men, women, and children were hiding. What 

ensued cannot be described, but W— refused to participate in the 

hideous atrocities. His comrades made him the butt of their brutal jests 

for his squeamishness. In the next fight with the Matabili W— galloped 

out into the open, flung away his gun, and let himself fall unresistingly 

beneath the assegais of the savages. 

I have written enough for the present. There is no species of 

atrocity which the English did not practise upon these people. At the 

present time native men and women are bought and sold as ‘goods’ by 

the English; the white traveller through the Mashona country finds the 

timid natives fleeing everywhere before him, or, if unable to avoid him, 

prostrating themselves on the earth and moaning out to him appeals for 

mercy. This is no exaggeration—it is the literal truth. 

But the magnanimous Britisher, I am assured, would have been 

incapable of assassinating an enemy, like Ben Viljoen, when he had the 

chance. He would, instead, have bound up his wrists, nursed him 

tenderly, and restored him to liberty at the first opportunity. After seven 

centuries’ experience the Irish people seem to be still unaware that their 

lords and masters are white barbarians. 

 

IER.  
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IN THE TRANSVAAL 
06 JANUARY 1900 

 

De Rand Post in these days of war is even more interesting than 

we poor Ben Viljoen wrote in its columns. It is under no delusion as to 

the enemy the Republics are fighting and it exhibits him in his 

hideousness to the people. A brutal, inhuman savage—that is what it 

calls the Britisher and it proves him so by the sworn testimony of men 

like Dr. van der Merwe, whose characters are above the reach of 

calumny. Murder under cover of the white flag, violation of the Red 

Cross, slaughter of the wounded, ill-treatment and assassination of 

prisoners, robbery of the dying—these are some of the charges which 

the organ of the Young Transvaalers makes against the Christian 

English—and proves. 

Scratch an Englishman and you will find a savage. De Jong, the 

Secretary of the Transvaal Education Department—most learned and 

courteous of Hollanders—lay dying on the field of Elandslaagte. A 

British lancer found him and plunged his lance twice through the 

wounded man. A Hollander was taken prisoner. ‘March!’ said a British 

officer, placing him before his horse. He marched, and the British 

officer and gentlemen shot him through the back with his revolver. Old 

General Koch lying wounded on the field was stripped naked by the 

English and left in the cold African night. ‘The Red Cross!’ cried a 

Boer ambulance assistant as the saw the English lancers charging down 

on the field hospital. ‘To Hell with the Red Cross!’ shouted the 

Englishmen, driving their lances through his body. But it is needless to 

recite the litany of English atrocities; these will serve as a sample of the 

manner in which English is endeavouring to civilise the Boers. Those 

rough people are being taught what British courtesy and chivalry mean 

in addition to learning all about British valour and humanity. The 

Burgher prisoners in their hands were marched by the English through 

the streets of Ladysmith where the kafirs and the Englishwomen 

gathered and hooted and spat at them. The nigger and the English lady’s 

hearts beat as one in Ladysmith. 
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Pretoria and Johannesburg just now must be exceedingly pleasant 

places to live in. Since the English cleared out decency has had a 

chance. The workingmen of Johannesburg have all enrolled themselves 

as special constables and crime has almost disappeared from the golden 

city. One daily, one tri-weekly, and three weekly papers are published, 

twelve mines are working producing £250,000 worth of gold monthly, 

the mail goes and comes by Delagoa Bay, the trains run a regular 

service, the wines of France can still be bought from 16s. the dozen 

bottles at the corner of Wilhelm and De Villiers-streets, Veldhuizen of 

Rissik-street dispense Van Erkom’s Magaliesburg—most glorious of 

tobaccos—at 2s. the lb., his neighbour Mackay is doing a roaring trade 

in musical instruments, and Bill Bowness beams smiles as he serves up 

the lager to his old friends in the Old Exchange Bar. In fact, since John 

Bull and Ikey Moses scrambled over the bodies of women and children 

away from Johannesburg there are good times and decency in the city. 

The Boer and the uitlander are on the best of terms, the workingman is 

earning more money in one month under the grasping oligarchic 

tyranny which freedom-loving English drew the sword to deliver him 

from than he did in three when the Briton and the Jew sat on his chest 

bewailing his wrongs and picking his pockets. The fact that the British 

lion has lost his tail in the Tugela doesn’t cause him a pang of sorrow. 

He is laying wagers as to the exact date on which the beast will lose its 

head. 

 

IER.  
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CIVILISATION 
20 JANUARY 1900 

 

One Sunday evening a couple of years ago an English 

acquaintance of mine in Johannesburg called round to me. ‘There is a 

concert to-night at the Wanderers’,’ quoth he. ‘You will like it. They 

intend to play and sing the National Anthems of all the nations. Come 

along.’ So I went. 

It was pleasant to spend a Sunday evening at the Wanderers’, and 

that night the audience was dense and cosmopolitan, Dutch, German, 

French, Russian, Irish, Italian, Austrian, American, Spanish, 

Portuguese, British—all were there. The orchestra tuned up, up went 

the Transvaal flag, a vocalist came up on the platform, and he began 

singing the Volkslied. 

Then from the civilised Britishers burst forth a storm of hissing, 

hooting, and catcalls. I looked at the Dutchmen. Their lips were curled 

in scorn and contempt, but they sat in silence, until the singer had 

finished, when they cheered lustily, and all the uitlanders whom 

Providence had penalised by not making British joined in the applause. 

Following the Volkslied; we had the ‘Watch on the Rhine.’ Once again 

the pioneers of civilisation hissed and hooted. The Germans sat 

contemptuously quiet until the close of the song. Then came the 

Merseillaise, and British catcalls. The Frenchmen disdained to notice 

the blackguards. The Spanish anthem was hooted by the British—but 

the Americans, who were at the time at war with Spain, listened quietly. 

The American anthem followed, and was received with howls by the 

Britishers, but no Spaniard raised his voice against it. So, too, was it 

with every anthem played—the British howled and hooted—until the 

band struck up ‘God Save the Queen.’ 

And then—then—the Imperial Race cheered itself hoarse—and 

not a hiss was heard in the place. The Britishers had insulted every free 

nation that night, but Russian, French, and German, Spaniard, 

American, and Italian sat quietly listening to the anthem of the 

Blackguard nation with scorn and contempt written on their faces. 
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My companion’s face was burning red. As we left the grounds he 

said to me—and his voice was hoarse—‘I am ashamed—I will be 

ashamed all my life—that I am an Englishman.’ 

It is to introduce British civilisation, British customs, and British 

manners to the benighted Transvaalers that England is spending her 

blood and treasure to-day. Cardinal Vaughan tells us to pray for the 

triumph of British civilisation and Christianity. I prefer the rugged Boer 

barbarism which offers offence and insult to no man on account of his 

nationality or religion. I have seen an English bishop in Africa, 

helplessly drunk, carried across the street to his house by four Kafirs; I 

have seen a minister of the Church of England lying drunk on the floor 

of a billiard room; I have known an English missionary to let the Kafirs 

under his charge starve to death in order that he might pocket £1000; I 

have seen Englishmen in Johannesburg dragging in triumphal 

procession through the streets a woman whose obscene acting and 

singing in that town had led to her being interdicted from appearing on 

a public stage by the Transvaal Government, and I have seen six gallant 

Englishmen knocking down in the streets of Pretoria and kicking a 

Dutch policeman to the shouts of ‘God Save the Queen’ and ‘Rule 

Britannia!’—and then running away when two Norwegians and an 

Irishman came to his assistance. But when the Union Jack is hoisted 

above Pretoria the ignorant Boer will be taught what British civilisation 

means. Meantime, he trusts in God and the Mauser to keep it out as 

long as he can. 

 

IER.  
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THE ROAD TO THE TRANSVAAL 
27 JANUARY 1900 

 

The main road to the Transvaal now-a-days starts at Delagoa Bay. 

There are other roads, but God alone knows where they begin—at least 

the clever commanders of the British Cape squadron say so. 

Delagoa Bay is not strikingly pretty, but it is one of the finest bays 

in the world. If Portugal were a great Power, and capable of fortifying 

Inyack Island at its mouth, Portugal would dominate the Indian Ocean. 

Portugal, however, is not a great Power, though she bravely protests 

she is a military, and not a commercial nation, when the enterprising 

Britisher and Yankee raise Cain at Delagoa over the slipshod way 

business is carried on. I admire the Portuguese for their supreme 

contempt for commercial nations. Commercial nations are soulless. 

Lourenco Marques on the shores of the bay has little to 

recommend it. It is not ugly, but neither is it beautiful. It is the resort of 

the South African outlaw, desperado, and the adventurer. Yet the 

Portuguese maintain good order, as a rule, for the Portuguese, though a 

little fellow, stands no nonsense. Some years ago Lourenco Marques 

was a veritable death-trap. The malarial fever killed off its scores 

weekly. It is, however, much healthier since the planting of the blue 

gum. In the old days the main business of the Portuguese soldiers was 

the burying of the dead. Coffins were scarce in those days, in fact there 

was only one coffin in Lourenco Marques. It had a hinged bottom, and 

served for all funerals. One day the burying squad picked up a supposed 

corpse on the veldt. They shoved it in the coffin, dug a hole, and 

dropped it in. The drop wakened up the corpse, and he cursed Portugal 

and its people in the American language. This irritate the soldiers, and 

they brought him before the Alcade, and the Alcade sentenced him to 

six months’ imprisonment for disturbing a funeral. I don’t vouch for 

the truth of this story—it was told me by Englishmen. 

The Transvaal border lies 45 miles north of Lourenco Marques in 

the fever country. You can live very healthily in the fever country after 

sunset. When they were building the railway through it every yard cost 
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a life. It takes a good while to get over that 45 miles in a Portuguese 

train. The engine-driver and guard usually alight at every station to 

smoke a cigarette, and have a chat with the stationmaster. It is pleasant, 

it is glorious, in this wretched world of rush, roar, and bustle, to meet 

people who take their time. 

The Boers take over the train at Komati Poort, some 250 miles 

from Pretoria. It is a steep climb for 100 up to Belfast—the pinnacle of 

the Hoog-veldt—the highest town in the Transvaal, nearly 7,000 feet 

above the level of the sea. Belfast was founded by Anthony O’Neill, 

one-time Chief Constable of Barberton, who hailed from the Northern 

City, and his sons control the rich coal-mines around which the town 

has sprung up. Its population is about 700—a fair-sized town for the 

Transvaal—about one-fourth of whom are Irish or of Irish descent. The 

number of men of Irish blood to be found in Africa is surprising. 

Middleburg, forty miles further on the road to Pretoria, also has a fair 

sprinkling of Irishmen. It is the centre of the Transvaal coal and iron 

district, and will one of these days be the great manufacturing town of 

South Africa. 

Half-way between Middleburg and Pretoria lies Bronkhurst 

Spruit—a name of ill-omen to Englishmen. From the train one can see 

the spot where Anstruther’s troops fell like chaff before the 

sharpshooters of Franz Joubert. Thence onward to Pretoria the country 

is fairly flat, though kopje-studded. Pretoria, itself, lies in a valley 

encircled by hills. If the English ever get to Pretoria, they’ll have lively 

times around those hills. 

And when the Irishman walks into Pretoria and looks at the names 

over the shop doors and great business houses, he will not feel 

altogether in a strange land, for he will find Burke, Harrington, 

Gillingham, Dunne and O’Brien, side by side with Van Heerden or 

Spiekermann, and when he comes to know that in the Transvaal there 

are towns named after Dublin, Killarney, Avoca, and other parts of the 

old land, he begins to feel a real affections for the country of the simple, 

brave, and kindly Boer. 
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A LEINSTERMAN 
03 FEBRUARY 1900 

 

Two years ago one summer night in Pretoria we gathered to greet 

a comrade who had journeyed down from Bechuanaland to drink a toast 

to the memory of the dead. The stars were shining when he came, and 

when we had shaken his hand we sallied out through the streets of the 

capital, and wended our way to the Arcadia Brug and lay us down 

beside the singing Aapies River; and there under the shadow of the 

black hills he sang us ‘The Memory of the Dead,’ and we made the 

kopjes re-echo back the chorus. We chorused in many brogues, for we 

were Leinstermen and Ulstermen, Connaughtmen and Munstermen, 

and some of us had never seen Ireland at all. 

That night old Aapies heard more Irish songs than ever he had 

heard before. It was midnight ere we quitted his side, with the parting 

chorus of— 

Vive la! the Old Brigade, 

 Vive la! the new one, too, 

Vive la! the rose shall fade, 

 And the shamrock shine for ever new! 

The Boers who passed the bridge and heard our singing cried out 

to us encouragingly. They knew we were, like them, no fond lovers of 

the rooinek. 

He was a Leinsterman, and next day when we pic-nicked, Jem 

from Derry’s walls extolled the Northernman. ‘The men of Ulster,’ 

quoth Jem, ‘are the best men of all Ireland.’ ‘Let us not talk of who may 

be the best men,’ said the Eastern, ‘are we not all Irish?’ ‘Leinster, 

Munster, Ulster, and Connaught—Ireland over all!’ said Big Mick, and 

we cheered the sentiment. But Jem felt aggrieved. That night we 

gathered again to toast the little country that lay 8,000 miles away from 

us. He talked to us long and earnestly of Ireland and her future and his 

hopes for it. He spoke of an Ireland free—with her flag amongst the 

flags of the nations, with her language on the lips of her children. ‘I am 
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teaching my children Irish,’ he said, proudly. ‘I hope to live to see the 

day when they will speak it, and nothing but it, in their own free land.’ 

I see him now as he stood up to sing the parting song—‘The 

Memory of the Dead.’ I hear his voice in memory again as he sang— 

Through good and ill, be Ireland’s still, 

 Though sad as theirs your fate, 

And true men, be you men, 

 Like those of ’98. 

But only in memory. Never again shall my eyes behold him or 

my ears hearken to his voice. For he died for Ireland like the men whose 

memory he revered. Tied to a post in Mafeking he was riddle by the 

bullets of Baden-Powell’s assassins for being ‘an Irish Fenian.’ His 

name was James Quinlan. Let his countrymen be but as true through 

good and ill to Ireland as he was, and the dream he dreamed will yet be 

realised. 

And Jem from Derry, who is with the Brigade, I can trust to think 

of the Leinsterman, when some English assassin howls to him for 

mercy. 

 

IER.  
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SLIM PIET 
07 APRIL 1900 

 

I was standing one January day outside the Grand National Hotel, 

Pretoria, watching the passing of the funeral of Commandant Pretorius, 

the hero of Elandsfontein. A crowd of chattering, laughing, jibing well-

dressed Englishmen and Englishwomen were around me. As I raised 

my hat when the gallant soldier’s coffin, draped with the flag of his 

country, passed, they stared at me insolently, and made jeering 

references to the dead officer,—for such is the nature of the British 

uitlander. 

I followed the funeral procession across the Kerk-square, down 

Kerk-street West, past the Presidency to the cemetery. The crowd was 

enormous, and I could not approach the grave. I heard a voice suddenly 

upraised and then a hush fell upon all. 

I have heard many great singers, many great actors, and many 

great orators, but never had I heard a voice like the one which reached 

my ears that evening in the cemetery of Pretoria. Its sweetness, its 

richness, its tenderness, its pathos, its nobleness—it was music—music 

of the gods. 

Not one word did I understand—for it was the voice of a 

Dutchman speaking in the taal, and I was a newcomer to the Republic. 

But though it did not speak to my understanding, it spoke to my soul. 

It spoke of patriotism, heroism, gentleness, and devotion. When it 

ceased, the voices of the people swelled in a hymn, and as the twilight 

fell a rifle-volley rang out above the soldier’s grave, and they turned 

away. 

I pressed in to look upon the owner of that glorious voice. I found 

him gazing sadly on the grave of his comrade. An old, white-bearded 

man, seeming small and slight, beside the herculean frame of President 

Kruger, who stood next to him. He turned his head as he heard my step 

behind him, and his eyes seemed to pierce me through. Once only had 

I met so piercing a glance, and that was from Charles Stewart Parnell. 
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That evening as I wandered past the Presidency with a friend I 

saw my angel-voiced sitting on the stoep with the President and some 

ladies. ‘That is—?’ I asked. ‘Slim Piet—General Joubert,’ returned my 

friend. 

‘Shrewd Peter,’ as the burghers called him, was a familiar figure 

in the streets of Pretoria. Commandant-General; he never, save on 

extra-official occasions wore anything like uniform. In a little pony-

carriage he drove about the town dressed in sober black and wearing a 

white helmet. He was fond—very fond—of Irishmen, and liked to have 

them about him. His secretary, Hogan, was one—the editor of his 

paper, Land en Volk,—O’Brien—was another. 

Joubert represented for a long time what he called the 

‘Progressive Party’ amongst the Boers. In 1893 he contested the 

Presidentship with Kruger, and was beaten only by a few votes. It was 

considered certain that he would become President at the next 

election—and he might have, but for the Jameson raid and the rise of 

Schalk-Burger. 

The Jameson Raid damned Joubert’s chances of being elected 

head of the State. Even ‘Slim Piet’ had been deceived in the English, 

whom he had been urging on his countrymen were honourable men, 

with whom it should be their ambition to live and work in harmony. 

Practically what Joubert had been preaching for years was ‘Let us guard 

our independence—and live in trust with the English’—what Kruger 

had been saying was, ‘Guard your country from England. Distrust the 

English. They are enemies always.’ The Raid proved Oom Paul’s 

wisdom, and the General, though he never lost his place in the 

affections of his countrymen, lost caste as a politician. 

Schalk-Burger took his place with a section—young, clever, 

thoughtful, travelled, and deeply-read-Burger dreamed of making the 

Transvaal the peer of European nations. He regarded, not too wisely, 

the old time beliefs and conservatism of the Boers as an obstacle to the 

progress of the country, and appealed to the younger section, who 

largely rallied round him. At the election of ’98 he stood for the 

Presidency against Kruger. So did Joubert. But the old man was 

returned over both his opponents by a majority of four to one. 



56 
 

One of the most beautiful incidents of that election was the fact 

that while they were fighting hard against each other for the headship 

of the State, the three patriots lived on close terms of friendship. During 

the thick of the contest I have seen them time after time in the evenings 

drinking their coffee, smoking their pipes, and chatting and laughing 

together on the President’s stoep, with their friends and supporters 

gathered round them. Not one single word of disrespect was uttered by 

any one of them during the campaign of either of his opponents. On the 

contrary, each paid in his speeches generous tribute to the patriotism of 

the others. Would we were half as civilised here! 

One little incident, I recollect well, may illustrate the difference 

in attitude of Oom Paul and Slim Piet towards the English. The 

capitalist gang at one time thought they would nobble the Boers. They 

gave a banquet, to which they invited the President and the General. 

Speeches were delivered by the Englishmen, full of fulsome and 

insincere praise of their guests, and urging them to rely on the 

generosity, magnanimity, and inherent nobility of the great English 

people for the independence of the Republic. Joubert, in reply, spoke 

highly of the English nation. Then the old man rose and thanked his 

hosts. He had listened, he said, with interest to what they had said about 

the magnanimous desire of the English people to safeguard his little 

country. He was thankful to the great English people. ‘But, gentlemen,’ 

he added grimly, ‘we are a nation, and we rely for the safe-guarding of 

our independence not upon the generosity of the English, but upon the 

man with the gun!’ 

May the turf of Rustenburg lie light on Slim Piet! His lion-heart 

has ceased to beat—his patriot soul has fled—his angel-voice is 

hushed; but his name will go thundering down the ages. 

 

IER.  
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BEIRA 
28 APRIL 1900 

 

The glorious Southern sun blazed down on the blue waters of the 

Indian Ocean. We had been lying all the morning round the deck, 

revelling in delicious laziness. I had smoked six pipes, reviled the 

British Empire to three Englishmen, and played chess with an excitable 

Teuton, whom I conquered by a fluke, whereupon he lifted up his voice 

and wept. Would to God he had smote my Queen ‘mit de springer!’ I 

comforted him with lager beer and the assurance that I was the 

champion chess-player of the Celtic race. I taught the Ignorant the Kafir 

language, and when the Ignorant went round proudly to the Zulu 

cookboy and remarked, in the Kafir tongue, with a cheerful smile ‘I am 

an idiot of seven generations,’ the cookboy grinned, and, rubbing his 

sides, said ‘Yes, yes, master.’ The Ignorant discovered my perfidy, and 

swore by Kossuth and Gorgey and Bem—he was a magnificent 

Magyar—that I should die. I purchased my life from him for a cigar, 

and we sword eternal and unalterable friendship. 

‘Whales! whales!’ We shambled to the port bulwarks and 

watched the sporting mammals. We, eight of us, chose a whale apiece, 

and agreed that he whose whale last turned a somersault should give 

drink to the thirsty. My accursed fish was last to lift his tail in the air, 

plunge beneath the waters and pop up his smiling face where erstwhile 

his tail has been. There was an unholy joy amongst the Saxons, whose 

Empire I had reviled, as they drank the health of my whale and I sadly 

parted with my bright silver pieces, bearing the image and 

superscription of Portugal’s fat king that they might be refreshed. The 

water grew green. ‘Ho, for Beira,’ we cried, and clustered on the upper 

deck. 

A pilot boat came dancing over the waves, and a dark-skinned 

Portuguese climbed aboard, and took us under his protection. We 

steamed merrily into the harbour, and cast anchor off the town, while 

the band played the National hymn of Lusitania. Beira, built on one 

arms of a semi-circular sweep of marshland, lay before us. The 
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commandant, in his gold-braided linen jacket, his tremendous 

epaulettes, and his magnificent blue trousers, came aboard, and shook 

hands with everyone he met. I felt reassured, for he carried a sabre four 

feet long, and had two revolvers in his belt. The port captain and the 

governor, and the doctor, and many other great people, went down to 

feast with the skipper, and we, being left in the outer darkness listening 

to the popping of champagne corks, commandeered a boat and 

dropping over the side of the vessel rowed ashore. 

Beira consists of one street. Like the street of Damascus, ‘which 

is called Straight,’ the street of Beira is torturous, winding, and 

bewildering. ‘When you think you’re here you’re there,’ said a stolid 

Saxon to me as we wandered along the one footpath which edges it—a 

splendid path, by the way, raised twelve inches above the roadway, and 

formed of immense blocks of cement laid with beautiful evenness. The 

road is covered in sand, and along its centre is laid a double trolley line. 

The upper ten of Beira sit on the trolleys, and the Kaffirs push them 

along, for the climate of Beira is fatal to horse and ox and ass. Three-

fourths of the houses are built of wood and corrugated iron, with tile-

covered sloping roofs. The remainder are flat-roofed, stone-built 

Portuguese houses. The town is lighted by oil lamps, and fig trees grow 

along the street. The back of the town is simply marsh, and the houses 

and stores in it are built on piles driven into the mud. The Government 

house, a pretty building, is surrounded by a garden in which the flower-

beds are neatly bordered by beer-bottles imbedded in the ground. A 

Portuguese can even make a beer-bottle into a thing of beauty. 

Beira is a prosperous town. English sportsmen leave an enormous 

amount of money in it annually. When the average English sportsman 

goes out to South Africa lion hunting, he spends his days and nights in 

Durban and other pleasant places, and leaves the lions in peace. Then 

ere his return to his native soil he takes a run to Beira, and buys his 

lions—dead. The second day I was there, I met an English baronet who 

was taking home six lions and many other trophies of the chase. He 

paid £220 for the lot. I read an article by that mighty nimrod many 

months afterwards in an English magazine, in which he described how 

he slew his lions and his thrilling adventures in the forest and the jungle. 
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We walked over to view the Beira railway. En route we visited 

the wineshops, and drank the wine of the country—no more murderous 

concoction was ever faked than the vinho tinto which they sell in Beira. 

Black-bearded, brown-robed, sandalled priests met us everywhere, and 

saluted us with grave courtesy. ‘Here it is,’ shouted our advanced 

guard. He possessed keen sight, but for persons of ordinary vision it is 

impossible to discern the railway until one stands beside it. A 

microscopic engine with seven microscopic trucks stood on a 

microscopic line. Twice a week the lilliputian trains run to Umtali, 220 

miles away. It takes them three days to get there. The first-class 

passengers ride in a truck covered by a tarpaulin; the third-class ones, I 

was informed by a reliable native, ride on the buffers. 

It is over this line Carrington and his troops and munitions are 

being allowed by the Government of Portugal to pass into Rhodesia. 

What would have occurred to the British army had a buffalo attacked 

the engine I shudder to think. ‘The mall train’ was knocked clean off 

the line, and the carriages smashed by one three years ago. The buffalo, 

it is needless to add, ceased to exist. Life on the railway is indeed 

exciting. Driver and fireman and guard all carry rifles to protect 

themselves from the beasts who were accustomed at one time to dine 

on the railway officials. Things are better now, but the fever-fiend slays 

them by the score. The building of the line cost a life for every foot 

laid; its working costs the lives of hundreds yearly. 

An Englishman and a Scot joined the ship at Beira, homeward 

bound. As we resumed our voyage and the sun sat idly over the town, 

they cursed Portugal and the Portuguese long and fiercely. With a 

strong, stern hand the Portuguese authorities repress the national 

tendency of the Britisher to play the rowdy. ‘They treat the Englishmen 

like dogs,’ the Scot complained to me. ‘They treat  you,’ I told him him; 

‘very much as you treat us in Ireland but with a hundredfold the 

justification.’ When the moon arose and we shot along a silvered streak 

of the Mozambique Channel, I heard the voices of the oppressed 

Britishers upraised in song, and I felt a grim delight as I listened to the 

refrain: 
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‘…Beira, Oh! Beira! 

We’ll never go back any more!’ 

 

CUGUAN.  
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RESPECTING THE WAR 
09 JUNE 1900 

 

The prophets who foretold the speedy and utter destruction of the 

Boer at the time of the outbreak of this war are at it again. Johannesburg 

and Pretoria have fallen—ergo the Briton has written ‘Finis’ to the 

Boer. 

I confess the decision of the Boers not to defend Pretoria has 

surprised me. To anyone who knows the Transvaal and the Transvaaler 

the reasons for the surrender of Johannesburg are intelligible enough. 

But the case is different with Pretoria. The city was as well fortified 

almost as a city could be. It is nonsense to say that the guns were away 

with the Natal force—two or three may have been, but no more. I do 

not think treachery was the cause of the retreat from Six-Mile-Spruit 

and abandonment of the city, although I espy the names of Loveday, 

the Englishman, and Marks, the Jew, on the ‘Committee of Safety.’ I 

surmise the real reason was the desire to save the men and guns for the 

second part of the war. A garrison of six or seven thousand would have 

held Roberts and his melancholy men at bay for many months, but 

eventually it seemed certain that city and men and goods would fall into 

the hands of the English. As it is, Roberts has got the city, but he has 

taken no prisoners and captured no guns. These are, if I am not wofully 

mistaken, at Lydenburg by this time. 

Whether the decision to abandon Pretoria was—assuming my 

surmise as to the reason to be correct—wise it is useless to discuss. 

Provided by the Peace Party—the Lovedays, Markses, Jappes, and 

others of that ilk, who need not be necessarily taken to be dishonest—

do not get the upper hand the war will continue for an indefinite period 

and end in the overthrow of British supremacy in South Africa. No one 

should prophesy unless he knows—I prophesy because I know. 

With a rallying centre at Lydenburg, the Boers should make 

things lively in the Transvaal, Free State, and North Natal for the 

buccaneers. The Lydenburg district is a natural fastness of freedom. 

Water is plentiful, the cattle pasturage is excellent, while mealies grow 
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abundantly. The Boers will still be able to supply themselves with gold, 

for besides the Pilgrim’s Rest mines, which will be in their hands, the 

metal can be won in quantities from the streams, and by fossicking. 

Lydenburg itself is popularly known as ‘The Irish Town,’ but I shall 

write anon about that. If, as President Kruger says, he will fight to the 

bitter end—then the name of Lydenburg will become immortal. 

 

IER.  
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LYDENBURG 
16 JUNE 1900 

 

As the crow flies Lydenburg is some 150 miles from Pretoria. 

Once upon a time it was a Republic of its own, but after a quarrel it 

kissed Pretoria and was happily married. People sometimes speak of 

Lydenburg as the ‘Irish Town.’ There are not very many native Irish to 

be found there now, save amongst the old men, but there is a fine 

stalwart breed of Irish Boers—young men and maidens from Dutch 

mothers and Irish fathers, who sing ‘God Save Ireland’ in the taal, and 

hate the Red-necks with a double-barrelled hatred. In houses up 

Lydenburg way you will find pictures of Robert Emmet on the walls, 

side by side with the portrait of Oom Paul and the drawing of red-

bearded Cronje scooping in Jameson and his schelms at Doornkop. The 

Irish were the pioneers of the Lydenburg gold diggings, and they spread 

themselves over the face of the land, washing and fossicking for the 

yellow metal. Wherever he goes—Africa, or Australia, Asia, or 

America, the Irishman is always the pioneer. By-and-by, when he has 

pioneered worth something, the Englishman and the Jew—arcades 

ambo—come along, and a while later you meet the Irishman plodding 

across the desert, with his blanket and his billy-can, and his pipe, 

seeking new lands to pioneer, and striving to figure out how the Saxon 

and the Hebrew have scooped him. He generally gives up trying to find 

out—for the Irishman is as a child in the way of Anglo-Saxon-Jewish 

civilisation. 

When Lydenburg ‘broke out’ he Irishman was first there—just as 

he was first in California, Australia, and the diamond-diggings. He 

panned and lived merrily. He was a stranger in the land, but he had no 

grievances. In after years, when the Englishman and the Jew came 

along they brought the grievances. Australians, Yankees, 

Scandinavians, and Scotchmen came tumbling up after the Irishman. 

The Scotchmen opened stores and sold bad whiskey—the others drank 

it. 
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The diggers and the brutal Boers fraternised. Some of the diggers 

made fortunate, married the daughters of their oppressors, and settled 

down; others made no fortunes, but cheerfully married the daughters of 

the land and hustled along happily. Others, again, made fortunes and 

spent them, and others never made a cent at all. But nobody ever 

starved. It was only when the Anglo-Saxon and the son of Israel got 

their claws on the country men began to starve. 

The Boer Government sent a message to the diggers. There is no 

red-tape about the Boers. The message was simple and direct. ‘Boys,’ 

it said, ‘don’t you think you had better send a representative to the 

Volksraad?’ The diggers elected one of their number—a North of 

Ireland man, if my memory serves me, named M’Lachlan—and he 

went up as member of the Raad for the gold-diggers. And whenever the 

Dutchmen were considering things bearing on the gold-diggings, the 

President would ask ‘What do the boys want, Mac?’ And whatever the 

boys wanted the boys got. There was no ‘franchise question’ then, for 

there were no crawling capitalist conspirators infesting the country, and 

the Boers, who lived in friendship with the diggers, knew that these 

rough, good-natured men without guile would as soon have dreamed of 

plotting against the land and the people as they would have dreamed of 

becoming teetotallers. 

Frank Watkins was the last member of the diggers sent up to the 

Raad. Frank was a civilised Englishman. At the beginning of this war 

he crossed to England to explain to his countrymen that it was wrong 

to Rob and Slay. He escaped with his life. 

De Kaap and the Randt ‘broke out’ and Lydenburg became half 

deserted. John Bull and Ikey Moses came along, and darkness covered 

the face of the land. The good old Anglo-Saxon system of wage slavery 

was introduced. Fat Jews and fat Englishmen set up in Johannesburg, 

and built a Stock Exchange and other institutions, which I will spare 

the blushes of the innocent by not naming. They invited the workers to 

flock in, and when the workers flocked in they started a fine old English 

game called Competition. It is a simple game—you put two men to 

work, and whichever does the most work and asks the least for it, wins. 

The Boers, who hold primitive ideas, disliked this game. They noticed 
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that the loser in it was thrown out on the roadside to die, and they 

commenced making laws which were inimical to the game. Then the 

great British nation discovered that the Boers were a vile, ignorant, 

cowardly, dirty, bigoted, non-progressive race, whose existence was an 

insult to God Almighty and a menace to humanity, and they started in 

to wipe them out. 

Methinks I wander from Lydenburg. The old diggers preferred 

their independence round Lydenburg to Anglo-Jew control in 

Johannesburg. Even to this day, the real gold-digger is to be found in 

Lydenburg and Lydenburg alone. On Patrick’s Day the diggers used to 

hold high festival. Burgomaster De Villiers, who loved the Irish as his 

own children, would hoist the green flag side by side with the vierkleur 

on the Government buildings, and the boys would sing and dance and 

speechify and banquet to St. Patrick till the 18th of March sun came 

bounding over Spitz Kop, and Catholic Irishmen and Protestant 

Dutchmen would part with one final cheer for the saint who was rough 

on snakes. There was one digger name Arthur O’Keeffe.—But I fear I 

am rambling, and the story of O’Keeffe is too long. Suffice it to say, 

there were good old times in Lydenburg. 

If I were asked how long the Boers could hold out in Lydenburg 

I should say five thousand Boers can hold that country indefinitely 

against all the force England can muster. Some of the English papers 

have assured their readers that ‘seven or eight weeks’ will be quite 

sufficient to reduce the Boers in that district. If the Boers have the 

district and the great Origstadt Valley prepared, as I believe they have, 

seven or eight years would not suffice to reduce them. 

 

IER.  
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BARBERTON 
25 AUGUST 1900 

 

The De Kaap Valley lies some fifty miles south of Lydenburg, 

and in its centre stands the town of Barberton. In ’75 when the 

Lydenburg diggings were panning out merrily, a wandering fossicker 

struck gold in the De Kaap, but no one troubled about it then. Later on, 

when capitalism began to rear its ugly crest up Lydenburg way, a 

number of honest fellows trekked De Kaapwards and fossicked and 

washed in that virgin valley at peace with themselves and God. One 

day two peripatetic Cornishmen found themselves inside the mountain 

ring, and wandering along stumbled on the dazzling Sheba. The news 

spread abroad, and the Jew, the Englishman, the digger, and the 

desperado came spying out the land. The two Cornishmen were bought 

off for a good round sum, which sent one to his grave in delirium 

tremens and another to a prison far from the country of Tre, Pol, and 

Pen; the town of Barberton sprang up like Jonah’s gourd, and where a 

space before a dozen diggers had ranged ten thousand cosmopolites 

were huddled striving for wealth. 

On the whole, Barberton was not too bad a place in those early 

days, though Jews and English and cut-throats were fairly common. 

The morality of Barberton was not up to the standard of Pretoria or 

Potchefstroom, but it compared favourably enough with Durban and 

Capetown. In fact, until the English resolved on building a church 

Barberton was comparatively godly. The story of that church is one of 

the cherished reminiscences of the town. The innocent traveller who 

strikes Barberton nowadays must listen to that story—and the tale of 

the young English dude who, coming straight from the land of his 

mammas, demanded quail on toast at the Grand Hotel, and was 

compelled by the scandalised diners to eat tinned beef whilst they sat 

on the dining-table toying with their revolvers and making rude 

remarks about his epicurean tastes—and many another tale from the 

lips of each and everyone of the prominent townsmen, and laugh 

heartily each and every time if he wishes to be considered a good 
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fellow; for Barberton, like an old man garrulous, loves to live again in 

fancy its hot and merry youth. One evening, the grey-beards chuckling 

tell, an English sky-pilot, as the pious Anglo-Saxon terms his pastor, 

wandered into Barberton, and was received with enthusiasm by his 

countrymen. His popularity increased each day, for no man could drink 

deeper, play poker more skilfully, or troll a ribald song with a rollicking 

chorus better than he. So the hat was passed round to build him a 

church, and the money piled into it up to the brim. The sky-pilot 

departed with it to Pretoria to look up an architect, and thence he 

despatched an epistle to his brethren, in which he exhorted them to 

study the Book of Job. He has not been seen near Barberton since, and 

his defection so affected his countrymen that many of them who had 

never known to use the name of God save in connection with eternal 

damnation gave up religion. An English Church stands in Barberton 

now, but it does only a very poor business. 

There was a cheerful and honest gang of scoundrels—comprising 

Irishmen, Germans, and Americans—who lived in and on Barberton in 

those days, and who were popularly known as the Brigadiers. The 

Brigadiers ‘held up’ mine managers and relieved them of their gold. 

Sometimes the mine managers shot a couple of the Brigadiers, and 

sometimes the Brigadiers shot a couple of the managers. But there was 

no ill-feeling, and the fighting was fair and square. But in the end the 

Brigadiers became a nuisance, and old Anthony O’Neill gathered a 

score of Irishmen and fell on them and smote them hip and thigh in the 

Devil’s Kantoor. The Transvaal Government appreciated Anthony’s 

work, and made him Chief Constable of Barberton, and gave him a 

grant of land, whereon he discovered coal mines, and built the town of 

Belfast, where Botha to-day has pitched his camp. The Brigadiers took 

their overthrow philosophically. They were the most courteous ruffians 

I have ever known, and never picked pockets. 

But the discovery of gold by the Dutchman, Struben, on the 

desolate Witwatersrandt played havoc with Barberton. Away from the 

De Kaap Valley to the Ridge of the White Waters fled the fickle gold-

seekers; and to-day in the mountain-walled town the long lines of 

unfinished and empty streets tell the tale of what Barberton would have 
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been had not Johannesburg arisen in the wilderness. It is perhaps, all 

the better for Barberton—now a quiet little town, with a peaceful and 

decent population, once mostly uitlanders, but now burghers to a man. 

Outside, the Sheba and one or tow other mines stamp away the rock. 

By-and-bye Barberton will expand and become a great city; for there is 

more gold in the De Kaap Valley than ever was formed in the 

Witwatersrandt. But its expansion is time enough. Just now the Boers 

are reported to be considering whether they should not retire on 

Barberton instead of on Lydenburg, and Barberton might, for more than 

strategic reasons, form a better headquarters for the burghers. 

 

IER.  
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DINGAAN’S DAY 
01 SEPTEMBER 1900 

 

One hundred and seventeen years ago by the banks of the 

Umvolosi, in the country of the Zulus—an insignificant tribe of the 

Amakosi, or Kafirs, as the settlers, imitating the Mahommedans, call 

them—the strong man Tchaka was obscurely born. Time waxed, and 

smiting his father he fled away to find favour in the eyes of 

Dingiswayo, a thoughtful chieftain, to whose ears the echo of strange 

tidings had been borne across the waters. Far away in the land of 

Umhlopi, ran the tale, there had arisen a mighty kosi whose warriors, 

invincible and invulnerable, swept like the lightning through the ranks 

of opposing cohorts, and before whom, overcome with dread, kings and 

chieftains were casting down their spears. ‘Would that my fighting men 

were even as the warriors of the great white chief Napoleon,’ quoth 

Dingiswayo one day to his courtiers and indunas, ‘who march and 

charge and strike as one man, and would that my power over the 

Amakosi were mighty as his over the Umhlopi, and my people were the 

lords of our race.’ 

‘Give me the headship of thy army, O king,’ said Tchaka, looking 

him squarely in the face, and Dingiswayo, rising up, placed the ring 

upon his favourable head. ‘Indunas,’ he said, ‘behold your leader in the 

wars.’ 

The strong man Tchaka cast aside his courtier’s trappings, and 

bent the mind and the body of the army to his will. He taught his 

soldiers to move in battalioned might, to cast a thousand assegais as 

one, to march and charge in serried ranks, with each man his tight-

gripped stabbing spear resting on his thigh. He taught them to love and 

fear him. And Dingiswayo died—the gods of the Bantu know how. 

Sweeping aside with his right hand the rightful heir, the strong man 

seated himself upon the vacant throne. 

At the head of his warriors he swept through the land with fire 

and spear. Tribe after tribe, once scornful of the Zulu, went down to 

extinction before him. The watchers of the kraals sometimes in the 
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nights heard a rustle, and their hearts grew faint within them when 

peering through the darkness they beheld the might mass of Tchaka’s 

men with shimmering assegais moving swiftly and silently on their 

doomed cities. Those who encountered him in the open plain beneath 

the sun fared as ill as those he met by night. His drilled regiments, 

moving rhythmically as a scythe in the hands of the master, swept 

through the huddled soldiers of the unreflecting Amakosi who had 

never learned the lesson Dingiswayo and Tchaka learned. It was, 

indeed, a wonderful sight to see the barbarians slaughtering their 

foeman with the scientific despatch of a Christian army. The men and 

women Tchaka slew; the handsome girls and sturdy boys he spared. 

Into his own tribe he incorporated them, and from them his tribe grew 

strong in manly beauty. 

Ere Tchaka died he had extended his dominions from the 

Limpopo down to the borders of Kaffraria. He devastated the land and 

slew his hundreds of thousands, and smote the British colonists with an 

awful fear. He ruled with a rod of iron, and his kindred crouched before 

him. He raised the despised Zulu to the lordship of the Bantu race, and 

himself to the lordship of South Africa. At last he was slain, murdered 

by Dingaan and Umhlangana, his brothers, impelled to the deed by fear 

and ambition. Then the fratricides, anxious for his throne, plotted each 

the murder of the other, and Dingaan won. 

It was when Dingaan—perfidious, cruel, and remorseless—

reigned in the land, the British drove out the Boers. The gallant and 

chivalrous Piet Retief journeyed to the court of Dingaan, and asked that 

ruler to allow his expatriated countrymen to settle in Natal. This the 

treacherous one promised, and Retief with seventy white men visited 

the Zulu capital to arrange with the king for the cession of Natal. The 

deed was drawn and signed and the treaty-beer was being drunk when 

down on the little party of Europeans swept the Zulu warriors at a signal 

from their chief. Retief and all his followers were murdered even as 

they were pledging the health of their treacherous host, and then the 

great impis which Tchaka had formed spread themselves over the land, 

slaughtering such Boer men, women, and children, as had come into 

their country trusting to the faith of the fratricide. Six hundred 
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Europeans and their native servants fell before them. Some others 

escaped, and Dingaan’s soldiers swept on their triumphant bloody way, 

defeating a force of 1,500 natives led by a score of Englishmen and 

came thundering down to Durban, whence the English fled to a man-

of-war in the harbour. The Boer settlers more plucky, remained on land 

and laagered up, and after a fierce conflict drove back the savage 

warriors.  

It was then Audries Pretorius—a brave and cultured Boer 

gentleman—came to the rescue of his countrymen. The English feared 

to tackle the terrible soldiers of Dingaan, but the Boers, to whom the 

blood of their slaughtered people called for vengeance knew no such 

craven fear. Gathering 450 of his countrymen, Pretorious crossed the 

Tugela and marched on the capital of the Zulus. Dingaan mobilised his 

army and went forth to meet him. The Boers and the Zulus met in 

deadly combat outside the Kafir city on the 16th of December—

‘Dingaan’s Day,’ 1838. All day the battle raged, but as evening fell the 

hitherto invincible impis of the Zulus broke and fled. Three thousand 

men of Dingaan’s army lay dead upon the ground, and he himself fled 

with the remnant, firing his city ere he went. Then the victorious Boers 

marched to Durban and found that the sore-afraid Englishmen who had 

given them no aid in fighting the formidable Zulus had quietly grabbed 

the place. They continued to hold it until Dingaan recovering somewhat 

from his defeat raised a large army and came marching through 

Zululand. Then the prudent Britishers withdrew and left the Boers to 

do the fighting. And they did. Supported by Panda—a rebellious 

Zulu—they marched against Dingaan and this time utterly defeated 

him. He fled towards Delagoa Bay where he was murdered by one of 

his own subjects, and Andrias Pretorious placing Panda on the Zulu 

throne declared Natal a free and independent Republic. 

For three years the Boers were allowed to remain undisturbed in 

Natal; and then the English, no longer in terror of the broken Zulu 

power, came with horse, foot, artillery, and ships of war and grabbed 

Natal from the Boers. Thus did the benevolent English treat the men 

who had the courage to meet and the skill to beat a power which they 

had shrunk from coping with. Again the Boer saddled his horse and 
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rode away from the home he had made to seek in the wilderness some 

place where he might live and toil in peace away from the accursed rule 

of the race he loathed and despised. 

 

IER.  
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THE BENEVOLENT ENGLISHMAN 
15 SEPTEMBER 1900 

 

Moselekatse was one of King Tchaka’s generals, ambitious, able, 

and afraid. The king did not love too fondly men who could fill a 

throne, and Moselekatse, born in a wise hour, fled from the sound of 

his master’s voice when the voice grew soft and caressing. With him 

fled the malcontents and in the country west of the Drakensberg they 

pitched their camps, and founded the Matabili race. By-and-bye they 

collided with the Boers, driven forth by the Englishmen and seeking a 

home. Hendrik Potgieter after a fierce struggle broke their power and 

they fled. Then old Moselekatse being dead, his son Umziligazi, 

ascended the throne.  

The Matabele, being a Zulu, was a warrior. Up north he stumbled 

across the country of the Mashona, and took a fancy to it. The Mashona 

was a peaceful and ingenious unbeliever who worked in iron, made 

gunpowder, carved, brewed, spun, and tilled the earth. In politics he 

was a communist and couldn’t fight. The Matabele swooped down on 

him, stole his cattle devastated his country, carried off most of his 

women, made slaves of his children, and drove him into the 

mountainous districts. Here he spun and brewed, and tilled, and 

purchased life by paying yearly tribute to his conquerors.  

Umzilagazi died, and his son Lobengula ascended the throne, and 

lived much in the fashion of his sire. Vague rumours spread southwards 

that his country contained a store of gold and the Benevolent 

Englishman pricked up his ears. Then the Englishman took thought to 

himself, and piling up a few cases of rum, a score of flintlock muskets 

and half-a-ton of Birmingham ware on his waggon he started off to 

interview Lo Ben. He found the simple savage in his kraal and 

explained to him that, filled with Christian love for his black brother, 

he had hurried up to warn him that the wicked and treacherous Boer 

was forming a plan to annex Matabeleland. This disturbed the serenity 

of Lo Ben, for he had a wholesome dislike of tackling the farmers. ‘My 

dear friend,’ said the Benevolent English, ‘be not afraid. The great 
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white queen whose heart beats for all the suffering and oppressed has 

sent me to you to promise you her protection against these sinful and 

unchristian men. She desires that you should conclude a treaty of peace 

and eternal amity with her, and then should these abhorred-of-God 

Dutchmen invade your territory she will send her invincible white 

warriors to defend your sacred causs. In return she asks for nothing save 

your esteemed friendship and permission for her children to labour in 

your land and pay you tribute.’ Lo Ben  thought the bargain a good one 

and struck it on the spot. 

The Benevolent Englishman, having handed over his rum and 

muskets and Birmingham ware to Lo Ben, started off on a tour round 

the country and smelled out the gold. Then he came back to the king’s 

kraal and asked permission to dig for it, generously offering him a share 

of the metal. The obliged monarch could do nothing less for his 

benevolent friend, and in a short time some hundreds of Englishmen 

burning with love of their black neighbour’s land arrived in the country. 

They brought, besides pickaxes, Bibles, and Maxim guns along, and 

when Lo Ben asked them what the guns were for they told him they 

were intended for propagating Christianity. They built forts for the 

greater glory of God and took the wives of the unbelievers around them 

away to teach them the higher morality of the Briton. Murmurs arose 

from the ignorant savages and the chief came down to his benevolent 

friend to expostulate. When he had expostulated the Benevolent 

Englishman turning on him, said: ‘Miserable wretch that you are, how 

have you deceived us! We have brought you the blessing of civilisation; 

we have given you our protection—nay, we have even given you share 

of your own gold, and yet you raise your voice against us—you who 

persecute and extort a tribute from our beloved and peaceful black 

brethren of Mashonaland. Begone, and cease to trouble the Mashonas, 

lest in our wrath we smite you with the sword of the Lord.’ Lo Ben 

went away, but before he reached home the anger of the Englishman at 

the oppression of the Mashona had broken out. A troop of Matabili at 

Victoria were suddenly attacked by the English and thirty of them slain. 

Within eight weeks Lo Ben was dead, his palace razed to the ground, 

his soldiers slaughtered or fugitives, his youths were slaves, and his 
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women the concubines of the pioneers of civilisation—the oppressed 

Mashonas were delivered. 

Somehow, they turned out wanting in gratitude to their deliverers, 

who went amongst them, built town, and disseminated civilised ideas. 

So ungrateful were they, that after a couple of years of British rule they 

rose in arms—these timid, peaceful people—and fought desperately. 

They were, of course, crushed. The Bible and the Maxim gun prevailed 

against their charms and assegais. Their leader, Mashingombi, fell by 

the bullets of some English assassins, and the last of his followers and 

their wives were dynamited in the name of the British god. While the 

Benevolent Englishman merely stole his cattle, grabbed his land, and 

kicked him round the country, the gentle Mashona suffered in silence; 

he was not a warrior; but he took up his assegai and died like a man 

when the benevolent one insisted on teaching his wives and daughters 

British morality. 

 

IER.  
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THE ENGLISHMAN IN AFRICA 
05 JANUARY 1901 

 

The British ‘Stop-the-War Committee’—an amiable body, which 

has sense enough to see that if the war be not stopped quickly the poor 

old Empire is doomed—has favoured me with a printed copy of a letter 

written by ‘An Officer in the Field.’ This is the second letter written by 

this candid and clever, but otherwise truly British officer. His first, 

published under the title of ‘Hell Let Loose,’ aroused the indignation 

of the warlike Britons who don’t do their fighting in the field. The 

second should placate them. My officer is firmly convinced that, ‘apart 

from any sentiments of humanity, the policy which is being pursued is 

so certain to bring difficulty, and perhaps in the end, ruin on the Empire 

that exposure has become a lesser evil than concealment.’ Hear ye, O 

Britons! No maudlin, puking sentimentalism, anent arson, rape, and 

murder is the impelling motive of you ‘Officer in the Field’s’ appeal to 

you, but concern for your Empire, his Empire, Mr. T. W. Rolleston’s 

Empire, Shylock and Satan’s Empire. Therefore, hearken to him 

respectfully when he tells you how in the early days of the war ‘there 

was no end to the humanitarian views expressed by officers of all ranks 

and also by the statesmen and Press of England.’ How humanitarian 

you were in those days, my dear Britons. You would not then have 

applied the torch to the widow’s roof nor emptied the baby-orphan from 

its cradle. And your hearts continued comparatively soft, until you got 

up on top of the Rand and hymned your gratitude to your high-god, 

Moloch, for preserving to you intact the red-gold mines. In those days 

‘it was against the law of nations to destroy private property.’ But when 

your ‘private property’ on the White Waters’ Ridge, and the private 

property of other people which had become confusingly mixed up with 

your, was smiled down upon by the Flag—the Old Flag—the Flag that 

Braved a Thousand Years the Battle and the Breeze—it was only 

natural you should kindle a bonfire to celebrate your triumph, and that 

Lord Roberts—Bobs, humane, gallant Bobs—should furnish you ‘with 

orders to search every farm-house, and to burn any of those near which 
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arms were found … the hiding of arms does not constitute a breach of 

the laws of war … but it was sufficient that arms were discovered … 

firewood was at once collected; the wife and little children, rid-ridden 

old men and women were ordered out without a moment’s respite, and 

the homestead burned before their eyes. It was mid-winter and the 

nights were indescribably cold; heavy frost lay on the ground, and in 

these thinly-peopled districts there were often no neighbours to give 

them shelter … farm-burning has become the daily business of the 

soldiers … pretexts are no longer required … General X. has recently 

burned the dwellinghouses in a whole tract of country twenty miles in 

extent, north-east of Pretoria for no reason whatever except that the 

men are said to be fighting against him. But house-burning is only part 

of the organised system of destruction. Since their husbands has been 

away the women have laboured on the farms. Sometimes with the help 

of Kaffirs—often with their own hands, they have raised crops, which 

are now ripe and ready for the sickle. General X. turned an army of 

blacks into the fields, and reaped where the women had laboured and 

sown; moreover, where he could not reap he turned cattle and horses 

into the cornfields till they were trampled and useless. Now he 

exultantly rejoices that no human being can live in the desert he has 

created … the policy of house-burning is generally approved; and when 

not approved it is always excused … For a long time I could not believe 

that Lord Roberts had personal cognisance of these atrocities … there 

can be no longer any doubt that he is well aware of what is going on, 

and his later proclamations, though they have been worded so as not to 

startle too much the conscience of Europe, all tend to the 

encouragement of these excesses. In fact they have formally authorised 

many of them.’ But is not Bobs, ‘our Bobs,’ and are not the pious 

Protestants and the aristocratic Catholics of Waterford going to restore 

the old French church—whatever it may be—in honour of the hero? 

Perhaps it might be better to fire the houses of the Waterford farmers 

on his arrival. He would understand and appreciate the delicate tribute 

to his prowess, courage, humanity and magnanimity. Or better still, 

supposing the pious admirers of arson and murder in Waterford fired 

their own houses, with the Protestant Bishop leading the way. Now if 
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on the day of our gallant Bobs’ return Christ came to Waterford, it 

would be awkward for the pious people. 

Our ‘Officer in the Field’ supplies us with the ‘secret instructions’ 

issued by the good Bobs in September last. I trust Frank and Hun will 

make a note of them:— 

‘1. All stock, supplies, etc., of those on commando are to be taken 

and no receipts given. 

2. In cases where several member of a family live on the same 

farm, and one of these, after laying down his arms, again goes on 

commando, all stock and supplies will be taken and no receipts given.’ 

Also—it may be useful hereafter—that England’s Bobs loosed on 

the women and children of the men who have kicked him back to 

England the vile Peruvians, the scum of Jewry, to seize and steal the 

food and crops. Out poured those unspeakable scoundrels, with the 

instruction and permits of this English Tamerlane, to steal, burn and 

destroy. ‘The crops become the property of her Majesty’s Government, 

and no purchases of produce will be allowed from the wives of men 

who are fighting,’ runs Lord Roberts’ order. ‘All available men, 

waggons, and tack gear within reach of your posts are to be collected 

from farms, leaving none whatever for farming or other purposes,’ 

orders Lord Kitchener. Did the readers of THE UNITED IRISHMAN ever 

see the beautiful picture depicting that paragon of royal virtue, Victoria, 

presenting the dusky but enquiring heathen with the secret of England’s 

greatness, the Bible? If not, let them send twelve stamps for a copy to 

Mr. Standish O’Grady. 

‘The women,’ says our Officer, ‘in the absence of their husbands, 

whom they have not seen for months, and numbers of whom, indeed, 

are among the unrecorded dead, have toiled unremittingly in the fields; 

and, under the promised protection of her Majesty’s Government and 

Lord Roberts, have raised these crops to feed their children. The troops 

have stood by while the work progressed, and while the corn grew and 

ripened; and now, when all is ready for the harvest, Lord Roberts’ 

commissioners are busy robbing the helpless people of all they 

possess.’ 
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Our Officer need not feel apprehensive of the effect on the little 

British army that goes a long way when the Boers are after it. The 

records of that illustrious army are lit up by the glare of burning 

homesteads in Four Continents and the glare hasn’t affected the morale 

of even on little British drummer boy. He is just as ready to steal as old 

Jack Churchill himself ever was. But our Officer tells us more about 

General X. who is indeed only a typical British General. ‘General X. 

having rendered these people homeless and destitute, allowed them to 

retain a week’s provisions, probably that he might be out of the district 

before their agonies began, and that his civilised ears might not be 

pestered by their cries and lamentations. When the food was exhausted, 

the starving people had the boldness and the impertinence to petition 

for help. This is the reply:— 

‘“You were given a week’s supplies, at the end of which time you 

were informed that you would have to find your own food. Your men 

are still fighting, and if the women and children want food, they had 

better get it from the Boers, or make their relations surrender. You will 

not be given any sort by us.” 

‘As they are in a district occupied by our troops, and have no 

communication with their men, who, when they are alive, are in many 

cases hundreds of miles off, beyond Lydenburg or Rustenburg, it is not 

easy to understand how they are either to get supplies or induce them 

to surrender.’ 

Reflecting on these things, an Officer in the Fields becomes very 

grave. ‘Imagine,’ he cries, ‘a French army landing in England and 

setting fire to Hatfield because Lord Salisbury’s son or grandson was 

serving in the English army; imagine an inquisition established at every 

dwelling, and where any man was accused of being absent in the 

defence of his country, a French officer ordering the women and 

children to be turned out on a December day, and their homestead burnt 

before their eyes. Imagine, also, thousands of the women of London 

and other towns collected in batches, and sent into the English camps, 

to Wales or Scotland, so as to embarrass the generals and terrify their 

husbands into surrender by the sight of their sufferings. That is what is 
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being done all over the conquered territories in the name of English 

civilisation!’ 

The British training of our Officer in the Field shows out here. 

The uncomfortable reflection that the Frenchman or the Russian may 

light his road to London and deal with the tender khaki-loving 

Englishwomen according to Bobs weighs on his mind. In his own quiet 

way he has striven to stop the war. He has spoken to some burghers and 

asked them why they continues to wage ‘so hopeless a struggle.’ But it 

hasn’t induced them to lay down their arms. If our Officer in the Field 

would look up THE UNITED IRISHMAN of May, 1899, or thereabouts, 

he would find the explanation. That was five months before the war, 

and I then explained that if John Bull started to fight Jan Boer he would 

first have his eyes considerably opened and then closed up. In fact, 

knowing the Englishman to be what he is—a coward at heart, though a 

coward who had deceived himself into the belief that he was brave—I 

ventured to prophesy that he would be soundly whipped. Of course, all 

the Irish Press—a most intelligent Press—knew that my prophesy was 

absurd. The thing was quite simple: there were only a quarter of a 

million Boer men, women and children in this wicked world altogether 

and there were four hundred millions in the British Empire, with a 

superb fleet, a magnificent army, and a Flag. The Irish Press was sorry 

for the Boers. If they only knew as much about what terrible fellows 

these English were as the Irish Press did, they would have fallen on 

their knees and begged forgiveness for their insolent defiance of the 

Empire. Fortunately, the Boers were too ignorant and too uncivilised to 

read the Irish Press, and their grotesque sense of humour led them to 

laugh when they read in the English papers of how a British army of 

thirty thousand death-or-glory boys would sweep them off the face of 

the globe in six weeks’ time. The same causes are going to make them 

win the war and end the days of British dominion in Africa. I tender 

my sympathy to Officer in the Field. 

‘If England ever finds herself engaged in a struggle for life and 

death with a foreign foe, the opportunity will arise for a terrible 

revenge,’ he writes, ‘and those whom she has now crushed under her 

heel may yet carry fire and sword from one end of her Colony to their 
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other. Can we expect from them mercy or even humanity? The cries of 

women and children preclude such a hope. We have placed ourselves 

beyond the pale of civilisation.’ 

He is not a Jingo. He is a coolheaded man, who foresees disaster 

for the Empire, and would wish to avert it. He turns on the humanitarian 

tap, but while he denounces the army, which he helps to lead, he 

remains in it. Though they be assassins, ravishers, plunderers, and 

incendiaries, he cannot save himself by his plea of non-approval. 

Honour does not bind him. A soldier is a man-slayer, not a woman-

destroyer, nor a house-burner. While the ‘Officer in the Field’ writes 

humanity he practises savagery. ’Twas ever thus with the Briton. 

Gladstone, out of power, denounced the annexation of the Transvaal. 

Gladstone, in power, sought to maintain that annexation by force. 

Gladstone, out of power, described the Soudanese as people rightly 

struggling to be free. Gladstone, in power, cut their throats. The ‘Stop-

the-War’ people, I notice, are all English Liberals. They are out of 

office. 

 

IER.  
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BRITISH IMPERIALISM 
02 FEBRUARY 1901 

 

If I lived next door to a little man and, lusting for his property, 

took up a poker and went in to him and battered out his brains, that 

would be a cowardly murder, and if I were caught I would be duly 

hanged—unless I had friends in the Government; and the newspapers 

would thank God the world was rid of a monster—unless I had friends 

in the Press—and issue stop-press editions with imaginary accounts of 

my behaviour on the scaffold, and swindle the public out of its 

ha’pence. 

But if I were a Merrie Englander, lusting after the country of a 

little people, and I went into them and slaughtered them, that would be 

British Imperialism. I would be dined and winded, and wear laurels on 

my brow, and the newspapers would call me a hero, and print 

anecdotes, inserted at half-a-crown apiece, of my gallantry, chivalry, 

and magnanimity; thanksgiving services would be held for my safe 

return, and God Almighty politely congratulated by the ministers of 

religion on his good sense in creating me. The Rev. Dr. Talmage—who 

is at present troubled in his mind to know whether the Throne of 

Victoria or the Throne of Heaven was the higher—would possibly 

dedicate a church to me. Not being an idiot, and knowing I was a cur 

and an assassin, I would laugh quietly at the cutthroat cowards in top-

hats and frock coats who honoured me—scorn them, because they had 

the murderer’s heart without the murderer’s courage. 

I knew a band of scoundrels in my time—men who went out on 

the road and in the way of business pumped lead without compunction 

into the body of the wayfarer who held on to his purse. After working 

hours they were civil rascals, with an aversion to talking shop. I have 

talked with such men, and I would have joyfully seen them hanged. But 

to talk with the slimy scoundrels in broadcloth who wave tall hats and 

howl Hosanna to the assassins, the incendiaries, the outragers of 

women, the looters, is something I am not strong enough to do. My 

scoundrels were no hypocrites. When ministers of religion pray for 
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blessings on the murderer and his work who but a reader of the Irish 

Times thinks for a moment that these whited sepulchres believe in the 

Crucified? 

Hypocrites all. I have lived amongst and worked with these 

English, and I never knew one of them who wasn’t a hypocrite. While 

they were waving Yankee flags and singing ‘Yankee Doodle’ a few 

years ago they were praying to the demon they call God that the 

Yankees—whom they hate and fear—might be soundly whipped by the 

Spaniards. They shrug their shoulders and roll their eyes when you 

mention Paris, but a resurrected citizen of Sodom would sprint back for 

the Dead Sea after a day in London. Seventy years ago they knocked 

the shackles off the slave, and you can buy him now from £5 to £15 in 

Rhodesia. Five years ago they knocked the Sultan of Zanzibar’s police 

into a cocked hat—and blew the harem to pieces for the satisfaction of 

the British matron—because the Sultan had Oriental ideas on the slave 

question. Three years afterwards I stood in the Zanzibar slave market, 

and watched the poor iron-collared wrist-and-ankle-chained wretched 

being bought and sold with the Union Jack flapping over their heads. 

And I sat on the shore and watched the slave dhows with their freight 

sailing by the roadstead and saluting the British war vessels as they 

passed. A wonderful people these English, and if we sell them our 

souls—all they have left us—they may give us in exchange a puppet-

show in College-green to amuse us. And Mr. Redmond and Mr. 

O’Brien will be quite satisfied. 

There are two reasons why British Imperialism should lack 

proselytes. The first is an Irish reason—it is robbery plus murder. The 

second is an English one—it won’t pay. The experiment of trying to 

coin dividends out of Boer blood ruined it. 

 

IER.  
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OLIVE SCHREINER AND THE 

ENGLISH 
09 FEBRUARY 1901 

 

Three years ago I met Olive Schreiner—the greatest woman 

South Africa has produced—for one brief hour. She was an admirer of 

England, and I, to put it gently, was not. She believed, like our Union-

of-Hearts people here in Ireland, in that strange and wonderful thing 

‘the great heart of England.’ England, she told me, had erred in many 

ways, but the errors were of the head not of the heart. John Bull was a 

hasty, irascible, pig-headed old fellow, who when crossed or thwarted 

was liable to do things which he afterwards repented, but he really had 

a sweet tender bosom, and if one only humoured the old man and 

stroked him down gently, why—God bless you—he would then go 

even the length of putting his hand in his pocket for you. I suggested to 

Miss Schreiner that it was in the other fellow’s pocket John was in the 

habit of putting his hand, but she, in the most charming way—for she 

is a charming woman—assured me I was a prejudiced Irishman. ’Twas 

on the Rand I spoke with her, and sweeping my arm around I asked her 

whether John Bull’s hand was not busily engaged in picking the pocket 

of South Africa. But, shaking her head, she said no; it was the wicked 

wretches who gulled good John who were doing the picking and getting 

the old man a bad name. Then we talked of other things, and before she 

bade me good-bye she told me with a smile that within a few years I 

would come to see how unjust I was to Bull. ‘Within five years, Miss 

Schreiner,’ I said to her, ‘I believe you will admit that I was right in 

saying England is a soulless plutocracy without heart, without bowels 

of compassion, a menace to humanity, a curse to the earth.’ ‘We have 

both played the prophet,’ quoth she, laughing. ‘Let us see five years 

hence which of us will have honour.’ I claim the honour. Olive Scheiner 

addressed a meeting of South African women the other day, and this is 

what she said:— 
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‘Fourteen months ago, if any man had stated to me that it was 

possible for those things to take place which have taken place in the Colony 

under martial law, and in the neighbouring republics, during the last year, 

without arousing a passionate and determined protest from the bulk of the 

English people, I should have laughed him to scorn. That the bulk of the 

people of England could sit by silent and unmoved while private houses 

were burned down and woman and children turned homeless into the 

African wilds, in order that through wounding the affection and sympathies 

of the men their arms might be paralyzed for further warfare; while quiet 

private citizens were forced into threatened trains, that their presence might 

serve to guard the lives of English soldiers; while the honourable uniform 

of the British officer was pawned to civilians, that, masquerading in that 

guise, they might avenge themselves upon their political enemies—had one 

told me that these things could be, and the bulk of the English nation sit by 

silent and unmoved, I should have regarded him as one who dreams in a 

fever. That there might be war, that battlefields might run red, that fortified 

places would be bombarded—these things I had recognised as possible. 

But that the British Empire would expend its gold in purchasing informers; 

that in England itself the right to freedom of speech would be so dead that 

howling mobs of thousands would attack single individuals endeavouring 

to express their thought with regard to a public matter, and life be 

endangered; that in South Africa the man or woman who exercises that 

primary right of the Englishman, free speech, should be compelled to do 

so to-day with the vision of a manacle at his or her elbow; that even the 

prayers of the people should be listened to by the spies of the 

Government—this I had not dreamed possible. 

‘To-day England stands naked before the nations, the mantle of 

assumed virtue which she had wrapped about her torn open and left 

hanging in fragments. She who cried aloud to the nations, “I am not as thou 

art; my arms are not as thine!” stands to-day exposed. Russia, Austria, 

France, Germany have no sinned as she has sinned. They never crossed six 

thousand miles of sea to find a small brave people, bound to them by the 

ties of a common religion of a common Aryan descent, and with the cry, 

“We seek no gold, we seek no land!” to seek to crush them to the earth, 

and grasp with greedy fingers at the gold to-day. In her unlovely and 

unlovable old age, all the nobler and more generous instincts of her youth 

extinguished within her, she stands shrivelled and naked before the nations 

with her name branded upon her forehead—“A hypocrite among the 

peoples.” 
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‘What South Africa has ultimately to fear is not the sword or the 

cannon or the rifle bullet or the match which sets alight the roof over the 

heads of women and children. These things but harden and anneal a strong 

people. That which South Africa has to fear is the corrupting, corroding, 

enervating power of wealth. While we, the people of South Africa, hold by 

the old, simple, brave ideals and manners of life of the founders of the 

South African race, the future of South Africa is assured. It is for you, the 

women of South Africa, to transmit these ideals to your children. Freedom 

first, and wealth, ease, luxury last, if at all. It has been said in South Africa 

that ‘every man has his price.’ He lied who said this. But it is for you, the 

women of South Africa, to show that the heart of South Africa is 

unpurchasable by any gold from blood-stained hands. The heart of its 

womanhood is the treasure-house of a nation where its freedom is stored. 

See that you guard the treasure of your people well. A fearless, indomitable 

womanhood, a fearless, indomitable race. Finally, there is one word more 

I would say. Bathed in blood and swathed in sorrow as South Africa is to-

day, the time is yet coming when this land will be the home of a strong and 

independent nation. It will take its place beside France and Russia and 

Germany and the United States of America, among the nations of the 

future. I have a great ambition for that nation of ours in the future. I do not 

covet for it wealth, nor that it should stand first among the world’s people 

in size or density of population. 

‘I have a loftier ambition for it than this. In one matter I would have 

it excel all nations and be excelled by none. When that day comes when 

we, a free and united people, dominate in these southern seas and on this 

southern continent, and other and weaker nations and race are thrown into 

our hands, I would have it that we, who in the youth of our people have 

drunk to its dregs the cup of sorrow and been ground beneath the 

oppressor’s heel, remembering what we had endured, should deal 

mercifully with all weak and subject peoples who may fall into our power. 

It is righteousness that exalteth a nation. I would have it that the name of 

South Africa should stand first among all the world’s peoples for justice 

and generosity to all small and oppressed races. This lofty ambition I have 

for my nation; and if so it be that, in our years of anguish and darkness 

beneath a foreign yoke, we have learned this lesson, we shall not have wept 

and bled in vain.’ 

So a peaceful calm pervades my soul to-day. The brilliant and 

noble-hearted Africander woman who believed in England now loathes 
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and scorns it, seeing it the bloody, merciless, bestial thing it is. I have 

not been a false prophet. 

 

IER.  
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THE BRITISH SURRENDER 
07 JUNE 1902 

 

Nearly three years ago the British people, filled with the lust of 

blood and gold, set out to the conquest of two little pastoral 

communities, numbering less able-bodies men than dwell in any third-

rate city of the British Empire. The conquest was to consume in money 

less than ten millions sterling, in lives less than a thousand of the British 

mercenaries, in time six weeks. The six weeks have spun out to one 

hundred and thirty-seven, the lives lost on the British side admittedly 

total up to nearly 30,000, the money spent amounts to £230,000,000 

and the beaten British people have now purchased peace on terms no 

Great Power would have entertained. Their Press may shriek of victory, 

they may maffick in their streets with hysterical joy that the cowardly 

war they provoked for the vilest motives a people can be actuated by, 

has ended, and left their Empire for a little while longer hanging 

together. But seek to disguise it how they may, the British are beaten, 

and the years of their Empire are numbered. Before  this war broke out 

I told my readers that England could never conquer the Boers, though 

she strove for years, and spilled her blood in streams and her treasure 

in shiploads. At the time I wrote thus, every paper in Ireland and in 

England was assuming regretfully or joyfully that the Boers could not 

stand, at the outside, three months against the power of Britain. That 

was the limit accorded them by the Freeman’s Journal and the other 

Irish journals which for a generation had been impressing the Irish 

people with the idea that the British Empire was an almighty thing, 

invincible to armed force, vulnerable to rhetoric. When Lord Roberts 

crossed the Vaal, and in the insolent spirit of a Suwarrow summoned 

the Boers to surrender unconditionally, hand over their arms, and 

deliver up their leaders, the Press of this country sighed ‘Finis,’ and the 

Press of England howled in joy ‘Vae Victis.’ I stood alone again in June, 

1900, in asserting in these columns that the Boers would and could fight 

on—and fight on for years. The prophecies have been fulfilled; but I 

made then and I make now no claim to inspiration; I prophesied 
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because I knew—knew both the Boer and the Englishman. To-day the 

same Press is writing about the ‘surrender’ of the Boers, when the 

beaten British have entered into a signed treaty with the men whom two 

years ago they declared banditti, and ordered under the penalties 

attaching to rebellion to deliver up their arms. 

It is not with rebels acting in the ‘Orange River Colony,’ or with 

banditti in the ‘Transvaal Colony,’ the British Empire has made peace. 

It is with ‘the Government of the Orange Free State,’ and ‘the 

Government of the South African Republic.’ I quote the words from 

the official terms of agreement. In consideration of the cessation of 

warfare and the nominal recognition of King Edward VII. as their 

overlord—a vital necessity for the Empire’s face-preservation—the 

British Government undertakes to (1) restore the burghers their arms 

when they have, in pursuance of the ‘saving-the-face’ process, 

nominally laid them down; (2) to teach the Dutch language in the 

schools, and officially recognise it in the law courts; (3) to consent to 

self-government; (4) to leave the native question to the Boers; (5) to 

bring back at its expense and restore to their property all prisoners of 

war; (6) to impose no taxation in connection with the war; (7) to pay 

£3,000,000 in discharge of the debts incurred by the Boers in 

conducting the war against the British, and in indemnification of the 

Boers for losses suffered in their property by the war operations of the 

English; (8) they undertake to lend the burghers money for two years 

free of interest; and (9) to pardon the rebellious British subjects in Cape 

Colony and Natal. These are not the terms of a victorious army—they 

are the terms of a beaten one. ‘We rely,’ said President Kruger, years 

ago, ‘not upon the generosity of the English, but upon the man with the 

gun.’ England has lost irrevocably her prestige and her place amongst 

the Powers; her army has been shattered, her bubble-reputation burst. 

£230,000,000 in treasure and £800,000,000 in trade have disappeared 

from her coffers, her doom is written for all to see, and the man with 

the gun stands on the blood-soddened veldt on guard until the rising of 

the sun of the Afrikander Republic.  

 

IER. 


