
Friday,Jane 26, Ift9l

PROSPECTING IN MASHONALAND. Hartmann. His horse had evidently tiedthemoment the saddle waa
off his ba,:k and gone to oar camp, knowing that there at least there
wereno flies. Thebites of the insects are like Btaba of needles. I
reached t:>e camp and found that Father Hartmano. hadreturned
safely.

Inthis country on the plateau the climate is glorious, neverhot,
and the airexhilarating. Even down where we areat MangameI
do not think the climate is unhealthy. The fever from which our
party suff red was very mild and wascaught from our proximity tothe river.

You can formnoideaof the esteem in which Father Hartmann
18 held by all in this country. Idon't say a word too much whenI
tell you that he is really loved by one and all— Protestant and
Catholic. The little man was actually about to start from myplace
on Mangame for the goldfields on the Umfuli, moie than seventy
miles away,without a guide or anyone to go withhim. to visit the
Catholicsdown there. ButIwould not allow him. Itold him that
Ihad just receiveda letter fromFather Daignault askingme to take
careof him,and my firstact in that direction was positively to forbid
him to attempt sucha thing. Endless forests,noroads or evenpaths>
numbers of lions, riversliable tobecome impassable at any moment
and full of crocodiles, in fact, dangersof such a character as tomake
the journey without a guide or an escort nothing short of folly.
His duty tohissuperior would havemade him disregard everydanger
but for my opposition. The terrific thunderstorms alone should
prevent sucha journey. The Barest way to get fever in this country
is toget weti

The moreIsee of this country the moreIlike it,although in its
wild uninhabitable state there are many vexations to putup with.
Plagues in the shape of flies— blindfliesin millions, whichbite asI
have before described,other flies not by any means blind andquite
an inch long with eyesas big as peas. When these last stab you,
yoa jump and say naughty words. Midges in billions—" flying
fleas"Icall them— which settle on youand cause intense irritation.
Other midges which settle on your face, hands aDd hair in a thick
crust and each one witha sword. Then there arelions, wolves,and
a number of lesser evils, whichwill all disappear when the country
is occupied. Mind these pestsdon't comeonall atonce; one takes
the placeof the other as time rolls on, in the summer

—
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plague ceasing almost immediatly on the appearance of the fresh
one For twomonths on the Mangame two lions wereour constant
nightly visitors. They would spend the night roariag seldom more
than two hundred yards away from our camp, and would often not
leave us before 8 o'clock in the morning, but they never did us an
injury. WhenFather Hartmann came to the camp they left vs

—
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hope for good. Wolves are very impudent andsometimes comeright
into the camp stealing antelopesheads andskins. Now the rest of
the pioneers have heard of our whereabouts, numbersare flocking
to the oew fields discovered by us, aad we shall soon,have lots of
company.

Besides the sad disaster resulting in the deathof Upington, there
has been another tragical occurrence in. quite a different part of
the country. A number of pioneers went down to theeastward to
occupy the Manica country. With them was a gentleman named
Baumann. Whilst on the march he suffered somewhat from the
chafing of his boots. He remained behind to take themoff, telling
the others he wouldcatch them up. They went slowly onbut as
Baumann didnot appear men wereBent back tosearch for him. The
place was found where he hadsat down,but since that time nothing
hadbeen seen or heard of him. DeDia Doyle and 200 nativeshad
been ecouring the country high and low— but invain. The thing
only that can havebefallen him is death from having been seized on
by a lion, for since thena party of natives was camped on the same
spot, and whilst sitting on the ground in the broad daylight a lion
sprang into their midst and carried off oneof them. Other fatalities
have occurred in other parts. On the road up a young man was
gored todeath by an ox. Another w»s seized by a crocodile. There
is some small amount of Bickness indifferentparts of the country,
and theuniversal opinion is that weare inthe richest gold country
in the world, and one unsurpassedfor agricultural advantages and
general farming.

The various Trades Unions of Wellington took the occasion of
Mr T.Beward entering upon the proprietorshipof thePier Hotel to
entertain that gentleman at a Bmokeconcert. Asplendid spread waa
provided in the large room of the Pier Hotel, to which about Bixty
did ample justice. Mr Graham occupied the chair, and after the
usual loyal toasts hadbeen given, Mr Millar proposed the toast of"

Our Visitors," coupled with thenames of Mr Judge and Mr 81ater,
vice-president and secretary respectively of the Utago Traes and
Labour Council. The toast of "Our Guest

"
was thenext on thelist, the honours being most enthusiastically given, with one cheermore for

"Takapuna Tom." "The Parliament cf Zealand"
was responded to by Mr GeorgeFisher, M.U.K. Severalother toasts
were Riven during the evening, being intersperstid wnh eongs and
musical selections by the band. The party broke up at a late hour
after having spent a most enjoyableevening, all present joining in
cordial good, ffjgh.es towards Mr Seward.inhienew venture.

(B.A. Catholic Magaeine.)
The following extracts from a letter addressed byMr Frank Mandy
to MrsMandy, ioGraham's Town, have been placedat our disposal
for publication. Although dated as far back as January the letterwasreceivedonly in April :—

Port Salisbury, January 26th, 1891.One who went away inall the pridfl of his healthandstrength
waß the first to die. Upington left us full of spirits, strongandhtalthy; but before Light a message cam«» back witha notewhich
informed us that he had accidentally shot himself and requesting
help. We decided that Ishould staybehind and take chargeof theinvalids at the camp and that Armstrong should go and Bee to
Upington. He sent us anote the following day to tie effect thatUpingtoH had hada marvellous escape. He wasadjusting thebridleof his horse with his loadedrifle leaning against his breast when the
charge explodedand the bulletentered just below his left breastandcameout above the collar bone, miraculously breakingnobones and
without entering the cavity of the chest. He was comparatively
■lightly injured and was able toride and continue his journey. He
and his companion had just fired at a fine lion which they almost
rode upon in the long grass, and which lay looking at them not morethan ten or twelve yards away. Itwas inorder to follow up this
lion which was only a short distance off from them that Upington
was engaged in adjusting his bridle. Armstrong and Upington
arrived at Fort Salisbury and adoctor was sent for at once. He
examined the wound and pronounced it slight and not at alldangerous. Everything was going onwell and the wound rapidly
healing, Upington going to Communion on Christmas Day. But on
the next evening whensittingchatting in froat of the househe com-
plained of great painin the wound andarapid change for the worseBet in. In fact erysipelas had come on and though everything
possible was done by those aroundhim and the doctor wasin con-
stant attendance, he died on the following afternoon at 5 p.m.
Father Hartmann gave him the last Sacraments early in the daywhen he was still comparatively strong. He was in full possession
of all his sense*, and knewhe was going to die, but was fully pre-pared for it. His heart was strong and brave,and he wascheerfulandeven jokingup to the last. He diedquietly in his sleep.

One afternoon who should write up to the camp but FatherHartmann. He had received orders from Father Daignault to visit
the native chiefs, not knowing that more than a hundred miles ofroadlees country separated the different gold districts, and thepioneersarescattered in small parties over five of them. However,Father Hartmano wasa very welcome visitor to us. He said Massforus every morning and helped us tonurseDr Brett. About fifteenmiles to the northof Mount St Mary's was a rather importantchiefcalled Zimba, with whom wehadmaintainedvery friendly relations.Nothing wouldsatisfy the little Father but that he must pay Zimbaa visit for missionary purposes. Providing him withaboy as a guide
and food for the journey, wesaw him off. He waato sleep thereandreturn the nextday. Some hours after his departure his horse cameat full speed into the camp, and we knew that he had off-saddled
somewhere andhis horse had galloped off and lefthim in the veldt.Itwas too late todo anything that night,but nextmorningIsaddledup, and taking the Father'a horse, started for Zimba to meethim.About midday Iarrived at the town, eituatedon the topof a veryhigh and precipitous granite hill covered with immense boulders.Whilst still more than a mile from the townIheard the drums beat-ing,not only in the principal town, but from the topof all the sur-rounding hills. The nearerIgot the louder grew the din. The topsof the hillsand the huge granite boulders that crowned them werefringed with a dense mass of black figures all watching my ap-proach and all shouting at the top of their voices. All thisdrnmming andshouting wasin my honour,and Ireceived a mostflattering reception. As soonasIarrived on the first plateau of thehill, out of breath withmy climb and leading the horses,Iwas met
by adeputation bearing the chief's compliments anda largepot ofbeer whichIdrank with great relish. Iwas then escorted to thechief, whomIfound in his hut in company withabout fifty or sixty
peoplein a email room. A fire burned in the middle andeveryone
shone withperspiration— it streamed down my face in rivers. Morebeer wasdrunk, and then Itold them the object of my visit. The
chief informedme that Father Hartmann hadarrived the previous
evening on foot and had left toreturn that morning accompaniedby
twelve men. After drinliing more beerand losing gallons of moisture
through the pores of my skin,Ibade the jolly crew farewell. The
whole town turnedout to see me off. The drumsbeat, and long after
Ihad left the town bidden fromme by a densely vyooded beltIcould
stillhear the drums beating and the people shouting their farewell
to me. ButInever wished to have such a ride again. Both going Jand returningIwasassailed by millions of blind flies. They covered
the horses and their bites nearly maddened the poor brutes. The
blocd streamed from their bodits. Idared Lot dismount for fear
tb.ejshouldbreakaway fromme, ashadoodoubthappenedtoFather
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