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PROLOGUE 

TRUTH and fiction are so intermingled in
this little book of mine that I sometimes find 
myself almost at a loss to distinguish between 
them. So much of the journey really 
happened-to me, and if Curiosity Joe 
was not really with me, I wish he had been ! 
The motor was very real ; . the long grass 
and the bush, and the rough dirt-track real 
also. Even the pulling of the lion's tail 
is true to actual life ( only it was a leopard), 
and I shall never forget fleeing before 
that Bush fire and watching it devour 
the countryside and leave desolation in its 
track. And the flight over Africa really 
happened, and was very wonderful indeed. 

There remains only Joe. What shall we 
say of him 1 Only this, that if his thoughts 
are your thoughts, dear boy-reader, and his 
faith your faith, and above all, if his coming 
to the Saviour is your coming, too, then he 
is very real indeed to you, and what else 
matters, after ·an 1 

One other word. I am real and so are you, 
boy-reader. If you like my book, write me 
a real 'letter and tell me so, and I shall be 
really pleased ! 

Springfield House, 
Davenant Road, 

Oxford. 

MONTAGUE GOODMAN. 



A PLEASANT SURPRISE 

CuruoSITY JOE was the son of his father. 
There's not much of a curiosity in that, 
as I suppose it is true of all boys in a 
way. Yet this it was that procured him his 
nickname and made it stick. For Joe was 
not only the very image of his father as I 
remember him as a boy, but he had his 
parent's propensity for wanting to know 
things and asking questions about them even 
more fully developed. He was full of c-q.riosity 
about everything. Possibly this was in part 
due to--his place of birth, for he wa.,s born in a 
mud hut in a native village far from civili
sation in the heart of darkest Africa. Here 
he spent the first eight years of his life with 
few_ white compa:µions other than his mis
sionary father and mother, and now and 
again a passing traveller. Black boys and 
girls were almost his only playmates, and 
he spoke the native language nearly as 
freely as his mother tongue. 

At length it was necessary for him to 
come to England, and one happy day he was 
delivered, '' carriage paid,'' at my home-a 
little brown wiry monkey of a boy, not .. the 
least bit shy, but bursting with curiosity 
over everything he saw. 

So "Curiosity Joe" we called him, and the 
name has stuck. 

I 
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His father is that intrepid young pioneer 
missionary whom I had known so intimately 
as Jack Wantoknow, and whose career I had 
followed affectionately from his boyhood. 
Now he had confided to my care his only son, 
and for the past six years young Joe W anto-_ 
know had been a welcome and familiar 
meniber of our family circle, a constant and 
-sometimes amusing reminder of the Jack
Wantoknow of other days, and always ask
ing questions about everything.

At first we had a perfect epidemic of them
and were plagued night a1¼d day. _"Where
did the bath water come from and where
did it go when it ran away f' '"Who lit the
electtjc light, ·and why couldn't you blow it
out like the lamps .at home 1" "Why did
snow fall from the sky and what made it so
cold 1 Where had it gone next morning 1 ''
I found my wireless rec�iving set in pieces
one day. Curiosity Joe had pulled it to bits
to find the man who was speaking from the
inside !

However, Joe soon settled down to the
new conditions and, being naturally quick
witted, seldom wanted telling twice. He was
a great favourite at school, with his stories
from Africa of witch doctors, snakes,. croco
diles, lions and leopards, to which the boys
were never tired of listening. Joe would
return home each evening full of questions,
some of which taxed my ingenuity to answer
to his satisfaction.
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''Uncle Solomon,'' said he after tea one 
day, as- we sat over the fire. "Is England a 
Christian country 1'' 

It appears that Joe's. father when a boy 
had dubbed me Solomon because, like the 
Queen of Sheba, he had brought me his hard 
questions, and Joe had continued the prac
tice, adopting me as "Uncle" into the bar
gain. 

''Why do you ask that 1'' said I, putting 
down my paper. 

"Oh, just curiosity !" he replied. 
"Well, what do you think yourself 1" I 

replied, playing for time. 
"Anyhow, the boys in our School aren't." 
''What are they, Joe-heathen 1" 
''Well, of course, they're more or less 

civilised you know ; they wear decent clothes 
and behave properly at meals and all that

> 

and they don't worship fetishes like the 
heathen in Africa, but-,-'' 

"Then they must be Christians, mustn't 
they 1 '' said I, with a twinkle in my eye. 

"But, Uncle Solomon, they don't worship 
anything ! They mock at school prayers and 
brag that they never go to Church unless 
they're made to now and then. Some of 
them even say they don't believe in religion 
and that nobody does now." 

"•And what do you say to them, Joe 1 " 
" Well; you see I'm a prefect this term and 

in the top form, so I can talk to them. We 
had a regular set-to to-day and I told them 



8 OURIOSITY JOE 

they were no better than Africans except 
their skins ! '' 

" My word, Curiosity, that was straight, 
anyway ! " 

" Yes, but what's puzzling me, Uncle 
Solomon is, if it's the same everywhere, then 
ho,v is England a Christian country 1 '' 

"I'm not sure that it is, Joe," I replied 
gravely. "In fact, I don't quite see how you 
can have a Christian country, do you 1 I can 
understand a Christian boy or a Christian man 
or a Christian Church, but hardly a Christian 
Nation in the true sense of the word. Because 
no _nation is composed wholly of Christians 
or, I am afraid, ever will be. '' 

" Then you ought to have missionaries to 
England just as much as to Africa," said Joe. 

" I think we ought," I answered, " and the 
sooner the better. Why not begin at once 
among the heathen in your school, Joe 1 '' 

Joe looked a bit uncomfortable and after a 
pause said, " I'd like to, only I should not 
know what to say and they'd think me a 
real curiosity if I tried ! '' 

"And theri" said I "there's not much 
' ' 

time, for you're leaving at half-term, Joe." 
Joe s�t bolt upright. "Leaving, Uncle 1 "
"Well, there's your public school awaiting 

you after the summer, and between now and 
then s01nething's going to happen.'' 

" What's going to happen; Uncle Sol 1 " 
said Joe with rising excitement. 

" We're going to visit your father together 



ON THE OOEAN WA VE 9 

in the wilds of Central Africa,'' I replied 
quietly. 

" Oh ! ! ! " said Joe. 

ON THE OCEAN WAVE 

J OE was quite a hero at school for the 
remainder of his time there. On the day fol
lowing the momentous news he told his chums 
in a somewhat important manner that he 
was off on his travels again in a week or two. 

"Where are you going, Joe 1 "they asked. 
" Oh, just trekking, through Africa with 

my uncle," he replied. 
" Shooting big game, eh 1 " said one. 
"Well, I dare say we shall take a shot or 

two. Of course, you always have to be pre
pared when marching through the Bush, 
you never know what may spring out at you 
from the long grass-lions and snakes and 
leopards and things," said Joe, while the 
small boys listened open-eyed. 

"Have you got your gun ready 1 " "Will 
you ride a camel 1 " " Or an elephant 1 " 
"And sleep by a camp fire to keep off the 
wild beasts 1 '' came question after question. 

" Send us some foreign stamps, won't you, 
Joe 1 " was the practical request of an 
ardent young philatelist. 

"I say, Joe, how lucky you are ! "was the 
general comment, and Joe thought so, too. 
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He lay awake at night thinking of all the 
adventures to co1ne, and then fell asleep to 
dream of .them. Joe ':Vas indeed a fortunate 
youngster, for it is not every boy of four
teen who has such a chance of seeing the 
world, _and I felt myself fortunate in· having 
such a jolly companion on my travelfi. For 
Joe was a big boy for his age, self reliant, 
keen on everything, observant, and as I've 
alre�dy told you, full of curiosity. I did not 
anticipate _many dull moments in such 
company. 

At length the long-looked-for day ap
proached. Our boxes were packed, our 
passages secured, passports obtained, and by 
no means least important, photographic 
cameras, including "movies", were all pre
pared. Goodbyes were said, and we made 

. our way ·to the docks to join our ship for 
South Africa. 

It was a big ship as it lay by the quay
side in Southampton Dock. The tugs that 
were fussing about it looked almost lik� 
little puppies playing rounq. some big sleep
ing greyhound. And the men aboard re
sembled nothing so much as a colony of ants 
as they hurried to and fro getting ready to 
put to sea. Curiosity Joe was in his element 
and I wa� sore put to it. to answer his inces
sant questions. He wanted to know every
thing at once, and I had to remind him that 
Africa was a long way off and there was 
plenty of time to investigate the ship, 
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which was to be our home for more than a 
fortnight. 

As we floated down the Solent the lights 
began to appear like stars along the shore 
and the big bea1ns from lighthouses and 
lightships shone o·ut to guide our way down 
the English Channel. 

At last old England disappeared in the 
evening mists and we were away on our 
adventures. Even Joe kept quiet as we 
stood together on deck in the gloaming, and 
his hand crept into mine in a friendly sort of 
way as though to say, "·Now we are off into 
the unknown world togeth�r, Uncle Solomon 
and I ! '·' And then he got into his bunk and 
as the boat slid on its way he slid into dream
land. 

The Bay of Biscay was unkind. A_ great 
storm raged and Joe had not got his sea 
legs. Truth to tell it was a part of his 
anatomy other than his legs that troubled· 
him-and he was very sick ! But we were 
voyaging southward to the summer sun
shine, and a few days brought ·calm seas 
a�d hot sun, with games on board and bath
ing in the great deck swimming bath. And 
Joe was as happy as a boy could be. 

Of course Joe must see everything and he 
was delighted when the Chief Officer, at whose 
table we sat and who took a fancy to J-Oe 
(as indeed did everyone on board) invited us 
to come with him on to the bridge. .This was 
an unusual favour a,nd Joe. ,v-ho had already 
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begun to keep a diary, was busy making 
notes of all he saw. The Chief Officer was not 
only a good sailor but a good Christian, so I 
was not surprised when, as we entered the 
chart-house, he remarked to Joe 

" This is where we keep the ship's Bible ; 
would you like to see it, Joe 1 " 

"Oh yes please, sir," said Joe, anticipating 
a large leather-bound volume of the "Family" 
variety. 

Instead of which he saw spread before 
him on the ample desk a huge sheet covered 
with· strange lines and figures. 

" There you are, Joe," said the Chief 
Officer," that's what keeps the ship straight, 
that's the chart that tells the way. · li we' 
didn't consult that several times a day we 
should lose our course and probably suffer 
shipwreck. You see, it does for the ship 
just what the Bible is intended to do for 
you and me. And here is the ship's Prayer
book.'' 

'' Prayer-book, sir 1 '' said Joe as he looked 
at a strange instrument the officer had in his 
hand. 

"Well, it's what the ship prays with, any
how," said he, with a smile at Joe's per
plexity. "·Even the chart wouldn't be much 
use without this, Joe. It's called a sextant 
and is used for looking at the sun." 

" But you can see the sun without that, 
sir, "laughed Joe. 

�' Yes, but not so as to gqt the sun to speak 
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to you ; that's what this does. It tells you 
just where you are, and if you've gone out 
of your way it puts you right by consultation 
with the chart. So you see.how important it is 
to look up as well as to look at the chart. 
You can't go wrong if you are careful to do 
both constantly .. " 

" And what's that curious instrument, 
please 1 " said Joe, examining a clock-like 
machine, much in the appearance of an 
automatic barometric recording cylinder. 

" Oh, that's very_ important,." said the 
Chief. "T-hat's nothing less than the ship's 
Conscience l '' 

" I didn't know a ship had a conscience," 
remarked the boy, more puzzled than ever. 

" Why yes, how else is it to be warned 
when danger is near 1 · There are so many 
hidd�n rocks and shoals and other perils 
below the surface that without this instru
ment the ship might find itself aground for 
want of warning. Lots of ships are lost that 
way. But this instrument will tell you in 
time to steer clear if you will take the trouble 
to consult it. Of course, even a human 
conscience is not much good if you don't 
listen to it ! " 

"How does it work, sir 1 "said Joe. 
"Well it really is rather clever," said the 

Chief, " it takes the place of the old-fashioned 
sounding lead, only it actually does work by 
sound." 

" By sound, sir 1" 
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"Yes, Joe, actually by sound. It is a sound
recording machine like a gramophone and it 
works this way. At the bottom of this ship 
there . is a hammer which keeps knocking 
against the keel. _ Every knock is echoed 
from the bottom of the sea and the time 
taken for the echo to come back is recorded 
on this disc. You notice the wavy line here 1
That is exactly the contour of the bottom 
of the sea over which we are passing. As 
sound travels through water at a constant 
known speed the contour of the line recorded 
by the echo gives the exact variation in 
fathoms of the sea bottom. So if a reef is in 
the vicinity the ship gets warning in time 
and can steer clear.'' 

'' How wonderful ! '' said Joe, his eyes wide 
with astonishment, and I thought so, too. 

" And this is the ship's wheel, isn't it 1 " 
he asked, as he watched the helmsman at 
work. 

'' Yes,'' replied the Chief, '' only I like to 
call it the ship's Will."

" Why will 1 Oh, I see, that's jolly good," 
said Joe, "it's what the ship steers its course 
by. You make the ship go the way you will

by the wheil, isn't that it 1 " 
" Right, Joe, quite right, and it's wonder

fully important· that the wheel ( or will) 
should be controlled by someone who knows. 
When we approach a port we always call in a 
pilot and hand over the wheel to him." 

"I see that too," said Joe seriously. 
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'' You know, sir, I think you'd make a good 
parson ! " 

"
1A sort of Sky Pilot, eh, Joe 1 " replied the 

Chief, laughing heartily. " Well, perhaps 
you may come to do a bit of that yourself 
one day ; who knows � " and he led the way 
to the engine room. 

What Joe saw in the engine room quite 
revolutionised his ideas as to motors. 
Hitherto his experienqe had been limited · 
to a six-cylinder touring car of 16 horse
power, the secrets of which he had fairly well 
mastered for .a boy of his age. He now found 
himself introduced to a motor of gigantic 
proportions. For this was a motor ship, 
with motors of 18 cylinders developing no 
less than eleven thousand horse power and 
so quiet and smooth-running and spotlessly 
clean that he could descend into their midst 
in white :flannels unsoiled. -Joe was specially 
attracted by the lift which took us down a 
drop of 85 feet to the shafts that drove the 
twin screws 30 feet below the surface. Here 
was the very heart of the great ship, the 
secret of its power, its motive force which 
took it on its course independent of wind 
or tides or adverse cUITents to its destination. 
Should the engines fail the boat must drift 
at the mercy of winds and wav�s without 
direction or. hopes. '' Wherein,'' said I to 
Joe, as we ascended to the deck again, "I 
perceive a parable." 

"Wait a bit, Uncle," Joe replied, "see if 
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I can guess it. I've got it ! It's something 
about having power inside to make you go, 
isn't it 1 " 

"Something like that," I replied. "Hullo ! 
look at those flying fish, they're the first I've 
seen this voyage." 

"Where, Uncle 1 " cried Joe excitedly. 
" Oh, I see them, �ren't they beauties ! 
What makes them go like that� Uncle 1 " 

'' The same thing, Joe-power inside. The 
power of life, and that's really what makes 
people able to go against the stream and not 
drift with the crowd around them. It is 
something as quiet and hidclen · and un
pretentious as the ship's engines or the 
fishes' life. It's power inside, the power of a 
new life. It's a tremendous thing to have, 
Joe isn't it 1 Now for a game of quoits. We 
need a bit of exercise after so instructive a 
morning.'' 

THE UNHAPPY TREE 

CAPE TOWN at last ! And there was 
Table Mountain with its table cloth on, 
that curious white cloud that so often lies 
on its flat top early in the morning. " And 
there's the Lion's Head, Joe ! " 

" Oh, Uncle, a lion already ! " cried Joe, 
all excitement. 

" Not a real one, Joe, only that mountain 
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there to the right of Table Mountain. It's 
called ' The Lion's Head ' from its form. 
It looks like an enormous lion when 
viewed from one direction. And now for the 
shore !. '' 

There was plenty to interest Joe during the 
few days we spent in Cape Town and I was 
kept busy answering questions all day long. 
Of course, the wonderful memorial to Cecil 
Rhodes filled him with admiration as he 
gazed upon the great bronze horseman peer
ing northward toward where lay the wide 
expanses of Rhodesia. 

" What a wonderful man, Uncle ! Think 
of an ordinary English boy growing up to be 
s.o famous ! How glorious to ·have one's 
name written right across a continent ! " And 
Joe traced the capital letters RHODESIA 
on the map which he was carrying. "Don't 
you think he must have been a very happy 
man, Uncle Solomon 1 '' 

'' Curiously enough, someone asked him 
that very question once, Joe." 

" And what did he say, Uncle 1 " 
" Well, you'll think it rather surprising, 

but this was his reply, 'Happy ! Good 
heavens, no ! I'd give all that I possess if I 

· could believe what that old man believes.'
And he pointed to a bearded old gentleman
in a curious uniform standing by him.''

'' Who was the old man, Uncle Sol 1 '' 
- "It was General Booth of the Salvation

Army, Joe." 
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" But why wasn't he happy 1 He'd got 
lots and lots of money and heaps of friends, 
and as for fame-what could he want more 1" 

" It's a curious thing that none of those 
things nor all of them put together ever 
really satisfy peopl�, and if you're not com
pletely satisfied you're not completely happy, 
Joe. In fact, men and women are the only 
unsatisfie,d, and therefore unhappy, crea
tures in the world. 

"Why is that, I wonder 1 "pondered Joe. 
" Animals all seen.1 perfectly contented," 
and he pointed to some sheep and oxen 
grazing in a field opposite, '' and our dog 
Jack at home is as happy as can be; and 
I'm happy enough too-but not always; 
no, I don't think rm really· happy all the 
time, Uncle, though I am a lucky fellow 
and you are such trumps ,to me. Isn't it 
curious 1 I wonder why it is 1 '' 

" Well, Curiosity, some people are. really 
happy deep down inside, all the time ! " 

"Don't they have anything to trouble 
them, Uncle 1 " 

"Yes, old chap, some of them have lots 
of troubles, but they only see1n to ruffle 
the surface like the wind on the water. 
Underneath, their peace is 'like a river,' all 
quiet and still and deep in spite of every
thjng." 

" Must be nice to be like that," remarked 
Joe thoughtfully. He was in• one of his 
grave moods, but quite suddenly it passed 
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and laughingly he said, "That's enough 
of poor old Rhodes ! Where do we go next, 
Uncle 1 '' 

We got into our waiting car and motored 
back into Cape Town. 

" Here's something interesting, Joe," said 
I, as we stood in. a square by a big Dutch 
Church. 

" It's only an old tree stump. What's it 
there for 1 '' 

'' See-it's got an inscription on it." And 
Joe read its story. 

'' I suppose that was the su.ddest tree in 
all the world," said I, " for under that tree 
poor negroes were _bought a1;1d sold ·as slaves 
for a hundred years and more. They were 
brought from the old Court House in the 
corner of the square there and offered for 
sale under this tree like cattle. Sometimes 
husbands and wives would be sold to different 
masters and never see each other again." 

" And what about the children, Uncle 1 " 
" They would be dragged from their 

mothers and sold· just as you would s�ll 
young puppies." 

" How dreadfully wicked ! '" said Joe in a 
low voice. " Who was it did. that 1 " 

" The Dutch people who worshipped in 
that big Church opposite the tree, Joe. 
They prayed to God inside and then came 
out and sold slaves ! " 

"O,h ! What dreadful hypocr-! '' began 
Joe, but I interrupted him. 
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" Not at all, Joe. They were quite sincere 
and many of them good and true men who 
loved their wives and children and would 
have wept_ if they were parted from them." 

" Then why did they do such cruel things 
to others 1 '' 

" I suppose they had forgotten the Golden 
Rule, 'What�oever ye would that men should 
do unto you do ye even so unto them.' Most 
of the bad things in the world occur because 
people don't keep close to the Book. And 
praying in a Church isn't much good if you 
don't practice outside it." 

" But are these black people we see every
where we go, all slaves, Uncle 1 " 

"No, Joe, not a single one of them, thank 
God. For slavery was finally abolished 100 
years ago, and the unhappy tree has gone 
with it.· Only the stump remains with that 
inscription on it to serve as a reminder-and 
perhaps as a warning. And now let's go and 
buy the motor, Joe." 

"What motor, Uncle Solomon 1-" cried 
Joe, all excitement. '' Are we really going 
into the wilds of Africa in a motor-car 1 '' 

'' Right into the heart of darkest Africa 
for thousands of miles through the long 
grass and the bush and the jungle, just you 
and I together with all our belongings 
pac}red into one good oar boring our way 
into the ' back of beyond· ! ' Are you afraid, 
Joe, or ready for the adventure 1 " 

'' Not afraid with you, Uncle,'' said the 
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boy, squeezing my arm, "but won't it be 
dangerous 1 " 

" Not very, Joe, and thep., after all, we 
shan't be really alone, shall vre1 You see He'll 
be with us at every turn of the road." 

" But I thought you said ' you and I,' 
Uncle. Is someone else coming too 1 " 

" Someone else, most assuredly, Joe. I 
simply couldn't.go without Him, you know." 

"Oh," said Joe, "I see-." and he added 
gravely, "thank you, Uncle ; I'm glad of 
that, too." 

And so we wended our way. to the motor 
showrooms. 

DIGGING FOR GOLD 

"A . ND is this really the Golden City, 
Uncle 1 '' queried Joe. '' It looks more like a 
city of mud f '' 

We were approaching Johannesburg to
ward the close of a pouring wet day. Cer
tainly it did not look very inviting as we 
motored past great mountains of slag 
towering over mine-shafts and machinery, 
buildings and native compounds, which 
comprised the outskirts of the great city. 

"Yes, Joe, this is the famous Jo'burg. It 
will look better in the sunshine to-morrow.'' 

"But where is the gold, Uncle 1 "asked 
Joe, with a note of disappointment in his 

. 

voice. 
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All the way across the barren "Karroo" 
and the hundreds of miles of veui that lay 
between Cape Town and Johannesburg Joe 
had been talking of nothing hut gold. His 
curiosity had been insatiable and he had 
plied me with a thousand questions. I had 
told him how only 50 years or so ago away 
there on the open treeless plain 5,500 feet 
above the sea, quite unexpectedly some 
prospectors had discovered an outcrop of 
gold-bearing reef, and how a mad rush had 
followed to stake out claims. So Johannes
burg sprang up almost in a night to become 
in half a century a mighty city, witp. more 
than 1,000 miles of streets and almost, if not 
quite, the largest population in the southern 
hemisphere. I told him that more than half 
the gold in all the world is dug from its mines 
and that it ,vas probably by far the richest 
spot iri the whole enrth. Whether Joe had 
expected to see the streets paved with gold 
I don't know, but anyhow he was obviously 
disappointed as he looked around him and 
asked again : 

"But where is �he gold, Uncle 1 " 
'' Millions and millioD;S of pounds worth 

of it, directly underneath us, Joe," said I 
with a smile. 

Joe looked instinctively on the- ground 
below him', and then at me. 

"' No, Joe, not there, but a l!lile or so 
further down, right in the heart of the earth, 
is the world's treasure-house of gold-would 
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you like iio see it 1 '' 
" Oh, ·uncle l " cried Joe, "may I 1 Can 

we 1 I mean is it allowed 1 Oh, I say, how 
lovely ! '' and the boy 'jumped about in the 
car with such excitement that I could 
hardly keep it on a straight course. 

" Steady, old chap," said I, "or you'll 
tumble out and then you'll see a hospital 
instead of a · gold-mine l '' 

So we drew up at our hotel. 
Next 1norning, clad in a couple of old 

borrowed suits and looking like Burglar 
Bill and his Boy, we descended into the very 
bowels of the earth. We entered a small 
iron cage and dropped 5,000 or more feet at 
the rate of 1,500 feet a minute down the 
shaft. At length we reached the lowest 
point and stood in a dark narrow passage 
with a mile of rocky earth above us. And 
here we s�w men hard at work pigging
digging for GOLD ! Black, naked, sweating 
negroes like so- many demons in the infernal 
regions (it was terribly hot, too !) with great 
pneumatic drills piercing· the reef with long 
six-foot steel rods, thus making holes in 
whic� to place the charge of dynamite. 
The pneumatic drill achieves in a few 
minutes what in former times took half a 
day. 

" But where is the gold 1 " que1ied Joe, 
peering on all sides for traces of the precious 
1netal. 

"There it is, Joe," said I, pointing to a 
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seam of curious looking rock about. six feet 
deep running downwards in a diagonal 
direction through the wall before us. It 
certainly didn't look like gold one little bit, 
and again Joe sho,ved his disappointment� 
I gave him a piece to examine. Joe turned 
it over and then said laughingly, " It looks 
for all the world like a slab of nut-toffee, 
Uncle r " 

"Exactly so; that is how it got its Dutch 
name-' Banket', '' I replied. '' Do you see 
those things that look like nuts embedded 
in the rock 1 They are really quartz 
pebbles, and the gold adheres to them as the 
skin to the nuts in hardbake or nut-toffee. 
You may keep that piece of banket, Joe, 
and show it to the boys· at school. It's got 
real gold in it-but not very much ! '' 

Joe slipped it into his pocket and felt 
quite · rich. 

"Is t1iere very much of the reef, Uncle 1 
It doesn't seem very deep to look at," said 
Joe. 

"It's only a narrow seam, Joe, certainly, 
but it stretches laterally for more than sixty 
miles and goes deeper and deeper down. 
You can trace the line of it on the s·urface by 
the forty or fifty mines with their slag heaps 
across the Rand (vrhich is just the Dutch 
word for 'reef'). · And because it goes so· 
deep the shafts follow it further and further 
down. The Rand Mines are the deepest in 
the world. But it's time we saw daylight 
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again. Come along." We entered the cage ; 
it took a quarter of an hour to be hauled to 
the surface, where a hot bath and a big cup 
of cocoa awaited us. 

" But how do they get the gold, Uncle, if 
it's embedded in the rock 1 It must be very 
difficult 1 '' 

,·,come along and see them do it," I said, 
and led the way towards a great building near 
the pit head. "It's no good asking questions 
once we get in there, Curiosity, for we shan't 
hear each other speak.'' 

So, indeed it was, for there were no less 
than 200 mighty stamping machines each 
dropping a weight of 2,200 lbs. a drop of 9 
inches 95 times a minute 1 Here the banket 
was crushed to powder-but still no, sign of 
gold. . . Other processes followed, the last 
but one producing a sticky liquid mass as 
black as soot ! 

" Almost pure gold, Joe t " said I. 
"Never, Uncle," said Joe, putting his 

hands into it and stirring it round, " there's 
not a speck of gold there ! '' 

"Very well, Curiosity, we shall see, but 
you must wash it all off your fingers before 
they'll let you out of the room. And now for 
the retorts.'' 

And having washed off every trace of the 
prPcious soot, we were taken to see the final 
stage. At last Joe saw the gold-a liquid 
stream of it pouring from the retorts into the 
dies to be converted into gold bars. 
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"There's the gold, -Joe; handle it and 
see." And the boy laid hold of a yellow 
shining brick of solid gold. 

" Oh, Uncle, it's as heavy as lead ! 
,
, 

" Yes, Joe ; one of the heaviest of all the 
metals as well as the most precious. But now 
we must get back to-lunch, and after that 
we'll go to the refinery.'' 

It was a special privilege to visit the gold 
refinery, where all the gold in the Rand is 
brought to �e refined before being put to use. 
Needless to say it it; strongly guarded, with 
as many locks and keys as a prison, and con
siderably harder to enter and almost as hard 
to leave ! At the entrance was a ton of 
banket from. which gold is extracted and 
beside it the amount of gold it yielded, a

small ingot about the size of a collar stud ! 
"All that rock raised from a mile belo,v 

and crushed and smelted and purified to 
produce so little, Joe ! Do you think it was 
worth while 1 " 

" But, Uncle, · it is go"ld t " said Joe. 
" Yes, Joe, it is gold, thougb you thought it 

was soot this morning! Things aren't always 
what they seem, are they 1 " 

Then we entered the refinery building. 
It W8!S fascinating to watch the retorts full 

of liquid gold and to see the chlorides of 
silver and copper rise to the surf ace to be 
carefully removed until every foreign ele
ment hf:Ld been eliminated and the gold was 
pure. Then, and then only, could the face of 
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the refiner be seen reflected in the surface as 
in a mirror, and then the work was done, 'the 
gold was perfect and went, forth sta,niped 
with the official mark. 

As we. walked h�rneward Joe said as he 
clung to my arm, '' I shall never forget to-cfa y 
Uncle- Solomon. · 1 shall never .see a piece of 

� ' ; 

gold witholJt thinking of its long journey 
from the darkness underground· and whait it 
went through to make it so p-q.re and lovely . .,., 

" Yes, there's quite a lot to t�nk about 
in a gold-mine, Joe� one w�y �nd another," 
said I gravely, "but come in at this gate a�d 
I'l l show you a, different sort ·of gold-mine." 
And ·I led the way through the entrance to a 
native compound. 

"What's this·, Uncle� "asked Joe. 
'' It's where the natives who work the 

mines live, Joe," . and we walked through 
crowds of native men and women huddled 
together within the' high walls and barbed 
wire fences of the compound. 

·They _were not a pleasant sight, certainly.
Many were dirty, depraved looking and 
coarse, not unlike repulsive animals, and I 
noticed that Joe shrunk from them with 
obvious dislike. 

"You don't seem to like this gold-1nine as 
much as the other one, Joe," said I quietly. 

"Gold-mine, Uncle 1 "said Joe.. "I see 
i1othiµg but a . crowd of ugly blacks !'" 

"Rather like soot, eh, Joe 1 Like the soot 
we saw thls morning, do you think 1 '' 
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" Oh, Uncle, but that was really gold after 
all, wasn't it 1 " said Joe. 

"Yes, J'oe, it was," and I stood still and 
looked steadily at the boy, "and these men 
are GOLD, true gold, gold most precious!'' 

The boy stared at me, evidently impressed 
by my earnest manner. 

"Joe," said I, "this gold-mine here is 
worth infinitely more than all the gold
mines in the Rand. It was to dig this gold 
that brought your fat;her to Central Africa 
and keeps him here. It's true they don't 
look like gold any more than banketdoes. It's 
true there's.lots of slag and worthless rubble 
there to hide the gold, but the great Pros
pector of Souls found this mine and purchased 
it at a price more precious than gold that. 
perisheth.' Think of it, Joe-He died for the 
gold you see around yo-q here ! And now 
His servants are busy digging it out of the 
darkness, and He, the wonderful refiner, is 
purifying it until it reflects His own image. 
And it does, Joe; I've seen it on black faces 
with my own eyes ! '' 

I don't think the lad had often seen me so 
moved. He slipped his arm through mine as 
we walked away in silence, and I knew he was 
thinking. Presently he said : 

"Uncle, I shall never see a black man now 
but I shall think of gold." 

After another and longer pause he said: 
"Do you think, Uncle, Jesus may perhaps 

see a little gold in me 1 '' 
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To which I replied, " Joe, dear Joe, He 
loved you and gave Himself for you." 

And we continued our walk in silence all 
the way home. 

THE RAINBOW OF THE MOON

IT w�s a bright May morning when we set 
forth on our long trek through Central 
Africa. Curiosity· Joe was full of suppressed 
excitement as we bowled along the road 
northward from Johannesburg in our good 
car, loaded with all manner of unusual things 
for a motor trip. For this was certainly no 
ordinary trip, and we must be prepared for 
extraordinary things to happen. In case of a 
breakdown we could not hope to 'phone up 
a garage for two very sufficient reasons : 
there were no telephones and there were no 
garages ! So we must be prepared. This 
only added to Joe's thrill. He had spent a 
few days in a garage in Johannesburg before 
we set out, asking questions by the hundred, 
and really had picked up a lot of useful 
information about the car. Moreover, he had 
adopted the role of courier for the journey, 
and had taken charge of luggage, provisions 
and other details in n, n1ost business-like 
manner. He really showed hir;nself capable 
beyond his age, and proved an ideal 
companion, keeping me amused with his 
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observations and questions upon everything 
we met upon our lo1�g journey. 

Of course, the ro�d was lonely. Traffic 
there was none, and .many' scores of miles 
we travelled. without meeting a vehicle of 
any description.. 'Fhrough the· hill country of 
the Transvaal the road climbea o:ver the Salt 
Pan _Mountains and so on into Rhodesia. It 
\vas the Great North Road of Africa, but. t:p.e 
greatness did not iinpress us as we bumped 
along the rough and narrnw track through 
the bu.sh and the long grass which towered 
in places higher than the •car. ln and out of 
gaps and gaping holes an.dover boulders the 
car climbed valiantly� pitching a_nd rolling 
like a ship at sea. We came u.pon stretches 
of thick sand through which we ploughed 
our way, slithering from side to side as we 
went. At length we reached a bush inn, 
where we slept in a round, thatched hut 
after the pattern of a na.tive rorulavel. On 
again at sunrise over sandy· l)lains. to the 
Mica Hi11s. We lurched and jumped and 
skidded up the mountain pass and down 
agaiil, the car doing feats which no self
respecting vehicle should be ask�d to per
form, and ·so ever on into the heart of Africa. 
Not a soul for hundreds of miles save a .rare 
figure of a native with his spear in hand. 

At night we lit a log fire (for safety's sake), 
curled ourselves in our sleeping bags and, 
committing ourselves to our Heavenly 
Father's care, slept soundly beneath the 
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Southern Oros$ and a skyful of other con
stellations overhead. 

'' Look at that curious white cloud, Uncle ! 
Why, it's rising upwards from the ground ! 
What can it be 1 '' Joe peered through the 
windscreen. 

" That's· what David Livingstone asked 
when he saw the same sight, Curiosity. It's 
miles and miles away, but as we're going there 
you'll soon see .. Can you hear anything 1 " 

A dull roar met our ears. " That's what the 
natives call ' The Smoke that Sounds,' and 
what do you think we call it 1. Livingstone 
named it for us : 'The Victoria Falls.' " 

" Oh, I say ! Anythjng · like Niagara, 
Uncle 1 " asked Joe, all excitement again. 
He had -been a bit sleepy during the last hou:r;, 
after a picnic lunch. 

"So much bigger than Niagara, Joe, as to 
make that famous fall comparatively insig
nifi.oant, or, as a Yankee once remarked, 'a 
mere perspiration ' beside it ! But we shall 
soon be there and you shall see for yourself.'' 

We drew up on the bridge that spans the 
chasm into which the mighty torrent poured. 

Curiosity Joe held my hand as we stood 
looking over the edge, and I felt him tremble. 

" 420 feet sheer drop, as against Niagara's 
164 feet," said I. "If you stood St. Paul's 
Cathedral down there the cross would still be 
50 feet below us. And it is 6,000 feet wide in 
a direct line-fancy, more than a mile of 
waterfall ! 100,000,000 gallons of water go 
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over the top every minute when the Zambesi 
is in flood. See, there's a rainbow right 
across the fall. That's the sun shining on the 
spray. I like that rainbow, Joe, don't you 1 
It seems so friendly in a very terrible scene. 
Rather like the first rainbow, eh, Joe 1 " 

"When w�s that, Uncle Solomon 1 " 
" No marks for that, Curiosity," said I, 

laughing. 
"Wait a bit, Uncle," cried- the boy, 

"of course, I remember, it was at the Flood!"· 
"Quite right, it was, and it taught Noah to 

look up instead of at the desolation all 
around him. Look down in the chasm there 
and you'll tremble (a lady fell down a few 
years ago !), but look up and you'll trust. 
For the God who made the falls sent the rain
bow to span them.'' 

'' Isn't it beautiful ! '' said the boy as he 
gazed at the fascinating sight. " Where do 
the colours come from 1 '' 

"From a single ray of white light," said I. 
'' All the seven colours of the rainbow com
bine to make white, and when the white 
light ,falls upon the spray tossed up by those 
angry falls it just causes it to display itself 
in all its �eauty in the rainbow." 

" I didn't know there was so much loveli
ness in light before, Uncle Solomon. Is that 
what ·the Bible means when it says ' God is 
Light' 1 Is it because He is so beautiful 1 '' 

"Full marks and top of the class for that, 
Cwiosity," said I ; " that's exactly it. You 
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see, as. light is made up of all the colours 
perfectly blended, so God is just all that is 
holy and gracious and loving and true 
perfectly combined in one wonderful Being. 
One day the Light came down to our storm
toss_ed world and made the 1nost glorious 
Rainbow ever seen, named Jesus. So that 
anyone who wants to know what · God is 
really like looks. at Jesus and sees all His 
glory ancl beauty and perfection fully 
displayed there. All the seven colours of the 
rainbow there are just a picture of the seven 
' I ams ' that comprise Jesus. Look them 
out some time in the Gospel of John, and you 
will see God rainbowed in the Lord Jesus." 

" And what's black made up of 1 " asked 
Curiosity. 

"Nothing at all, Joe ! As white is a 
combination of all the colours, so black is 
the absence of them all. Each absent ray 
darke� the light until the last ray gone 
means total blackness. It is a terrible thing 
to live in the dark, for you walk in darkness 
and know not at what you stumble. It is 
a gloomy life 'without God and without 
hope in the world.' But it is an even more 
terrible thing to die in the dark, for that 
means ' the blackness of darkness for ever.' '' 

The next day was Sunday, and at night 
the moon shone full. It was an occasion not 
to be missed, and we made our way from the 
hotel at Livingstone where we were staying, 
back to the falls to see them bathed in moon-
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light. It was a sight never to be forgotten, 
for not only did the mighty falls exhibit a 
silver sheen like fairyland, but the bold and 
perfect arch of a lunar rainbow framed the 
picture with its end deep down in the gorge 
at the foot of the cataract. As we watched, 
entranced, we saw another bow standing on 
end up the chasm into which the water 
plunged, and--

" Look, uncle, look ! Another ! It's like a 
mighty loop filling the gorge from the river 
to the edge of the cliff ! Oh, isn't it mar
vellous." And Joe found himself actually 
clapping his hands•with delight. 

"But, Uncle Solomon," said Joe later, as 
we walked back to the town,'' I didn't know 
you could have a rainbow without the sun." 

" Nor can you, Joe ; never without the sun 
and the spray," I replied, with emphasis. 

", But wasn't it the 1noon that made those 
bows just now 1 '' 

"Yes, I suppose it was, but the sun 
deserves most of the credit,'' I replied with 
a mysterious smile. 

'' But uncle, the sun· ,vasn't there at all." 
protested Joe. 

"You mean jt wasn't Been, don't you, 
Curiosity ? It was still there you know. 
It is always in the sky. If it hadn't been 
there'd have been no rainbow to-night, and 
what's more, there'd· have been no moon
shine ! ''

"I say, Uncle Sol," laughed Joe," are you 
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sure you 're no_t talking moonshine 1 " 
" On the contrary, sober, solemn truth, 

Joe, and truth with a sermon in it. Are you 
-in the mood for a Sunday evening sermon 1
It has four heads : first the Sun, second the
Moon, third t�e Spray, and finally the
Rainbow ! The sun began it, the moon took
it up, the spray played an important part
and the lovely result was the rainbow."

"But how did the sun begin it 1" asked
Joe.

"By shining on the moon of course; Joe.
The poor old moon hasn't got a single ray of
light to boast of as its own. It would be cold
and black and ugly without the sun. But
when it gets into right relation to· the sun
it is trans£ ormed futo a beautiful ball of
light as we saw it to-night."

''I say, Uncle Solomon, this is one of your 
parable sermons -isn't it 1 " 

"Yes, Joe; can you see the par�ble 1 " 
. "I can a bit," said Joe thoughtfully. 

" Isn't Jesus the sun in your sermon 1 " 
"He is indeed.· The Bible calls Him by a 

beautiful name, ' the Sun of Righteousness.' 
Can you see any more 1 '' 

"Well, uncle, does He shine on us as the 
sun shines on the moon 1 '' 

" If we're in the right relation for Him 
to do it, Joe, and then He transforms us and 
makes us shine. But it is His light all the 
time." 
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" What about the rainbow, uncle ? How 
does that co1ne 1 " 

" That's where the third head of my 
sermon comes in Joe-the Spray. The spray 
from the tossing waterfall or the rain from 
the �torm cloud are necessary if you want 
to have a rainbow. It is just those troublous 
things that bring out the lovely colours that 
are in the light and display their beauties to 
the eyes of men." 

'' I see,'' said Joe, after a pause. '' Is that 
why Christians show up best when things 
go wrong, uncle? " 

" Yes, Joe ; but it's not their best, it's not 
their light, you know ; they get it from the 
sun. Did you notice that the moon's rain
bows were the same colours as the sun's 1 " 

" Yes, uncle, only not nearly so bright." 
"That's it, Joe, the same colours only no't 

so perfect. I'm afraid they never will be, 
for we are poor reflectors at best, aren't we 1 '' 

" Oh, uncle, I sometimes think I'm not a 
reflector at all," said Joe, hanging his head 
as he walked, "but I often wish I were ! " 

"It's all a question of relation to the sun, 
dear Joe," said I. 

"Yes, uncle, I think I'm beginning to 
understand ; but I'm very slow.'' And Joe 
sighed. 

"Slow and sure, Joe, slow and sure. I 
hope you'll ' get there ' one day-perhaps 
soon.'' 
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OUR way grew wilder and the roads
were more primitive than ever as we pur
sued our journey northward. We were now 
in the Belgian Congo, and from the armed 
condition of the natives whom WE> passed 
from time to time we guessed there were 
dangers abroad. None was travelling alone, 
and the groups we met all carried spears; 
some even had bows and arrows, and all did 
not linger on the way. Curiosity Joe had 
found to his delight that his early familiarity 
with the native Bantu tongue had speedily 
returned to him, and though dialects had 
differed ,in various parts yet he could make 
himself understood almost everywhere. This 
was, of course, very useful and was to become 
more so later. Stopping at a group, he asked 
them why they were armed and what danger 
they feared. · The reply they gave him was 
in one word which sent a thrill through 
him when he heard it. The word was 
'' Lions ! '' 

We had seen no dangerous beasts on our 
route so far, though Joe had· recognised and 
pointed out to me spoor he had learned to 
note when he was a child. Leopards, 
lions, cheetahs, and elephants, of course, 
left their marks upon the ground and 
Curiosity was quick to see these, but no 
animals had appeared in view. The long 
grass formed efficient cover for them so that 

87 
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they 1night see without being seen. Once as 
we picnicked we had heard a rustle close 
by and smelt a strong, pungent smell, and 
Joe had whispered '' Leopard, Uncle ! '' and 
we had . decamped rapidly to the car, but 
even then we saw nothing. 

And now our way became almost impass
able. 'l'he road was all but obliterated with 
long grass si.x and seven feet high, through 
which we ploughed our way �s through a 
hay field. We protected the· radiator of 
the car with gauze, but even then hay seed 
penetrated and blocked the honeycomb 
· oles considerably. · We learned afterwards
that the reason of the difficult conditions
was a broken wooden bridge some miles
ahead only just repaired, and the road after
three months' disuse had for all practical
purposes ceased to be.

" It's a good thing it's the dry season, 
Uncle Solomon," said Joe, "or we should 
not get far, should we 1 '' 

"No, Joe," said I, "but I don't like the 
look of the sky to the west there. I've 
seldom seen anything more threatening." 

As I spoke we watched a great black 
thunder cloud mount into the heavens and 
blacken the sky. It was late afternoon and 
W0I had several miles to go to the friendly 
mission station where we were to spend the 
night. · If we were caught in a storm and 
had to sleep in the Bush- l I kept my 
fears to myself and pushed along as fast as 
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the car could go through the grassbound 
road. 

Suddenly came a vivid, blinding flash of 
lightning · sheer overhead, followed by a 
crash that shook the very ground. Poor 
Joe gave an involuntary jump and I felt 
his hand grip my a�m-another flash and 
another ! Crash upo� crash the tropical 
storm raged and down came the rain in 
sheets. There was no possible shelter; we 
must go on at all costs, and on we went 
while the track was quickly converted into a 
river and the water rushed under our wheels. 
It grew darker with the storm, and then 
with tropical suddenness, night fell upon us 
and we were in the inky darkness alternating 
with vivid blinding light from the electric 
flashes of the storm. 

The car rocked and shook and slipped 
this way and that as we tried·to forge ahead, 
our headlights only accentuating the dark
ness of the scene. A skid this way and 
another that in the rain-sodden mud beneath 
us ; then another down a shelving bank and 
into a rain-filled ditch. The wheels spun 
hopelessly round, the car lurched over on 
its side and lay still, half buried in the slime. 
Here was a dilemma indeed ! Miles from 
help or shelter of any sort in the darkness of 
the lonely bush in a tropical storm with the 
possible danger from prowling denizens of 
the forest. 

Joe and I climbed out and looked at one 
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another, the rain pouring from our mackin
toshes. The boy was obviously frightened, 
but was putting as bold a face upon it as he 
could. 

"What do we do now, Uncle 1 " said he, 
peering anxiously into my face. 

• Well," said I with a smile (to cheer him)
" I think we pray first, don't you, Joe 1 ,: 
And we stood together and asked for help 
where help is sure. 

" What now, Uncle Solomon 1 " 
" I think the gun would be a useful thing 

to have at hand, Joe, so .get it out and load 
it, will you ! '' 

Curiosity Joe was glad of any action and 
soon had the rifle in readiness. This seemed 
to give him courage and he turned to me 
with a smile as he said, "This'll be some
tiling to tell the chaps at school, Uncle ! " 

He had hardly said the words when a 
swift movement in the grass a few yards 
�way attracted my attention. I turned in 
the direction of the sound and peered through 
the darkness. Just then a watery moonbeam 
struggled through and showed me a sight 
that made my heart stand still. There 
in the- grass crouched a huge tawny lion 
with glaring eyes fixed upon Joe as he stood 
half-turned away with the rifle in his hand. 

" Joe ! " I shouted, " quick, Joe, the gun ! " 
There was. agony in my voice and Joe 

spun round alarmed, but at the same 
moment the lion sprang. Poor Joe fell, the 
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gun fle·w from his hand, and the beast was 
upon him. I darted for the gun,_ in terror 
that I should be too late, when out of the 
. grass another figure 1nerged as swift as an 
arrow and laid hold upon the lion by his 
tail ! It wa;s a native, strong, active and 
determined. He pulled and pulled at the 
tail he had seized, regardless of the danger 
to himself and bent only on saving the 
prostrate boy. With a fierce growl the 
startled beast ceased mauling poor Joe and 
t:urned·upon his new enemy. It was only a 
moment, but it was the moment I needed 
and the next instant the lion lay prone upon 
the ground with a bullet through its head. 

I ran to where Joe lay and flung myself 
on my knees beside him. The storm had 
ceased as suddenly as it had begun and the 
moon was riow shining clear through a break 
in the clouds. ·it shone upon the upturned 
face of the boy as he lay white and motion-
Jess with eyes closed and blood all around, 
with the Monarch of the Bush lying dead 
beside him. Hastily I laid my hand on Joe's 
he3:rt. It was beating still, and I gave a deep 
sigh of relief. A gaping wound in the 
shoulder and a gash upon his thigh bore 
dreadful testimony to the jaws and claws 
of the lion. But Joe still lived and might 
yet be saved. A first-aid equipment was in 
the car and I speedily had bandages in place 
and the bleeding stopped. As I worked I 
turned to the native who was standing by 
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with a big smile on his face. 
" Who in the world sent you here in the 

nick of time, you brave fellow 1 " said I, not 
expecting a reply, for, of course, I spoke in 
English. Imagine my surprise when the 
answer came. 

" Jes:us, Bwana, Jesus ! He tell nie come 
quick and I come ; J �SUS tell me pull de 
tail and I pull him hard ! And now Jesus 
say go, and I . go ! " 

And as suddenly as he came the man had 
gone, leaving us alone in the night ! 

It was like a vision and I half wondered, 
as I called in vain for him to return, if it 
,vere not a dream in fact. 

Now what could I do and where should I 
turn for help 1 

There was still dap.ger, for the lion's mate 
might come seeking him, · and in any case 
how could I leave Joe alone while I went for 
assistance 1 Why had not that silly native 
boy remained 1 What cpuld · I do alone 1 

One thing, of course, I could do, and as· I 
sat on the ground with poor Joe's head upon 
my knee I did it. How I prayed for help as 
I sat there through the night! And then as 
the �st glimmer of daylight showed in the 
sky I heard a sound. I grasped my gun and 
steadied my nerves and listened. 

Agau;i. a sound-oh, what a joyful sound ! 
A human voice ! I shouted, and in another 
moment there was that blessed native boy; 
with him were half-a-dozen others andamong 
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them a white man. It was the missionary at 
whose station we were to have passed the 
night. 

We shook hands heartily and he said, 
"You have Daniell to thank for this. · He 
ran all through the night to tell us of your 
trouble and fetch us here. But there's no 
time to talk now, my car is along the road 
and we must get the . poor lad in without 
delay." Gentle hands soon had the still 
unconscious , boy carried to the car and we 
set off for the mission-station as the morning 
sun broke on the scene. 

'' Daniell,'' said I, as we walked to the 
car, '' you have saved my dear Joe ! '' 

"It was all Jesus, Bwana," said Daniell. 
"He bid me go and I go, and I see de lion. 
He tell me, ' Daniell, pull ! ' and I pull him 
tail ! He say to me, 'Run for help ! ' and I 
run bring Bwana lVIissy.'' 

And his black face shone as brightly as 
the morning sun. 

THE WITCH DOCTOR'S STORY 

IT was fortunate indeed that the mis
sionary at whose station we arrived at length 
was a very clever surgeon, so that poor Joe 
was in good hands. 

But his condition was very grave. A 
raging fever set in and for a fortnight it was 
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doubtful if he would ultimately recover. 
His cries of terror in his delirium were pitiful 
to hear · as he called for help from the lion 
he imagined still about to spring on him. 
His wounds, too, were deep and dangerous. 
-and it was for a time feared that he must lose
his right arm. But prayer and skill at last
prevailed and one n1orning Joe woke from a
deep sleep quite sane and normal, though
terribly weak and frail. I had gone to snatch
a few .hours' rest from my constant watch
ing - at his bedside. But not so Danieli.
Nothing would induce hiin to leave the boy's
side.

So when at length Joe opened his eyes
and looked around him in the unaccustomed
surroundings the first object he saw was
Daniell with his kind face beaming on him.

" Who are you and where am I 1 And
where is Uncle Solomon 1 And what has
happened 1 " asked the lad in a weak voice
strangely unlike his own.

"All safe and happy here, Bwana Jo-Jo,"
answered Danieli. '' No lion here ! Noth
ing to fear ! ''

" Oh, I remember the lion," said Joe ;
"tell me, how is it I am still alive 1 "

" Big Bwana kill big lion with his gun, no
more lion, nothing to fear, Bwana Jo-Jo,"
repeated Daniell, as he smoothed the pillow.
Nothing would persuade him to say more
and Joe had to be content with that for the
present. How glad I was when I returned to
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find him lying there with his old happy 
smile ! 

It was some days before he was strong 
enough to. hear the details of that dreadful 
night, and when at length he did it was 
beautiful to see Danieli's bashful smile as 
Joe took his black hand and kissed it grate
fully. A close and intimate frienq.ship sprang 
up between the two and, when Daniell dis
covered that Bwana Jo-Jo (as he would 
persist in calling Joe) could speak his lan
guage, his delight knew no bounds. For 
hours they talked together as Joe lay in bed 
or sat in an armchair in the mission garden 
slowly picking up strength. Daniell was 
both his nurse and constant companion and 
was affectionately devoted to the boy whom 
he had saved from a dreadful death. 

One day as they sat talking in a shady 
corner of the garden, Joe said, '' Daniell, 
wer� you always a Christian like you are 
now 1"

"Me a Christian always! Oh, no, Bwana 
Jo-Jo," replied he, and as they talked 
together in the Bantu tongue what followed 
can best be recorded in English. 

" One time," Daniell continued, " my heart 
":as blacker than my face ! I was the 
witch-doctor for my tribe and many a wicked 
deed I did and many a dreadful lie I told 
and made much money by it. All feared 
me greatly and many men and women died 
by my sorceries. 1 But I had a little son I 
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dearly loved,. and when a m1Ss1onary came 
to my tribe I let him go to the Mission School 
that he might learn to read books and be 
wise. My little son was bright and quick to 
learn and he would teach me letters too, 
marking them in the sand,. One day he said 
to me as we were making letters together, 
' Father, the missionary says that bad men 
go to hell after they are dead. Ar� you a bad 
man, father 1 ' " 

"And what did you say to that 1 " asked 
Jo�, keenly interested in the story. 

'' I laughed and told him that the missionary 
was telling lies ; after all, how did he know 1 
No one had ever come from that land to tell! 
Bu� my little son shook his head and said, 
'No, no, father, the missionary is a good 
kind man, he would not lie. Are you a bad 
man, father 1' Well, Bwana Jo-Jo, I knew 
I was a very, very, bad man indeed, but I did 
not want my son to t,bink so. I grew 
very angry and told him not to listen to the 
missionary but just to learn in school to 
.read and write and add things together, and 
nothing more. But my little son did listen and 
one day he came home to me and said 
'Father, the missionary told us to-day that 
his God loves bad men and doesn't want 
them to go to hell when they die ! And, 
father, he says that his God had one only 
Son and He loved Him dearly.' 

" I was interested in this, for I loved my 
only son more than anything in the world. 
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'Well,' said I, ' did the missionary say any 
more 1

" ' Yes, father, ·he said that his God gave 
His Son to die for wicked men and to bear 
their punishment instead so they might not 
go to hell when they die.'. 

"That can't be true,' I replied., 'No one 
would do that. Don't tell me any more.' 
and we went on with our letters.'' 

" And did you forget what your son told 
you, Daniell '? " ask�d Joe. 

" I tried to, but every night I lay awake 
and thought of my wicked ways and of hell, 
and hoped it wasn't true." 

"And what happened at last 1" asked 
Joe, very interested indeed. 

'' Well, I would not go near the mission 
because I was afraid, and I would not give 
up being a witch-doctor because it was easy 
money. But I went on learning to read 
until one day my little son came home with 
a prize from the Mission School.'' 

"What was the prize, Daniell?" asked Joe. 
"It was a Gospel," said Daniell. "It was 

the first book I had ever seen·, and now I 
could read. I spent long hours away in the 
bush every day reading page after page, and 
I discovered that what the missionary had 
taught my son was all too true! I was too 
terrified to sleep and dared not practise as a 
witch-doctor any more, but went on reading 
until I came to the story of Jesus hanging on 
the cross for sinners. And that made it 
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all right ! " 

OURIOSITY JOE 

" How was that, Daniell 1 " said Joe. 
"Why, Bwana Jo-Jo, I saw it was for me 

He died. I was the black sinner and He was 
the Saviour, and all alone in the bush, with 
no missionary to t"ell me· how, I just spoke to 
Jesus in my heart, and- His blood washed my 
black heart whiter than snow ! Oh, how 
happy I was! I danced and sang _for joy 
there in the bush, then went home and took 
all my divining instruments and flung them 
in the river." 

" What happened then, Daniell 1 " 
"Well, that same afternoon my little sop.

came to me from the mission school and said, 
'Father, don't be angry, but I'm a Christian!' 
And I said, ' And so am I, my son ! ' And 
we went t�gether to tell the missionary the 
good news. And that's how it happened to 
me, Bwana Jo-Jo. Now tell Danieli -how it 
happened to you." 

Joe. sat very still in his armchair. His 
eyes were cast down and his face looked sad. 
Presently he said, '' Daniell, I'm afraid it 
never has happened to me ! '' and a big tear 
stole down his cheek. " I'm afraid to think 
what would have become of me if ypu had 
not saved me from the lion, for I know I'm 
not ready to die, Daniell." 

Daniell turned his kind eyes upon the 
weeping boy and said, 

"If Jesus can save big black sinner He can 
save small white sinner too," and then the 
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siinple old fellow got down on his knees by 
Joe's chair and poured out his soul in prayer 
for the ·boy he had come to love. Joe was 
praying too, and as he turned in his heart to 
Jesus the light came and a new joy lit up his 
face. 

" It's all right, Daniell," he cried� with a 
happy l_augh, " you can stop praying, for I, 
too, have come to Him ! " 

And Daniell cried, �' Praise the Lord ! '' and 
burst out laughing too ! 

WHEN THE FOREST FLAMED

WHEN I came back from a day's visiting
with the · missionary, I found Joe looking 
better than I'd seen him since the accident. 
He was on his feet again and came to greet 
me with quite a colour in his face and a 
dancing light in his eyes. 

"Why, Joe," I said, "who's been giving 
you magic medicine to make you well 1 " 

'' Daniell, Uncle ! The most wonderful 
medicine in the world ! '' And he told me the 
best of all news. 

That evening· was one of the happiest I 
ever remember, and it ended in the most 
heavenly little prayer meeting in which all 
on the mission. station joined, thanking 
God for restoring Joe's body and saving his 
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soul. As for Daniell, he positively radiated 
joy and gladness all round. 

"And now, dear Joe, we must consider 
resuming our journey,.,' said I to him next 
day. "The .ca,r is none the worse for its 
adventure and the lion skin is going home 
with us as a trophy.. That olq. man-eater had 
terrorised the countryside for months past 
and had had several victims before it found 
you a trifle indigestible ! '' 

'' Have we far to go before we reach Father's 
station, Uncle 1 " 

" Only three- or four days with good for
tune. I tried to get a �essage through to 
him, but he was away on. trek ; that's the 
worst of a pioneer missionary ; you never 
can catch him ! '' 

" I hope he'll be there when we arrive, 
Uncle," said Joe. 

"If not we'll settle on the station and wait 
for him, but I understand he is expected 
home any day." 

Many were the farewells as we set forth 
once more on our roa.d. Joe had become a 
great favourite and his departure evoked 
universal regret. Poor Daniell was incon
solable and shed big tears openly and un
ashamed. I had arranged with the mission
ary for certain benefits which should secure 
him a quiet, peaceful old age, but the loss of 
Joe was almost more than he could.bear. Joe, 
too, was visibly affected and a vowed constant 
letters, a promise which, I am glad to say, he 
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has faithfully observed. 
Now once more we pitched and rolled 

along our road, Joe becoming more and more 
excited as the distance between him and his 
father's embraces lessened. I, too, ·was 
thrilled at the thought of seeing dear old 
Jack Wantoknow once again. And what 
must Jack himself be feeling 1 His had been 
a lonely life since Joe's mother had died 
shortly after their only ·son's birth. It had 
cost him much to part with Joe, and now 
he was to see him again-and such a Joe ! 
How proud he would be of him ! 

So we w;ent on full of such ·thoughts, with 
Joe talking all the while and asking qu�stions 
by the gross. 

On the third day of our resumed journey, 
as we breasted a range of hills, I was much 
struck with the unusual appearance of the 
horizon ahead of us. The sky had an un
natural hue that I was at a loss to under
stand. 

"Not another storm, Uncle 1" queried Joe, 
not without apprehension. 

"No, those are no storm clouds, Joe. 
Really, I don't know what it is, I've never 
seen anything like it. 

As we continued our way we noticed the 
light wind which was blowing towards us 
seemed to be wafting a curious atmosphere 
with it. But when I found the car becoming 
smothered with soot and cinders as from a 
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smoking chimney, I realised in a flash what 
it all meant. 

The Bush was on fire ! 
I stopped the car, uncertain what to do. 

In a few minutes there was no longer any 
doubt. The whole horizon for miles 'around 
was a long line of fire and flames. 

"This looks bad, Joe," said I, "we've no 
time to lose," and I hastily turned the car 
in the direction from which we had come. 

On came the flames like an advancing 
enemy, and away we sped in full retreat 
before them. We climbed the hills we had 
recently crossed, and finding a wide barren 
rqcky space, took refuge there. 

What a sight we saw as we looked back ! 
The whole countryside was afire. Before 
the rapidly advancing flames fled every 
species of wild life-herds of buck, gazelle 
zebras, ostrich and giraffe-racing terrified 
across the plain with wildeb�est, warthogs, 
impali and many other species. A herd of 
elephants was stampeding in the far distance, 
and carnivorous beasts, lions and leopards, 
no longer in search of prey but of safety, fled 
in all directions. Reptiles, too, snakes, 
great and small, could be observed, while 
hosts of birds hovered overhead. As we 
stood awestruck at the sight the air grew 
hotter and hotter and we were filled with 
alarm as the fire drew nearer and nearer. 
Great forest trees were blazing like torches. 
Nothing could live in such a furnace. We 
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were fortunate indeed to have this barren 
range of rock for a place of refuge, precarious 
though it was. 

At length the roar.ing furnace reached the 
rocks. We lay prone while flames leaped 
around and overhead. The car was in peril. 
The petrol might ignite, and then what should 
we do 1 And so we lay and prayed and 
hoped. The very rocks grew hot beneath us 
but we could do nothing but remain still 
wher� we lay. After what seemed hours of 
suspense the wind shifted, and soon we had 
the great relief of seeing the fires recede and 
gradually die away, leaving desolation all 
around. 

We sat on the rocks and looked at one 
another, I with a heart full of gratitude, and 
Joe with a head full of curiosity ! 

" I say, Uncle, what a story I shall have to 
tell the chaps at school ! Think of seeing a 
whole zoo on the stampede ! And what a 
bonfire ! Talk about Guy Fawkes' Day ! " 

"But weren't you frightened, Joe 1 " said 
I, incredulously. 

"Just a weeny bit, Uncle Solomon, but 
somehow I don't get frightened the way I 
used-not now, Uncle." And he gave me a 
meaning smile. 

"No, Joe,' all things work together,' don't 
th�v 1 Though what we're going to do now 
is not easy to decide. We must spend the 
night here, anyway." So we pitched our 
tent where we were and waited for the dawn. 



54 OURIOSITY JOE 

I had said nothing to alarm Joe, but I felt 
gravely uneasy as I lay awake that night, for 
we were less than fifty miles from our desti
nation, and what of Jack Wantoknow's 
station, if it had lain in the line the fire had 
taken 1 

Of course it might not have been involved. 
These Bush fires take strange courses and 
change them curiously. But I felt we must 
push on as soon as day _broke, and according
ly we set forth down the hill-side as the sun 
rose on a scene of widespread desolation. 

It was a terrible scene indeed through 
which we made our way. Every now and 
then we came upon the charred bodies of 
beasts and reptiles who had perished in the 
flames. Perhaps the saddest sight of all was 
what had been a large native village. The 
round clay walls of the rondavels remained, 
but the thatched roofs had gone, and as we 
searched we could find no sign of life though 
there were many dreadful signs of death all 
around,. the half-burned bodies of �en and 
women and little children telling the terrible 
tale of .the suddenness and fierceness of the 
fire. I pould not but feel apprehensive for 
Jack Wantoknow as I looked around. His 
station was not now more than twenty-five 
miles distant. How had he fared 1 We 
must press on without delay. Joe was 
strangely silent as we went forward and I 
dreaded h.js asking me any questions at 
this stage so we went on our journeywithout 
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speaking. 
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The fire was still smouldering in places and 
once or twice we had to stop and beat out 
the flames and remove the hot cinders that 
strewed our road. There was a dreadful 
silence on the death-like scene. No birds 
flew overhead save here and 1there a vulture 
which rose from some carcase as we passed. 

'' Are we near now, Uncle Solomon 1 '' 
_asked Joe, after we had travelled for an hour. 
His voice was low and trembled a bit as he 
spoke, but he looked straight before him as 
though afraid I might read his thoughts. 

"Very n�ar now, Joe," said, I, "perhaps you 
had better wait her� while I go forward, 
eh Joe 1" For I was afraid of what the next 
valley (our destination) might disclose. 

" Oh, no, Uncle ! No ! " cried Joe. " I must 
be with you whatever comes. You mustn't 
leave me behind ! ''- So we went forward. 

Alas, alas ! It was as I feared. As we 
reached the brow of the hill and looked upon 
the valley below us we knew the whole 
bitter truth. There was no station there ! 
Nothing but charred and smouldering ruins. 
The little chapel of which Jack had written_ 
so proudly was four bare walls. His bunga
low had collapsed entirely, the school-house 
was in ruins, and every hut was burnt to the 
ground. Worst of all there was not a move
ment indicating the presence of life anywhere. 
It was like the Valley of the Dead. Joe 
eovered his face in hif;J hands and wept, and I 
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could scarce refrain. 
Had we tra veiled 10,000 miles over sea and 

land for this 1 Had we dreamed and talked 
and pictured together our coming to Jack's 
home only to have our hopes dashed thus 1
It was too cruel. It was almost too much for 
me, and quite beyond poor Joe's endurance. 
I could do little to comfort him, so snit th�re 
silently beside him as he sobbed. 

But I must learn more of the fate of the 
mission-folk and most of all of Jack. If they 
and. he were safe little· else mattered in 
comparison. And·I must learn it alone. It 
would never do for Joe to see the worst, if 
worst there were to see. 

"Listen, dear Joe," said I, "all we have 
seen is sad enough, but if your father is safe 
and sound how thankful we may yet be, and 
I feel sure it must be so. Remember he was 
away on trek when we last heard. Now you. 
will· remain here and wait for my return,'' 
and with that I left him in the car and walked 
sadly enough down to the valley. What a 
scene I viewed as I entered the enclosing wall 
of the mission station ! All was burnt out. 
Nothing that could burn remained and not a 
soul was there to tell the tale. I peered and 
searched everywhere ; there was no living 
thing. But should I find something worse 1 
I dreaded at every turn seeing what would 
leave me desolate indeed. But death had 
not been there save to a few poor goats and 
hens, whose charred remains lay about the 
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compound. Instead there were manifest 
signs of haste and panic. Everything was 
overturned as though there had been a 
stampede in sudden terror, and I could well 
imagine the flight from the oncoming fire that 
had evidently taken· place. It was with a 
sigh of deep relief that I returned to Joe. 
He could safely visit the scene now and 
together we wandered sadly round. 

Presently Joe said, "What do you think 
has happened to Father, Uncle Solomon 1 " 

" I can't think, Joe. He could not remain 
here without food and must have gone some
where with his people in search of help, 
but where 1 Who knows 1 " 

ALONE IN THE BUSH 
" 

WHAT shall we do now, Uncle 1" queried
Joe, looking anxiously into my face. 

·That was a question hard indeed to answer.
We were in a dilemma of the gravest descrip
tion. I knew that the nearest point of civili
sation was niore than 200 miles away. We 
had petrol t_hat might carry us the greater 
part of that distance but we were practically 
without food or other pro�ions, having 
depended on Jack's station for all, our needs. 
But poor Joe was troubled enough and need 
not share this added anxiety. 
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So I put a cheerful face on the situation 
and said, "Why, we must press on to the 
lake without delay Joe. We shall probably 
hear good news of yoµr father. there. Troubles 
are intended to be faced, not feared, so cheer 
up and come along," and I must say Joe 
really did so in a wonderful way. 

He was a great comfort to me as he mani
festly tried to rise to the situation for my 
sake, and.soon his determination; added to his 
naturally buoyant spirits, prevailed, and he 
was talking away almost like his old natural 
self. On my part I attempted a few jokes 
for his sake and soon we both felt all the 
better. I adjusted the carburettor to econo
mise petrol to the utmost, and we went for
war� hoping for the best. Before night fell 
we had passed the region of the bush fire, 
and finding a stream, decided to camp there 
for the night. 

�' Short rations for supper, Joe," said I, as I 
produced the only loaf and the remaining tin 
of sardines. Joe didn't know how bare 
the larder was, and ate his ·ration heartily. I 
dared not eat mine, not knowing what we 
should do on the morrow, so I made a 
pretence and tried to forget hunger in sleep. 

At daybreak we.were off again. This was 
to be a critical day-150 miles to go to the 
shores of Victoria Nyanza and insufficient 
petrol for the journey I Rations, too, were 
all but finished. Half a loaf is proverbially 
better than no bread, but it,is poor staff of 
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life for t,vo ! '.rhere was just a chance of a 
native village, but it was the merest chance. 

'' A slice of bread and a drink of water 
makes a good enougp breakfast, don't you 
think, Joe, under the circs. 1 '' 

"Rather, Uncle," replied Joe, bnt his 
hungry eyes belied his words. 

It's not easy to be conversational on an 
empty stomach, and we were silent company 
as we pushed forward. I kept an anxious 
eye on the petrol guage as the indicator told 
its warnmg tale. 

"Well, Joe," said I at length as the car 
came to a halt, "we can't go any further to
night. . It'll be dark soon and here's as good 
a place as any in which to pitch our tent, so 
get busy and we'll soon have a fire going and 
be safe and cosy till the morning. That 
stream is fortunate, too; we shan't die of 
thirst, anyway." 

" No, Uncle, but dying of starvation isn't 
very pleasant either," and Joe pulled a wry 
face. 

" Yes," said I, "we should have been in a 
bad way without those bananas, Joe. It was

lucky that the only man we've met to-day 
should have been carrying them and willing 
to sell us some. So v;re needn't fear starva
tion either.'' 

But I did not care to tell Joe then ,vbat ,ve 
really had to fear, nor why it was I had 
decided to stop at this particular spot for the 
night. It was because we had no choice in 
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the matter. The engine had petered out for 
want of petrol ! 

Here we were in the most desolate country, 
at least 50 miles from the nearest European 
habitation,, without provisions (save a few 
bananas) and deprived of all means of trans
port .. The situation was desperate indeed. 
What could we do 1 At any rate, poor Joe 
should have a peaceful night and need not 
know till daybreak. So I kept a cheerful 
face and we made ourselves comfortable by 
the fire as the cold night set in. In fact we 
made merry as we �te our meagre supper of 
bananas, telling each other of the dinner we 
would order if a genie suddenly appeared to 
fulfil our wishes. Joe was for sausages and 
mash, wit4 plum duff to follow and a keg 
of ginger beer to wash it down. My menu 
was different but equally alluring. Then as 
the stars came out I said to Joe 

"We've often committed ourselves to our 
Heavenly Father by our bedsides when we 
were safe at home. Do you think we can 
be as confident out here in the wild Bush, 
Joe 1 " 

'' I feel as if I could trust Him anywhere 
an.d anyhow, l!ncle, now," answered Joe, 
with that same meaning emphasis on the 
"now." 

" Even if to-morrow your faith in Him 
were tested to the utmost, dear Joe 1"

"I don't. believe I could ever doubt Him, 
Uncle, come what may. You see, He is my 
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Saviour now as well as father's and yours and 
Danieli's. And I believe He's got father safe 
somewhere, don't you think so, Uncle Sol 1 " 

"I do indeed, Joe. Shall we pray for 
father-and ourselves-· before we sleep?'' 

Joe started praying, quite simply and 
naturally, though it was the first time he had 
ever done so aloud. He little knew how his 
unwavering faith strengthened mine that 
night and helped me in the resolution I had 
formed. For I had made up my mind.that 
I must go and seek help, and that alone. It 
was hard to think of leaving Joe in the Bush 
and the peril was great. But I could travel 
faster without him. It was the only course 
and it must be taken. 

As soon, the ref ore, as Joe was sleeping 
soundly in the tent I sat down and wrote on a 
leaf of my notebook the following letter to 
my dear boy: 

DEAREST JOE, 

The petrol has given out and I have gone for 
help. You must remain here till. I return. The1·e 
is little to fear, and you have the gun at hand. You 
can take refuge in the· car if necessary. Eat the 
bananas sparingly ; there is nothing else when they 
are gone. 

Good-bye, dear boy, and don't forget your words 
to me last night. The time for testing them has 
come. 

Your loving 

UNCLE SOLOMON. 

I bent over the sleeping boy ud kissed 
him. Then placing the note oeside his 
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pillow and, casting a few more logs on the fire, 
I stepped forth into the night. I had taken. 
a few of the bananas and my flask filled with 
water from the stream. I had also a revolver 
with me in case of need anµ an electric torch. 
Thus equipped, I hoped that by a forced 
march through th� night I might reach 
help of some kind within twenty-four hours 
at most. Peeping into the " Daily Light " 
Text Book I always carried, I found t�e text 
for·that evening read," The steps of a good 
man are ordered by the Lord," and I prayed 
that I, a poor frail sinner, yet withal His 
child by grace, might find mine ordered too. 

HELP FROM THE SKY 

THE 1noon was bright and the track fairly
clear, so that for four hours or so I made good 
going and began to feel more hopeful as I 
pressed on my way. In course of time, 
however, the moon went down and it be
came cloudy and very dark, so dark indeed 
that I needed the torch to follow the track, 
which grew· less and less defined as the grass 
covered it. Still I stumbled forward, now 
losing the way, now finding it again with the 
aid of that invaluable torch, till at length to 
my dismay the light ceased to respond to my 
pressure of the button. 
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The battery had failed and I was in the 
dark! 

But go forward I must, for every hour was 
of importance. I could not leave Joe alone 
in the Bush to starve, and he had food for 
only one more day. Praying for he�p, I 
groped along in the dark, but soon found 
myself astray from the track. I had my 
luminous compass, however, and this kept 
me in a general northerly direction, though 
it was a precarious guide indeed, and when at 
length, after a night of travel, the first streaks 
of dawn appeared, I found myself hopelessly 
lost in the Bush. 

My eager haste had led me to an error of 
judgement. I should have remained station
ary immediately I lost the track till the light 
enabled me to recover· it. Now I had 
wandered far afield and could neither go 
forward with certainty nor return to Joe. 
What should I do 1 Was this the way my 
steps were "ordered" 1 My faith was greatly 
tried and doubts assailed me. Then I 
remembered Joe praying last night and r�
called my words to him in my letter. The 
testing time had indeed come for both of us. 
Should I be the one who failed 1 That must 
never be t So I went forward, compass in 
hand, and as I went I sang aloud and lustily: 

"Simply trusting every day, 
Trusting through a stormy way, 
Even when my Jaith is small, 
Trusting Jesus, that is all." 



64 OURIOSITY JOE 

'rhen I thought 1 heard a . shout ! My 
heart leaped at the sound. I stood still and 
listened. Could I have been mistaken 1 I 
shouted " Hullo ! " with all my lung-power. 
Immediately in the distance came the reply 
" Hullo, there ! " 

. And I knew that my steps had been 
ordered after all. 

Answering shout with shout I made my 
way in the direction of the sound, to come at 
length to -a clearing in the Bush, where I 
saw a sight that both surprised and over
joyed me. Two �ritish mechanics at work 
upon an �eroplane ! 

Greetings and mutual explanations were 
speedily exchanged, from which I learned 
that engine trouble had necessitated a forced 
landing the previous day, but that the repair 
was nearly completed and it was hoped that 
they would be able to get away that morning. 

"It was that old hymn you sang," said one 
of the mechanics. " I learned it as a kid in 
Sunday School in the Old Country, but never 
expected to hear it in the Bush ! What 
made you sing, I wonder 1 I shouldn't have 
felt much like singing if I were lost, eh, 
mate 1 " said he, turning to the other. 

"No fear I" replied his mate, "-more like 
swearing ! '' 

"Well," said I, laughing," singing did what 
swearing would never have accomplished," 
and I told them of my text and how it had 
come true. "Rather more than a coinci-
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dence, eh 1 "said I. "It's good to have your 
steps ordered when you'-re lost. But how 
I am to find my boy and the car is the next 
problem." 

"I think we can settle t}lat between us,'' 
said the mechanic-. '' Once get this old bus in 
the air and we shall see what we shall see. 
In the meantime, what a.bout breakfast 1 '' 

To my huge satisfaction, I found mysel
f

invited to a hearty meal to which, after,two 
days' subsistence on half-iti-doze11 bananas, 
I was ready to do full justice. 

"Now �for the engine," said one of the 
mechanics. The propeller was _$wu11g without 
response again and yet again and then with 
a roar she started 11,p. "Jump ·in/' yelled 
the pilot, and in we scram,bled. The. plane 
just skim.med the trees and then soared 
proudly aloft. 

Now the search for Joe began. Round and 
round we circled, looking in all directions in 
vain. After an hour of fruitless· search we all 
began to get anxious as to the issue. What 
if we failed to locate him 1 The Bush was 
dense in parts and though we could see s·ome
thing of the track we followed it north and 
south in vain. 

"There's nothing for it. We mu�t fly to 
Kisumu and secure a search party," an
nounced the pilot. "It's not far off; you can 
see Lake Victoria there, shining on the 
horizon.'' 

However, I was loth to-abandon the search, 
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and --we flew as low as possible, with the en
gine shut ofl', hoping against hope for some 
sight or sound of the missing boy. 

Just as we had given up hope however, 
we heard a gun-shot, and then another. 
"See," cried I, "there is a curl of smoke 
rising by that stream, and there is the car ! 
I can see it through the trees." 

We dropped lower and soon..- saw quite 
clearly the motor standing on the grassy 
track with the little tent beside it, and there 
was Joe in the car, gun in hand, waving from 
the window. By great good fortune, close at 
hand there was a clear space where a landing 
might be attempted, and with this safely 
accomplished we speedjly reached the car. 

"Oh, Uncle, Uncle/' cried Joe, "y_ou've 
arrived from heaven ! Isn't God wonderful ! 
And just in time, t"oo; it was my last cart
ridge.'' 

The story Joe had to tell was a thrilling 
one indeed. Just at dawn, after he had read 
my note, he heard a rustling in the Bush and 
discovered to his terror quite a number of 
beasts making their way to the stream, 
which was evidently their usual watering
place. Poor Joe had taken refuge in the car, 
from whence he had watched leopards, 
jackals and lions, not a hundred yards away, 
going to and returning from water. He had 
remained there all the morning, not daring to 
stir, and while so imprisoned had noted the 
aeroplane circling around, but little guessed 
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that it was for him it was seeking. Then a 
leopard had been attracted to the car and 
had sprung upon the bonnet. Joe had fired 
and missed and fired again and hit, and fired 
once more at the retreating beast, and it was 
this gunfire that proved his salvation by 
disclosing his whereabouts to us. 

So we were both wonderfully saved and 
kept and led, and there had come to us, and 
that direct from the sky; petrol and �ood for 
our need. As surely as God had fed Elijah 
with the ravens, He had fed us from an 
aeroplane! 

SAFE HOME AT LAST 

IT was with a burdened heart that at length
I came to the decision to return to England 
with Joe as speedily· as possible. We · had 
reached the shores of Lake Victoria without 
further mishap, and our own personal perils 
were ended. But what had become of Jack 
W antoknow 1 Who could tell 1 There was 
no news in any of the villages we had passed, 
and no news when we reached Kisumu on the 
lake-side. Leaving Joe there, I journeyed by 
rail to Nairobi, the capital city of Kenya, 
where I spent many days pursuing every 
kind of enquiry through the government, the 
police and the surrounding missions. It was 
all without avail-Jack had· vanished as 
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completely as his station had disappeared 
before the fl�mes. At last I had to recognize 
that I could do no more and that we must 
make our way homeward without delay. 

I found Curiosity Joe awaiting me anx
iously on my return to the lake.. I tried to 
look hopeful and smile, but one glance at my 
face was enough for the boy, and he turned 
away to hide the disappointment and despair 
he felt. His was a brave heart, however, and 
after. a moment or two he came and put his 
hand in ntlne and said simply 

"And what next Uncle Solomon 1"

"Home next, Joe," said I, smiling back at 
him, '' as fast ·as we can, fly.'' 

" Fly, Uncle 1 " And in sp�te of the boy's 
grief I saw something of a thrill come into 
his eyes. " Do you mean really fly 1 " 

"Yes, really fly, Joe, all the way home; for 
who knows "rhat news 1nay meet us there 1
Your father will have sent word to me there 
if-I mean, he's sure to do so sooner or later, 
and if we're there we shall know ho,v to send 
him any help he needs. So cheer up, Joe, 
and hope for the best ! '' 

It was impossible for Curiosity Joe not to 
respond to the prospect of this new and won
derful experience. Indeed, it was 1nainly 
to achieve the distraction of his mind fro1n 
his overwhelming sorrow that I planned to 
fly, and the success of the plan was complete. 
During my absence �oe had watched the 
outward-bound Empire flying-boat alight 
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and resume its journey southward, and had 
plied_ its pilot with so �any questions that he 
had dubbed him '' Young Curiosity,'' not 
knowing, of course, that Joe _had carried that 
title all his life ! 

"· There she lies, Uncle, out on .... the water 
near the. quayside, and she's off to-morrow 
for England at six in the morning. Isn't· she 
a beauty, and as big as a ship. Eighty-eight 
feet long, Uncle, and she weighs t"renty tons .. 
Think of her rising in,to the air ! Isn't it just 
wonderful ! Hel' engines are 3, 000· horse
power, UnGle ! '' And Joe became for ·a, 
moment his old happy self, th.tilled with 
excitement at the prospect of the long .flight 
to England, 4,500 miles away. 

Daybr�ak next morning fou11d us a mile 
tip in the _air speeding across Lake Victoria. 
with its stretch of 450 tniles of water, and 
thence northward over the vast plains of 
Uganda with the White Nile winding its long, 
Jong course below us. Suddenly the mighty 
engines ceased, and we began to descend from 
the sky. Joe looked apprehensively at me. 

"No crash this time� Joe," said I. "Look 
below you." 

There, :floundering• in the Nile, were. 
several enormous beasts. We had descended 
to see them. 

"What are they, Uncle 1 " cried Joe. 
" Hippopotami," said I, " arid f� of terror 

at the strange bird flying over their heads!" 
Later in the morning we swooped earth-
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ward to view another thrilling sight. 
" Elephants ! " shouted Joe, " Elephants 

-thousands of them ! ''
" Not thousands, Joe, but certainly two

hundred or more stampeding at the noise of 
our engines.'' 

* * * * 

'' Now we are over the Sudan, and soon 
shall reach Khartoum, Joe, where General 
Gordon died for England. We must spend 
the night there and must visit the spot and 
see the wonderful statue of the General 
seated on his camel. By the way, how 
beautifully cool it is up· here two miles above 
the scorching sands of the desert ! There's 
the Nile again, and there's Khartoum ! " 

* * * * 

"Uncle Solomon, what are those strange 
pointed buildings below us on the sand 1 '' 
said Joe next day as we sped along our way 
over the land of Egypt. 

'"Joe, my boy," said I,_" those are perhaps 
the most wonderful and most mysterious 
buildings in the world, and the most ancient, 
too. Why, Moses gazed on them 4,000 years 
ago." 

"What are they, Uncle 1 " repeated Joe, 
with greatly increased interest. 

"They are the Pyramids of Egypt, Joe. 
They look small from up here, but they are 
really enormous and so marvellously built 
that no one knows quite how the Egyptians 
could have built them. Look, there is Cairo, 
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a world-famous city with the ancient Nile, 
now a mighty river, flowing through it. Soon 
we shall reach Alexandria and the Mediter
anean.'' 

* * * * 

"I can see the sea, Uncle, and a great 
harbour and ships-battleships-and we're 
coming down to them ! Is this Alexandria, 
Uncle Sol 1 '' 

"Yes," said I, " and that is the British 
Fleet in the harbour. Isn't it a wonderful 
sight from above 1 '' 

With a gr�ceful swoop our big ship 
alighted on the water close by a British 
cruiser, and our flight across Africa was 
accomplished. 

* * * * 

'' Now for the Mediteranean, Joe-600 
miles to Athens. Good-bye to Egypt and 
welcome Europe ! '' 

Away we flew, 11,000 feet above the deep 
blue sea, with steamers looking- like toys 
below us. 

" There is the island of Crete, with Mount 
Knossos lifting its head through the fleecy 
clouds around it. Now there's the rocky 
little island of Milo looking like a relief map 
in colour, with its pretty little town and 
harbour. And here at last is Athens, with 
Mars Hill, where Paul preached Christ to the 
wise men of his day. Alas, they only mocked 
him, as the world's wise men have done ever 
since. And do you s�e the Corinthian Canal 
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cut through the •mountains as straight as a 
ruler � There is Corinth.! That is where 
Paul had such a wonderfµl time. He wrote 
two letters to the Christians here. Do vou 
remember 1 '' 

. 

., 

'' Yes, Uncle, and I know Chapter XIII of 
the first letter by heart. It's all about .love-
it's ve:r;y beautiful," added Joe, thoughtfully. 

· " What-the view, Joe 1 " said I.
'' W eJl, the vie"' is, but I was thinking of

the chapter, Uncle Sol. I don't think Paul 
ever wrote ac1nything else---sq ,wonderful ! �, 

* * * * 

'' There's Gorfu, Joe ; and there's the 
c�stle the German Kaiser once owned. Did 
you eve,r see a pr�ttier -pi�ture 1 And now 
130 miles of sea to Brindisi-on the heel of 
Italy." 

* * 

Along the line of the A peD.Illl'.l.e Mountains 
we sped''northward to Rome. Joe had read 
all about the Cres�rs-and the Colosseum, the 
Forum, and the Seyen Hills on which the 
Imperial City_ stood. N o,v we were actually 
flying · over it, with the mighty dome of St. 
Peter's shining in the afternoon sun. 

We spent the night in R9me, and were able 
to see something of its wonders before we 
resumed our journey homeward at daybreak 
next morning. 

* * * * 

"When shall we reach England, Uncle 1 " 
"About 3.30 this afternoon we should 
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alight on Southampton Water, if the flying 
continues good, Joe ; and then-home ! '' 

" Yes-home," r.epeated Joe, with some
thing that $Ounded like a sigh .. 

'' Uncle, do you think-is there a chance
can we expect any news, do you think 1 '' 
And Joe's eyes looked searchingly into mine. 

'' Joe, I have been hoping, and I don:t . 
intend to leave off hoping. But Joe, do you 
know the way a Christian spells disappoint
ment 1 '' 

"How, Uncle 1 " 
"Well, he always begins the word ,vith the 

letter H instead of D. It makes all the 
difference, Joe. Don't forget that if you 
have a use for that word when we reach 
home.'' 

"I'll try, Uncle, with all my might to spell 
it 'His-appointment,' but oh, Uncle Sol, I 
do hope--" 

"And so do I, Joe; right on to the very 
d I "en 

* * * 

"The white cliffs of Old England, Joe
Hurrah ! And there's the Isle of Wigh_t 
Now ,ve're flying up Southampton Water. 
And there's the Queen J\1:ary ! And here we 
are safe and sound on the water beside her. 
Here comes the speedboat to take us to the 
quayside. There are the crowds of people 
waving us a welcome. And there-oh, Joe! 
Look, Joe-it can't be true-but look
there ! '' 
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Poor Joe looked, and turned very white. 
I thought the boy might faint, so put my 
arm about him. Instead he cried a loud cry ; 
" Father· t·" and burst into uncontrollable 
tears. 

Yes, there stood Jack Wantoknow as large 
as life, waving and shouting, regardless of 
the folk around him. He was as excited as 
any schoolboy as he yelled : " Joe, my dear 
boy, Joe ! " 

The next moment they were in each other's 
arms. " Oh, :;Father, Fa.ther, how good God is. 
He's answered my prayers, every word of 
them ! '' 

"And mine, too," said Jack, and then he 
turned and grasped me by both my hands. 



EPILOGUE 

IT would never do to leave the reade.r in the
dark as to how Jack vVantoknow came to be 
on the quay at Southampton instead of in the 
heart of Africa. The story is soon told. 

While the bush fire raged and :finally 
devoured his home, Jack was away on safari 
many miles from the area of the flames. 
He returned to find ruin and desolation and 
no sign of human life. 

How at length he reached the lake, 
destitute, famished and penniless, need not 
be told here. He attributes it all to the 
Guiding Hand of his Father to Whom he 
committed himself every step of the way, 
and he is right. He was kept, he says, " in 
perfect peace," though he had much to 
render him anxious indeed. He had made 
up his mind to get home to England if it 
were in any way possible ; for he knew that, 
once there, he would obt.ain news, good or 
bad, of our fate. But England was more 
than 4,000 miles away, and he was penniless, 
alone, and unknown. Yet not alone and 
not unknown, and the One Who knew him 
and was with him had boundless resources, 
so Jack rested content and waited His good 
time. 



His time came at once. 
The very day Jack reached Kisumu an 

English traveller accosted hiin and learned 
his story. 

" My dear good man," said he. " You 
must just -come along with me," and with 
no more ado Jack found himself flying to· 
England in_ the Empire flying-boat which 
immediately preceded that in which we had 
travelled. Here he learned of our move
ments, _and s9_ at length we ·met, and all our 
adventures ended well. 

"And to think, Father," said Joe, as we 
sat and talked by the fireside at home on the 
evening of our arrival, "that I had to go all 
the way to Africa to find Jesus·, and all the 
way back to find you ! It has been a 
wonderful journey both ways ! And Uncle 
Sol," he said, turning to me, "I didn't have 
to spell disa ppointnient the way you told 
me after all." 

" No, Joe," said I ; " but, nevertheless, 
it has all been· His appointment from 
beginning to end." 
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