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From the London People’s Journal.
THE EAFIR TRADER.

BY ISABELLA MUNRO.

Yrams, with their summers and winters,
‘their joys and sorrows, have passed away
since the Cleopatra, her long and wearying
voyage over, cast anchor in one of the exten-
sive bays of South Afiica. How eagerly and
anxiously her many passengers looked across
the belt of heaving waters towards the land,
which, low at first, gradually rese into ranges
of lofty hills, stretching far into the distance.
For most of them had crossed the ocean and
bidden adieu to their remoter kindred, in tha
hope of finding amidst its secluded valleys
some ‘forest sanctuary, where the bonds of
the world that bad hitherto chafed them
might be unfelt, and their efforts at earning
a livelibood for themselves and little ones be
better rewarded. ¥

Foremost among them stood a wman, the
eagle keenness of whose eye bespoke him
to cope, aud successfully, with the world, in
whatever phase it might present itself. But
it was not so; and Robert Tryon, despite
years of unwearying effort, now stood gazing
on the shores of the far south, a world-worn
and almost penniless man, and one whose
spirit was embittered and his heart hardened
by seeing others,whom he deemed less worthy
vietors It the arena where he could achieve
nothing.

While thus he stood pondering with con-
tracted brow on what might be the result of
this last decisive step of emigration, a sweet
childish voice by his side exclaimed—

* Let me see {oo, father.

Immeiiately the stern expression passed
away, and witk a bright smile be raised the
little girl to stand where she might easily
look over the bulwark. Robert Tryon was
devotedly attached to his wife and family;
and the more the chilling blasts of adversity
had frozen his heart towards the world, the
more did it gush forth in warm affection to
thoss surrounding his own humbie and some-
times ill-supplied fireside; and he felt'that to
see them possessed of the comforts of life
befitting theic station—more he asked not,
wished not—would be a happiness that would
in his estimation render even the labor of a
walley-slave light.

But dearer than all was his little fairy
Kate, as fair and beaotiful a child as the eye
need wish to rest upon, with soft dark ear-
nest eyes, lookiny forth from among' her
brown clustering curls as though the misfor-
tanes of her parents had dispelled the joyous
beams ot childhood, and awakened her already
to the realities of life, and a sweet smile play-
ed upon her rosy lips, as if; in the ‘buoyancy
of her innocent spirit, hoping and trusting a
brighter future. ’

And the child’s trust seemed not misplaced,
for brighter days soon began to dawn upon
them. Robert Tryon obtained a small farmn
in one of the deep fertile hollows branching
off from the great valley of the fish river;
and though it needed both time and labor to
render it productive, both were nngrudgingly
bestowed ; and some five or six years after
Willotw  Dell (so named from
the fringe of Bahylonian willows that swept
the little streamlet murmuring through' it)
was as fair a scene of rural promise as the
wide frontier could show.

And for a while Robert Tryon was a hap-
py and contented man ; his loved ones were
arowing up beautiful and joyous around him,
and the humble competence he once had sigh-
ad for was now theirs : few indeed are they
whose wishes are so tully gratified !  But it
sufficed not long.  With prosperity loftier de-
sires awake in Tryon's breast; and after a
time he began to pine for riches to bestow on
the children whom every succeeding day ren-
dered yet dearer, and whom he felt assured
wealth would grace so well, How, as he
wandered at evening beside the willows, he
would dream of the proud future that—could
his wishes be realised—might be in store for
his promising sons and beautiful daughters, in
gome higher sphere ; and hox in years to
come they might revisit their fatkerland, and
look scornfuily down on those who in other
days had despised himself.

Occupind with such visions, discontent ba-
gan 1o take possession of his heart. It would
he many years ere by his farm he could hope
10 attain snch results : and ere that his chil.
drew’s youth would be passed—their lot in
life decided, and riches not so precious;
and again he felt that he conld toil as man
navar vet had toiled, to bestow wealth on his
cnildren,

Ol the many ohjects man pursnes with avi-
dity. @old i not the one that moast frequently
eludes him for there are many modes by

ich it may be obtained, and one of these
presented itself 1o T'rvon.

He was riding with one of his neighbors
into Graham Town, when on; their way they
passed an extensive and beautiful farm, and
ona UANZ ground gaw a large well-built
hause peeping from among the trees. Ro-
bert Tryon commented upon the beauty of
the scene.

“Tta owner’s name is Brunt,’ observed his
companion ; ‘ SOMe twenty years ago he was
sent out by the parish’ .

* How did he make his money " asked Try-
on.

*As a Kafir trader)
nion, !

A Kafir teader |—It was strange that had
naver occurred to him, though he was aware

auswered his compa-

|

that large fortunes had been made, were con-
stantly being made, by taking into Kafirland
various articles of British manufacture, and ¢
bartering them with the natives for ivory,
skins, &c. This was a mode of acquiring
wealth that, amid all his search for a shorter
néad to riches, he had altogether overlook-
ed.
The farm at Willew Dell had so far impro-
ved Tryon’s circumstances that there was no
difficulty in carrying out his new resolve ;
and a very short time saw him depart into
Kafirland with two waggons heavily" laden,
two trusty drivers and two boys, on the first
of many journeys that brought more gold
beneath their roof than had ever been there
before.

Tryon was on his return from one of these
expeditions. - Evening was coming on ; but
he felt that by riding fast and using a nearer
fard to cross Fish river than that by which
the waggons must pass, he might reach
home that night, and he longed to see those
for whose sake all this exertion was made.
Therefore, leaving directions for his people to
go round by the upper and shallow ford, and
setting spurs to his horse he started for the
nearer one, well known on the I[rontier as
the Kafir Ford, and as being nearly or quite
the most dangerous along the border, consis-
ting merely of a ledge of rocks across the
bed of the deep and turbid river, considered
scarcely passable save when the tide is low
and in attempting which at undue seasous,
many an unwary traveller had met his
death.

The light was so dim, that when Tryon
stood on the steep hill overlooking the val.
ley, he could not discern the state of the river
so far beneath him, and it was not till he
emerged from the trees and stood beside the
brink that he was aware that the tide was
up, or rather just beginning toebb. But he
knew that with due caation the river might
be crossed in safety even then by one accus-
tomed to it, and he accordingly prepared to
take advantage of the remaining daylight by
passing without delay.

His horse's fore-feet were already in the
water, when a man started up on the op-
posite bank and called aloud to him. Tryon
paused. 1

‘Do not attempt it ; it is dangerous, cried
the stranger.

‘I'm not afraid ; I'm used to the ford," re-
nlied Tryon.

‘ But it is a spring-tide,’ again replied the
other. )

Tryon looked again at the rviver; it was
certainly higher than was its wont, but not
sufficiently so to alarm him who had crossed
it 8o often that he thought he knew every
stone of the way; and, imitating as much to
the stranger, he spurred his horse in. But
his knowledge was less accurate, or the tide
was stronger than he deemed ; for scarce bad
he reached the middle of the stream, when
the good steed lost his footing, and both horse
and tider were borne down among the eddies
of the impetuous current towards the sea,
which, at a short ten miles’ distance, was
breaking in giantsurges on its rocky bar,

His idolized children ! they were pravided
for, but not too well! was Tryon's last
thought, ere the waters overpowered him;
and, with a wild rushing in his ears, both
sense and sensation passed away.

Bat the stranger on the southern bank was
not one to stand idly by and see a fellow crea-
ture perish without making an effort for his
rescue, even though that effort might involve
him in a like danger ; and when Walter Hume
threw himself into that dark troubled water,
he knew the chances were equal that he
would never-tread those banks again. But
Walter's was too generous and fearless a heart
to be chilled by such selfish considerations,
and he exerted himself to the uttermost in
his arduous task, His efforts were success-
ful ; and Tryon was drawn to the shore some
distance down the river, insensible, but still
living; while the steed, whose fate he had so
nearly shared, was borne more and more ra-
pidly towards the waves that seemed roaring
so impatiently for their victim.

After this, Walter Hume was a frequent
guest at Willow Dell, and a most welcome
one to all save the master, for he soon divin-
ed that but for the dark eyes and sweet tones
of his beautiful and gentle Kate, Walter had
been less often seen. And Tryon destined
not his Kate, the fairest lower in his fair par-
terre, to share the humble fortunes of a fron-
tier farmer ; though in bygone days he would
have rejoiced to think so comfortable a home
—and shared by one so worthv—would ever
be hers. But now his hopes were higher far

for her, his best beloved one ; and though he ;
might not receive otherwise than cordially
the man who had risked life to save him
from certain death, yet he looked with a dis- !
pleased eye on Walter’s evident devationto
te, and with a secret resolution that not
even the weight of that obligation should in- f

duce him to sacrifice his daughter's wellfare :

rather, far rather, would he have perished in ,
the rivay,

Absorbed in his ambitious dreams, Tryon
never thought of asking himself whether the
true sacrifice to Kate might not consist in giv-
INZ Up one to whom, in the warmth of her
gratitude and the worthiness of its object, her
young beart was becoming deeply attached.
And when at length he suspected that it was
so, bis regret and mortification knew no
bounds ; yet he shrunk from wounding the
feelings of his ¢child by any allusion to the
subject, and contented himself by resolving
that, even if redoubled efforts were required.
they should be made 10 hasten the hour when
he might be able to efface from his daughter's
mind the impression which Walter Hume
had:made, by removing her to a sphere he

considered more suited to her and her im-
proving fortunes.  Again he began to repine
that wealth was so s'low of attainment, and
again he felt that he would willingly encoun-
ter any toil, any trial, ay, even any danger,
to secure to his children riches and considera-
tion.

With these feelings acting as a fresh incen-
tive to exertion, Tryon started on another ex-
pedition into Kafirfand. He had gained the
territories of the chief Turu, and was barter-
ing with him some snuff for ivory ; when in
the midst of the discussion that attends every
mercantile transaction with the avaricious
Kafirs, the chief turned pettisly away, ex-
claiming—

* You want too much for the brown pow-
der; I will not give it; but I will give you
ten times as much for black I’

He stopped abruptly, and fixed his bright
dark searching eye upon Tryon, as though
eager to discover if his meaning was under-
stood, and how the proposition was recei-
ved.

The trader turned aside as if he heard it

not. Nevertheless it was both heard and
comprehended. Se the quick-witted Kafir
suspected.

¢ Yes,' he resumed, ‘I would give much
ivory, white as the clouds in‘youder sky. ma-
ny skins, many horns, to him who will bring
me the black powder and the fire sticks. His
waggons will be so heavy his oxen will
scarce be able to draw them away, and he
will never need to cross the rivers any more,

. but he may sit before his kraal, and make his

women hoe his corn

Still Tryon answered nat, but the Kafir's
words struck a wild chord in his heart. Could
he bring himselfto do the chief’s bidding, the
gold over whose tardy coming he had lately
sighed would at once ‘be his; his children
would no longer be buried on a frontier farm,
and his daoghter would go where Walter
Hume would be forgotlen. But he shrunk
from the means by which all these objects,
which he had so much at heart, must be ob-
tained ; for by carrying powder and arms

" across the border, save for self’ defence, he

would infringe the laws of the land wherein
he had prospered far more than he had ever
hoped when he had landed on its shores.
Tryon had been eager in his pursuit of rich-
es ; he had bought cheap and sold dear, and
he had exacted from every one to the utter-
most ; but he had broken no law save that of
leniency, and now he shrunk from doing so,
and bade the temptation stand off from him
but it would not. The spirit of gain that he
had so long cherished, entered into this new
form, and hauated him day gnd night, filling

his waking thoughts, and shedding a golden |

hue over his visions.

When Tryon next entered his dwelling at
Willow Dell, the first object that presented
itself was the sniiling happy face of Kate, the
next the almost detested one of him who had
drawn him fiom the depths of Fish River. It
required but little penetration to see that
Walter Hume was now the declared lover of
Kate; and as soon as might be Walter con-
firmed Tryon's suspicions by encreating
his sanction to the already given consent
of Kate.

The father was silent for a few moments.
But it was only to consider how he might
best reject the man to whom he owed so
much, and what effect that rejection would
have on the happiness of Kate ; but on this
latter point he soon satisfied himself that
once removed to other scenes, this ill-placed
(for so he considered it) prepossession would
soon pass away, and Kate be a far happier
and more prosperous woman than if he had
yielded to what he knew were her present
feelings.  Then, rising from his seft, he
turned to the anxious suitor, and spoke kind-
ly but firmly :

‘ T'owe you much, very much, Hume, even

ed ; and had you asked me almost any other
gift, it had been given with pleasure ; but T
cannot put my own lile in comparison with
my daughter’s welfare.’

* Whatever may be your decision, Mr Try-
on, said Walter proudly, though he turned
deadly pale with apprehension, * and I much
fear it is against me. I do not wish an act of
common humanity due from one man to ano-
ther to be remembered, far less looked on as
a claim. But your daughter has given me
ber heart he added earnestly; * and if you
will trust her to me, it shall be the stu-
dy of my life that she will never repent
the gift.”

¢ Her heart, said Tryon, lightly, ¢ Pooh!
—-<he ig scarce of an age to know that she
has one. But I have other hopes for her,’ he
continued seriously ; ‘higher hopes, far high-
er; and the once poverty stricken man drew
himself up proudly, as he thought on his
wealth, .

Hume felt that those words and that man-
ner seale! his lips to further entreaty. near
as was the object to his heart: and simply
expressing a hope that Kate might be happi-
er in the fatuve her father designed for her,
than he conld bave made her, he bowed,
and left the house with a crushed and embit-
tered heart.

But however great might be Walter's sor-
row, it did not exceed that of Kate, when she
learned her father's unlooked-for decision re-
garding one towards whom she felt so much
of affection and gratitude,  But all her tears
and the yet more touching eloquence of her
pale chieeks, and faded smiles, were nnavail-
ing, and it seemed as if nought could shake
Tryon’s resolution.

And yet the father's heart was only less sad
than those of the lovers. For Robert
Tryoa loved his daughter too fondly to look

; en | the rest ?
a life, and believe me [ do not ynderrate the |

service, nor the risk at which it was render- |

on her grief with indifference ; and it \\;}H’:ﬁzi
the thopes of a proud futare, when o
Hume's name should have lost all interes

p . o
Kate, that enabled him to remain steadfsst 1o

his resolves. : o
Meanwhile he was occupied with prepa
tions for another journey into K:sﬁrlam‘l.t oy

length the day on which he was to depar

rived. o
¢ Let me see more rosy cheeks on Y’;YMG

turn, child,’ he said fondly, as he took le

of heg. Don’t you know I mean to ma

my Kate a lady .

‘I have no w%sh to be a lady, father. said
Kate with a subdued smile ; ‘ if I can do ":l?'
duty in the state to which I am called; it W
suffice for me. ik

¢ Tush, tush, girl_you know not what Y‘ _
talk about,’ replied” Tryon, rather hastt IY"'
¢ ere long my beautifol Kate will be rich o
happy.’

Kate sighed, as though she ha 4 het
gladdening dreams; but her father hear! A
not—he was already watching the deP“'hﬁd
of his waggons, and for whose safety hIe,mia
never before appeared so solicitous. o
did those around him suspect they cont® e
a secret whose discovery would prove ‘!u‘_
owner's ruin ; whose safe keeping and he
cess he hoped would well nigh com}’l"”m"e
building ap of his fortunes, It might i
been that Tryon had withstood the mege 3
tion longer, nay, perhaps might have t?ea"
come it-altogether, had it not been for t o
tachment of ITume, and his anxiety 10 "emmr
Kate from Willow Dell, where of cOl“’ehu
recollection of him would be stronger
elsewhere. ¥ Jdly

Thus the voice of ambition spokc lot ks
within Tryop’s heart, overpowening . _L¢
ers, and he no longer hesited to avail him ;
of the opportunity fortune cast in bis pathe
but at once applied himself to making e
needful preparations for complying Wit
wish of Kuru. ein

¢ Oh. Kate, Kate,’ he thought, as he 10025
to Kafirland after his waggons, whose ©
contents were contraband, ¢ whi'e Yo‘;. o
weakly mourning over your girlish “: fiae
pointment, you little know the risk you o5
ther is running for your advantage ; but fot
haps you will have cause to thank bim
st !

d no snch

The speculation turned out better t:’:;
even Tryon had ventured to hope. The fz-ﬂpl
and powdor arrived unsuspected at the }Et‘ai"‘
of Kuru, and in the joy of his heartat 055
ing such treasures, the chief was liberd o
yond what the trader had anticipated. erf
finest ivory and the most valuable skins ™7
given almost without limit; and 1 TY"';ban
parted from the kraal a tar richer man
he had entered it. ' he

¢ Oh, Robert Tryon, Robert Tryo™ sty
murmured, as he mounted his h(’nn.
* you are now a happy and an enviable ":]’!'
for you have lived to gain all your ello
an-in his exultation he recked not that “I" ws
tain them he had offended against the “.n
of the land, and placed deadly instrume?
the hands of savages. e

In the same. spirit of self congratulatiof
entered his home.  There the sIZ% .1
Kate's dark mournful eyes checked hl’-”klyv
ness for a- moment ; but he rallied qui 4
and gaily reproached her with being 59 ing
when there was such cause for I‘t‘l"‘chlg
and then he told them that his journey anf
been most successful, without confidin8
more. is

¢ The greatest blessing in life. ﬁ\l'!f"ou;
happiuess, and that we may enjoy W!*
riches,’ said Kate.

Poor Kate felt that but for 1his vl
wealth, the current of her love had been 8
ed to flow nnchecked on. an

How, then, could she rejoice at Be all
nouncement that gave snch pleasure ““t;t

Gold might guild their lot. bdl“;
had cast a chill upon hers, and blighte®
and while they surveyed with pleasvf® =,
transfer of the rich lading of the waggo®
the house, Kate Tryon wept bitterly 1" .
little chamber, with the sound of hght 121"
ter from without ringing in her ears. e
laughed and she wept, and both fro®
same cause. . [ i

And now Tryon had resolved on relind%:cp
ing the trade by wbich he had reaped S*‘mm
a harvest, and removing himself an¢ fa ble
to some piace where their former
station would be unknown; but eré G
could be done he must dispose of (b€
mense quantity of Kafir prodnce in hi¢
and with that view he left Willow Del
Graham's Town. p

He was on his return, and again “““‘, e
prond-hearted and glad. as he was wor 7 1
of late. for again he had prospered in hlgobfrt
ings How different he “was from the fricn”
Tryon who had landed on the South A -
shores a few years ago, poor, sad an¢
ding. Now he was jovful and elated. " < he
ly with hope but with success; ant r-' 10
rode along his thoughts wandered “fs”
the future, where he saw now no hart®
awaiting his children than to gather -
in the world’s bright sunshine. and { fl
were gatbered by his Kate, his b?ﬂ“(";ar et
then his joyous one. At length he ¥ g not
Absorbed in those bright visions, he 5%
heeded whether he went, and had 5 ..
far from the right road. Further 0™
ver wae a path that led from anotber ¢f
to Willow Dell. vens

The sun was sinking low in the h('aw' fi
he cantered over the flat beyond W “'O'h,
ther edge lay the Dell; and in the coo[
of coming evening all the inhabitant? otiv
wilds seemed arousing themselves 3 :\“g the
and joy. The birds were darting -ﬂmthe aun’
trees, the insects were floating M. G0
shine, and the antelopes spring!og 15
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