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PREFACE,

THIS collection of verse has been made from various
sources in the Cape Colony, Natal, and the Trans-
vaal, and it is a matter of regret that many pieces of
interest have been omitted owing to the difficulty of
obtaining copies.  Also as most colonists in South
Africa understand the Dutch language * as spoken there,”
it could be wished that certain well-known productions
in the “ Boerentaal * could bave been preserved in these
pages. Some of the inimitable *versions " of Reitz,—for
instance, his rendering of * Tam o' Shanter and “The
Maid of Athens,” and some others which have appeared
from time to time, we believe, in one of the Cape jour-
nals, ought not to be forgotten. _
We have received from Natal, since this velume wag
“in the press” some lines by the late 7. Fatnin, wha
used in the olden days to sing his own rhymes in right
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¥i PREFACE,

good style, We do not apologise to our readers for
giving these in their entirety.

CTHE SMOUSE”

" 'moa Smoese, T'moa Smouse In the wilderness wides
The veld i my bhome, and the wagon's my pride ;
The erack of my ** voerslag " shall sound o'er the lea,.
I'm 2 Smouse, I'm a Smoase, &nd the trader is free |
E heed not the Governor, 1 fear nat his luw,
I care not for ' civilisation ' 2] one stry—
And ne'er to " Ompanda ' —! Umgzeis' I'1 throw,
Vihile my arm carrias fst, or my footl bears o toe |
" Trek,' "trek.” ply the whip,—touch the fore oxen's sking
i warrent wa'll ' go it " throngh thick and throeugh thin—
" Laoop ! loop pe oud skollums b oot Wigmaan teek iy’
I'm 2 Smonze, 'm a Smeovse, and the trader is free |

They may talk of quick going by mail or by rail—
What matters? our wagon creens on like o snail ;

What & ' her” s the sieam-enging's whistle and din ?
We have time all bafore, and the ' prog* all within—
The snows of Kathlambn odr progtess can'y stay ;

W mount to iz summit, and tmvel awar,

Chr g we by Bigparsheng —wagon tipset,

The tent lies in atoms, 1ha stuff is all wet—

Meover mind, that won't hart us—we'll soon get itdry,
But ha | there go Flands—eaddle up, boys | mount [ fiy !
Load your rifles, glve chase as they bound ofer the Jea—
1m a Smouse, I'm a Smoase, and the trader is fres |

I'm alone—1"m alons; and ‘s aight en the plain—
And Fihink, as 1 Le, of old Evgland again ;

Thke jackal eries round me, the woll guits his lafr,
And the rear of the Lea resounds through the nir—
" Alamegtip 1" eries JTansl—! Mool cries Kewitt |
The eatle stand trembling—1ihe Smouwse oa bis feet..
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Ay * Lanezster” rings, whila the brote gives a bound,
And the king of the desort lieg dead on the pround |
Hurrih ! then, what care T for king or for princa?
My horse and my pun ace oy pride and defenee ;
The town for the coward—the desert for me |

'm n Smouse, I'm a Smouse, and the trader iz foee |

All is changed since these lines were written, and since
Pringle (the “father” of South African verse) “sang "
amid the wild surroundings of his home. The whistle of
the locomotive has taken the place of the shnll cry of the
Kaffir. The lion has retired from business. The “hig
game " which used to cover the plains beyond the Dra-
chensberg has gone, never to return ; and the wandering
trader has to pay taxes, and is no longer in need of a
gun. The railway from Delagoa Bay to the Portuguese
border is almost completed.  Soon * excursions to Ophir ®
will be advertised, and the romance of the **Dark Con-
tinent” will be dead! There is little time for thought
or rest in a country which can show a town risen up, as
by Aladdin's power, in a few short months, holding five
thousand people, all gathered together for one chject—
gold.® Stil], and in spite of all this, we hope our modest
volume may not be wholly neglected, but will find a
welcome in many a home. There must be “intervals
for refreshment,” however transient, both for body and
mind, even in a world where the “go as you please”
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race for wealth engages everybody, and we trust that
many colonists will find something in these pages to
satisfy their tastes even if it be only a reminder of the
days when their fathers were young, and ventured over
the sea to make for themselves homes in untrodden
wilds,

E.

2444 Septamber 1855,



