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simultaneously and greatly demoralized
both the Boer forces in the field and their
families at home.

In 1865 Moshesh defeated and killed
General Wepener in a pitched battle at
the famous hill of Thaba Bosigo—which,
by the way, means “Mountain of
—driving the Boers over the border.
The Boers, however, soon returned with
augmented forces, many of the Transv_aal
Dutch and the Cape and Natal English
who disliked the idea of Black men beat-
ing whites in battle, having come to the
aid of the Free State. After three years
more of desultory fighting Moshesh saw
ruin facing his people and suddenly of-
fered his country to Britain as a fief of
the Imperial Crown. The offer was ac-
cepted, and the Boers were compelled to
retire. Moshesh died soon after and was
buried on the scene of his greatest vic-
tories. The Basutos worship his mem-
ory and always will. - Subsequently in
1871, Basutoland was annexed to Cape
Colony despite the protests of the Basu-
tos. In 1879 the Cape Government pro-
mulgated .a disarmament edict and the
Basutos rose in rebellion. The Cage
despatched a large force to put down the
rebellion, but failed to make even an im-
pression upon the sturdy Basutos who
loved their liberty more than wealth or
life itself and were determined not to
give up their guns and assegais. The
Basutos demanded that their allegiance
to the British crown be only of a nomin-
al nature and that they be ruled by their
own Chiefs with the advice of a Resident
Commissioner and the Cape Government
in a frenzy of impotent rage begged the
Imperial Government to take the Basuto
bechive off their hands. This was done
in 1863 but not before the Cape whites
had been beaten severely and several
times humbled by the plucky Basutos.

During the British-Boer war they re-
mained strictly neutral, but they were
ready to take arms at a moment’s notice,
and the Boers were extremely careful to

refrain from giving them any excuse for.

intervention.

At the time of the formation of the
South African Union the whites made an
attempt to include the Basutos in that
Union—an event that would have meant
the surrender of their independence and
the eventual exploitation and theft of
their country by the whites. The Chiefs
protested with energy to the Resident
Commissioner, ‘but with little success.
They then made quiet preparations for
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eventualities. Some three or four days
before the Union was proclaimed every
able-bodied Basuto and Zulu—for the for-
mer enemies are now allies in the face
of the White Menace—working in Natal
and the Orange River Colony suddenly
disappeared. Sn the -Basutoland Plateay,
meanwhile, many thousands of natives
stood to their ponies under arms, ready
to present arms to the world in defence
of their treasured independence, and only
waiting the word of their Chiefs to pour
down through the passes en the compar-
atively defencless plains below. But war
was averted. What protests and pleas
had failed to win was achieved by a show
of force.

Note: The writer acknowledges indcbtness for
much of- the {nformation contained in the above
article to Bir Godfrey lagden's book ‘The Basutos”
and Ambrose Pratt's “The Real Bouth Afria™,

A Little Town in Senegal

I hear the music throbbing down the lanes
of Afric rain:

The Afric spring is breaking, down in Sen-
egal again,

O little town in Senegal, amid the clustered
gums,

Where are your sturdy village lads who
one time danced to drums?

At Soissons, by a fountain wall, they sang
their melodies;

And some now lie in Flemish fields, beside
the northern seas;

And some tonight are camped and still
along the Marne and Aisne;

And some are dreaming of the palms that
bend in Afric rain.

The music of the barracks half awakes
them from their dream;

They smile and sink back sleepily along the
Flemish stream.

They dream the boabab’s white buds have
opened overnight;

They dream they see the solemn cranes that
bask in morning light.

I hear the great drums beating in the
square across the plain,

Where are the tillers of the soil, the gal-
lants’ loyal train?

O little town in Senegal, amid the white
bud trees,

At Soissons, in Picardy, went north the last
of thesel—By WILL THOMPSON

in The Omaha Monitor.



