SUB SOLE; OR, UNDER THE
SUN MISSIONARY
ADVENTURES IN THE
GREAT SAHARA



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649179299

Sub sole; or, Under the sun missionary adventures in the great Sahara by Artegall Smith

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



ARTEGALL SMITH

SUB SOLE; OR, UNDER THE
SUN MISSIONARY
ADVENTURES IN THE
GREAT SAHARA

ﬁTrieste






THE CONGREGATION OF THE DEAD.

f fell on my fage in tha midst of this congregation of the dead.”
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T GENERAL VISCOUNT WOLSELEY,

ALt noble scion of right worthy sires,

Accept the tribute that thy fame inspires ;

Pride of our army, and Great Britain's boast ;
Thy name, without thy sword, equals a host

All loyal Trishmen, exulting see,

Thy wreaths with their own Wellington's agree ;
Thy stainless record this—" no battle lost,”
Though many a daring foe thy path has crassed.
To Gordon, fainting 'mid drear Soudan's sands,
In cager haste marched on thy dauntless bands
(ireat soldicr sigh no more s thine was the fate,
Not fault : we blame the laggard helmsman of the -tate,
Through whom alane, for once thou wast too late.

Pu, N,



- ?"".r :;I
b e
'lll |'£'" __._,.-r':‘:'
| :J-Ir_f _‘_I
Contents. -~
PATGE
INTRODUCTION 3
CHAPTER 1. IN THE CATACOMBS 11
CHAPTER I1. A MAN OF MYSTERY 21
CHAPTER I1I. LONDON BRIDGE - 16
CHAPTER IV. THE EXODUS - 19
CHAPTER V. UP THE NIGER - 60
CHAPTER V1. THE BATTLE OF YAURI 76
CHAPTER VIIL THE LAND OF THIRST - g4
CHAPTER VIII. DEATH IN THE DESERT 112
CHAPTER 1¥. THE CITY OF THF J,."ﬁ,[.
MIEL - 123
CHAPTER X. THE POLITY OF THF
AMMIEL . 134
CHAPTER XI. A PENTECOSTAL Wl“».'if}- 133
CHAPTER XII. HASTE TO THE W’ED'
DING — [ b
CHAPTER XIII. THE TROUBLERS D[" THI-_'.
CITY - 173
CHAPTER XIV. SAINTS AND SWORDS 153
CHAPTER XV. THE MYSTERY UN-
VEILED - 193
CHAPTER XVL THE BATTLE OF THE
DWARFS - 215
CHAPTEE XVII. HOME THEY BROUGHT
. HER WARRIOR DEAD 220
CHAPTER XVIIL ":E'&[Fth - - 237
CHAPTER XIX. THE SLEEP OF ABRAHAM 234

CHAFTER XX, LIGHT

FOR THE D{Rh
CONTINENT -

| ]
=
LT



Some of the last wards of Daved Livingstone '—
“All Tean say in my solitude iz, may Heaven's rich
blessing come down on every one—American, English,

Turk—whn will help to heal this open sore of the world."



INTRODUCTION.

WoRCESTER,
SEPTEMBER 1st, 13884,

WEEK ago, I was seated in my
study, when a thundering
knock shook the door and my
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nerves at the same time. In
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less than a minute there stood

before me a fine specimen of
the British sailor. He made
his bow and placed upon the table a tin box, evidently
nathing mere nor less than an old Huntley and Palmer's
biscuit box. Not a scrap of paper remained upon its
battered and weather-beaten sides. The lid was carefully
soldered on, and bore in letters of red paint my address,
disfigured but legible. The sailor, giving a hitch to his
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VI [NTRODUCTION.

trousers with his left hand and indicating the red letters
with the outstretched thumb of his right hand said, * D'y’
see, Sir, I guess this box belongs to you." In answer to
my enguiries; he told me that he had picked the box up
in the Bay of Biscay, on a calm day a month ago, and as
he was coming from Bristol to Worcester to sec his friends,
he had brought it himself, He ended by saying, “ I hope,
Sir, d'y" zee, that the cargo of this craft is worth over-
hauling.” * We will soon see,” replied I, and diving into
a cupboard, I produced a bull's head sardine knife and
very shortly succeeded in opening the box. The sailor's
face lengthened when I held up the contents ; a small roll
of M.S. written in a neat hand. The first part of the roll
consisted of ordinary writing paper, the last part of very
thin parchment, as though the supply of paper had failed
the writer. T glanced at the first lines. They were in

the form of a letter. T read it alond—

“City of the Ammiel, 300 miles N.E. of Timbuctoo,
January 7th, 1838, My Dear Norton,—After seven years'
silence, T write to you from the heart of Africa. I enclose
a history of my adventures and hope that it will interest
voir.  If you think it worthy of the light as likely to pro-
mmote the glory of God and the good of man, place the



