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SONNEI'IN REPLY TO AN INDJAN WIFE.

I)ÂRK daughiter of tho forest, though thy fears
IRise for the Bravo thon biddest to the war,
In dread belief lie witl return no more

To share with thee the love of future years
Let this be comnfort for thy blinding tears-

Joy cannot ho endurinc'; sorne storui woo
Must stemi the tide of happiness below.

Lot white men scoff and scorn, with taunts and jeers,
For them, as for your noble Brave, is storod

Some racial conflict in a coming age
Such as the past doth show on every page,

Th egfu Justice hist'ry shall record;
And for thy suffering-one changeloss law
0f sorrow reigns for white woian or squaw. B.

IT MIGIIT IA VE BRE N.

A WITIIEIED blea, a sitken thread,
Somoe grasses, frail and sore,

Are lying desolate and dead
On Love's fantastie bier.

But yet a ccaseless song they sing
0f cruel, hopeless pain;

For, in the sweetest thoughts they bring,
1 hear the sad refrain-

"It might have been !

A glove that dropped front fingers fair,
A ring with rubies set,

A tittie tress of gotde nhair
Witli tears of soirrow wet.

lier hoart was light ; so urine alone
Iiath learnied to love andi griovo

And so, through life's duli monotone,
The golden tross (loth weavo-

It mighIt have heen !

The boat lies idly at my foot,
The sky is blue above,

The suintit waves make mnusic sweet,
And ail is fair but Love;

For in the cup that momory takos
1 taste again the lees,

And one long suent chord awakes
And whispers to the breeze-

IIt miglit liave been !

The fondest love the heart has missed
May corne again somo day,

Though oyes that wept and lips we've kissed
Have coldly turned away ;

But in the love that lives apart
Through waste of wcary years,

A voice will haunt the aching heart,
And murnînr ini its tears-

"It might have been 1, LARA.

THE WAB FETI-II.

ONE look at Makoko satisfied nie that hoe was not going to hoe a stern oppo-
nient. Sucli a littie mani, tive feet nothing bigh, with such a guileless,innocent look on his thin, meagre face, could suroly allow bis good-will to
ho purchased if there was aiiy neiet in cloth and amiability. lic carne
forward bravely, aniiounced hituisoîf as Makoko, lord of that region between
Kintompe and Stanley Pool, and hiold ont his hand with a kindly smile.An oid mari, probably sixty, with a taîl, narrow forehLead, temples deeply
sunk, a pair of srnall oyes gtoamingY brighitty out of deep cavities, checkbones very prorninent, face thin, a curied beard on his chin, whichi proved,when at a later period hoe unrolled it, to ho six foot in lengthi. lis mat,covered with a teopar(t skin, had been prepared to reccive hirn. Ho pointodhis fingor at the teopard skin heforo seating hinisoîf, and said,"ie sthe proof of xny tities."MIlTe i

There were about one bundred people prescrnt at this meeting, and aiwere îiow seated expecting words fror me. I began, "People cati meBula Matari (Rock-hreaker). In old tirnes 1 was known to Kintamo as
Stanley. I arn the flrst Mundelo seen by the natives of this country. 1arn the man wbo went down the groat river with mnany canoes and mnaRymon years ago. I lost many mon in that river, but I proiniscd my friendsat Kintamo that 1 would conte hack some day. I reached the white inan's
land, but, rerembering nmy promises, 1 have corne back. I have been to
Mfwa atready. I1lere is the staff as a sign that I speak the truth. 1 arngoing to Ngatzama, to live with him, and to build a town alongside of bi,village; and whoen timat is doue, 1 wiit put the honte you see on the waggons
bore into the waters, and I wilt go up the great river, and Seo if I canbuitd more. That is my story. Lot Makoko spcak to bis fniends and say
if it is, good.',

After a short pau4e, duiing wlîich there watt a gond1 deal Of whispering,
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Makoko in a vcry quiet mnariner and loud voice, whichi gradually became
stronger as hoe proceoded with biis speech, said: IlXe have heard, day after
day for many moons, of Buta Matari. Whon WC board that hoe was breaking
rocks, and cutting wide -oýads through the forests, WC hecamne a littie anxious.
What maniner of man is this, we asked, who treats the country in this way?'
Iiocs lio mean to destroy it?' Thon we suddenty heard of Bula Matari at
Kintamo, and tthe word ivas whîispered around that you had made a league
with Ngatzama to take the country front us. Thon wvc all got angry; for who
is Ngralzama that hoe should do this thing? Is hoe not a runaway froin the
Batoke country, who asked us for a place ttiat lie mighit buihd a house that
ho ighyt trade. lias lie not gYrown ricli and great througlb our kindness
to hiru. Little enougb, 0 people, ]lave any of us received fromn him. Yet
hoe pretends to own att the land for hirnsehf now. Well, your people bad
to toave Kintamo. We did that. For Ilow could you do what you pro-
posod without hearing froin us. 'Thon ivo said, If thje whmite mani despisee
us, tthe reat ownors of the handi, thon hoe is a bad mani, and there will ho
war. But now you are passing throughi our country to Kintamo. WO
have hoard of you daily. Wo are pleased with what we have heard. W6
now know ttiat you break rocks and eut trocs to pass your boats over the
country. Thiat is right. It is aIl good. But, my friend, remember that
WC own the country. Neither Ngyatzama, nor any of tthe Bateke who buY
ivory at Kintamo, Kinshassa and Kindois, bave any country on this side
of the river." Thoen fotlowed a murmuring approval of this speech fr0"'
the assenibty.

When the applause bad subsided, my response was as follows:"o
have spoken wcht, Makoko. Ttîough I passed tttrough the country yearo
ago, I knew nothing of native lands, customns, or rights. You ail seemed
very much alike. Until lately 1 could iiot tell thec difference at siglit
between one of the Bateko and a Mbundu. I thouglit you ail black niln
and it takes a long timo for a white man to tell the diffcrence between o0

black face and another, ,just as it will take you a long time to toil the
difierence between Bula Matari and one of his sons. Tlierefore, for spe6k,
ing to Ngalzama about the country beforo I kîîew Makoko, you will forgive
me. 1 now speak to MNakoko and ask bini îvat lie bas to say to "'Y
request for land near Kintamo, or somewherc near thc river, wheremY
boats can corne ani go safely."

IlOnly tiis," replied Makoko kindly, Il that 1 arn glad to see 3UI'
Matant and bis sons. Rcst in peaco. Land shtaîl ho (Yi vn to you where it
wili suit you to build. 1 want to sec plenty of white mon boere. I bave
mrry thîings given me long ago fnomr the white maon's land, anid I have 0ften'
wishied to s00 those who could make such wondcrfnl tbings. I an, tohd
your people make ail the clotb, the heads, tie guiîs, the powdem', plates, and
oqasses. Ah 1 you must. be great and good people. Be easy iin your uid
you shahl build in Kintamo, and I should like to see the mari who Say$ "0
to Makoko's yes."

The mild old mari, so little and weak in frame, xvas actually valorouB
comfort hoe cortainly iniparted to nie, but how mnuch neliance in hinS0 f
could not yot ho detined. lloweven we treasured Itis words.

Suddenly Ngalyema asked, after the other chiefs had ceased ttieir
whispers :"lWhat nice thing bas my brother bnought 'ne fromn the 'ývbte
man's land since 1 saw bimi V1 Evidently Ngahyema supposed that I bad
been to the coast since my departune fromn Mfuda; but I suîîîpty 5 id:
"lCorne to my tent, and sce for yourself. Ngalyenma and bis son -Enjeti,
wîth Ganchn and others, rose to their foot, and followed me to the temit
Here the party inspectcd a quantity of rcd baize, briglit bandkerchiefe,l
pile of figured blankets, and lovingty passedi their bands over japanned tIl"
boxes and iron trunks," and, after bis curiosity wvas ttîoroughhy satiefleu,
and Ngalyema bad chosen a quantity of goods valued at £ 138 for hi$ 0""1
perquisites, hie expressed himself as follows.

IlI will take these goods, but on the condition onhly that you stay Wbere
you are. You must make up yonr mind that you cannot corne to ICint"0O'
The chiefs wili not have it. If yon do Rot promise, this nmust end il, wa,
and I can no longer ho your frieîid. Noxv wlmat do you say i "lIt is useleOO
Ngalyema, to talk more about this," I replied. "l Malje up your on
tbat 1 go to or near Kîntaino. Ahi the Waibundu are wilhing. 1(fi
admnit tlîat you have no iglît to tîte country ; that you andi the Bateke are

n thestrangers ; tlîat the Walltbuîidu onm the ]and, Ilow can you StOP e
\Vambundu froin doitîg what tlîcy like with titeir own count ry." "fb
viltage ait Kintamo is mnine,"1 tie saîd- ; Il 1 andi ny people built it."
is alt weth, 1 (Io niot wvant your village ; onily want to get near the river
and buîid a villa 'ge oif mny owtt, îvbitier itany whtite mten will Cole to. tdil
white men witl d1o you mno tarni ; you (Io not cane to whorn you "l o
your ivory." Il Enouglt, ononiogl," lie enid, 'l 1 say for the hast timne Y181
shahl Rot coulie to Kilntamno w dC(o mnt want aîîy whmite mon arfiong 61 t
Lot us go, Emtjehi." Andi as ite saiçt the hast worcts lie pushed asde thej tel
door, and strode outside, ith theo itions of suppres4ed pasi

on hs fae. ile standing near the tent (bon, for a nimmomtnr p-
ported hy two forkeit pohl-s. "6 NVIt is ttis? " lie asked, pit o-
gongg. " tiS fetisll," I arisweredl wmert.-mtiousty lus young SOn f i
who watt iiui m"'Ore acute tIîamîi Iis fatîter, whispered to himm bis belle ari,it was a kintt of a beit, upon witicl. Ngalyemîa cried out, "Bu,!, , the
strike tlîis ; let nie lear it."1 Il Oti Ngahyenia, t dare miot u t is
war fetisb." Il No, noe," said lie, imttpatiemtty. Il Beat it, Buta matar, - i

I may iea tI somi(." i re imot,, Ngalyîmta, ILt is the signtal for 1nie tire fetîslt tîmat cahîs up armie ien îmî ; it xvnnt(j ho tOn bail." d'N o 'Ull
I tett you to strike, strikep it, Iuta Mtanýi," amnd lie s4ta1npd om, the rd,

withChidiqI imatince.Il ýI ," takîîtg thte heater il'niY d 156reuiiember, 1 tnht ynm itC iva- a had feti4h -- fecisît for war, an tmketifted the heater higli withl I1d t a11d, 1 a.sked iagaim, '' Sha goinow.''" Il trikî., stri kî* i t, Iit youj.' nViti i uy 1o~ st tt ti't


