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YOUNG FOLKS.

Brother Ned.

0Of brother Ned, when three years cld,
MThis very funpy yarn is told :

One night I tock him out with me
The pretty harvest moom to see,

Bat when I brought him into bed—
«'Me want tee moon sgain,’” he sald,

Agsin we went into the night,
A cloud had hid the moon from sight.

“The moon Iz gone, ycu see,” Iaaid,
“And you must come in and go to bed.”

Said little Ned, with sob and pout,
“Now, sister Alice, YOU BIOWED 1T 0UT!”

OLINDA QUANDA.

Olinda Quanda was one of the mightiest
fairies of the forest. Her castle, which was
built of pure gold, with windows in it of the
rarest and most brilliant of diamonds, was
bhidden beneath the nolsy wavea of the
stream, Here, underneath the water's sur-
face, Olinda Qoanda lived among a large
number of other fairies, who all of them
Wwere servants,

Only once & year would Olinda Qaanda
and her servants leave the golden castle be-
neath the forest stream, and that was in the
beginniog of the spring, immediately after
the ice had disappeared from the water and
the enow had been driven from the ground
and the trees by the warm rays of the sun,
That was a very buosy time for the fairies,
because they left their house for a very im-
portant purpcee, ln short, they went
throughout the vast area of Olinda Quanda’s
dominions to plant the seeds for all the
beautiful flowers that grew within the wide
wood. Fli':i:.im%l over the ground, they
dropped & seed here and another one there,
and thus the anemones, the wood-sorrels,
the woodruffs, the dog woods and all
the other hbeauties that grow beneath
thqi i;hnda of the forest foliage were brought
to life,

The world had n laid off the heavy
mantle of snow a fce; the dreariness of
the woodland had already disappeared to
make room for & soene of animation and a
spring-like aspect zlthe little birds had again
returned to thelr treea from the village barns,
their places of refuge from hunger in the cold
and pitiless winter, and Olinda Qianda was
making preparations as well for her annual
trip throogh her estate, As usual this was
s busy day for the fairles, because it was
quite a laborious task to get all the seeds for
the many flowers ready. DBut at last every-
thing was In shape, and the flight of the
fairies commenced., Olinda Quanda =as the
Qaeen, of course, led the train and =soon
tnu;r were agaln in the midat of their ccecu

tion,

Suddenly, however, Olinda Quanda was
startled by the sight ot a sleeping young
man, whose form lay across her couree,
ander a hawthorn bush, She let cut a
gcream of surprice, and immediately the
young man opened his eyes, When he be.
held the many beautiful faces of tho fairies
around him, and especially when he locked
into the eyes of the lovely Olinda (Q1anda,
he became bewildered at the dazzling sight
before him. Bat when the fairy Queen
again looked at the young man, whose face
was very hazdsome, she ordered her ser-
vants to continue at their work while ehe
remained and talked to tho stranger.

“How did you come into this lone wood 1"
ghe asked the young man.

For & moment the sleeper could not fiad his
power of speech, so much was he overcome by
the suddea apparition of the beautiful Olinda
Quanda. But her looks and manner made
such a reassuring Impresslon npon him that
he felt she was well deserving of his confid
ence. *‘I ama very unfortunate young manp,’
he at last burst forth, ** becauss I have lost
my bride, a young maiden as beauntiful as ycu
are. I am disconsolate, because I do not
know how I shall ever be able to recover
her.”

“ Will you not tall me how you loa$ her.
May be I can help you to find ber,” said the
fairy, * My power is great, and I have many
servante a¥ my command,”

¢ Well,” replied the young man, ** I will
tell you, thocugh I do not ses how you can
help me. Eam the prince of a great kingdom.
The lands of my father, the King, are many,
and his scldiers and generals dumber hun.
dreds of thousands, My mother, however,
died many years ago, and my father hae
gince brought anether Queen to our court,
a woman who is as wicked as she 18 without
» heart or affection, From the moment she
entered our castle she showed a great dis-
like to me. Of course, knowing that my
father was very fond of me, she never gave
apy open evidence of her hatred toward me,
but she never omitted to harm me secretly.
I must also tell you thatehe is a great witch
and soroeress, and she is so clever in her
devilith arta that my father ia completely
under heor contrel, and it wonld be hard for
say one to preve to my father how bad his
wife is,

“Ivso happened, however, that I fell in
Jove with the Princess Amalda, the daughter
of the King who reigns in the country mnrx:
to my father's dominion. Now Amalda waa
renowned the world over for her unsqualled
beauty and the great charm of her lovable
disposition, ng:un my stepmother heard,
therefore, that I proposed %@ bring Amalda
to our castle as the future Qaeen she atorce
sttempted to persuade my father not to
sanction the marriage, 1t is pot necessary
for me to sey that she suoceeded, but ehe
nover expected that I weuld form an im-
portant obatacle. Whea I was told that I
must not marry Amalda I swore that I
would do so in spite of everything, and at
last my father told me secieily that he had
no obj wtion. That wasall I wanted. Toe
next cay I went to Amalda's home, married
her and started on my way back to my
father'a castle,

“\We had already travaled over tureo
fourths of our journey, when one day we had
to halt in a dﬂ-E wood, hacause Amalda was
very tired and buvgry from the exertions of
the joursey. Whi'e we were restiog under
a tree and 1 was contemplasing what co do
to got some food—I had sent our saxvanta
already to the nearest town to purchase

somsthing—an old and ugly woman came
hobbling along the path on a stick. When

gshe raw us she approached, and, lookiog
very sharp at Amalds, sbe said :

¢ s Well, my pretty litile dove, what ails
youl’

Bafore I could epeak and tell the old
croge to go abous her tusiness, Amslda re-

lied that she was awfally hongry,

* ¢, that all, my little dear ?' screechad
the hag in = screpiog, aracliog voice,
“'Well, come along with me ; I will yive yeu
gome {ood ; I live close by here.”
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“Now, Idid not trust the old woman, and
[ hesitated for a moment, bur when [ looked
at my besutiful Amalda, who Was almost
faipt with huoger, I got up, snd leadiog
Amalda along, we followed the cld bag, who
took us into a dilapidated, tumbie-down log
cabin not far off. When we,arrived there,
ehe got some vegetables frem a cupboard,
which I now remember were turnips. Sie
handed a plateful of this foed to Amalda,
who was so hungry that she ate them, Dat,
alas | no sooner had she awallowed a mouth.
ful of these turnips than she fell to the fioor
of the cabin, her lovely form shriveled to-
gether, Everything before me dissppeared
—witch, cabin, Amalds, and all—and when
I looked around again 1 saw nothing else cx-
cepta turnip. Of course you can imagine
my rage and anger, [ was nearly frantic.
I was about to grind that turnip into the
ground with my heel when a sudden thought
prompted me to plck It up and take it with
me a8 & memento of my lost Amalda., Iran
away from the place distressed, and I have
been hunting all over the world to find a
trace of my bride, of the witoh, or of the
cabin, but all in valn. Now you know my
story, can yeu help me, do vou think 1"

¢ Have you still got that turnip ?’ asked
Olinda Quanda.

“ Yes, here it is,”” replied the prince,
taking it from his pocket.

“ Well, then, dig a hole right here and
plant the turnip,” the fairy commanded the
young man, who mechanically obeyed.
Then, after he had covered it up with earth,
Olinda Quanda stosped down over the place
where the turnip was buried and blew at
the spot, Immediately the ground began
to move, then it opened up, and within a
few seconds a torm grew up from the ground
which resembled in every particular the
shape of a woman, More and more it grew,
and before very long a lady as beautiful as
the fairy herself stood before the astonished
young prince.

“Ig ib possible ?” he cried. ¢ Hewre is may
Amalda, my beautiful bride brought to life
again "

““ Yes,"” now said Olinda Quanda, ‘it is
your bride, and no witch, however powerful,
will be ever akle to harm her again Bat I
know who was the witch you met in the
woods 1"

*“Who was ehe ! eagerly asked the Prince,

“It is your stepmother., But you hurry
home and she will not escape from punish-
ment,"’

The prince and Amalda departed, thank-
ing the kind fairy over and over again for
what she had done,

When the two arrived at the house of the
prince the stepmother stood at the castle-
ga'e, but no sooner did she see and recogniz?
Amalda than she fell down dead,
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The Dawn of African Uivilization.

Eventa are avidently hastening on the day
when the * Dark Continent’” will be no
longer an unknown land. The amount of
attention which is just now being concen-
trated from many points upon the interior
of Africa ir, to use a much-abused term,
phenomenal, The operations of the German
Uommercial Compaoy and expeditionary
forces ; those of the British Eaist African
and the newly charterad South African
Companies ; the late blockade of the Zapzi
bar Const ; the powerfn! crusade which has
been preached over Iircpe by Cardinal
Lavigerie ; the Anti-Slavery Congress which
is joet now sitting, as a result, at B:useels,
and laet, but not least, ths return of Stan-
ley with the remnants of hia expedition and
the herolc Emin Bey, trom his marvellous
trip into and threugh the very heart of the
hitherto unexplored region ; all theze thiogs
may be taken as so many prophesies of com-
ing events, involving the fioal opeaing up of
the interior of the last great unknown lana
on the earth’s surface. WWhat may be the
¢xtent and usefulness of the new discoveries
made by Stanley and his brave crew can be
known only when he has had time to colleot
and give to the world the records of
his travels, But what man has done
man can do, The scond expedition
will have immense advantages over the firat,
and it can scarcely be doubted that Stanleya
great exploits will be known to hiatory as
the ficat of the series of explorations and en-
terpriscs which finally threw open to the
world the habitable parts of Central Africa.
It will not, however, be to the credit of
European civilization if motives of humanity
do not, in the present and the immediate
future, ouiwelgh all cemmercial and scienti-
fio considerations, The atrecitics of the
Arab slave trade, as they are little by little
revealed to the horrified world, almost sur-
pasa conception or beliet. If ever there was
an oceasicn which not only justified bu’ de-
manded with all the imperative force of the
noblest impulses of su'raged humanity, that
the nations skounld unite to put down with a
strong hand a diabolical iniquity, the doings
of the Arabs in the interior of Africa surely
turnish such an occaudon. Every conzidera-
tion of juastice,every emotion of pity prompts
the hope that the Brussels Congress will not
disperse without baving agreed upen the de-
tails of & scheme which shall result in put-
ting an effectnal check, at the earlieat possi-
ble moment, to the work of death, and cruel-
ty worse than death, now being carried on-
by the Arab elave traders,—[The Week,
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How to Osoulats Properly.

If yon are tall and she is short, you must
stand erect, draw her close to your side,
bend your head somewhat se that your lips
will reat respectfully on her forehead, place
her right hand over her shoulder, then your
left arm around her walat. 1By this time her
left hand will be sungly imprisoned in your
right hand. She wilfn.im her face to look
up at you. Lraw your arm for a moment
from around her waiit and gesntly tip her
head backwack and to the side, then—well,
that is one way.

The other iz, il she 15 tall and you sare
short, atand on yeur toes, not on her ioes,
mind, D:aw her head dewn nicsly until ner
lips are on & level with yeur forebsad. B
that time your lips will be on & level wit
her diamond ocollar-butten. You will look
up to her, ol course. Your eyes, from their
proximity to her lips, will read what she is
abous to ssy. If their wosion bodes any
good, then 12 is safe for yeu to make the ex-
ertion. 1f they bode evil, wby, a la Aunt
Bridget, **stay where you are, stay where
you are.” Thisis the other way.

Next. if you are both of the same height
and proporticns, you will—but there, space
is valoable,—[St, Louis Critic,
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Stock nen,—Specuiators,
| The Board of Trate.—A
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MA RRIAGE.
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When ItIs Beclared a Failure by Hen and
Yomen.

Marrisge is a failure, the men say, Wwhen
a wife thinks more of her relatives than of
her husband ;

When a wife telicves that ber husband
must love her whetker she deserves it or
not ; :

When a wife atoops to her husband’s level
and tries to equal him in being mean;

When a wile fails to realizy that pacience
and gentleness are more natural with her
than with & man ;

VWhen a woman marries for convenience
and pretends thas she marries for love ;

VWhea a wife pays too much attention to
her hnsband’s old vows and not enough to

:}m nature of the man she has actually mar-
ed ;

When a wife insists that her husband
shall be as good as her mother, inatead of aa
good as her father:

When & wife says that if her husband
earns $3 a day he ought to put 82 50 of it in
her lap every night as **her share,”

When a wite who ies not expected to do
any such work says in the presence of the
neighbors that she was not *'raised” that
way, and will not saw the wood ;

YWhen the wife blames all the trouble
ou the husband instead of accepting her
share ;

When a woman imagines that all the

women in the world are in iove with her plug
cf & husband;

When a wifer expects the fact that
gho is & mother to compensate for all her
failares.

Marringe is a failure, the women sy,
when a man says he capnnot control his
temper when with his wife and children,
although they know he eontrols it
when provoked by a large, muscular man
enemy ;

When a man is a liar and his wife knows
it;

When a man is liberal, and fair, and cheer-
ful with every one excepb his wife;

When a man is fool enough to expect that
an angel would marry him ;

VWhen a man is patient and cringicg with
men who do not care if they displeaze him,
and impatient with her sick chHdren ;

VWhen a man expacts that hia wife ought
to buy as much with §1 as he himsgelf can
buy with §2 ;

When & man frets because his wife did
not love him before she knew him ;

When s man expects the fountain to be
higher than the head—when he expects a
better home than he provides ;

When a man blames hias wife because
there is a large family of children.

When a man emacks his lips in recollec-
tion of his mether’s ceokirg, and forgets
he bad a better appetite as a boy than he
has as & man ;

Pursued by Orocodiles.

On the Congo, near the equator, live the
Iia.Ngala, with whom the explorer, Stanley,
had his hardest battle when he floated down
the greav river, They are the most power-
ful and intelligent of tha Upper Congo na-
tives, and since Captain Coquilhat establish-
ed a station in their country, four years ago,
they heve become good friends of the whites,

Au exciting event occurred recently in one
of 1helr many villages, and Essalaka, the
ohief, went to Captain Ccquilhat and told
him the story :
¢ You know the big island near my town 1"
he said. ** Well, yesterday, soon after the
sun came up, one of my women and her little
boy started for the island in & canoe. The
boy is twelve years old,

“Ho says that while his mother was pad-
dling she leaned over to look at something
in she water, The next moment a crocodile
s9izad her, and dragged her from the canoe.
Then the crocodile and bis mother sank from
sight,

“'The paddle was lying in the cance, and
the boy plcked it up to paddle back to the
village, The crocodile was swimming to-
wards the island ; he could tell this by the
moving water.

«W1th a sudden resolve to try to save his
mother the boy paddled after the crocodile,
The creature reached the ieland and went
out on land. He laid the woman's body on
tee ground., Then he went back into the
river and awam away. He was golog after
his mate,

“‘The boy paddled faat to where his mother
was lylng, He jumped out of the boat and
ran to her. Tnere wasa bigz wound in
her breast; her eyes were shut, and he
thought she was dead. He could not lifther ;
he dr d her body to the cance, The
crocodile might come back at any moment
and kill hima ; but he worked like a hero.
Little by little he got his mother's body in-
to the canoe ; then he pushed away from the
ghore, and started home.

¢‘Suddenly we heard shouting on theriver
and saw the canoe, with the boy paddling
us hard as he could, Every two or three
strokes he wounld look ind him. The
crocodile and his mate were after them.

“If the crocodiles caught the canoce, they
would opses it with a blow, and both the
bn? and hiz mother would be loat,

‘Eight or nine of us jumped into canoes
and started to the reacune. We came up
when one of the crocodiles was not more than
an arm’s length away. We scared the beast
off, aud brought the cance to shore. \When
the boy tried to walk he fell down, he was
so frightened and tired.

“‘We thought the woman was dead, but
in a little wEila she opened ner eyes and
asked for the boy, We laid bim beeide her,
she sircked him & few times with her hand;
but she was hurc too badly. She roon
closed her eyes, and did not open them or
speak again. O, bow the boy cried ! Bat
he had saved his motheir’s body from cthe
crocodiles,”

As HKausalaka told this elory the tears
couraed down his cheeke, lnttances of
strong affection are frequently scen among
the people of this tribe,

-—

Are women more charitable than men?
1he London street sweepers don t think so,
Oce of them on being neked his opiniou re-
plied that it was no use askiog ladiea for a
gratoity ; they mever did and never would
give a poor man anything. Another said
thas a lady cccasionally gave him a penny
when hep purse was handy. And still an-
other satd that he mever heard of a lacy
even noticieg o pocr eweeper —[N. Y. Tri'»
I uae,

BRITISE COLUMBIA.

Ain Ameriean Prof, Descoibei Somp of i1s
Beautics,

Prol. Albart S Bickmore leotured on

can Museum of Natural History. FPeol,
Bi~kmere was particularly happy in this
lecture, for it included a territory which the
lectorer had traversad conly last Saaumer,
Heo started cut with a map of Capada and
the route ¢«f the Cinadian Pacific Railway,
illustrated Winnipeg, the Cree Indians, and
Manitoba, and then came to the Canadian
National Park, whose matural beauties he
exhibited by mzans of his stercopticon and
gﬂ-ihlunllg desoribed.,

Tha xosnes chosen wera the Bow River,
the Baw River Falls, the Cascade Mountain
from Upper Hot Springs, Davil's Lake,
Kicking Horse Pass, Mount Stephen and
Cathedral Peak, front and west views from
Field, and the O:itertall Meuntains, The
Columbia River afforded 2ome beantiful
views, and then the lecturer passed to the
Selkirk Mountains, showing Mount Carroll,
ths Hermlt Rapge, snow sheds and Glacier
Range, and Glacier S:ation. Mount Ubeops
was shown, and then came the Great
Glacier, of which an exhaustive description
was given. The front of the Great Glacier
was an Imposing picture.

The glacier and Mount Sir Donald made
an admirable combination. The glaviers
were seen from the enowfield and Eagle Peak
and Mount Sir Donald was shown from the
Loop, as were Mouut Aitkin and Ross Peak.
There were aleo the mountains at Revelatoke
the junction of North and Seunth Thompson
Rivers, the Bridge over the Fraser, Fraser
Canon, below Worth Bend, above Spuzzsm,
and at another point above Yale. The
banks of the Lower Fraser made a pretty
picture, as did the old Cariboo road. A
burnt woods, a loggers' camp, a forest at

loglish Bay, a long jam, and saw mille atb

New Westminster combined to give a» de:
finite idea of the amount and character of
the vast timber resources of this region.

The lecture olosed with views of New-
Westminster, Vancouver, Viotoria, and
Esiguimault.

The attendance was so large that the
seating capacity of the new lecture room
was seyerely tried. Next Satarday Prof.
Bickmore will continue his journey from
Vanccuver to Alaska, and will fully explain
E:d illustrate the geological character of the

tter.
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Culrivation of Cork.

¥ Corks are an article of oonvenience to
which little attention is commonly given,
and yet immense fortunes have been made
in their.production, Their cultivation and
manufacture form an importand item in the
indusiries of Spain, An account of this
from Mr, Day’s work on that country is of
intereat,

The cork tree ia an oak which grows best
in poorest eoil, Iv will not endure frost,
and must have sea air, and also an altitude
above the sea level, It is found only along
all the coast of Spain, the nothean coast of
Africa and the northern shores of the Medi-
terranesn.

There are two barks 1o the tree, the outer
one being stripped for use. The cork is
valuable necording as it s sefs and velvety.
The method of cultivating iv Is interesting.
When the sapling is about ten years old it is
gtripped of its outer bark for about two feet
from the ground ; the tree will then be abeut
five inches in diameter, and say six feet up
to the branches. Thia swripping is worth-
less, The inner bark appears blood red, and
if it is split or injured the troe dies.

After eight or ten yeara the outer bark
has agsin grown in, and then the ¥ree ls
again stripped tour feet from tho roots. This
stripping is very coarse, and is used as Aaate
for fishing nets, Every ten years hereatter
it ia strippad, and each year swo feat higher
up, until the tres is forty or filty years old,
when it is in lte prime, and may then be
stripped every ten years from the ground to
its branches, and will last wwo hundred
years, It iz about twenty years before any-
thing can be realizad from the tree, and for
this reason the Spainards, who are not fond
of looking after posterity, plant few new
trees.

e

Ye Qity Hunter.

When the froat has stripped the branches,
Lefs them lvaflase, s2emiog lifeless ;
When «'sr every lake and river

Rests a ¢réam of coming snowatorms,
Then the wild duck starts and shivers,
Calls io accents loud and urgent

To his mates that linger with him,
Mesuing ¥ime has come to vacate,

To take wing for warmer climates,
Where the gentle snow equall comes not.

Then, too, sallies forth the hunter,
With his gun upon his shoulder ;
Sniffs the frosty air with plessure,
Savye, with smiles and winks unno mbered,
¢+ Now, I'll get me to the fereat,

To the lake and to the river;

T will draw the du-k and partridge
To my game-bag, aa the full moon
Draws she mighty tides of scean ;
Laden with my #poils of hunting

1 will wander home st evening,

And the people all will ery eut,

¢ Lo ! here comes the modern Nimrod,
Crewn him chief of lucky hunters.’”

Shadows gather ; evening slowl

Blots the aunshine from the landscaps ;
O'er the meadows comes the hunber,

But his steps are elow and weary.

Empty s the luckless game bag,

Empty is the nseless shot peuck,

Empry is the gua he CArried,

Ana his heart is sad withia him.

Bat & brilllant thought comea ta him,

As he stesra his footateps homeward ;
Thiough she back streets skulks he slyly,
Sneaks Into a wayside market,

Bays of duck » bandeome dezen,

Buys s brace or t4o of partridge,

Then, with consience hushed uod stifled,
P.oddesn home, the mighty hunser.

o

A P:thetic Scere.

« Ah ' gaid tha gray-eyed waylarer ab
tho rallroad lunch eounter, “*this is the old
placs. 1 recogu'z:d yonder landmark ab
onoe.

*\Vhat Jandmark 1" inquired the cashier
considerasely.

“Farty years ago when I travellel over
this read,” continued the stranger in a chok-

icg volce, "' I carved my initials and the
| date on yonder piees of apple pia, 1 res
' you have iv sull,
| zeare,”"—[Albany Argas.
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«British Columbia”’ recently, at the Ameri- ]
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Fxcuse an old man's | to impress unon me

BISAOP AYLORS msanir:ms.
ey

Reporis Frem ﬂl"tliﬁl!ll_.! ithat
Erxduared Terrible Hardships.

A year or so0 ago one of Blahop Taylor's
miesionaries returned with his wife from
the Uongo, aund reported that the party
whom the Blshop had led from this coun
to the great river were so poorly suppli
with the neccesaries of life that the grcatsad
suffsring anrd destitution existed. The
report was denied by friends ot Bilshop
Taylor, and the returning missionary was
accused of great exaggeration,

His story, however, seems to be fully con-
firmed by & report just published in ‘' Ls
Mouvement Geographique” on the condition
of the Congo missions. Considerable space
is given to the Taylor mission, which 1s sald
to have been “*moat nnfortunate in its begin-
ings.” It is said in the first place that Bishop
Taylor

Have

WANT TO THRE C Y4Q

with the idea that after hu had reached
Stanley Pool he cauld gain the country of the
Baluba, hia chief destination on the Lulua
River, by means of barges and sailbcats to
be built av Stanley Pool. He gave up this
idea as soon ¢8 he reached the Cengo, ana it
is 8aid he abandoned at Bwnana, Boma, and
Vivi a congiderable part of the stores he had
brought at great cost from America, as he
found them wholly unsaited to the needs of
his expediticn. Wnen he returned to Kurope
and America to get funds to bvild a steamer,
he left a part of his people at Vivi, sheltered
only by & tent, and @& very poor-one at that.
The sufferings of the party were severe,there
were a numher of deaths, and eseveral mie-
sionaries returned home, :

Wheo, a year later, Bishop Taylor’s steam-
er, which vest thousands of dollars, reached
the Congo, it was found thatthrough some
misocaloulation certain parts of the steamer
were g0 heavy and unwieldy that the vessels
plying bstween Boma and]

VIVI COULD KOT CARRY THEM,

This was also the case with regard to the
steam machine by which the Bishop had
expected to haul the heavy parta of the
steamer along tke Congo cataraots. The
result was thatthe transportable parts of the
vessel were carrled to Vivi, where for
twa years they have been lying unused.

The Bishop,however, has not despaired of
ultimate success, and at present ho is inveati-
gatiog the chances of succesafully attempt-
ing to carry his steamer along the north shore
of theriver to Manyangs. Meanwhile his
missionaries. who, as is well known, are
expected to be

MAINLY SELF SUPPORTING,

i are scattered along the lower river, far from

their intended destination, and are living
a8 they can. Their principal resource is hunt-
ing and fishing.

In the environs of Banana, the port at the
mouth of the Congo, are three ot the Taylor
missionaries, a man and his wife and an
American colored woman, They live in
a poor little hut, and give instruction to
a few children. At Kimpoko, on Stanley
Pool, are four Taylor missionaries, thrae
men and a woman, Accorbing to Le Mouve-
ment they are excremely poor, Though
the station was established by Bishop Tay-
lor when he first went to the Congo, the
misslonaries are not conducting any school,
and their chief occupation is killing hippo-
potami in order to exchange the meat with
the natives for food that they can eat. Fay-
lor has two temporary stations in the cata-
raot region whoee purpose is to recruic por-
tere to carry his steamer to Stanley Pool,
and they will disappear as aoon a8 hls mia-
sions are established on tha Upper Congo, A
fow of the party are at Vivi guarding the
pieces of the steamer,

—aiilin— i

0ld War Ories.

Between the war cries common through-
out Earope in the middle ages and the war
songe of the later centuries there is a wide
difference, although the ebject, which was
to animate the trcopa by some common and
endeared sabjeoct of reference at the moment
of attack, remains the same, War cries were
generally one of three things—the name of
the leader, the place of the rendezrous, or
the standard. For an example of the firas
class, the cry of the family of | Bourton was
¢imply the name *‘Bourbon.” Sometimes an
ecomium was added, as in thecnse of the
eri de guerre of the Counts of Hainanle—
“‘Hainan't the Noble,” Those of the kind
which consisted of o reference to the place
of rendezvous were abundan: in Scotland, in
consequence of the localization of clans in
particular diatrinte, and the practice which
prevailed of collecting them ab a particular
place in times of danger by means of a mes-
senger or the “fiery crose,” They were also
taken from the names of patron saine—than
of the King of England was ** St. George.”

“Advance our standarde, set upon nur foea ;

Our ancient word of courage, falr Bt. Georze,
1ngj ire us with the epleen of flery dragons !

Upon them" |
— Richard III.

The King of France cried ‘‘Montjoye St
Denis"'—the former word being in allusion,
it is supposed, to certain little mounta on
which crosses were erected on the way from
Paris to 8St. Denis for the direction of
travelers. The Dake of Milan had for his
elamor militari¢—as an old Itallan writer,
Sylvester Potra Sancta, quaintly terms it—
«Milan the Valiant,” Anold French herald
speaks of some other war cries, somewhab
different from the above: the OUrusaders’
“iDieu le veut"; the cries of invecation, a
notable instance of which was toat of the
lords of Montmorenvy, ‘‘Dien alde an
premier Chretien'’; and the cries of exhor-
tation, as that of vhe Ewperor, *‘A dextre
at a sinistre,” & sofficiently emphatic
direction to the soldiers of the chivalrous
times., When modes of fighting changed,
war cries were laid aside or translerred as
mottoes to the creass of the families by
which they had been used. The latter is
the cass with & largs proportica of the
Scoteh family “slogacs” (war cries ) The
favorite battle cry of the Irish was *'Aboo,”
War cries were evidently indolged in ty
the goldiers in Homei1’s day, for be rpeaks
of the tolemn silence in which the Grecks
marched to batile acd the wild chants and
yells characteristic of the Trej wns’ advance,
The Greeks ptood ip great awe of their
Geperals; the coemopslitan nature of the
Trejen Army did nov leave room for any
gpecial patriotic sentiment.

i
Her Reason,
Mother : ““Why will youn persist in laciog
sn tightly when you drees for dinnert”

Mande : ‘- Way, mother, you've always tried
the propriety of gracs

L

before meat, '’

-




