SACRAMENTO DAILY RECORD-UNION, SUNDAY, APRIL 26, 1896.

Vil Breottgessram

s

The new woman crops out continually
in some new phase. From time to time
we hear of women earning their daily
bread by means of the anvil, the barber
shop and the bootblack-stand. We find
them solving the problem of existence
in single instances, as a woman trolley
car conductor, a woman bridge-builder,
a woman undertaker, ete. These all
come decidedly under the above head-

cne personally hears about, to enjoy
their business and reap an income sufii-
cient to their needs.

London has a woman who claims the
rroud degree of Master of Surgery.
Her name is Miss Louise Aldrich-Blake,
and she has a brilliant record. Last

|
ing, and seem, in such cases at least as |

year she took her M. D., and this year |
she has passed a successful examination |
gualifying her for a degree which no |

gail

woman has hitherto
women in London will become full-
fledged Bachelors of Surgery this
spring. America has many women phy-
sicians, but surgery is a branch of the
medical profession which so far has
proved to possess N«
them.

The new woman has invaded another
field of labor also. She is.going to be an
elevator girl, and why not? It is strange
scme of our quick-witted, enterprising
women had notthoughtof itbefore. Itis
in slow, conservative Philadelphia that
the pioneers of this movement are to be
found. In the Young Women's Chris-
tian Association building, at Arch and
Eighteenth streets, are two young
women who are following this line of
work. They like it, too, and say it
not nearly so hard and unpleasant as
standing all day in a store.

Perhaps we condemn too hastily the
woman who seems to infringe so decid-
¢dly upon man’s especial vocation, for
hear sometimes of conditions and
circumstances that force a woman to
take hold and manage affairs that have
shaped her career without the slightest
anticipation on her part: when this hap-
pens, as it sometimes does, it is a brave
woman indeed who fuifills her destiny
in the line that offers, be it congenial
or otherwise, instead or bemoaning her
and waiting like Micawber for
thing to turn up,” or depending
upon the efforts of her friends for
sistance.

An instance has come
which depicts womanly courage
laudable and encouraging ht
It is the account of a brave little San
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Francisco lady, left tc the support of |

herself and five children by the sudden
death ofrher husband, who was at the
time of his demise owner and Captain
<! the tughboat Ethel and Marion in Sa
Francisco Bay. Th2 lady's name is
Mrs. E. Thorrold, and she has person-
rot because it is the fad to take a new
departure, but because it seemed
Cr
her little family the ample income wh
would otherwise have ceased at her
isband’s death. For a time she c«
nued his business with the aid of hir
ip,
iis regime were insufficient for her
eds, and she then concluded it was her
sest course to learn the business her-
f. With the engineer at her elb
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he took her first lessons, and ere lor
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attraction for |

ned. Five young |

thought of, and I want to quote a few
words of his for the benefit of my
readers, in the hope that they will fall
on good ground, spring up and bear
good fruit, like the fortunate mustard
seed the parable tells us about: “The
great value of Saxon words is that they
mean something., Wife means ‘weaver.’
You must be either housewives or
house moths—remember that. In the
deepest sense you must help weave
your husband’s fortunes and embroider
them, or feed upon and bring them to
decay. Wherever a true wife comes,
home is always around her. The stars
may be over her head, the glow-worm
in the night's cold grass be the fire at
her feet, but home is where she is, and
for a noble woman it stretches far
around her, better than houses ceiled
with cedar, shedding its quiet light for
those who else are homeless. This, I
believe, is woman’'’s true place and
power.” John Quincy Adams said: “All
that I am, my mother made me.” Han-
del’s mother was a woman of unusual
strength of character. He resembled
her more than he did his father. Mas-
silon, the great French preacher, had a
singularly talented mother, whose in-
fluence over his life was unbounded.
And so it was with. Bulwer-Lytton, Dry-
Kant, Luther, and even Julius

aesar, whose mother dedicated him to
Mars as soon as he was born. She was
a woman of stern resolution and indom-
itable energy and perseverance.

» Bl *

The Rev. G. A. Ottmann conducted
his last service at St. Paul's on Sun-
day last. He has been rector of St.
Paul's Parish for the last four er five
vears, being the successor of the Rev.
Von Herrlich. Mr. Ottmann goes to
answer a call at St. Louis, Mo., which
was procured for him by the Rev. Car-
roll M. Davis, of affectionate memory
tc his one-time parishioners in Sacra-
mento, and now Dean of the cathedral
in that city. Mrs. Ottmann goes East
with her husband. She is well known

| in this city as the niece of Mrs. Foye,

Iy way open to continue to secure for |

| ican

the |

4 €Y | shine to better advantage
but the tug’'s net earnings under |

was able to steer the tug as well as a |

veteran. She cannot yet be officially ad
d >d as Captain for she is not y
possessed of the “papers” without whi
Lo one is permitted to engineer a tug «
the bay, but she is quite competent
pass the statutory examination, and in
tends to do so soon, then she will
titular Captain of the Ethel and Marior
as she is now in fact. The engineer i
siill with her, as, grasping the wheel i
her soft white hands, she sends the li
tug puffing about among the ships,
she does not need his services in
least; she is quite capable of managin
for herself, which she will do when sh
has passed her examination. She ring
the bell with a brisk business air prett;
192 see, and with her hands clutching th.
wheel and her bright eyes intentl,
watching with unremitting vigilanc
her forward course, she starts the tu
€n a mission that means bread for
family of six.

Mrs. Thorrold does not know she is
new woman, and she is not particular]
anxious to vote, but she is proud of th
fact that she is the only woman skippe:
of a tugboat in the United States.
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When a woman is not forced to as-

and daughter of the late Sophie Ed-
ouin, famged as an actress of superior
talent and renowned for ner charming
presence, which was a familiar one
here in early days.
= *

The McNeill Club sung to a large
audience. The programme was not so
pleasing in many respects as some ren-
dered in former concerts, and it was
rnoticeable that the work had deterior-
ated in a large degree from the standard
it used to attain. It may be owing to
the number of amateur voices which
have been admitted to the club. Be
that as it may, the choruses were not
nearly so well rendered as they have
been in times past. The two extra num-
bers given by Miss Doane and Miss
Gardner were charming, both of them.
Miss Doane did not appear to her best
advantage, being somewhat hoarse un-
der the effect of a slight cold. But her
voice was well managed and sweet and
flute-like in quality. Miss Gardner is
the daughter of J. W. Gardner of the
late music firm of King & Gardner in
this city, and is said to be a leading
contralto in Los Angeles, where she
makes her home. The young lady cer-

| tainly possesses a strongly sympathetic

voice, of good timber and exceptional
| ra
| ceived.

She was enthusiastically re-
I would suggest to the gentle-
men who formed the “orchestral” ac-
companiment to Joe Anderson’s “Amer-
Buttertly” (which, by the way,
brought down the house) that they or-
ganize for professional purposes. A
Chinese orchestra would be a novelty,
and their execution on this occasion

.- | promises great things in a new depart-
ally assumed management of the tug, { ¥ £ - cpars

ure of this character.
favored the audience with a bold cor-
sair suggesting unutterable ter-
rors pertaining to black flags, etc., in
a voice which left nothing to be feared
by any who might chance to fall vietim
to this pirate brave. Mr. Kidder would
at the win-
twanging
guitar to

Herbert Kidder

solo,

dow of

an

some “ladye fair
iiment on his

I¢ strain.

accomj

tender

His high notes g
used to be, but i
: gains a lower tone,
ith degree of

a of
move

to

his

Iter

£ sweetness of tone.

s voices of iter strength per- |
aps, but Mr. Longbottom's voice is
cet enough to compensate for any

ck of strength, and as he has not yet
ntirely recovered from a quite recent

tack of bronchitis his singing was
't up to his usual standard.
Mr. Griffin has improved much since

and in time, if he
ntinues with the good work, he may
a concert 'cell He plays with a
rong wrist and his bowing Is excel-
nt.

L appearance,

ist.

* * *

David W. C. Nesfield is said to be in
wn more. He has been an
tile for a number of years now, and
old friends would be glad to know
:at he was doing well. Rumor has not
formed me thus far, but doubtless we
all soon know, as he is said to be

once

is

laying at the PErothers’ College. Mr.

| Nesfield is like the man in the parable

| o

the
napkin.

talents, who buried his in a
Talent is not so common a gift

sume a voeation for which nature never | that we can afford to entirely lose sight
intended her, when she is free to choose | °f it, and we would all be glad to see
her path in life, I think with Frederick | ‘he gentleman moving as of yore in the
Warde, “there is nothing more lovely | musical circles of our city.

than a womanly woman”; who is con- |
tent to “do her duty in that state of life |

» -

Latin teacher at the

L]
Miss Tyndall,

unto ‘which it hath pleased God to call | High School, was taken suddenly ill on

her.”

| Friday of last week, and was last re-

more than women as a class realize, or | it is to be hoped that her recovery is

indeed, in many cases, care to know.

nearer than anticipated, as she is a

John Ruskin seemed to understand the | &reat favorite with her pupils, and can
question more than many people ever hardly be spared from her post.

“Our Rich” |
¢ does, in two very |

Our

Longbottom sang with never |,
Others pos- |

| No!

The memory book seems to have en-
tirely supplanted the autograph album
of past years. It is quite a pretty idea,
and some of the leaves bear inserip-
tions that make one long to read what
is inside. For the benefit of those who
may not have seen a specimen of this
new fad, I will explain that they are
made up of sheets of white writing pa-
per, folded to form a triangle, and in-
closed in covers of various designs and
material, sometimes of leather, but

iore frequently of tinted ivorene,
pinked about the edges and fastened by
bows of baby ribbon at the back to the
pages within. When a friend writes a
bit of advice, poetry or humor upon the
paper, he seals it in various ways; some-
times with postage stamps, sometimes
with tiny bows of ribbon fastened in
place with glue. Directions are then
written upon the outside to open at
some period of time which suggests it-
self to the writer. Some of these in-
seriptions are very funny. Here are a
few I haveseen: “To beopened when you
hecome an old maid.” *“To be opened
when yvou meet someone yvou love bet-
ter than yourself.” “Open on your
wedding day.” ‘“To be opened when
vou can't wait any longer,” etc. But
the most gruesome and impossible T
think anyone ever thought of is one
vhich reads: “To be opened on your
leath bed.”

One wonders whatever could be in-
:cribed within, unless, indeed, it con-
tained an exhortation to repentance for
past follies and mistakes.

* *

Having business at the Railroad Hos-
pital one day last week, I took advant-
age of the opportuity to go through
some of the wards. Everything was as
neat as wax under the circumspection of
masculine attendants entirely. The
cases in the convalescent ward seemed
to be in quite a contented frame of
mind, and each sought to furnish the
other with available amusement in the
exchanging of books, periodicals, pa-
pers, ete. One lad had been overstocked
with goodies, through the ministra-
tion of lady friends, and had divided
with his neighbor across the way. AsI
paused near a cot to look at some
lovely flowers standing in water on one
of the little tables which are placed at
the head of each bed, I heard a bright
young man remark to a visiting friend:
“They are awfully good to you here;
vou can have anything to eat that you
ask for, provided you are a convales-
cent and are allowed to eat everything.
The nurses?—you bet they're all right;
awfully kind to a fellow.” A young
Irishman who had injured his head in
an accident, went about talking with
one and another, the keen edge of his
wit in no wise dulled by the presence
of the bandages in which his head was
bound.

A tall yvoung doctor in a long white
apron came into the ward before I left,
and I noticed his genial, hearty man-
ner in speaking to the patients, who
looked up from their books and papers
as he drew near, in a manner that de-
clared him to be a favorite with them
all. Patients were sitting about on the
wide verandas enjoving the warm sun-
shine, and the well-kept grounds and
general neatness observable every-
where, combined with the gentle atten-
tions and ministrations of the nurses,
made a most agreeable impression upon
me as I descended the long flight
stairg and left the hospital and its in-
mates behind me.

* *

The friends of Miss Mabel Massey
will be pained to learn of her serious ill-
ness. Her relatives feel the greatest
anxiety as to her recovery.

POLLY OLIVER.

*

THE HARP OF THE WEST.

O clime of the sunset! more richly en-
dowed

Than Hispan the knightly or Gallia the
proud;

Where the lakes of old Scotia are lost in

the maze

Of thy thousands that mirror their heavy-
fringed banks

Of mountain and crag; and the stateliest

gaze

Of a sky bending closer and breathing
more near

Than a heart ever throbbed to the fall of
a tear.

Though the soul be as barren as Cobi's
bleak health,
And the spirit of song in the cold throes
of death,
Cax; humanity throttle the play of the
nweeze
O’er the harp that old Nature unwittingly
strung
When the windows of heaven wide open
were flung,
For thousands of years to thy masterful

trees?

Can the ear fail to hear or the eye fail to
See

Thy sweet song, thy rich crown, great

Yosemite?

Though the brow of Olympus was crowded
with thrones,

And the cliffs of Parnassus resounded the
tones

Of the Muses who sang at the foot of

their god,

Not Apollo’s great steeds nor the flame of
his car,

Nor Mars with the terrible glitter of war, |

Could dazzle the face of thy sun and thy

sod,

Bright Star of the West! Thou art em-
pire’s own idol—

The s‘uw{ of the lightning, untamed to the
ridle.

What is history’'s wreath but the record
of death?
Time breathes on the tablet, it fades with
his breath;
But Nature has written in language so
strong
That Eternity's finger alone can displace
And stamp its own letters to fill up the
pace,
castles are mountains, our history

Our

long—

So long that we simply write God on the
age,

And leave all the nations to guess at our
age.

is the present; God fills up the
X.'
With H rock-written letters—a volume
S t
No | may transcribe what He leaves

s His own.

rold,
Shall we break in our frenzy the tables
of stone?

The letters are
graven the hand;
Far too sacred our charge; as He writ, let

them stand!

fresh, and deep

When those tablets of Nature shall vield
to the brain,
And some bard shall interpret the words
they contain,
What a song shall burst forth from the
prison of thought!

As his passes over the magical
ngs, !
And each chord at his touch into unison |
springs
Asg the

wing of its impulse is hastily

8 caught!

No harp more divine in the turn of the

3 earth

Shall throb to the measures of sorrow and
mirth!

—HIRAM HOYT RICHMOND.
—_— -

Consistent.

“Miss Doubleby told me that my new
costume was a dream,” said the yount;'
woman.

“She said about the same thing to
me,” replied her confidante.

““How nice of her!”

“She =aid it was a nightmare."—
Washington Star.

Significant.

“Do you take an active part in poli-
tics here?” s=aid the stranger in Ken-

{ tucky. -
To be a true wife and mother means | ported in quite an alarming condition. |

“Well,” he answered,
“not as yet. But I'm looking to jine in
most any minute.”

“What’s your business?”

“Undertaker.”—Washington Star.

thoughtfully,

of |

Sinai we come, with his prophet of |

* valley where glitters the altar of |

MATABELE NATION.

Every Man is Either a Soldier or a
Slave.

.

Strange Tribe of Men Who Devote
{ Their Whole Lives to Fighting
—A War Every Year.

Previous to the year 1879 few people
out of Africa knew anything much con-
cerning the Zulus. But in that year the
commencement of hostilities against
them by the British, closely folowed by
the terrible disaster of Isandlhwana,
where 1,500 British troops were annihi-
lated by Cetywayo’s (pronounced
Keteh-y-0) armies, drew the attention
of all, and the world learned that in the
heart of Africa a nation existed with a
regularly organized military system
capable of placing 100,000 warriors in
| the field.

i Everyone knows the result of the war;
the ultimate inevitable triumph of
modern arms over savage courage, and
the breaking up of the great Zulu des-
potism. But all do not know that a
Lranch of the same nation, which sep-
arated from the parent stem and mi-
grated into the unexplored north some

fifty years ago, has recently been
again brought into contact with the
tide of white immigration, and been

found to maintain in its entirety the
military system that rendered the Zulus
so formidable even to veteran British
soldiery.

This nation, now known as the Mata-
bele, occupies an extensive territory
lying between the Zambesi and Lim-
popo Rivers. To the east of their coun-
try is Mashonaland, two years ago
merely a place on the map, but now a
British dependency occupied by some
1,500 white seekers for gold. Among
the Matabele every man is a soldier or
a slave captured in war who will in
time also become a soldier. The Mata-
bele do not work. They live by murder-
ing and plundering the less warlike
tribes who do. So far there has been
no serious quarrel between them and
the whites, but the breaking out of a
war is recognized as being merely a
question of time.

Every December the Matabele hold a
great dance known as the ‘“‘mealic
feast.” Mealies are much the same as
the American “pop corn,” and are the
staple food of South African natives
and it is to celebrate their harvest that
the feast is held. The entire army, 10,-
000 strong, musters at the royal kraal,
or village. The king is blindfolded by
the witch doctors, placed in the center
of his soldiers and given an assegal, a
sort of javelin.

He is turned around and around until
he is supposed not to know in what di-
rection he is facing. Then he hurls th
assegai from him. In whatever dire
tion it falls in that direction the armies
march to war. Last yvear it fell to the
northeast, and the Matabele extermi-
nated a native tribe 3,000 or 4,000
strong living in'lzhat direction.
| So far, eithér'bd luck or because the
{ King, Lobengula, had reasons against
{it, the assegai has not fallen to the
| scutheast, where Fort Salisbury stands.
But it may be so any year, and then war
will follow.

United, the whites at Fort Salisbury
could easily resist their foes, but scat-
tered in twos and threes over a large
tract of country they would be cut off
to the last man. .

Strange as it mlay seem, these Mata-
bele, now living for and by war alone,
were less than a century ago scattered
in numerous small and peaceful tribes
over a country many miles south of
their present habitat. The. story of
their transformation into warriors and
their removal to the north forms a
chapter of histéry as fascinating in its
romance and intrigue as many in the
annals of more’ ¢ivilized nations.

At the beginfrifig of the Present cen-
tury the whole of Africa from the lati-
tude of 6 degrees south down nearly
to the Cape of Good Hope was occupied
by hundreds of detached tribes, all be-
longing to the great Bantu race and
popularly known as Kaffirs. They had
come into Africa from the nonth, driv-
ing out the Hottentots, who had before
driven out the Bushmen. Once the
country had been conquered the Kaf-
firs settled down into peaceful culti-
vators. Wars there were, but they were
local and unimportant. The larger
tribes exercised a sort of sovereignty
over the smaller ones in their vicin-
ity, but the tie was by no means a
strong one. No military system worthy
of the name was in existence.

in what is now known as Zululand
there then existed six large tribes and
1 a host of smaller ones. The most power-
ful of the six was the Umtetwa, and it
was in this tribe that an intrigue arose
which ultimately altered the whole
condition of the country.

The King of the Umtetwa was an old

man. His sons became very impatient
to succeed to the throne and plotted to
murder him. The plot became known
| to the old chief, who surrounded their
{ hut in the night and kiiled all the in-
| mates but one.
i That one was Godongwano, the eldest
{ son and the leader of the plot. He es-
| caped in the darkness, carrying in his
back, however, a barbed assegai. The
next day he was found by his sigter,
who dressed his wounds and enabled
him to escape. For a dozen years noth-
ing was heard of him. The old King
died and another ruled in his stead.

Then Godongwana returned. He had
been in Cape Colony and had learned
! the customs of the white men. Especial-
1y had he been attracted by their mil-
itary system and was resolved to in-
troduce it among his people. He ob-
tained the chieftainship without Adif-
ficuity and changed his name to Ding-
iswayo, the Wanderer.

He socn carried intu effect his mill-
tary ideas. All the young men were or-
ganized into regiments and drilled in
fighting together. They were armed
with half a dozen javelins or “‘throwing
| assegais.” Soon the Umtetwa were

far stronger than their neighbors. But
Dingiswayo, although continually

fighting, seemed to o so for pure love
of the excitement, and to care nothing |
for extending his borders or rendering
his tribe supreme. He had, however,
accumulated and prepared the material
from which an empire could be con-
structed. A leader only was required,
cne with an fron will, with the heart of
a fiend and with a brain cunning enough
to direct the arm fashioned by Dingis-
wayo in siriking blows needed to weld
the scattered tribes into a nation. Such
a4 man was Chaka, ani like most of the
world’s great leaders he sprang from a
comparatively obscure scurce.

Living under the sway of the Um-
tetwa was a small trile of less than |
2,000 persons, known as the Amazulu. |
They were strictly peaceful and w
contemptuously knawn as  “‘tobs

genius. Dingiswayo adopted him as his
son, and when Senzagakona died made
him Chief of the Amazulu, although he
was not the true heir.

Shortly after, while hunting, Dingis-
wayo was surprised by the Undwandwe
tribe and killed. Demoralized by the
death of their chief the Umtetwa were
immediately afterward utterly defeated
by the same tribe, the survivors taking
refuge with Chaka. By this accession
the Amazulu became powerful enough
to risk battle with the conquering Und-
wandwe. Chaka’s skill won the victory
igainst heavy odds. At once he in-
cugurated the policy ever afterward
carried out by the Zulus. All women,
female children and aged men were
killed, and the young men spared only
on condition that they would join the
Zulu army. They did so willingly, and
soon became more Zulu than the Zulus.

With scarcely a breathing spell Chaka
burst like a storm on the neighboring
tribes. One after another was ‘‘eaten
up” and the survivors incorporated into

the army of the victors. The Zulus’
losses, although heavy, were more than

compensated for by these means. The
army was soon remodeled by Chaka.
He took the six throwing assegais
from his soldiers and gave them a stab-
ing assegai instead, thus forcing his
troops to come to close quarters. A
warrior who returned from battle with-
out his own weapon or that of his enemy
was put to death.

Chaka’s career of conquest continued
until 1828, when he was murdered by
his brothers, Dingaan and Umlanghana.
In his career of conquest he had utterly
destroyed 300 tribes, and directly

sons,
over a country as large as France, and
his army was more than 100,000 strong.

ferior only to his mighty leader.

a great revolt. At the head of an army
that deserted with him he crossed the
mountains into what is now the Trans-
vaal.
dwelling there,
north, crossed the Limpopo
crushed the Mashona and Makalak:
tribes living beyond it and founded the
Matabele Empire.

It was many years before any white

he turned toward the

man penetrated into this distriet. In
the meantime the remaining Zulus

fought war after war with the whites.
At last in 1879 they were beaten by the
British and their empire destroyed. But
the Matabele still remained. Hidden
in the interior, their very existence
would have been forgotten except for
the reports of a few faithful mission-
aries. In 1880, Mosilikatze died, and
his son, Lobengula, the present chief,
ascended the throne.

Four years ago the prevailing rush of
Furopean nations to ¢btainfootholdson
\frican soil caused serious attention to
he turned to Mashonaland, a province

ruled by them, and which was reported
to be very rich in gold. Negotiations
were begun with Lobengula, resulting in
nis ceding Mashonaland to what is now
the British South African Company,
better known as the ‘“chartered com-
pany.”

It seems probable that the Matabele

mitting the ingress of a few
whom he could easily dominate.
instead of this the company sent a large

P

force of police and soldiers to take pos-

fense, if the necessity should arise.

The manners and customs of the Mat-
abele may now be observed by whites
without any great difficulty. A visit to

wagon.
had traveled much in these vehicles, and
Lhas retained his liking for them.
Around the wagon are the huts of his

and roofed with reeds.
nearly a hundred wives at the
kraal. Others are scattered over the
country and await him when he chooses
to travel. He has 300 sons. The eldest
of these is supposed to be his heir, but

Lobengula ha:

the eldest.
place on the throne any one of half a
dozen of the King’'s sons, and naturally
gives them great influence among the
possible heirs.

Close by the King's wagon is a small
inclosure known as the buck-kraal. Tt
serves as a yard for the King’s cattle at
night and a private royal drawing-room
by day. The huts of the wives are sur-

warriors with their families. Surround-
in length.

The King spends nearly the entire
day sitting in front of his wagon, ad-
ministering justice. He is probably the
hardest worked man in all Matabele-

land. Every thing that occurs in his
dominions must be reported to him.
The destruction of an army and the

in the fullest detail. It is the price he
pays for the despotic power he exer-
Cises,

The King is assisted by six indunas or
counselors, who might more accurately
be called lawyers. They act as counsel
for the disputing parties and argue
technical points with skill. When they
have finished the King renders
tence, from which there is no appeal.

ed at once. As there is no imprisonment
among the Matabele the death sentence
is more common than in more civil-
ized coutries. Otherwise the King's de-
cisions are usually in close accordance
with our own ideas of what is just and
merciful.

Lobengula is now about 63 years
of age and is a man of commanding
presence. Very tall and very stout, he
moves slowly and heavily. He is not a
very great lover of warfare
and if he should make war on
whites it will be because he is unable
to resist the pressure of the younger
men.

It is impossible for the present condi-
tion of affairs long to continue. The

that their time has nearly run out. They
know they can no longer resist the on-
ward march of the white men. They
know he covets the gold which lies
rich and idle in their ground, and they
have accordingly turned their attention
to the countries still farther the
north, with the idea of a possible sec-
ond flight far into its recesses. They will
either fight or fly very soon; of that
there can be no doubt.

Seven years ago an
the people living at Lake Ugami and
laid waste their country. The soldiers
brought back 15,000 head of cattle and
many captlives.
for ferriage on the Zambesi River, and
at any time the Matabele may again
disappear into unknown interior
only to reappear half a century later,
when the tide of white immigration has
ance ore penetrated to their new
bord
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simply another chapter in the sombre
history of the extermination of an in-
telligent and heroic race, which would
not assimilate with our own. Whether
the Matabele or Zulu is a member of
the Ethiopian or black race, or of the
red, brown or Malay, he represents a
noble type of humanity. According to

their legands, they governed a large
part of Africa mot once, but several
times.

Under their great leader, Chaka, they
became the most formidable nation up-

on the dark continent, but since then
they have been going steadily down.
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