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now to be rid of a most troublesome
itch which has destroyed our sleep for
many nights. An ‘“African cross”—
one of the many that the home folks
never hear of. The women told me
to-day that their hearts told them that
they must go and see their people; we
have always taught them that the paths
are open; that they are free people;
and therefore at liberty to go at any
time. Itold them that their ‘‘mikenda”
would be finished in five months, and
then if their hearts still said ‘‘go,”
there would be no palaver.

Wednesday, September 5.—Went to
Kasenga this afternoon and showed the
people the Bible pictures. Work is
going on quietly and successfully.

Zhursday, September 6.—An un-
eventful day; work, work, work, and
an ever earnest seeking for souls; and
every day something to discourage and
disappoint.

Friday, September 7.—This mormng
one of the men came in haste to me
with the information that a flock of
guinea fowls was flying near. Quickly
loading my gun, I went after them. It
proved to be a large flock of fine ones.
We had guinea for dinner, and it was
a pleasant change from the *‘everlast-
ing” chicken; much fatter and of a
finer flavor. i

Saturday, September 8, 1894.—Pay-
day, and, of course, a busy day. Had
the new chapel cleaned of bmldmg rub-
bish, preparatory to moving in to-mor-
row. We have looked ‘forward to this
for months; indeed, it was thought of
over a year ago, when Mr. Rowbotham
was here. I had the first service in it
to-day. Several natives from over the
river were on the station, and as I just
had the new benches put in and in or-
der, I invited them in to see ‘ N’zambi’s
nsoba”—i. e., God’s house—and when
they were seated, it occurred to me that

it was' an opportunity, so I used it.
May God bless our feeble efforts! The

chief of Kasenga, Queto, came to me .

to-day in a state of excitement; he

wanted my advice.
Kasenga was in an angry state. It
arose from an agent of the S. A. B.,
over the river, hiring a lot of the Ba-
kete to put a new roof on his house, I
had heard that he was severe with
them, whipping them often, and not
lightly, but I was not prepared for what
I heard to-day. Queto said: ‘“‘Muki-
lenga dixi di mai waishipi muntu wai
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He said that all |

be

Hasenga”—i. e., ‘‘The white man over -

the river has killed one of the men of
Kasenga.” There are conflicting stories
about it. The Bakete say that the
man was doing his work, when the

white man came to him, found fault with |

him, and began to whip him with a
raw-hide. 'The man started to run
away, when he received a cut over the
eye that blinded him, and so, being
unable to see, he ran into a hole, and
falling, a large stick was thrust'into
his side, and that night he died. '
" The other story told by the natives
from over the river admits the death of
the man as told by the Bakete, but

denies the whipping. They say the

man ran away because he feared the
white man, whom he saw coming, and
because he had been sitting down and
not working. I have not heard the
white man’s story yet; so cannot form
any true opinion. Queto says that all
Kasenga is very angry. My advice was
for him to tell the people of Kasenga
that Buli-Matadi [The State] is the
earthly nfuma [king] of all of us, and
that N’zambx [God] ‘tau ht
spect earthly 'author &
he must not take |
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into his own hands, it would be equal

_to saying that he, Queto, was a bigger

man than Buli-Matadi, and that would
not do. He went off mollified, and I
think they will quiet down and not do
anything rash. Kasenga has forbidden
the Bakete to receive any pay for what
they have done for the agent. When a
town refuses money you may safely say
the people are exceedingly angry. We

' have made it a matter of prayer, and

- for the best.

feel confident that God will order all
Personally, we are in no
danger, as we are on the best of terms
with Kasenga; but it would not be a
pleasant thing to see the agent suffer

" violence; still, from the fact of Queto’s

coming to me for advice, and leaving
evidently well satisfied, I argue that

 the excitement will quiet down till

 gone, in silent prayer.

God bless his word!

Buli-Matadi comes. <
Monday, September ro.—Yesterday

we dedicated our new chapel. We had

a very interesting service. Of coursewe

could not use any but the simplest

language and the plainest thoughts.
We took for our text the 122d Psalm.
The people were ‘very attentive; may
My wife and I
remained a moment, after the rest had
With David
we could say: ‘‘I was glad when they
said let us go up to the house of God.”

Our people told us yesterday that the
Bakete had refused to sell ciumbi to
them; we were not a little exercised
about this, as it looked as if the Bakete

- had included us in the trouble over the

river. To-day I inquired, and found
out that the Bakete were still our

~ friends. The way they expressed it

may be of interest to you as showing
their way of arguing. I will translate
it as well as.I can, so as to keep their
mode of expression, though much is
lost in putting it in English. I said:
‘““Why is it that you [the Bakete] re-

fuse to sell my children chumbi?” The
Mukete answered: ‘“Why is it [this is
not strong enough to express what they
mean when they say ‘Bolikai!’] that
long ago Tumengili [Mr. Lapsley]
came here, took a good palaver, and
never killed any of the Bakete? ZBoli-
kai! Shepardi [Mr. Sheppard] cameand
always took a good palaver with us, and
never killed us? ZBolika:! the men over
the river who came before this always '
took good palavers with us, and never
killed us? ZRBolikai! Diba [Mr. Adam-
son] sat here, and was always kind to us,
and he never killed any of us? Bolikai!
Nganga-buka [Dr. Snyder] gives us’
medicine for nothing, he always takes
good palayer with us, he never kills us?
Bolikai! this man over the river now
beats us for nothing, and why did he
whip the eyes out of one of us so that
he [the man whipped] could not see
the path, and in running away from
the whip he fell in a hole and ran a
stick in his side and died? 2a:/ w0’
lingila [is that good]?” Then they
added: ‘‘T'he children of God [mean-
ing the missionaries] are good, but the
other people 'mubi [very bad].” Then
they told me we could have all the
chumbi: we wanted, as there was no
palaver with us.

Zuesday, September 1r1.— Palaver
over the river patched up, but not
settled. 'The agent is not treating the
Bakete right, and is sure to make
trouble in the end. Kvery mission has
more or less evil to contend with
through the traders. So far we have
had fairly good men stationed across
the river. Went to Kasenga this after-
noon and had a very interesting service
with the women; they said they
““anted to love Jesus.” One of them
said this voluntarily, and the others
then assented to it. We are having
exceedingly hot weather, and both my







