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HOME AND SCHOOL.
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only to beckon to my men, and they-will follow
me to death—and it is death to go down this
cataract. Wo are now ready to hear you command
us to go, and we want your promise that, if any-
thing happens, and our muster asks, *Why did
you do it?’ that you will bear the blame.”

Uledi then turned to the crew, and said, *Boys, |

our little master is saying that we are afraid of.
death. I know there is death in tho cataract ; but
come, let us show him that black men fear death as
little as white men. What do you say 1"

“ A man can die but once.” ¢ Who can contend
with his fate?” “Our fate is in the hands of
God!” were the various answers he veceived.

“ Enough ; take your seats,” Uledi said.

“You are men!” cried Frank, delighted at the
idea of soon reaching camp.

“Bismillah!” (In the name of God) “Let go
the rocks, and shove off 1" cried the coxswain.

“Dismillah 1" echoed the crew, and they pushed
away from the friendly cove,

In a few seconds they had entered the river. It
was irresistibly bearing them broadside over the
falls; and observing this, Uledi turned the prow,
and boldly bore down for the centre. Roused from
his seat by the increasing thunder of the fearful
waters, Frank rose to his feet, and looked over the
heads of those in front, and now the full danger of
his situation seemed to burst upon him. But-too
late! They had- reached the fall, and p]un"ed
headlong amid the waves and spray. The angry
waters rose and leaped into their vessel, spun them
round as though on a pivet; and so down over the
curling, dancing, leaping crests, they were borne to
the whirpools which yawned below. Ah! then came
the moment of anguish, regret, and terror.

“Hold on to the canoe, my men! Seize a rope,
each one!” said he, while tearing his flannel shirt
away. Before he could prepare himself, the canoe
was drawn down into the abyss, and the whirling,
flying waters closed over all !

When they had drifted a little distance away
from the scene, and had collected thiir facultics,
they. found thero were only eight of them alive;
and, alas! for us who were left to bewail his sud-
den doom, there was no white face among them !

But presently—close to them—another commo-
tion—another heave and belching of waters—and
out of them the insensible form of the “little
master” appeared, and they heard a Joud moan
from him. Then Uledi, forgetting his late ‘escape
from the whirling pit, flung out his arins and struck
gallantly to“.\rds him ; but another pool, sucked
them both in, and the waves closed over them be-
fore he could reach him. And for the second time
the brave coxswain emerged—faint and weary—
but Frank Pocock was seen no more !

“ My brave, honest, l:mdly—natured Frank, hn.vo
you left me so! Oh, my ]ong-tned friend, what

fatal rashness ! Ab, Uledi, had you but saved lnm,: -

1 should have made you a rich man 1
«Qur fate is in the hands of qu master,” te-
plied he, sadly and wearily:
Various were the opinions ventured. ;upon .the
cause which occasioned the loss of .such an -expert
swimmer. Baraka, with some reason, suggested
that Frank’s instinctive impulse would:have been.
to swim upward, and that during: his. fr.muc
struggle towards the air he might have struck. Ius
hc.ul against the.canoe, -
All over Zinga tho dismal txdmgs spread rnpldly.
«The brother of the Mundele i& lost 1" they er ied;
“Say, Mundele,” asked Ndala, suddculy, . \shere
has your white brother gone to1” .
«“ Home.” .
*Sh: M you not seo him: agun!"‘ o
“1 hope to.”" oo T

’ Vchleﬁymthrough the same orifice,

 Above, I hope.”

“Ah! wo have heard that the white people by
the 'sea cameo from above. Should you see him
again tell him that Ndala is sorry. We have heard
from Mowa that he Was a good, kind man, and all
Zinga shall mouru for him.”

Sympathy—real and pure sympathy—was here
offered after their lights, which, though rude, was
not unkind. The large crowds without spoke to-
gethér in low; subdued tones; the women gazed

lips, as though sinceroly affected by the tragic fate
of my-companion,
was different. It had stupefied them ; benumbing
their faculties of feoling, of hope, and of action.
After'this fatal day I could scarcely get a reply to
my questions, when anxious to know what their
ailments were. Familiarity with many forms of
Jisense, violent “and painful deaths, and severe
accidents, had finally deadened —almost obliterated
—that lively fear of death which they had formerly
showin.

As I looked at the empty tent, and the dejected,
woe-stricken servants, a choking sensation of un-
utterable grief filled me. The sorrow-lauen mind
fondly re-called the lost man's inestimable qualities,
his extraordinary gentleness, his patient temper,
his industry, cheerfulness, and his tender friend-
ship; it dwelt upon the pleasure of his society, his
general usefulness, his picty, and cheerful trust in
our success, with which he had renewed our hope
and courage; and each new virtue that it remem-
bered only served to intensify my sorrow for his
loss, and to suffuse wy heart with pity and regret,
that, after the exlnbmon of s0 many admirable
qunlmes, and such long, faithful service, he should
depart this life so abruptly, and without reward.

When curtained about by anxieties, and the gloom
created by the almost insurmountable obstacles we

soul. \Vhen grieving for the hapless lives that
were lost, e consoled me. But now my friendly
comforter and true-hearted friend was gone! Ah!
had some one then but relieved me from my cares,
and satistied me that my dark followers would see
theic homes again, I would that day have gladly
ended the struggle, and, crying out, “Who dies
earliest dies best,” have embarked in my boat, and
dropped calmly over the catarncts into cternity.

Alas! alas! we never saw Frank more. But
eight days afterwards o native arrived at Zinga
from Kilanga with the statement that a fisherman,
while, skimming Kilanga basin for whitebait, had
been attracted by something gleaming on the
water, and, paddling his canoe towards it, had been
horrified to find it the upturned face of a white
man !

{Z'o be continued.)

Terrible, if True.

A TRAVELLER, of reputed veracity, reports having |’
discovered a race of remarkable humar beings,
some of .the masculine mombers.of whom.are found
so_eriormously enamcured of a peculiar- practice-as
that it scems to become with them a complete
mania. “The origin of the practice, *too, is so in,
volvedi-in obscunty that ancient/liistory, fails ‘to
trace’ 1t. oL ~
f Tlns notnb]e prnchco is that of burning .- very
‘noxious herbyin a-small furmce—chbomtely’pre
‘pnred‘ for ‘the purpose—driwing the fures. ‘thero-

i

hend siand: ‘then. xmmcdmtely discharging.. the fumcs,

,~*‘~Our mformant, moreovcr, 1os
s wc]l“mcet.'...mca, Véyond! pmslble doubt; " tht |

«Where!”

80 'strong-sometimes ‘becomes the unaccountable at-

«

upon me with mild eyes, and their hands upon their '

The effect on the Wangwana |-

encountered, his voice had ever been music in my |,

from: through a small’tube’into. an_opening m\the 1

T y asserts"cflnnt ’h L\

: tachment, that muny of them woul& more patlently

bear separation for.a ‘whole week.from beloved ‘wifo
and affectionate famlly. ihan separate for even oue-
seventh portxon of that length of tlme from their
favourite cigar, or foul tobncoo plpo.

< >
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'Ih dctobir ‘Days. o
I wANDER down the russet lane S
And e20 the autumn’s bonfires burn * .
Upon the hillaide slopes again,
‘Among the sumac and the fern, .

The oaks havs caught October's fire, | '
"And drop their treasures in the § grass,

While the atill fame creeps high and higher,
Fanned by the warm winds ag they pass:

—

The sky.is dimm in purple haze;. .- -
The apell of dreams is over all,

Unknown, save in the long; atill"days - o
‘When flowers fade and dead leaves fall.

What memories come to me of her,
Whose tehder smile so much I miss;
Who was a forest-worshipper _
When earth blunhed at October s kiss.

Here, on this knoll we ut to'ses - _-
That day of nutumn fade away ;

“ And life is fadmg,” whispercd she;, -
¢ As fades this aweet, en  hante I'day.”

And here I gathered, from the moss,
Belated blouoms for her hair,

And folt her tresses blow, across
My cheek, and fancxcd sunshine there.

And here we atopped to talk awhile
Of dreams we hoped would al} come true.
Dear heart, the sunshine of your smile
Breaka on me as I think of you,

L4

So far, and yet how near to.day.}
I miss you, yet I have you kere,

And reach to touch your hand, and say,
That love outlives the dying year.

And though I find but empty air
Where I had thought to touch your hand
I feel you with me everywhere;. -
O, truest heart, you underst_nnd
—Vick's Magazine.
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The Word.

Gop's Word is a woridéiful Jamp, because it sheds

such a hgh& Thmk how long it has been burning

—6,000° years sirice it first lmhted its faint ‘ficker
when the promise was given to Adam. (Gen. 3.13.)

How bnght, and even bnghter, it "rows as time |

goes on! Tsainh holds ,up a ben.utxful lwht to us.
And so it shone on and on, tiil the nght camé into
this dark world.’ Think’ how far the Word of God
shed. its: hght. A hghl,-house cgii only shcd its

) hght, at they farthest, twentyfive miles over the

waters bt thxs llght has comeé down froin heaven,

|and, hghted upfyonder, has' sent its“radiance quite
| over this'dark world. N

The’hght from tln' "lump will. enab]e you to see
the golden.gates;.: -and the redeemed avound the
throne, and the Lamb in- the nidst’ thereof “What-
ever objcctxons men mnl.e 0 the Blble, it will light
you home Though you! lmve to go comfortless and

in the darl.nnsa of thxs world‘ “hope t6'the end v

and tlus lamp m your lumd by God' ‘gra.ce, mll

16 the- nvor’s’edge o The 'blood ot J'esun Christ
lus Son' cleanseth us from all sin.” :
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