'HE CHILDREXN'S RECORD.

MRS, LEVENGSTONE'S GRAVE.
Our young Feaders have heard of the
great Afpican Missionaties Moftatt and
Livingstone,  Mrs. TLivingstone was the
daughter-of Mys, Moffatt, and-aceompain-
&d her husbanddn many of his toilsome
missionary journeys i Africe.  Away in
thislonely land she-died-and was bhuried.
Professor Drummond tells the following

mteresting story of a visitto her glave,
We were to spend the night  within a
few yards-of the place where Mis, Liv-
ingstone-died.  Latedn the afternoon we
reached the spot—a low, ruined hut. a
undred yardsfrons the river's bank. with
whroad verandah shading its crumbling
adls, A grass grown: path stragaled to
the doorway. and thefresh print of o hip-
popotamus told how neglected the spot is

now. Pushing the-door open. we found
vurselves ina Jong, dark voom. its wmud

Aloorbroken into-fragments, and remains
of native fires betraying its Iatest oceu-
pants,  Purning o the right, we centeced
wsualler chamber, the walls bave .d
stained, with two glassless windaws fire-
ing-the viver,  The evening  sun sefting
over the farofft Morumballa Momtains,
filled theaoom with its soft gow, and
took our thonghts aek  to thiet Sunday
evehing., fwen s ago, when in this
sue hedroom, at the sune hour, Living-
stone knelt ovey is-dying wife, and wir-
qessed the great sunset of his life. Un
-der 2 huge baob v —rmiracle of vege-
Aable vitality anddaxwdinnee  stands Ms.
Livingstonels g Bhe bicrure in Liv-
ingstone’s hook Tepresents the place as
well kept. and smeronnded  with neatly-
planted trees. But now 3t s an utter
wilderness, matted with jungle grass, md
ttodden by the beastsof the forest 1 and
as T looked at the forsaken mound, and
contrasied it with her hushand's tomb in
Westninster Whbey, T thought perhaps
the woma s Jove which brought her tea
spot like this, might beae less worthy of
mnorzality.”

thenceshe Tooked abour her world.

Hisx-dust vestsamons the urent ones-of
ewth in Englnd’s nohiest hurying plaee. |

her'sdn a donely, forsaken spot in the
wilds of Afriea, but it mattersdittle where
the-dust is laid. They are together in
that better life. glad: with the gladness-of
the Saviowr’s presence. and-of a life spent
it secking to carvy the gospel to the

heathen. ™ May eachr-one of our young

readers=do-what they ean in this same
great work by helping to send the ais-
sionaries, and praying-for-them and then

tou-shey will have-the-gladness of having

“*done what they could.”

LITTLE GALE OF CHINA.

BY ALSS FIELDE. OF SWATOW,

“When little Gale was horn nobody was
pleased.  Hivlsare sometimes endured,
‘but never welcomed, in:Chinese funilies.
there were dltendy three hoys and no

girls in the-family., she wasallowed todive.
She had her head  shaven, except two

little tufts-of hair over -the bumps of
ssublimity 7 a-short sack was:put on her,
and she was laid in a basket that swung
by aropefrom 2 beun in the voof, and
¢ It
was o very smadl one. The house had
three rooms ed=room-at each end. a
middle room used for all  domestic pui-
puses,  Fronmvherbasket:Gale could warch
the pigs and fowls running about: and
cotld see-the busy people in the six-feet-
wide street by the door,  As soon as she
was stroug -enough, with her hair braided
in-abe sttand down her back liken Boy’s,
with-a pair of short trousers on. and with
a cold botled xweet potiito for luncheon,
she went with othergils to gather dry
grass and sticks to-cook the family food.
Fhese-excursions were-very pleasaut.

Nhie had o znuch work to do that her
feet were ueglected, and got sodarge that
they hegair to be a-di to her. She
kuew the pain wounld b cadful, hut it
wias more-dreadful-to hear her neiglihors
sy hepassed, “Tlere arve bwo boats
going by, So she had them bound, and
had to-endure the jain antil it ceased.

Shedhelped her mother 10 spine and




