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xnoclc solemnity thicy bore on their shoulders to,
a safe distance, scettercd the contents far and
wide in the brushwoud], and carne biaul withuat
the bundie. Meanwhile others of thieir party
bad repacked the remains, doubhing thein up
mnto, the semblance of a bale of cottou cloth, an~d
so, they once more nianaged to, get -%hlat they
necded aid start anewvwitlitheir char-ge.

The true story of that sie nionths' march has
neyer y et been wrîtten, and it neyer will be, for
the full data cannot be supplied. But bere is
uîtaterial, waiting for sontie coming E nglish
liotîer or Milton to crystallize into, one of the
wvorldsnoblest epies; anîd it both deserves and
denjands the mnaster band of a great poet-artist
to do itj*ustice.

See these black nien, 'whom. some of our
modern scientifle philosophers would place at
but one remove roxtho gorilla, run ail muanner
of risks by day and night for forty weeks, now
going round by a circuitous route to, insure safe
passage; now cornpelled to, resort, to strategemn
toget their precious burden through the country;
sometines forced to figlht their foes in order to,
carry out their holy mission. P3ollow thein as
they ford the rivers and traverse trackless
deserts, daring perils frorn wild beasts and
relentiess çvild menu; exposing themnselves to the
fatal fever and actually burying several of tîjeir
littie band1 on the way; yet on they went,
patient and persevering, neyer fainting or hiait-
ing until love and gratitude had donc ail that
could be donc, and they laid down at the feet of
the Britishi Consul, on March 12tI, 1874, aIl that
ivas lef t of Scotland's great bero save that buried
heart at Ilala.

WVhen a littie more than a nionthi later. the
coflin 0? Livingstonue was ]anded in Englaxud,
.April 15tb, it -%vas feit that no less a shriine than
Britain*s greatest huril-place could fltly bold
«zucli precîous dust. But so improbable and
incredible did it seem that a few rude Africans
coula, actually bave donc tluis splendid decd, at
sucli a cost of tirne and suchi pemsonal risk, that,
not until the fractured bories of the ai which
thc lion crusbed at Mabotba, tbirty years before,
identified the remains, was it certain that it was

Livngton'sbody.
Adteon Apri. lStb, 1874, such a funeral

cartége entered the g;reat abbcy of Britain's
illustrious dead, as fewv warriors or heroes or
i rinces ever drew% to that mausoleum; and the
taithful body servants, whio bad rcligiously
brought home overy relic of the person or pro.
perty of the great missionary explorer, were
aecorded places of horoo. And welI they iniglit
bel1 No triumphal procession of earth's mighticst
con queror ever equalled, for sublimity, that
lonely journey trough Afruca's forests. An ex-
ample of t.ederness, gratitude, devotion,?heroisn-i
equal to this the world lias neyer before seen.

Tho exquisite inventiveness of a love that
lavishcd tears as wat er on the feet of Jesus, and
made of tresses of liair a towel, and broke the
alabastar fiask for Bis anointing -the feminine
tenderuuess that liftcd Bis nuaniged body frorn
the cross and wrapped It in new linen with
costly spices, and laid it in a -virgin tomb-all
this bas. at length been surpassea by the
Cngenous devotion of a few blak men wbo

ben gto a race -%bich white mon bave been
accustomed. to treat as heirs of an eternal, curse.

The grandeur and pathos o! that burial scCtue,
amnid the stately colunins and arches of Ergland's
famous abbey. baces in lustre when contrasted
with that simpler scene near IlaIn, whcn, in
God's greatcr cathedral of nature, wvhose columu s
and arches are the trceeq whose surpliced choir
arm the singing birds, wýLose organ is, the moan-

ing wind, the grassy carpet -%vas 11f ted and da«-rk
hands laid Livingstone*s hicart to resti1 In jtt
great proce.ssion that xito%-ud up the suave, %%14
truer suoblernuai wits fouiud than that black îiiiiti
Susi, %who In illnless biad nursed theBaîtp
hiero, liad laid his beart ini Africa's bosojin, ita,ýi
whose lîandw~as suoi upon bis pali ? Let tliu>u
who doubt and derîde Christian, missions tu ti..c
degraded children of Ham who tell us that hli.
notw~orth while to sacri4ce precious live:, fk.r
the sak-e of these doubiy lost millions of the D,t,,.
Continent- let sucli tell us %Yhether the effui i
flotw~orth any cobt, wihseeks out anud s~

mea of whoîuî buch Christian heroismn is
fluma on, thou humablo candle, burn, 'within tby butc

grua8,
Though fow may be tho pilgrim foot that tlurougl. Il.;.,

Pa8E5.
God's hnnd hatn lit thce .ong to slune, and sed ttr

holy lighit,
Till the noiv duy dawn pours its benms o'er Afric's j

rnidnitoht.
SCoup on, dera huart, that ocat for .nose wvbom rzt,

bondS cn.ýawd,
And yeumned, witti such a Christliku &ove, that Ic

muen mruiht bu siived.
Thy gravo shall dmnw h'.roic seuls to souk the nula.

trou,
Tînt Qua's own imagq, inay ce carveïl on Afrie sciay

-Dr. A4. T. Picrson in Ilissionamjy 14'tcickc.

A CI{EAP iONTC.
A woman -%vlo luadgone througli mucli sorrow,

said to a friend once, 'Wbenever 1 feel especiahii
sad, or lonely, 1 just Uo and do somethî,îg ?i
Yparticularly dislikze to do-soine duty 1 sbrinii
froui. The effort to do it, 1 find, is the best tune
the nerves eca have.' The speaher's heurt, %%,r
knew, was broken to ail earthly pleasure, bu-
she still kceps up a dheerful front to thc worl
and goes on tryin gto do lier eartluly task rig!.t
and ýeft,, aiways ilngizug, as shc says, fur ttv,
gates to open tInt slie may join lier behu cd.
But bier rceipt for nerves is onie thuat mani

mnigît use witlî advantaLge. Instead of indu] ing'
in vain regrets or selfish sorrow, go and fiole
others. Do something you Elnd difflicult, and un-
attractive. IL wiillbrace3you up. Work is God%,
tonie. We need consult no doctor, only bend in
prayer to our ever-present and loving Fatlier to
guide us rigît. Ris grace will luelp us, luis amn
steady us aiong the thorny rond. Ris voice says,
'Be strong, be faithful, ana i shan lead vo
HoMe.-Séectecl.

THE FATHER'S NEAP. BY H-AN\D.
Wbie driving througb Fairmount Park I

passed a cbubby chueked lad o! four or five ycars,
old, seated in tic front of a Gcrmanto,..n %vagoi,
with botb reins bld in bis fat bauds. Ilis face
was radiant -%vithjoy. Ris eyes, wbiih twink-led
witb excitement, werc fixed steadfastly upon thtr
horse. Be wvas driving tIc wagon 1 Mcfanwhile
his father sat at his side, bis good right armn sur
rounded thc lad ; and one could sec, ýývcn as ivc
passed, thnt thc fingers outstretchcd and twitli-
cd nervously forward, ready nt the sliglitest
warning of dangeror defectto gasp the reins and

'udeta ehi[c la iL not somnewlunt thus tînt
Gods cbildrcn hold tIe reins of their destiny?
They think tbat they are driving their owna vin
tlurough lifes cour -% unalded, unwatcbed,-un-
conscious too ofte. .auat a Father's Rland lad set
the course, and tbat beluind. thema tIc sane
.AlmightyArm encompassesthem, readytosiezo
tIc reins, and thus give suife issue to this pi:-
grimage along life's roadway. Tluask God we
are suot 'wholly arbiters of our own destiny ,uté
is a blesscd truth thnt our Fatber's band o'rcr
ovcrhangs tic guiding reins of life. -cnj C.
3fcCook in .Pre&. Journc2.
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