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maock solemnity they bore on their shoulders to
a safe distance, scaitered the contents far and
wide in the brushwoud, and came back witheat
the bundle. Meanwhile others of their party
had repacked the remains, doubling them u
into the semblance of & bale of cotton cloth, an
s0 they once more managed to get what they
needed and start anew with their charge. |,

The true story of that nine months’ march has
never yet been written, and it never_will be, for
the full data cannot be supplied. But here is
material, waiting for some coming English
Homer or Milton to crystallize into one of the
world's noblest epics ; and it both deserves and
densands the master hand of a great poet-artist
to do it justice.

See these black men, whom some of our
modern scientific philosophers would place at
but one remove from tho gorilla, run all manner
of risks by day and night for forty weeks, now
going round by a circuitous route to insure safe
passage ; now compelled to resort to strategem
toget their precious burden through the country;
sometimes forced to fight their foes in order to
carry out, their holy mission. Tollow them as
they ford the rivers and traverse trackless
deserts, daring perils from wild beasts and
relentless wild men ; exposing themselves to the
fatal fever, and actually burying several of their
little band on the way; yet on they went,
patient and persevering, never fainting or halt-
g, until love and gratitude had done all that
could be done, and they laid down at the feet of
the British Consul, on March 12th, 1874, all that
was left of Scotland’s great hero save that buried
heart at Ilala.

‘When, a little more than a month later. the
coftin of Livingstone was landed in England,
April 15th, it was felt that no less a_shrine than
Britain's greatest burial-place could fitly hold
such precious dust. But so improbable and
incredible did it seem that & few rude Africans
could actually have done this splendid deed, at
such a cost of time and such personal risk, that,
not until the fractured bones of the arm which
the lion crushed at Mabotsa, thirty years before,
identified the remains, was it certain that it was

Livingstone’s body.

then, on Apri. 18th, 1874, such a funeral
cortége entered the great abbey of Britain's
illustrious dead, as few <warriors or heroes or
rinces ever drew to that mausoleum; and the
aithful body servants, who had religiously
brought home overy relic of the person or pro-
perty of the great missionary explorer, were
accorded placesof honor. And well they might
be! Notriumphal pracession of earth’s mightiest,
conqueror ever equalled, for sublimity, that
lonely journey through Africa’s forests. “An ex-
ample of tenderness, gretitude, devotion, heroism

equal to this the world has never before seen,
he exquisite inventiveness of & love that
lavished tears as water on the feet, of Jesus, and
made of tresses of hair a towel, and broke the
alabastar flask for His anointing; the feminine
tenderness that lifted His mangled body from
the cross and wrapped it in new linen with
costly spices, and Jaid it in a virgin tomb—all
this "has at length been surpassed by the
ingenious devotion of a few black men who
belong to a race which white men have been
nccustomed to treat as heirs of an eternal curse.
The grandeur and pathosof that burial scene,
amid thestately columns and arches of England’s
famous abbey. loses in lustre when contrasted
with that simpler scene near 1lala, when, in
God's greater cathedral of nature, whose columns
and arches are the trees, whose surpliced choir
are the singing birds, whose organ is the moan-

ing wind, the grassy carpet was lifted and dar

hands laid Livingst%ne’gphcarb to rest! In llm};
great procession that moved up the nave, wlag
truer nobleman was found than that black man,
Susi, who in illness had nursed the Blaniype
hero, had laid his heart in Africa’s bosovm, ang
whose hand was now upon his pall? Let thyse
who doubt and deride Christian missions tu the
degraded children of Ham, who tell us that it is
not worth while to sacrifice precious lives for
the sake of these doubly lost millions of the Dury
Continent—let such tell us whether the effuit .,
not worth any cost, which seeks out and sa.-
men of whon such Christian heroism is poss. .

Burn on, thou humble candle, burn, within thy but «:
RTUSS
Though few may be the pilgrim feet that througl Ii.i.

piss.

God’s h;m]q {utmx 1it thee .ong to shine, and shed tty

. oly light, K

Till the new day dawn ponrs its beams o’er Afric's lozg
widnight.

Sleep_on, dear keart, that peat for .nose whom .rue
bonds enslaved,

And yeurned, with such a Christlike i0ove, that oluck
men mizht be saved.

Thy gravo shall draw heroic souls to seek tho muujz-

tree,
That Gou’s own imags may oe carved on Africsctooy,
—Dr. A. I. Picrson in Missionary 1ce e,

A CHEAP TONTC.

A woman who had gone through much sorrow,
said toafriend once, * Whenever I feel especially
sad, or lonely, I just é;o and do something

articularly dislike to do—some duty I shrink
rom. The effort to do it, I find, is the best tunic
the nerves can have.” The speaker’s heart, we
knew, was broken to all earthly pleasure, bu:
she still keeps up & cheerful front to the worll
and foes on trying to do her ecarthly task right
and left, always longing, as she says, for the
%ates to open that she may join her beluicd

ut_her receipt for nerves is one that many
might use with advantage. Instead of indulging
in vain regrets or selfish sorrow, go and terg
cthers. Do something you find difficult and un-
attractive. It will brace you up. Work is Geds
tonic. 'We need consult no doctor, only bend in
prayer to our ever-present and loving Iather to
guide us right. is grace will he}l{) us, his arm
steady us along the thorny road. His voice says,
¢ Be strong, be faithful, and I shall lead vou
Home.—Selected.

THE FATHER'S NEAR BY HAND.

While driving through Fairmount Park 1
passed a chubby cheeked lad of four or five years
old, seated in the front of a Germantown wagon
with both reins held in his fat hands. His face
was radiant with joy. His eyes, whi~h twinkled
with excitement, were fixed steadfastly upon the
horse. He was driving the wagon ! Mecanwhile
his father sat at his side, his good right arm sur
rounded the lad ; and one couid see, 2ven as we
passed, that the fingers outstretched and twiteh
ed nervously forward, ready at the slightest
warning of danger or defectto gasp the reinsand
éuxde the vehicle,  Ts it not somewhat thus thal

0d’s children hold the reins of their destiny?
They think that they are driving their own van
through life’s cour <s unaided, unwatched,—un-
conscious too ofter .nat a Father's Hand hadsct
the course, and that behind them the same
Almighty Arm encompasses them, reagdy to sieze
the reins, and thus give safe issue to this pi-
grimage along life’s roadway. Thank God we
are not wholly arbiters of our own destiny. It
is a blessed truth that our Father's hand ewr
overhangs the guiding reins of life.—Henry
AMcCook in Pres. Journal,




