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como to life. And Frank—my amiable and trusty
Frank—wns neither last nor least in his professions
of love and sympathy, and geatitude to Him who
had saved us from a watery grave,

The land party then returned-with Frank to re-
move thoe goods to our new cunp, and by night my
tent was pitched within o hundred yards of the
catarnct mouth of the Nkerke, From the tall cliff
south of us fell & river four hundred feet into the
great river ; and on our right—two hundred yards
off—the Nlenke rushed dowa steeply, like an
enormous casende, from the height of one thousand
feet. ‘Ihe noise of the Nkenke torrent resembled
the roar of an express teain over an iron bridge.
That of Cataract Rivei, taking its four hundred
feet leap from tho cliffs, was like the rumble of dis-
tant thunder.

iWe now—surrounded by daily terrors and hope-
killing shocks of those apparently endless cataracts,
and the loud boom of their baleful fury—remem-
bered with grateful hearts the Sabbath stillness
and dreamy serenity of the Livingstone,

(70 be continued.)

The Baby’s Burial at Sea.

T saddest sight of life we ever witnessed was
on an ocean voyage, in the death and burial of the
child of a lowly German woman, Her hushand
had bLeen snutten by consumption, and, with that
longing so peculinr to this form of disense, thought
if e conld breathe the air of Ins own boyhood’s
Rlune clils he would be well agun.  But, bang
poor, he had to cross mn February in the steerage.
The cold winds, scanty fare, and hard Led were too
much for bim, and he had but scarveely reached s
home when hemorrhages attiacked hin, and he sent
to HSt. Louis for s wite and oniy cinld, & son, that
ho might see them again,  The wife sold her seanty
househoid outfit, and, taking her babe, set out to
see her hushand's sace ere she should know what
penniless widowhood and orphanage meant.

She wept night and day, and worst of all, she
knew not what would bucome of the fatherless
chdd.  But soon she learned God's purpose.  The
chrld wasted nway ; Ins mother’s grief had robbed
him of his natural nurture, amd she couid secure wo
other.  The puor people with her taxed themsches,
and the little milk left from cabin use was provared,
but the child closed its eyes in its mother’s arms.
She sat with it in her arms, benoaning her sad fate
until the stap s othicers compelled its bural,

The ship carpenier prepared the rough box with
the weights to sink 1t to its ocean bed; tenda
hands chppul the golden iocks from the httle head,
to be carried to-the dying father, and wwhat re-
mained was parted over the pale brow, No wips
enfolded it but the faded calico gown. A poorer
netghbour spread her winte hsen handkercinet over
its face, and the carpenter Gllad up the space with
clean pe shavings, and as he dul his ‘work he
gronned and said: “God Dless this poor mother;
God be thanked the weeo bairn is safe.”

The captain camz down to read the committal
service according to the jaw.  He was a hard-fuced,
swearing, blustering Englishman, but beneath had
a manly heart.  He said to the carpenter: “8crew
down the lid.”

« Qli, no, captain,” said the heartstricken mother,
“let mo look at my baby once more.”

Ie turned away and waited. Again he said to
the gricf-stricken mother: “X am sorry to deprive
you of any comfort. God knows you have had few
enough. But I must read the service.”

She lifted herself, and the earpenter screwed down
the lid, amid the sobs of the poor around her and
tho tears as well of thoso who are happicr in this

world’s goods, looking down from the upper deck.
The eaptain read in pliuntive tones the service, nid
faltered as he read, “ 1 am the resurrection and thie
life.” TPoor man! Why he faltered at the anchoyr
of human hope wo could vever tell, e took the
box to be lowered into 1ts billowy bed; the wother
shricked : O captain1” and laid hold once more of
her treasure ; the captain stood waiting for her to
kiss that rough boyx, and then she said, in broken
English : “ Fadder, thy will be done,” and thelittle
casket dropped into the sea, which took it quia.kly
to its bosow, and a littlo bubble rose, tho sea's lust
messenger to tell us that all was ‘well.—Dr.
Mutchmore, in ¢ Dumb Animals.”
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The Painting or the Mosaic.

Tury have a \m); of making pictures in Italy,
not with paint and brush and canvas, but with bits
of variously-coloured marbies, called tessare, which,
being skilfully put together with close regard to
l.O]OI' and shading, dnd then beautifully pohshcd
bring out figures of beasts, birds and men, nud even
lnndsupes and waterviews, of marvellous eflect.
Such is the wonderful mosaic of Pliny’s Doves, in
the Capitoline Muscum at Rame, many copies of
which have been made of all sices, from the lady'’s
Lroueh to the centre table. Many flouts and pave-
ments in the old teriples and palaces were thus
made,  Just at the entrance of voe of the unea thed
houses in the silent city of Pompeii you will see the
representation of a dog lying on the floor, under
which are the words, ¢ Cuce Canen” (¢ Look out
fur the dog "), beautifuily dom, in mosaic. There is
much of this work also in the great basilieas and
the costly palaces of modern Rome.

‘The peculiarity of these mosaies is that they have
depth.  They are pictures all the way through. It
may be a pavement, but the tread and wear of
human feet for twenty centuries have not obliterated
this picture. If with some lapidary’s knife you
could shase off picture after picture from the sur
face, you would still have left the deep colourings of
the eternal stone.  If you had an oye like the eye
of God, and should look upon these mosaics, you
would see quite the sune forn.s and figures all the
way through the stones.

That is trath in the inward parts; and that is
what God desires, because he has an eye that looks
not on the surface, but that looks into character,
and sees us through and through,

If to our eyes all things were transparent, how
offensive would Le all merely surface beauty ! Not
gilt, but gold; not plated ware, but the real plate
itself ; not stucco, but the solid stone; not paint,
and varnisk, and vencering, but the real grain and
fibre of the wood —these avo what would satisfy thi
penetr: ative eye.  And shall God be satisfied with
less in us?  Shall our piety be the painting or th
mosaic?  Shall our veligious characters have depth !
Shall they wear brighter and brighter as the sur
face wears ottt Such is the practical lesson of the
wonderful tifty first psalm—* wash me thoroughly,”
#gruth in the inward parts."—Sunday-school Times.
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The “Upsetting Sin.”

OSE night, at a meeting, a negro prayed earnestly
that he and his brethren ight be preserved from
what he called their ¢ upsetting sins.”

«Brudder,” one of his fricnds said, “you ain't
got tho hang of dat ar word. It's *bescttin’y not
‘upsettin’’”?

“-Brudder,” replied be, “if dat’s 5o, it’s so: hut
I was prayin’ de Tord to save us from de sin ob
‘toxication, an’if dat ain't a upsettin’ sin, I dunno
what am.”

Sure enough ti6 old negro was right. Drunken-

ness is the upsetting uin—upeetting homes and
charncters ; upsetting manhood, womanhood, and
sweat  childhood ; upsotting and down - treading
loves, hopes, and joys.— Ernest Gilmore.

The Sword of Gram.

Have youheard the rhyme of the sword of Gram—
A mighty sword with a sparkling hilt?
Oh, u flaming brandin the brave right hand
Of him who had scorn for the stain of guilt.
To o house that was vinging with bridut hells
It was bronght, in the dusk of a sweot spring day,
By u kiugly man-—so the legend tells—
Close wrapped in a shadowy cloak of gray.

With the step of Odin he crossed the door, -
With the voice of Odin he plainly spoke ;
Lightly the sword of Gram he bore,
And cleft it deep to the heart of oak
Of o giant trec on the hearth that lay.
A silenee fell on the wedding mirth <
“Who frees that sword,” as ho strode away,
Said Odin, ** shull conqguer all the earth.”

"Lhen one and another tried, to ko suras

But this was fickle and that was {rail ;
Aud many, alas ! had lives impure,

And at touch of the hilt turned weak and pale;
Till a hero came in the bloom of youth,

And the sword sprang swiftly to greet his hand :
Four white on his braw was the sign of truth,

And the gods had tempered for bim the brand,

So here and there through the world he sped
"To do the right and qh'uue the, wrong
And critne and error before him fled,
This chammpion eager and blithe and strorg.
He carried the wonderful sword of Gram
Wherever he went, and the world was wide:
There was peace in his breast, and love and rest,
For he strove with Odin upon his side,

You wish, my 1ad with the kindling cye,
"Twere yours to earry a blade Jike thia—
A magic brand in o brave right hnnd
Aml nover the prize iu a atrife to uusa!
Believe my words that the sword of Gram
Is waiting still for the hero's grasp,
Though never a king in a cloak of gray
May have bironght it nigh for the victor's clasp.

1f the heart be pure and the hand be clean,
‘I'he Jook be noble, and courage high,
The buy wall conquer the foes that throuy,
Nor droop his flag under any sky.
For a greater than Odin on his side
Will help him strive for the deathless right ;
And he'll bear the mystical sword of Gram,
And lightly carry its matchless might.
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Writing It Down.

UncrLe Joux would sometimes take a.tiny note-
book from his pocket, and begin to write when the
children were naughty and called each-other uanies,
Afterwards e would read aloud to them whut he
had written. They did not like to hear it, although
they Luew it was true—every word of it; for,
“sumichow,” as Bess declared, “it woulidn® t.h.uelwen
o0 dreadful if it hadu’t been written down.”

By-and by, whensver Uncle John began to writo
in the little book, they would run to him and say:
“Please don’t write it down: we'll not say any
more naughty words.”

The good man would: swile as he put away the
littte book, and spoke to them lovingly ~f “the
Yamb's book of life,” whero every thought and
word and deed is written.down.

As time passes we forget that we have been, 50
naughty ; but-it is all there against us, and'when
the Look is opened we shall ind much written t.here
that we would -glndly.crase,

Dear little: friends, the pagos .of your hfo are
lvmg clean and white Lefore you. What aball'be
written thoro? Now. is the time to bogin » record
of ‘which you will never be ashamed.. The last
werds uttored by John B. .Gough were:*Young

man, keep your record clean.”— Youlh's Evongelist.
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