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LIVINGSTONE.

s

By Riv, C. I'. Hlanp,

Do the spirits of the greal missionaries revisit the
scones of their carthly foils and failures and weeping
and agony, when at laet the path opens and the  light
breaks and the triumph lifts its trumpet to lips of joy?
"Theu, we think, with delight, that the blessed  David
Livingstone may now look on the rushing advance of
Jreedom in South Africa with smile and shout. e had
a hard time in Africa, from the date of entering it, in
1511, unlil, dead on his knees in the Ilals hut, found
there by the black boys, hd bound the heart of all Chris-
tendom and civilization o the redemption of that con-
tinent, by “the dead hand” of an immortal influence of
life. In the burial temple of some of the world’s greal-
est, we saw, in 1874, the fresh flowers in Westminster
Abbvey, in the midst of London's millions, on the hori-
zonta! slab under which he had lately been laid, when
that cathedral had been “erowded in every part;” when
Mr. Stanley was one of tlie pall-bearers; when Dr. Liv-
ingstone’s noble father-in-law, the missionary of South
Africa, Dr. MofTal, was present, “full of sorrowful ad-
miration.”  Now, daily, multitudes read the inscription
on the floor:.

~Brought by faithful hands over land and sea.
Here rosts
DAVID LIVINGSTOXE,
Missionary, Traveller, Philanthropist.
Born March 19, 1813, at Blantyre, Lanarkshire;
Died May 4, 1873,
M Chitambo’s Village, Tiala™

For thirly years his life was spent in an unwearied
effort {o evangelize the native races, to explore the wn-
discovered seerels, and alolish the desolating  slave
trade of Central Africa. where, with his last words
he wrotc: “All T ean say in my solitude is, may
Heaven's rich blessing come down on every one—Ame-
riean, Fnglish? Tork—who will help to heal this open
sore of the world™  On the left border are written:
“Other sheep 1 have which are not of this fold: them
also 1 imust bring, and they shall hear my voice.”

Who can speak or write of Livingstone to-day with-
ont tears: of sorvow, in memory of his anguish; of glad-
ness, that the Africa of his love is being opened  up,
though with {he bayvonet: that there will be no more his
“salitude™ or ihat of other Furopeans that with the
sound, as of mighty waters, of great armies, Afriea is
heing wade the neighbothood of every Christian land.
that more missionary literture is being, with free eir-
culmion, given d.,.v to the whole world, regarding
Africa, than all the missionary societies could supply,
much less get o be read, in a century of effort? )

JUST YOU AND L

I1f ycu and I, my dear, should try
‘I'o do what we know is duty,
‘This world of ours, with its sun and showers
Would blossom into beauty.
Thero'd be more joy without alloy,
There'd he much less of slﬁhlng,
if you and I, my dear, should try,
And never give up trylug.

If you and I, when we'd like te cry,
Should hum a bit of tune, dear,
And gaily smile—in a litile while
The weather’d seem like June, dear,
1f, when we fret, with eyes rear-wet,
O'er some of the things that bother,
Wed pitch right in with a hearty vim .
And help dear, tircd mother.

Oh! wouldn’t it be & bappler world,
And wouldn’t it be worth living,

If more and more from our heart's full store
Of love we'd just been giving?

So, dear, let’s try, just you and I,
And never give up, O never!

And lfe will be brighter, and sad hearts lighter
Becausc of our endeavor.

VACATION TIME.

‘The grammars and the spellers,
‘The pencils and the slates,
The books that hiold the fractions
And the books that tell the dates,
‘The crayons and the blackboards
And the maps upon the wall,
Must all be glad together,
For they won’t be used till {all.

They’ve had to work like beavers
To help the children learn;

And if they want a little rest,
It surely is their turn,

They shut thelr leaves with pleasure,
The dear old lesson books,

And the crayons and the blackboards
Put on delighted looks.

So children, just remember,
‘When you are gone away,
Your poor old slate and pencils
Are keeping holidaz,
The grammars and the spellers
Are proud as they can be
When the boys forsake the school-room,
And the teachers turn the key.

—MARGARET E. S8ANGSTER
in. Harper’s Young Penvle.
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GOD CLAIMS ME.

When the late Earl Cairns was a little boy he heard
three words which made a-memorable impression upon
him: “God claims yon.” Then came the question:
“What am I going to do with the claim?” He answex-
«l:  “I will own it, and give myself to God.” He went
home, and told his mother, “God claims me.” Ar
school and college his motio was, *God claims me”
As a member of parliament, and ultimately as Joru
chancellor, he was teacher of a large Bible class; and hiw
minister, thinking now he would have no time to ae-
vote to that purpoge, said to him:  “T suppoze yon wilk
now reauire to give up your class?”

“No,” was the reply, * J will not; God claims m="

—['The Disl]
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