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Of Livingstone’s student life at Ongar we 

have few memorials. One who was with 

him at the time, the Rev. Thomas Fison, 

B.A., of Hendon, remembers, however, 

distinctly on one occasio:. in which it fell 

to the turn of Mr. Livingstone to conduct 

family worship, he was so completely over- 

come by the passage in the Old Testament 

in which there was a reference to the slave, 

that he completely broke down, and was 

unable to say another word. He was also 

noted for his powers of physical endurance, 

and would at times walk to London and 

back in a day, a distance of at least forty 
miles, At Ongar his habit was to take a 

compass, and to work by that, through 

hedges and over ditches and across fields, . 
as if he then were, what he afterwards be- 

came, a pioneer in geographical discovery. 
Ongar, as we all know, is ground dear to 

many as the home of the Taylors, and as 

the burial-place of Jane, whose “ Hymns 

for Infant Minds” still hold their place in 

the homes and hearts of the people. Mr. 

Davenport Adams writes as follows of 

David Livingstone at Ongar, and speaks of 

him as a pale, thin, modest, retiring young 
man, with a broad Scotch accent; if you 

broke through the crust of his natural re- 
serve, you found him open, frank, and most 

kindhearted, ever ready for any good and 
useful work, not even excepting grinding 

the corn necessary to make the brown bread 

in the establishment, chopping wood, and 
such-like laborious though healthy occupa- 
tions. He was fond of long walks, and he 
and a friend used to traverse the Essex 
flats together, sometimes extending their 
peregrinations into the more romantic 
neighbouring counties.. Twelve or sixteen 
miles were often thus traversed; and the 
friends, as they passed along, enjoying the 
beauties of nature, indulged, we may be 
sure, in profitable conversation, anticipating, 
no doubt, the triumphs of the Redeemer’s 
kingdom, and strengthening and encourag- 

ing each other to pursue the path of Chris- 
tian duty with faith and earnestness of 
purpose. Even during these long walks 
the friends pursued their studies, assisting 

each other to acquire a more perfect know- 

ledge of the Greek and Latin tongues. 

Livingstone exhibited considerable apti- 

tude in the acquisition of languages; but 

his chief characteristic then, as it proved to 

be all through his career, was indomitable 

resolution and perseverance. An incident 

which occurred at this period may serve to 

illustrate the quality of his mind, and show 

what might be expected of him when he 

had to contend with dangers and diffi- 

culties. 

On one of the coldest and most fogg 

mornings in 1838, he got up at three o’clock 

to walk to London, in the western suburb 

of which he had some business to transact 

for his father. As he was returning, his 

knowledge, energy, and humanity, were 

called into play. A lady was thrown out of 

a gig, and Livingstone, without regard to 

the etiquette of the thing, at once offered 

his services, and instituted an examination, 

which resulted in an assurance that there 

were no bones broken. Having performed 

this good office for a fellow-creature in dis- 

tress, our traveller trudged on his homeward 

way. Long erehe reached Stanford Rivers, 

about two miles from Ongar, it had become 

quite dark. He was sadly wearied and 

faint with hunger, having scarcely eaten any 

food all day, but he determined to push on, 

and did so. Presently, however, he found 

himself on strange ground, having evidently 

taken a wrong turning somewhere. Here 

was a new perplexity; his knees trembled 

under him, and he seemed almost con- 

strained to lie down under the hedge and 

make his bed there. But no, that would 

not do for Livingstone, whose motto was, 

“Never give up.” So he braced up his 

energies by an effcrt, climbed a guide post, 
and by the light of the stars, which were 

now shining clearly above him, made out 

his whereabouts, and again pushed out for 
home, where he arrived pale as a ghost, and 

sank into a seat so exhausted that for a 
; while he could not utter a word. After 

taking a little food, moistened with milk 
and water, he went to bed, and slept soundly 
till the middle of the next day, when he


