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the elephant’s path. Every ten or twelve 

paces brought us to a clear stream, flowing 

fast in its channel, while over all, a strong 

current came bodily through all the rushes 

and aquatic plants. Susi had the first spell, 

then Fari Jala, then a tall, stout, Arab 

looking man, then Amoda, then Chauda, 

then Wade Sale; and each time I was 

lifted off bodily, and put on another pair of 

stout willing shoulders, and fifty yards put 

them out of breath,—no wonder it was sore 

on the women folk of our party. It took us 

full one hour and a half for us all to cross over, 

and several came over twice to help me and 

their friends. The water was cold, and so was 

the wind, but no leeches plagued us. We had 
to hasten on the building of sheds, after cross- 

ing the second rivulet, as rain threatened us. 
After 4 p.m. it came on, a pouring cold 

rain, when we were all under cover. We 

are anxious about food. ‘The lake is near, 

_ but we are not sure of provisions, as there 

have been changes of population, Our 
progress is distressingly slow. Wet, wet, 
wet,—sloppy weather, truly; and no obser- 
vations, except that the land near the lake 
being level, the rivers spread out into broad 
friths and sponges. The streams are so 
numerous that there has been a scarcity of 
names. Here we have Loon and Luena. 
We had two Loons before, and another 

Luena.” All laboured in vain; how true 
it is, Man proposes, but God disposes. In 
1873, Dr. Livingstone is still wandering 
amongst these dismal swamps, deceived by 
the native chiefs, and often robbed by his 
own people. On July’ 14th he affectingly 
writes, “If the good Lord give me favour, 
and permits me to finish my work, I shall 
thank and bless Him; though it has cost 
me untold toil and pain and travel. This 
last trip made my hair all grey.” Nothing 
can add to the deeply suggestive force of 
those last words of the traveller, faint but 
pursuing. There is a good deal of his old 
sagacity with him to the last. “If Matipa 
fails us,” he writes, “ we must seize canoes, 
and go by force. The men say fear of me 
makes them act very cowardly. I have 
gone among the whole population kindly 

  

and fairly, but I fear I must now act rigidly ; 

for when they hear that we have submitted 

to injustice, they at once conclude that we 
are fair game for all, and they go to lengths . 

in dealing falsely that they otherwise would 
never attempt. It is, I can declare, not 

my nature, nor has it been my practice, to 

go with my back up.” 
On Livingstone’s last birthday, we have 

the following writing: ‘“19¢ March.— 
Thanks to the Almighty Preserver of men 
for sparing me thus far in the journey of 
life! Can I hope for ultimate success? So 

many obstacles have arisen; let not Satan 

prevail over me,-O my good Lord Jesus.” 
To the last Dr. Livingstone was able to 

seek out novelties in natural history, and to ° 

describe them. He mentions a species of 

fish which has the lower jaw turned down 

into a hook, which enables the animal to 

hold its mouth close to the plant as it 
glides up and down sucking in all the soft 

pulpy food; the superabundance of gela- 
tinous nutriment makes these animals in- 
crease in bulk with extraordinary rapidity, 
and the food supply of the people is 
plenteous in consequence. But, as regards 
the writer, alas! that matters little. Nearer 

and nearer, day by day, he was coming to 
the end of his travels, and to his crown of 

glory ; though not in the manner he had 
anticipated or proposed himself. 

It is a painful effort to realize all the 
suffering of the great traveller in this most 
wearisome of marches, with health gone, 
strength gone, and life fast ebbing away. 

At length Chitambo’s village was reached, 
and here he died. This was on April 30th, 
1873. When Chitambo called, the doctor 
was too weak to see him, and sent word that 
he would see him on the morrow. Alas! 
that morrow he never saw. All day long 
his servants watched him carefully, all feeling 
that the end could not be far off. As the 
night advanced it was evident that his 
mind began to wander. “Is this the 
Luapula?” he asked. “No,” was the re- 
ply; they were in Chitambo’s village near 
the Mulilamo.; and then he was silent for a 
while ; and then, as if he could not get the


