
LIVINGSTONE'S LAST JOURNEYS. Sot 
  

idea out of his head, he returned to it again, 

asking, “How many days is it to the 

Luapula?” ‘I think it is three days,” was 

the reply of Susi. “A few seconds after,” 

writes Mr. Waller, “as if in great pain, he 

half sighed, half said, ‘Oh, dear, dear!’ 

and then dosed off again. It was almost 

half an hour later that Susi heard Mjwara 

again outside the door, ‘Bwana wants you, 

Susi.’ On reaching the bed the doctor told 

him he wished him to boil some. water ; 

and for this purpose he went to the fire 

outside and soon returned with the copper 

kettle full. Calling him close, he asked 

him to bring his medicine chest and to 

hold the candle near him, for the man 

noticed he could hardly see. With great 

difficulty Dr. Livingstone selected the calo- 

mel, which he told him to place by his 

side; then directing him to pour a little 

water into a cup, and to put another empty 

one by it, he said in a low, feeble voice, 

‘Allright ; you can go out now.’ These were 

the last words he was ever heard to speak.” 

At four am., or thereabouts, the lad 

Mjwara was alarmed, and cried out to Susi, 

“Come to Bwana; I am afraid; I don’t 

know if he is alive,” and the men went, all 

of them, and looked inside the hut. Passing 

inside, they looked towards the bed; Dr. 

Livingstone was not there. By the dim 

candle-light they found him kneeling by 

the bedside, his body stretched forward, 

his head buried in his hands upon the 

pillow. They watched for some sign of 

life, but in vain; the great traveller, the 

enterprising, the noble Christian, was no 

more. 
The poor men thus bereft of their leader 

did all that could be expected under the 

circumstances. They took care of his 

effects, the tin boxes in which his manu- 

scripts were preserved, his rifles, sextants, 

his Bible and Church Service, and the 

medicine chest. They elected Susi and 

Chumah as chiefs of the caravan, and 

started off for their long journey to Zan- 

zibar, actually keeping Chitambo in igno- 

rance of the decease of Livingstone to avoid 

the heavy fine which otherwise they might   

have to pay. In reality the secret oozed 

out, and Chitambo behaved better than 

was expected. And at his suggestion all 

due honours were paid the dead; Chi- 

tambo, at the head of his people and 

accompanied by his wives, taking part in 

the proceedings. A separate hut was 

built for the corpse; close to this building 

the men constructed their huts, and then 

built a high stockade all round. It was 

hoped thus that they would be able to 

preserve the doctor’s body with salt which 

they purchased and with brandy which 

they found in the doctor’s stores. On the 

3rd of May a special mourner arrived, to 

chant monotonously as he danced a song, 

the burden of which was— 

“To-day the Englishman is dead 

Who has different hair from ours ; 

Come round to see the Englishman.” 

The heart was placed in a tin box and 

buried reverently, while Jacob, one of the 

men, read over it the funeral service. At the 

end of fourteen days, the corpse, which was 

literally dried, was placed in calico. Next 

they deposited it in a case made of the bark 

of a myonga tree, over which a piece of sail 

cloth was sewn. The package afterwards 

was well tarred, and then lashed firmly to 

a pole to be carried by two men. Siecole 

and Wainwright then carved an inscription 

on a large tree of the date of Dr. Living- 

stone’s death, and a parting request was 

made to Chitambo to keep the grass around 

clear, so as to ward off the bush fires. Two 

high posts, with an equally strong cross 

piece besides, were erected and well tarred, 

as a memorial of the fact that there a white 

man had died. 

Under great discouragement and some 

presence of sickness the return journey was 

commenced. On the third day of the 

march quite half the men were unable to 

go any farther. A few days after two of the 

women of the party died, and they found, 

as, indeed, the natives told them, the 

district was notoriously an unhealthy one. 

In time they reached the broad ‘waters of the 

Luapula. On the first night of encamping 

beyond it they lost the donkey which had


