
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

  

David Livingston 
The lion began to crunch the bone of his arm. 

The brute charged full tilt at his wagon. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

A long file of slaves. 

They burned the village. 



 

 

  

Often he had to wade through marshes up to his waist. 

They saw him dead on his knees. 


