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THAT God has made of one blood all nations that dwell upon the face of the earth is a fact the 
evidence of which becomes greater every day.  In the first ages of Christianity, ere it had been 
robbed of its virgin zeal, and become dull, and sordid, and worldly, Africa was especially rich in 
Christian life and light, and its coloured people were ready alike to die or to live for the Saviour's 
sake.  Tertullian, in several places, indulges in somewhat exaggerated descriptions of the 
multitude and power of the Christians throughout the Roman empire. But when he tells Scapula, 
pro-consul of Africa, that the effect of continuing the persecution against the Christians would be to 
decimate the inhabitants of Carthage, he, probably, Dean Waddington acknowledges, does not 
exceed the truth.  Yet Carthage was at that time one of the youngest of the churches.  In the 
glorious company of martyrs, no brighter name is enrolled than that of Cyprian, who was an African 
and a heathen, converted to Christianity late in life, and raised to the see of Carthage about the year 
250.  Even at this distance of time, we cannot think but with admiration of the saintly Perpetua, 
who, at the age of twenty-six, had to leave her husband, and her child, and her father, and all she 
held dear, to perish in the amphitheatre of the city of which she is the brightest memory.  Perhaps, 
old Foxe tells us, one of the most dreadful events in the history of martyrdom was that which took 
place at Utica, where 300 Christians unanimously preferred to jump into a burning lime kiln, and die 
a horrible death, rather than to sacrifice to Jupiter.  Thus, in old time, did men of colour seal their 
testimony with their blood, and bequeath to us the lesson that we should follow them, who, through 
faith and patience, inherit the promises. 
Let us come to modern times.  In our day there are, happily, no slaves in America; but yesterday, 
so to speak, there were.  And what a testimony those of them who escaped into freedom, and 
landed on our shores, gave as to the intelligence and Christianity of the poor slave, whom his hard 
masters would have reduced, if possible, to a condition worse than that of the beast that perishes.  
We have seen and listened to William Wells Brown, to Josiah Henson, to Frederick Douglas, and Dr. 
Pennington—on whom the ancient and far-famed University of Heidelberg conferred a 
diploma—and the memory of their brilliant talents survives amongst us to this day.  Exeter Hall is 
often resounded with the loftiest strains of human eloquence, but never appeared on its platform a 
more eloquent orator than Frederick Douglas; and yet this was the man on whose head the planters 
set a price because he obeyed the voice of nature and of God in running away from slavery.  Truly, 
in this country, we should have no prejudice against men of colour, in spite of the anthropologists, 
and men of science falsely so called; it is clear, as Cowper wrote long ago, that—  

"Fleecy locks and black complexion 
Cannot forfeit nature's claim; 
Skins may differ, but affection 

Dwells in white and black the same."  
This was made especially clear last summer to those who were charmed with the touching 
eloquence of the Indian Reformer, Baboo Keshub Chunder Sen, or were privileged to listen to the 
sermons, and join in the prayers, of Mr. Davis, a coloured gentleman from Barbadoes. 
It is of the latter we would speak.  Call no man happy till his death, said the ancients.  Mr. Davis is 
numbered with the dead; he fell a victim in the discharge of duty, actuated by a noble benevolence.  
Not to satisfy an idle curiosity, not to sympathize with a war spirit—under the influence of which 
two of the foremost nations of the world met in hostile array—not even for scientific ends did he 
visit Sedan, and contract the illness of which he died.  He was a medical man, and he knew, in that 
unhappy town, soldiers were lying wounded, suffering, with no one to mitigate that suffering, or to 



tend those wounds.  He was a Christian, and he knew that amidst those crowds shut up in the 
hospitals, and villages, and ambulances in and around Sedan, there were many about to die, to 
whom, even at the eleventh hour, a word in season might be spoken, and the common salvation 
proclaimed. The loss of such a man, under such circumstances, is a peculiarly heavy one.  Nay, 
more, it is one of the mysteries which, with our finite faculties, we cannot comprehend; nor need we 
try to do so.  It is enough for us to know that there is One all-wise and all-powerful in whose hands 
are our life and breath, and whose are all our ways. 
Mr. Davis was born in 1843, at Bridgetown, Barbadoes.  He anticipated re-visiting his birth-place, 
where his beloved mother still resides, at the close of his labours round Sedan.  His early 
education was received at Coddrington College, and, from his youth, serious impressions led him 
to make an open profession of religion.  As a Plymouth Brother, his thoughts were much directed 
to the personal advent of our Lord, and his addresses on this great subject were given with 
marvellous eloquence, and often listened to with breathless attention.  The aged loved him for the 
respectful consideration which it was his delight to show them; and little children clung to him for 
the affectionate interest he took in all that concerned them. 
In 1866 he came to England in order to qualify himself for the practice of the medical profession. He 
took the degree of M.D. at the University of Aberdeen, in April, 1870, and about the same time 
gained the appointment of House Physician at St. Bartholomew's Hospital, London, where he had 
commenced his successful career as a medical student, and where he was held in much esteem.  
In his first year, he gained the Examiners' Prize for proficiency in Practical Anatomy, and likewise a 
Junior Scholarship in Anatomy, Physiology, and Chemistry.  His Christian profession in no way 
interfered with his professional success. The appointment he held at St. Bartholomew's is a proof 
of that.  Yet all the while he was pursuing the work of an evangelist, with comfort to himself and 
with benefit to his fellow creatures.  It appears, while he was pursuing his medical curriculum, he 
was preaching in London, Aberdeen, and many other places to large congregations, and his 
ministry was greatly blessed.  “It was my pleasure,” wrote a well-known gentleman in London to 
the writer, “to hear him (Mr. Davis) speak at the Rev. Gordon Calthrop's church a few weeks before 
his death.  I have seldom listened to a more effective speaker, whether white or black."  Mr. Davis 
spoke fluently, with a very pure and agreeable accent, and possessed an easy and pleasant manner 
which fitted him to reach all ranks of society. 
In September 1870, affected by the reports which reached England of the afflicted state of the 
wounded in Sedan, he left London for the seat of war.  With the aid of personal friends, he took 
charge of an ambulance, crowded with Bavarians and French, suffering fearfully from dysentery 
and fever.  The ambulance, when he took it, was in a wretched state of filth; but such was his 
energy, he soon had put it into proper order.  His next business was to establish a soup kitchen for 
the relief of the starving poor of the neighbourhood.  As the time for which he had left England for 
his holiday was expired, he returned to terminate his connection with St. Bartholomew's, in order 
that he might devote himself more exclusively to his noble work abroad.  Availing himself of his 
return, he travelled about the country, to create a feeling of sympathy with the suffering, and to 
describe what he had seen and heard.  Soon after, he went back to France, as he hoped, to live, 
and to enable others to do the same.  However, it was otherwise decreed.  He died at Sedan, 
November 27th, 1870, of small-pox, contracted, as it is believed, on the occasion of his visit to the 
military small-pox hospital in that town.  We cannot do better than close our account with an 
extract from the Daily News, dated Sedan, November 30th, written by Mr. Bullock, the special 
commissioner for the relief of the poor and starving in that district.  Mr. Bullock says:—“I grieve to 
have to report the death of Dr. Davis, the coloured physician, which took place on Sunday last, Nov. 
27, at Pont Mangy, where he was devoting himself to every kind of good work, for the benefit of the 



poor operatives and peasantry of the surrounding villages.  Dr. Davis's death will be felt as an 
irreparable loss, for in him the highest enthusiasm for the cause in which he was engaged was 
combined with great scientific attainments.  Dr. Davis had but just returned from a ten days’ visit to 
England, during which he had worked so hard in soliciting aid for his poor people, and travelled so 
continuously, that he was quite worn out when he got back to Pont Mangy.  In spite of his fatigue, 
Dr. Davis insisted on visiting the Military Hospital at Sedan, where, going through the small-pox 
ward, he caught, as is supposed, the disease which carried him off.  During those trying weeks 
which followed the battle of Sedan, Dr. Davis devoted himself to the care of several hundred 
wounded Bavarians, whom he found in the direst need of medical aid and proper nourishment. Out 
of the funds entrusted to him by a few friends, he entirely supported his ambulance, where—if my 
memory does not fail me—on taking the management upon himself, he found nothing but a bottle 
of brandy and two lemons.  Even before his wounded Bavarians were off his hands, Dr. Davis 
formed, and actually carried out, the project of establishing soup kitchens at Pont Mangy and 
Balan, in behalf of the peasantry, of whose extreme want he was painfully aware. For he was 
assailed on all sides by the poor, who came daily in so distressed and emaciated a condition to 
consult him, that he decided that nourishing soup was the best medicine to prescribe for the 
majority. 
“So keen was Dr. Davis about his soup-kitchens, that a short time ago, when Miss Goulden told him 
that there was not sufficient soup for all the applicants, he took the watch out of his pocket, which 
he had gained as a prize at college, declaring he would rather sell even that, than suffer any to go 
away without soup.  The University of Aberdeen, where Dr. Davis took his degree of M.D., may well 
be proud of him, and Barbadoes, where he was born, will hand down his name to posterity as a 
bright example. 
“Dr. Davis's memory will live in many hearts and in several lands, under various skies, but nowhere 
will it be more treasured than in the villages about Pont Mangy, whence, for years to come, one may 
venture to prophecy, pilgrimages will be made to the grave of ‘the good negro doctor,’ in the quiet  
nook at Fond de Givonne, where he was laid yesterday.  To that grave he was followed by a long 
stream of sorrowing peasantry, a most touching and eloquent tribute to the memory of him whose 
devotion to them had cost Dr. Davis his life in the flower of his youth.  There were not many dry 
eyes when M. Philipoteau, the Mayor of Sedan, concluded his address as follows:—“Must it not be 
that God recompenses those who, like you, fall victims to their charity and devotion? . . . May our 
ravaged districts not be long in finding a worthy successor of the good works of him, who was 
known to us, as “Lo 
 Bon Docteur Noir."  Adieu, Dr. Davis, adieu; or rather, au reroir, if only, one day, God might grant 
us an ending, resembling yours, however slightly.’” J. E. B. 
 

BROTHER In the dazzling radiance 
Of the nightless day above, 

In the clear and hallowed sweetness 
Of that atmosphere of love, 

 
Didst thou see the weeping thousands 

Gathered round thy early grave? 
Didst thou hear their deep sobs bursting 

For the lost and loved and brave? 
 

From the burning sea of glory, 



Where the loud triumphant song, 
In a grand harmonious chorus, 

Rises from the ransomed throng, 
 

Couldst thou hear the lamentations 
From that graveyard scene of woe, 

Mourning for the warm heart lifeless, 
And the strong, kind arm laid low? 

 
Nay!—Not Grief's remotest echo 
Now may stir thy perfect peace; 

Thou art gone where care and tumult, 
Sighs and tears, for ever cease. 

 
Far removed from breath of sorrow, 

Thou hast gazed on Jesu's face, 
Human still, 'mid peerless splendour, 

“Full of Truth, and full of Grace.” 
 

And that vision—best, sublimest 
That can burst on mortal sight 

Is thy great reward for ever, 
In thy home of fadeless light. 

 
Every deed of love unselfish, 
One by one He numbered all; 

Counting words—yea, LOOKS of kindness— 
For His record not too small! 

 
Toiling in the field, He marked thee, 

Saw thee wipe thy heated brow, 
When the sun was high and scorching, 
Saw thee then—REWARDS thee now! 

 
Full reward!  A weight of glory, 

Truly that thou might'st not bear, 
Had not Christ, His strength imparted, 
When thy crown He bade thee wear. 

 
Now, thy active arm shall ever 

Serve Him in His presence sweet, 
All thy toil-less work accepted, 

Laying at His blessed feet; 
 

Looking for the glorious morning 
When His banner, wide unfurled, 

Filled with softest breath of heaven, 



Floats above a peaceful world!        
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