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408 RICHARD F. BURTON.

ally, and almost in a state of coma. ... Somewhat revived
by the tramontana which rolled like an ice-brook down the
pass, we advanced over an easy steep of rolling ground,
decked with cactus and the flat-topped mimosa, with green
grass and bright shrubs, to a small and dirty khambi in a
hollow flanked by heights, upon which several settlements
appeared. At this place, called the “Great Rubeho,” in
distinction from its western neighbour, I was compelled to
halt. My invalid sub. had been seized with a fever fit that
induced a dangerous delirium during two successive nights ;
he became so violent that it was necessary to remove his
weapons, and, to judge from certain symptoms, the attack
had a permanent cerebral effect. Death appeared stamped
upon his features, yet the Beloch and the “sons of Ramji”
clamoured to advance, declaring that the cold disagreed
with them. On the 12th September, the invalid, who,
restored by a cool night, at first proposed to advance, and
then doubted his ability to do so, was yet hesitating, when
the drum signal sounded without my order. The Wan-
ydmwezi porters instantly set out. I sent to recall them,
but they replied that it was the custom of their race never
to return ; a well-sounding principle, against which they
never offended except to serve their own ends. At length
a hammock was rigged up for my companion, and the
whole caravan broke ground.’ *

The air of the hills restored the travellers—not before it
was time. When Burton came to examine the loads
carried by his porters, he found to his dismay that the
outfit, which had been intended to last a year, had been
half exhausted in three months. Said bin Salim, when
interrogated on the subject, was perfectly cool. They had

* This hammock, by the way, was one of four which Burton had
brought from Zanzibar. Slung to poles they form the conveyance
which is called by Indians, the Manchil ; by the Portuguese, Manchila,
and in West Africa, “ Tipoia.”
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enough to reach Unydnyembe, where certainly they would
be joined by the escort of twenty-two porters. “But how
do you know that?” inquired Burton. “Allah is all-
knowing,” replied Said, “but the caravan will come!”
‘Such fatalism,” says Burton, ‘is infectious. I ceased to
think upon the subject’ It was as well that he should
clear his mind of all anxieties. He was on the verge of
Ugogo—a region ‘stern and wild, the rough nurse of
rugged men’ His Beloch were as cross as naughty
children, ‘ever their case when cold and hungry’; the
“sons of Ramji” had combined with the porters in refusing
to carry Speke ; the asses, frightened by the wild beasts,
broke loose at night ; Said bin Salim, selfish and surly,
left to Burton the task of bringing up the rear; and the
Beloch—degenerate offspring of a hybrid race—*wept at
the necessity of carrying their gourds and skins’ The
journey lay down the western slopes of this Via Mala—a
road composed of boulders and water-worn stones reposing
in a sandy bed, and with branches of thorny trees occasion-
ally overarching it. For eight mortal hours the caravan
descended ; then came night and camp, but the Beloch did
not arrive until 10 P.M. Four hours more on the following
day placed the caravan on the plains of Ugogo. In the
course of the hurried, scrambling down-hill journey, sundry
goods—all-important to the explbrers——were left behind.
It is characteristic of the African, whatever his tribe may
be, that the party sent back to recover them returned
empty-handed, with terrible tales of the hardships and
perils they had gone through, and that some months after-
wards an up caravan found the articles in the spot where
they had been left and, for a consideration, gave them up
to their owners at Unydnyembe, The explanation is, of
course, that the party Burton sent back preferred a day
under the shade of the trees to a rather troublesome journey
across a difficult country.
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At Ugogo—the half-way house between the coast and
Unyinyembe—a halt of three days was found necessary
to recruit the party, and to lay in provisions for four
desert marches. The place, ‘which stands 2760 feet
above the sea level, proved a fair sanitarium. Speke,
recovered from his fever, was able to go out with his gun,
and to bring home abundant partridge and guinea-fowl ;
the Beloch and the “sons of Ramji” and the porters began
to throw off their complaints : the only obstinate invalids
were the two Goanese. The number of asses had diminished
to nine, but Burton was able to secure the services of
fifteen Wanydmwezi porters, who were perhaps more useful
and less troublesome. The march began on the 22nd
September—a dreary and thirsty journey, diversified only
by a hurried dislodgment at the instance of a swarm of
wild bees, and by the desertion of one of the new porters,
to whom had been committed the charge of a portmanteau
containing the Nautical Almanac for 1858, the surveying
books, and the greater part of the paper, pens and ink.
Burton sent men back in search of the missing goods, but
it would seem that they, like their predecessors, preferred
sauntering and idling to the simple work of doing their
duty. An afternoon’s march followed, during which the
supplies of liquid ran low, the Wanydmwezi porters
preferring to carry the liquor, of which they were: the
bearers inside instead of outside their ebony skins. At the
camping ground, however, a journey of four miles out
procured for the caravan a supply of the elixir of life, and
harmony was once more restored.

On the 26th, the jungle-kraal was left, and the Ziwa
reached—a place 3100 feet above the sea level, and the
deepest of the many inundated grounds on the western
side of the Marenga Mk'hali. Here the travellers found
the system of blackmail, so much dreaded by travellers, in
fullest force Up to this point the chiefs had been con-
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tented with moderate presents: here in Ugogo they take
“ tribute,” by force if necessary. None can evade payment,
nor is any tariff in existence. The sum exacted is fixed
by the traveller’s dignity and outfit, which by means of his
slaves are as well known to cvery Sultan as to himself.
On this account there was abundant trouble at the Ziwa.
One Marena, for example, the Sultan of a new settlement,
came in to demand toll. Remonstrance—to the effect that
the caravan was not about to pass through his territory—
was unavailing, When, however, he found that the white
man was determined, and that in proof of his determination
he ordered out his asses and had them saddled and loaded,
he changed his tone, and from a bully became a beggar.
Kidogo, head man of the “sons of Ramji,” relenting, gave
him two cloths and a few strings of beads, wisely pre-
ferring this small expenditure to the chance of a fight of
arrows during the night. Very soon the country people
came flocking in ¢ with bullocks, sheep, goats and poultry,
water-melons and pumpkins, honey, butter-milk, whey
and curdled milk, and abundance of holcus and calabash
flour.

Four days were spent—wasted, Burton would probably
say—at the Ziwa, and on the last of them—September 30th
—appeared a large caravan, headed by ‘ Said bin Moham-
med, of Mbuamaji, with Khalfan bin Khamis,’ and several
other Arabs of the coast, bringing with them news from
the seaboard, and, better still, the missing portmanteau,
which was ransomed for a couple of cloths. On the
following day the two caravans, travelling together, left
Ziwa late in the morning, and after crossing the lower
levels, debouched upon the table-land of Ugogo. The
people were curious, but not uncivil, and Burton remarke
that ‘such inquisitiveness is amongst barbarians generally
a proof of improvability—of power ta progress.’ For all
that, the curiosity of the people was somewhat tiresome,
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and their habit of following and keeping up with the
caravan on its march “truly unseemly.” Part of the
difficulty arose, no doubt, from the evil reports of two half-
caste Arabs, who, in preceding Burton and his followers,
had spread the most ridiculous reports about them.
‘They had one eye each, and four arms; they were full
of “knowledge,” which in those lands means magic; they
caused rain to fall in advance, and left droughts in their
rear; they cooked water-melons, and threw away the
seeds, thereby generating small-pox; they heated and
hardened milk, thus breeding a murrain amongst cattle ;
and their wire, cloth and beads caused a variety of mis-
fortunes ; they were kings of the sea, and therefore white-
skinned and straight-haired—a standing mystery to these
curly-pated people—as are all men who live in salt waters,
and next year they would return and scize the country.’
Otherwise the journey through the Ugogo country was—
like the annals of a happy and well-governed nation—
devoid of exciting events. The only matter deserving in
the smallest degree such an epithet was the visit of one
Magomba, the most powerful of the Wagogo chiefs, who
came to levy blackmail. The description of this person
deserves transcription. ‘Magomba was a black and
wrinkled elder, drivelling and decrepid, with a half-
bald head, from whose back and sides depended a few
straggling corkscrews of iron-gray; he wore a coat of
castor-oil and a “Barsati” loin-cloth, which grease and
use had changed from blue to black. A few bead-strings
decorated his neck, large flexible anklets of brass wire
adorned his legs, solid brass rings, single and in coils,
which had distended his earlobes almost to splitting, were
tied by a string over his cranium, and his horny soles
were defended by single-soled sandals, old, dirty, and
tattered. He chewed his quid, and he expectorated with-
out mercy ; he asked many a silly question, yet he had
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ever an eye to the main chance. He demanded and
received five “ cloths with names,” which I was again com-
pelled to purchase at an exorbitant price from the Beloch
and slaves, one coil of brass wire, four blue cottons, and
ten “domestics;” the total amounted to fifty shukkahs,
here worth at least fifty dollars, and exhausting nearly
two-thirds of a porter’s load. His return present was the
leanest of calves; when it was driven into camp with
much parade, his son, who had long been looking out for
a fit opportunity, put in a claim for three cottons.

The old chief was not satisfied with enforcing tribute,
Before the caravan was allowed to depart he exacted an
oath from Kidogo that his Wazungu—(* white men”)—
would not smite the land with drought or fatal disease,
declaring that all we had was in his hands. This was true
enough, and it is an evidence of what the African explorer
has to risk. Had this chief chosen to turn “rusty,” there
was absolutely nothing to protect Burton and his com-
panion Speke, All those who accompanied them would,
in the event of a surprise or attack, have taken care of
themselves, and the white men musz have perished.
Burton’s reflections on this state of things are worth noting.
‘We should have been as safe,’ he says, ‘ with six as with
sixty guns; but I would by no means apply to these
regions Mr. Galton’s opinion, “ that the ldst fatal expedition
of Mungo Park is full of warning to travellers who propose
exploring with a large body of men.” For though sixty
guns do not suffice to prevent attack in Ugogo, 600 stout
fellows armed with the “hot-mouthed weapon” might
march through the length and breadth of Central Africa.’

Another down caravan—{rom the interior to the coast,
that is to say—appeared on the -8th of October, and once
more Burton sent down reports and letters, life certificates
and indents upon Zanzibar for drugs, medical comforts,
cloths and beads. On the 1oth came an “ugly march,”
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when the porters deserted by wholesale ; Said bin Salim
and the Jemadar hurried forward, and Burton was left to
manage the start for the Tirikeza, or afternoon march,
absolutely without assistance. Speke was helpless. ‘My
companion,’ says Burton—and it is curious to note how
chivalrously he refrains from mentioning Speke’s name—
‘lay under a calabash, almost unable to move’ The
Kidogo, with the cowardly courage of his race, had appro-
priated his stalwart Mnyamwezi ass, and left in its place
a wretched animal, incapable of bearing the lightest load.
The Beloch Belok refused to carry the only gourd of
water, and when the rear of the caravan was about to
march, Kidogo, the only man who knew the way, hastened
on so fast that Burton, and those who were with him, were
left to do the best they could in the midst of a labyrinth of
elephants’ tracks, hedged in by thorns and brambles, which
tore skin and clothes with an edifying impartiality. Diffi-
culties of this kind were what Burton had to contend with
throughout the entire thirty months of his journey., The
peoplé he had to encounter were savages, and savages,
moreover, of the kind who appear to be incapable of civi-
lisation. They have neither heart nor conscience, neither
gratitude nor sense of duty, neither honour nor honesty.
To use a homely phrase of Ben Jonson, they have “their
brains in their bellies and their guts in their heads;” and
so when, a day or two after this trick had been played off
upon him, the Beloch refused their escort to the baggage,
Burton ordered a goat to be killed, and having served out
rations to the “sons of Ramji” and the porters, gave these
fellows none. The consequences threatened to be serious.
There was endless grumbling in the four dialects of the
Beloch, and noisy threatening to desert, but the night
brought counsel, and in the morning the demeanour of the
men was as cringing as ever, and they were quite ready to
escort the caravan through the territories of the most
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powerful of the Wagogo chiefs, M’ana Miaha, surnamed
Maguru Mafupi, or “ Shortsharks,” who drinks pombé, or
native beer, with clockwork regularity every day until he
has attained the height of an African’s bliss, z.e, until he is
dead drunk.

This amiable potentate is in the habit of detaining the
Wanydmwezi caravans to hoe his cornfields and sometimes
in the spring will insist on imposing a corvée of six
days upon these unfortunates before he will consent
to receive their presents. Burton and his party were a
little more fortunate, but even they had to wait for five
days. On the afternoon after their arrival it would have
been “indecent” to disturb his Highness; on the first
morning he was was “sitting upon pombé,” in other words
getting drunk as fast as he could ; on the second day he
received a deputation from Burton somewhat scurvily
and demanded that the two caravans which had now
amalgamated should pay toll separately, declaring that he
would in Burton’s case be satisfied with nothing less than
six porters’ loads. About one twelfth of that quantity was
offered him, upon which he became furious and drove the
embassy from his presence. On the following day the
coast Arabs took their turn with ‘“his Highness” and were
equally ill received, her Highness the spouse of “ Short-
shanks” being so justly indignant with the flimsiness of a
piece of chintz which was offered to her that she took up a
wooden ladle and drove the offenders out of doors. On
the fifth day, however, the crisis came. The timid Said
made way for the fiery Kidogo and his Highness was
informed that whether he accepted the gifts or rejected
them the caravan would move on the following afternoon.
The toll received by this unconscionable extortionet
amounted to one coil of brass wire, four “ cloths with names,”
eight domestics, eight blue cottons and thirty strings of
coral beads. He asked for much more, but Burton
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compromised the matter with a couple of yards of crimson
broad-cloth. .

The Coast Arabs left ‘ with rage in their hearts and
curses under their tongues,’ but they were compelled to
dissemble that ill feeling by the knowledge that the merest
pretext—touching a woman, offending a boy or taking the
name of the Sultan in vain—is sufficient in Ugogo to afford
an excuse for further mulcts of cloth. It was pleasant for
all to escape from the crowded strip of foul jungle where
the last five days had been spent amidst insect plagues—
tsetze and ants of a peculiarly poisonous type which stung
the asses to madness and rendered valuable articles valueless
night by night. The day had its drawbacks, however, for
fifteen of the porters deserted in the night and the last
survivor of the thirty asses brought from Zanzibar was torn
by a hyzna and had to be left behind to die. Speke rode
forward on the ass which had been given by Abdullah bin
Nasib, but Burton, who, as commander of the Expedition,
naturally brought up the rear, was compelled, though
tottering with fatigue and weakness, to walk, his own ass
being required to carry two bags of clothes and shoes.
The Beloch and the rest behaved with their customary
egregious egotism. The water gourds were drained almost
as soon as the caravan had started and the sons of Ramji,
who, after reaching the resting place, had returned with
abundant supplies for their comrades, hid their vessels on
Burton’s approach. Surmulla, a donkey driver of the
.worst type of surly negro, flatly refused a draught of water
to his suffering master, and some of the Beloch seized upon
a porter belonging to a caravan that had passed Burton
and his companions on the march and were found attempt-
ing half by promises and half by threats to make them
carry their sleeping mats and empty gourds. Help came
towards the end of the long march. Sidi Bombay, Speke’s
gun carrier, and the most good-natured man of the whole
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party, having reached the halting place, had returned in
hot haste with an impromptu refection of scones and hard
boiled eggs and, what was even more important to the
weary traveller, with an ass which carried him into the
camp.

This camp was pitched under the shade of a huge
calabash tree and was well supplied with water. A halt
of two days was of necessity made in it for the purpose
first of collecting a week’s provisions and next of settling
the toll or blackmail to be paid to the chief. This was
arranged with perhaps a little less difficulty than usual and
the journey over the desert tract between Ugogo and
Unydmwezi—the “Fiery Field "~ began, on the 2oth of
October. The march was through a narrow and winding
path in the thorny jungle with thin, hard grass straw
growing on a glaring white and rolling ground. Happily
water was found at the mid-day halt and at sunset the camp
was pitched in a place where the pure element was found
in abundance in holes some five feet deep. On the second
day the start was made at dawn: the leaders of the Ex-
pedition did not arrive at the halting place until noon, and
their people, who contrived to lose on the way three boxes
of ammunition and all the bullet moulds, straggled in about
sunset. It was hopeless to attempt to recover these things
and they were perforce abandoned. By the 22nd of October
Speke was once more incapacitated for walking, an ass was
unloaded ; its burden was distributed amongst the sons of
Ramji, and Speke was mounted. The day was long, the
journey seemed interminable and, in the afternoon the
ass in question frightened, no doubt by some invisible
wild animal whom it had detected by scent, threw its
invalid rider heavily to earth, breaking its girth in the
effort.

That night the camp was at Jiwe la Mkoa, where as
Burton puts it ‘the neck of the desert is broken, but
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where provisions were piteously scarce. One goat skin of
grain and a few fowls were all that could be obtained, and
with these things the voyagers were fain to be content.
Next day came a long Tirikeza—afternoon march—through
a region not absolutely desert ; wild but fairly well watered,
and showing signs of elephant and rhinoceros, giraffe, and
antelope. The usual incidents of African travel followed,
and by the end of October the caravan reached the un-
savoury Wakimbu village of Tula or Tura—a place inha-
bited by ‘a timid and ignoble race—dripping with castor
or sesamum oil, and scantily attired in shreds of unclean
cotton or greasy goat skins.’” Here the last of the asses
bought at Zanzibar gave up the ghost, and it became
necessary in consequence to hire fresh porters. The march
was resumed. Day after day passed by with the usual
incidents repeated and re-repeated with the most ex-
asperating monotony. One day the “ Sons of Ramji ” grow
restive under their light loads, and fling down their packs
only to take them up again after stern remonstrance—a
performance which they repeat at intervals during the rest
of the journey. On another day Said bin Salim asks the
Commander of the Expedition if he thinks himself strong
enough to dare the—generally imaginary—dangers of the
road between Unydmwezi Land and Ujiji—a question
which he repeats at intervals until Ujiji is in sight. Then
comes an adventure with a small Sultan—an elderly
gentleman who has seen the world, but who appears with
¢ an old Barsati round the loins, and a grimy Subai loosely
thrown over the shoulders—redolent of boiled frankin-
cense’ He is eminently polite and gracious ; presents the
caravan with a bullock, and succeeds in obtaining not
much more than twice its value in cloth. His village is
distinguished amongst the villages of Central Africa by the
appearance of crosses and serpent-like ornamentation in
white ashes on the walls of the houses—a fact which will
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interest all who have read Mr. Ferguson’s elaborate work
on ‘Tree and Serpent Worship.” Another Sultan—these
titles are really almost as amusing as the assumptions of
“his Excellency the Governor-General of all the Indies”
whom Burton met at Goa—presents the caravan with a fine
fat bull, so wild that no one dares approach him, and it is
found necessary to bring his existence to a premature close
with a couple of rifle bullets. There were, of course, the
usual difficulties about the baggage. A porter imprudently
lagged behind in the forest of Kigora, and was robbed of
his burden of clothes, umbrellas, books, ink, journals and
botanical collections. The clothes were recovered at the
cost of ‘a scarlet waistcoat and four domestics’ (cloths),
but the other contents of the portmanteau were irrecover-
ably lost. Burton’s journey was really unfortunate in this
respect. There is always a great deal of risk in African
travel, but he had to contend with something worse than
negro greed and negro recklessness. ‘My field and sketch-
books,” he says, ‘were entrusted to an Arab merchant,
who preceded me to Zanzibar; they ran no other danger,
except from the carelessness of the Consul, who unfortu-
nately for me succeeded Lieut.-Colonel Hamerton.’

On the 7th of November, 1857, the 134th day after leaving
the coast, the caravan having marched at least 600 miles
prepared to enter Kazeh, the principal “Bandari,” or
station, of Eastern Unydmwezi, and the capital village of
the Omani merchants. There has been talk of another
afternoon march, but the firmamert seemed on fire, the
porters were fagged, and the whites felt feverish. A com:
promise was therefore entered into. The “ Tirikeza” was
given up, and five rounds of blank cartridges were served
out to each of the sons of Ramji to be blazed away on
entering the Arab headquarters. ¢ All, of course,’ says
Burton, ‘had that private store which the Arabs call “ El-
Akibah”—the ending ; it is generally stolen from the master

2E2
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and concealed for emergencies with cunning care. They
had declared their horns'to be empty, and said Kidoko,
“ Every pedlar fires guns here—shall a great man creep into
his Tembe (lodging) without a soul knowing it?”’ The
entry into Kazeh was imposing. Hanga was left at dawn ;
the Beloch put on that one fine suit without which the
Eastern man rarely travels ; at 8 A.M. a halt was called to
enable the stragglers to come up, and then ‘when the line
of porters becoming compact began to wriggle, snake-like,
its long length over the plain, with floating flags, booming
horns, muskets firing like saluting mortars, and an uproar
of voice which nearly drowned the other noises, we
made a truly splendid and majestic first appearance. The
road was lined with people who attempted to vie with us
in volume and variety of sound : all had donned their best
attire, and with such luxury my eyes had been long un-
familiar” The Arabs gave Burton the most courteous and
cordial reception, treating him practically as one of them-
selves, He and Speke were taken to the house of Musa
Mzuri—handsome Moses—an Indian merchant, to whom
Burton bore a letter of introduction from the Sayyid Majid
of Zanzibar, and as Musa was absent on a trading expedi-
tion, the honours were done by his agent, who established
him in the vacant house of Abayd bin Sulayman, who had
lately returned to Zanzibar.

After their usual gracious custom the Arabs left Burton
to himself for a day to rest and dismiss his porters. Then
followed the first ceremonious call. All the Arab merchants
in the place, in number about a dozen, visited the travellers,
and to them was submitted the official circular of the Sultan
of Zanzibar to his subjects in African territory recommend-
ing Burton and his companions to their care. Nothing
could have been more gratifying than their reception.
¢Striking, indeed,’ says Burton, ‘was the contrast between
the open-handed hospitality and the hearty good will of
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this truly noble race, and the niggardness of the savage
and selfish African—it was heart of flesh after heart of
stone. A goat and a load of the fine white rice grown in
the country were the normal prelude to a visit, and to
offers of service which proved something more than a vox
et praterea nthil. Whatever I alluded to, onions, plantains,
limes, vegetables, tamarind-cakes, coffee from Kardgwah,
and similar articles only to be found amongst the Arabs
were sent at once, and the very name of payment would
have been an insult” Snay bin Amir, Musa’s agent, who
sixteen years before had been a confectioner in Muscat,
and who was now one of the richest dealers in ivory—
black and white—in Eastern Africa, was determined that
none should outdo him in generosity, and accordingly
sent two goats to Burton and Speke, and two bullocks to
the Beloch and the sons of Ramji. More than this, he
‘enlisted porters for the caravan to Ujiji, he warehoused
my goods, he disposed of my extra stores, and finally
he superintended my preparations for the down march.
During two long halts at Kazeh he never failed, except
through sickness, to pass the evening with me, and from
his instructive and varied conversation was derived not a
little of the information contained in the second volume
of the original edition of “The Lake Regions of Central
Africa”’ Snay bin Amir, slave-dealer though he was,
seems to have been a singularly favourable specimen of
his race. He had, in the fifteen years before Burton met
him, travelled much, visiting the coast and navigating the
great Lake Tanganyika, he was as familiar with the
languages, the religion, the manners and the ethnology of
the African as with those of his natal Oman. He had read
much, seriously and not merely for amusement, he had a
wonderful memory, fine perceptions, and a wonderful power
of language : he was brave, prudent and yet punctilious on
all questions of honour; and finally, as is not always the
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case in the East, he was as honest as he was honourable.
He was, in a word, to quote the saying of Burton, ‘the
stuff of which friends are made,’ and a true and constant
friend Burton found him during his stay in Kazeh and
afterwards.

The travellers were detained at Kazeh from the 8th of
November to the 14th of December, 1857. The place is
like Zungomero in K’hutu, the great meeting-place of
merchants, and the point whence caravans radiate into the
interior of Central Intertropical Africa. ‘Here the Arab
merchant from Zanzibar meets his compatriots returning
from the Tanganyika Lake and from Uruwwa. North-
wards, well-travelled lines diverge to Nydnza Lake, and the
powerful kingdoms of Kardgwah, Uganda and Unyoro;
from the South Urori and Ubena, Usanga and Usenga
send their ivory and slaves, and from the south-west the
Rukwa Water, Khokoro, Ufipa and Murungu must barter
their valuables for cottons, wires and beads.” Detention
is thus a matter of course. The porters, whether engaged
at the coast or at the Tanganyika Lake, here disperse, and
a fresh gang must be collected—not always an easy matter,
especially when the season for sowing the grain is drawing
nigh. In Burton’s case the difficulties were unusually great
and had he not learned the lesson of firmness and govern-
ment he might have fared badly. First came the Beloch,
headed by their Jemadar, to demand a reward for safe
conduct. This Burton promised should be given to them
when they reached the end of the up-march. Derwaysh,
the pragmatical, declared that “without bakhshish there
would be no up-march.” Speke was called in to see the
words taken down in writing, whereupon the Beloch changed
their tone, and from threatening became humble and begged
for salt and spices. Having received of these matters pro-
bably more than they had ever possessed at one time in
their lives before they withdrew, complaining to Said bin
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Salim of the parsimony of their master. They sent for
tobacco, a goat, gunpowder and bullets; they obtained
four cloths for tinning their solitary copper-pot, and for
repairing a couple of old matchlocks ; they sold a keg of
gunpowder committed to their charge; they were treated
with extreme kindness ; they were well lodged, and so well
paid that they could daily indulge in such luxuries as
sheep, goats and fowls, ‘yet, says Burton, ‘they did not
fail with their foul tongues ever ready as the Persians say
for “spitting at Heaven,” to charge their kind hosts with
the worst crime that the Arab knows—niggardliness.’

The usual difficulties followed. There was haggling and
counter-haggling. The porters wanted leave of absence
and their chief wanted better terms for them. Snay bin
Anmir did his best, but he could only get in some ten men ;
the peasants came, looked at the packs, chaffered about hire,
and promised to return masiana—to-morrow, never. The
rains came, pleasant enough with the contrast between the
freshness of the air and the verdure of the scenery, after the
dust, heat and desolation that preceded the first showers,
but anything but pleasant from another point of view.
Strangers always suffer severely from the sudden changes
of temperature, and Unydmwezi speedily became a hot-bed
of ague. Speke was comparatively strong, but the Goanese
suffered terribly from a bilious remittent fever ; Bombay,
the good-natured, was laid up with a shaking ague, and the
Beloch and the sons of Ramji had to pay the penalty of
their excesses on the march. Burton himself followed the
example of the party. Snay bin Amir, the wise Arab,
tried his remedies, including the actual cautery and a
poultice of powdered ginger, upon him without effect, and
then insisted upon his seeing a witch who was celebrated
for her cures throughout the country-side to visit him.
The Mganga—a wrinkled old beldame, with greasy skin,
hair set off by a mass of time-coloured pigtails, arms



424 RICHARD F. BURTON.

adorned with copper bangles, and carrying a girdle of small
gourds dyed black with oil and use—presented herself,
She examined the patient’s mouth, enquired anxiously
about poison, drew from her gourd a greenish powder
which she mixed with water and administered to the
patient. The powder caused abundant and even super-
abundant sneezing, which the Mganga hailed with trans-
ports of joy. A powder of another kind was applied to
the head and the witch withdrew, declaring that the sleep
which was sure to come would effect a cure, and that she
would call on the morrow. The morrow came. Sleep had
not visited the sufferer’s eyelids, nor did the witch return.
The fever with its usual accompaniments of ‘distressing
weakness, hepatic derangements, burning palms, and ting-
ling soles, aching eyes, and alternate thrills of heat and
cold, lasted for a month. Madame Mganga meanwhile
absconded to indulge in unlimited pombé¢ for a week.
Other troubles arose. The Beloch grew “uncomfort-
able,” and while professing the utmost desire to depart,
revelled in such pleasures as Kazeh could afford. Said bin
Salim showed the evil strain in his blood—his mother was
a Malagash slave—and presumed upon his usefulness and
became first sulky and then “contrarious rude” to Speke,
disrespectful to Burton, and finally dishonest, with the
result of bringing about a violent quarrel between his
master and himself which did not end until their final
parting on the coast. Everything would have been lost in
fact but for the excellent behaviour of the good Snay bin
Amir, His slaves strung in proper lengths upon palm-
fibre the beads sent up loose from Zanzibar, he distributed
the bales in due proportions for carriage, he made candles
of mingled wax and tallow for the Expedition, and he had
Valentine—Burton’s Goanese servant—taught some of the
refinements of cookery; he sent into the country for
plantains and tamarinds, then unprocurable at Kazeh; he
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brewed a quantity of beer and mawa, or plantain wine ; he
bullied the Beloch and the Sons of Ramji; he gave the
most valuable information in sketching the outlines of the
Kinydmwezi or languages of Unydmwezi, and by his
distances and directions Burton was enabled to lay down
the southern limits and general shape of the Nydnza, or
Northern Lake, as correctly as they were afterwards
determined by Captain Speke.* More than all, Snay bin
Anmir took charge of letters and papers intended for home,
undertook to forward the lagging gang expected from the
coast, and, in a word, did everything that kindness and
human brotherliness could suggest to alleviate Burton’s
trouble.

At last it became evident that a movement must be
made. Porters were not to be had, and so the march
was determined upon with or without their assistance.
¢ After much murmuring,” Speke went on ; three days later
Burton followed—*in truth more dead than alive—the
wing of Azrael seemed waving over my head,’ he says,
‘even the movement of the Manchila was almost unen-
durable” There were the usual delays. Speke had to go
back to Kazeh for reinforcements ; Burton went forward to
collect a gang for the journey westward. He had to halt
tor two days at Yombo ; a filthy little place where provisions
were procurable only in the most homeeopathic quantities,
but redeemed from its dulness by the beauty of its women,
three of whom, Burton says, ‘would be deemed beautiful
in any part of the world. Their faces were purely Grecian ;
they had laughing eyes, their figures were models for an
artist with

“Turgide, brune e ritondette mamme,”
like the “bending statue that delights the world ” cast in
bronze. The dress, a short kilt of calabash fibre, rather set
off than concealed their charms, and though destitute of

* The maps of the Royal Geographical Society establish this fact.
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petticoat or crinoline they were wholly unconscious of
indecorum.’

The caravan went on. Twenty porters had been hired,
fifteen of whom appeared at the moment of the departure,
while the number of the Beloch was reduced to eleven.
On the 22nd of December, Speke rejoined his companion,
bringing with him four loads of cloth, three of beads, and
seven of brass wire; but, unfortunately, the Hindts at
Zanzibar had behaved with what Burton very leniently calls
‘culpable neglect.” Lieut.-Colonel Hamerton being dead,
they seem to have thought that they were at liberty to do
as they pleased, and they accordingly executed the com-
mission with which they had been entrusted in a fashion
only to be described as scandalous. The cloth was of the
worst and flimsiest description, the beads were the cheap
white and the useless black—the latter had to be thrown
away as not worth the carriage—and the whole had been
entrusted to two men who knew that they might plunder
at will and who did so. No letters had been forwarded and
no attention whatever had been paid to Burton’s repeated
entreaties for drugs and other stores. The fault, of course,
lay with the Consul, who had, as Burton says, ‘unhappily’
succeeded Lieut.-Colonel Hamerton, and who does not
seem to have had much sympathy with schemes of Central
African exploration. The men Speke had brought in
proved not much better than their supplies. They would
not halt for a day, professing the utmost impatience to
reach Msene, and it was found necessary to humour them.
They went their own way ; marched double marches and
arrived at their destination one day before Burton and his

party, who had travelled leisurely and had used the longer
and more cultivated route.

Burton’s own time was not superabundantly agreeable
The African fever held him in its iron grip, and it was
necessary if he were to travel at all that he should be
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carried in a manchil. On the 23rd of December, the last of
the six Hammadls who had been hired to carry the hammocks
disappeared. They had been an unsatisfactory race from
the first, incapable of carrying a palanquin properly, dis-
orderly, turbulent, and unamenable to discipline. By way
of stimulating them 7o# to do their duty, Said bin Salem,
the Jemadar, and the Beloch, had impressed upon them
that Burton’s days were numbered, and that it was useless
to take any thought for him. On Christmas Day, therefore,
Burton again mounted his ass and trudged manfully on
through the western third of the Wilyankuru district,
where he was well received by a wealthy proprietor, Salim
bin Said, a worthy and kind-hearted Arab who was only
too eager to display the great virtue of the East—hospi-
tality. ‘He led me, says Burton, ‘to a comfortable
lodging, placed a new cartel in the coolest room, supplied
meal, milk and honey, and spent the evening in conversa-
tion with me. He was a large middle-aged man, with
simple, kindly manners, and an honesty of look and words
which rendered his presence exceedingly prepossessing.’
On the 3o0th of December, without other incidents to
diversify the march than those of every-day life, Burton had
reached the district of Msene, where the dense wild growth
lately traversed suddenly opens out and discloses to the
west the prospect of a most fertile country. The caravan
was as usual halted and formed up, and entered the settle-
ment with the usual pomp and circumstance. Msene is a
curious place, neither town nor country, consisting, in fact,
of a knot of scattered hamlets, and surrounded by high
hills, which attract the rain and make the district one of
the most unhealthy in Africa. It is fertile and productive ;
provisions of all kinds are freely exported: it is also a
place of gross and systematic debauchery—‘all, from
Sultan, to slave, are intoxicated whenever the material is
forthcoming, and the relations between the sexes are of the
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loosest description. The drum is never silent, and the
dance fills up the spare intervals of carouse till exhausted
nature can no more.’ In this den of iniquity Burton was
delayed for ten days—not very agreeably spent, since the
weather was most ungodly and the view from the windows
simply one of black and dirty puddles. For the rest, ¢ the
temptations of the town rendered it almost impossible to
keep a servant or a slave within doors ; the sons of Ramyji
vigorously engaged themselves in trading, and Muinyi
Wazira in a debauch which ended in his dismissal. Gaetano
had repeated epileptic fits, and Valentine rushed into the
room half crying, to show a white animalcule—in this
country called Funza—which had lately issued from his
“buff.”® ... I received several visits from the Sultan
Maranza. His first greeting was, “ White man, what pretty
thing hast thou brought up from the shore for me?” He
presented a bullock, and received in return several cloths
and strings of beads; and he introduced to us a variety of
princesses, who returned the salutes of the Beloch and
others with a wild effusion. As Christmas Day had been
spent in marching, I hailed the opportunity of celebrating
the advent of the New Year. Said bin Salim, the Jemadar,
and several of the guard, were invited to an English dinner
on a fair sirloin of beef and a curious succedaneum for a
plum-pudding, where neither flour nor currants were to be
found. A characteristic trait manifested itself on this
occasion. Amongst Arabs, the remnants of a feast must
always be distributed to the servants and slaves of the
guests ;—a “ brass knocker” would lose a man’s reputation.
Knowing this, I had ordered the Goanese to do in Rome
as the Romans do; and, being acquainted with their
peculiarities, I paid them an unexpected visit, when they
were found so absorbed in the task of hiding under pots
and pans, every better morsel from a crowd of hungry

* Apparently the grub of the Tzetze-fly.



TO LAKE TANGANYIKA. 429

peerers, that the interruption of a stick was deemed
necessary.’

With great difficulty Burton contrived to leave Msene
on the 1oth of January, 1858—the journey westward was
so greatly dreaded. And no wonder; the climate is
horrible, damp and cold, with superabundant vegetation
and its consequences ; the rain is all but incessant, and the
paths are mere lines pitted with deep holes and worn by
cattle through the jungle. For three days the party
marched onwards through this jungly and fetid desert,
parts of which are believed to be the most unwholesome
spots in Africa. On the 13th, it was found necessary to
take a strong step. Kidogo and his men had become
insufferable, wherefore in spite of the protestations of Said
bin Salim and the Jemadar, Burton dismissed them, fearing
that if they were retained they would compromise the
success of the Expedition. That such a thing was by
no means improbable, may be judged by the fact that the
men had openly boasted of their intention to prevent the
Expedition from embarking on the sea of Ujiji. They
were accordingly sent back, in spite of their protestations
and promises of amendment; and three days afterwards
the caravan entered Kajjanjeri, a hateful place, with a
still more hateful climate. Here Burton was again seized
with fever, complicated with the partial paralysis produced
by malaria. The attack was frightfully severe, and for a
time Burton thought that there was nothing for it but to
lay him down and die. How bad it was may be judged
from the muscular contractions above and below the
knees, lasting for nearly a year, whilst the numbness of
the hands and feet disappeared even more slowly. 1Ill
though he was, Burton felt that it was useless to remain
in this hotbed of pestilence, and so, in spite of incal-
culable difficulties in procuring porters, he succeeded in
getting himself carried to Usagozi, and on the tenth
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day from his first attack he was once more able to mount
his ass.

Another difficulty assailed him. Speke, whose blood
was greatly impoverished by fever and unsuitable food, fell
ill again, and came near losing his sight; the Goanese,
Valentine, was affected in a somewhat similar way, and
Burton only warded off an attack of inflammatory ophthal-
mia by a free use of what he calls “camel medicine.”
After three days the caravan was, however, able to go on
until it reached Wanyika, on the last day of January.
Here they were delayed for a day by the all-absorbing
question of blackmail to the ruling chief, which was at last
settled by the payment of ‘forty cloths, white and blue,
six Kilindi, or coil bracelets, and two Fundo (or 100 neck-
laces) of coral beads’ The toll was equivalent to £50
English. :

FALCON AND GAZELLE.
(Drawn by Wolf.)
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