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Preface 

At a meeting of the Royal Geographical Society in 

November, 1881, when Captain Hore read a paper on his 

three years’ explorations on Lake Tanganyika, Central 

Africa, the President, Lord Aberdare, on introducing the 

lecturer, remarked that the author was already well known to 

the Society, having frequently sent them information from 

Central Africa, and occasionally he had taken part in 

discussions at meetings. 

His special work as an explorer, and as a nautical man, 

was a thorough survey of the Lake, and also the study of the 

numerous (ten) nations on its shores, before the work of 

missions and of commerce commenced. 

Although the name of Tanganyika was now familiar, it 

was only twenty-three years since it was discovered by 

Burton and Speke, since which it had been visited by 

Livingstone, Stanley, Cameron, and Thomson, but none had 

completely examined it; he was sure therefore that Mr. 

Hore’s account would be welcomed by the Society, as an 

account of the longest fresh-water lake in the world, –at least 

100 miles longer than Lake Michigan, the longest of the 

American lakes. 
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Commander Cameron, after the lecture, said he had 

listened with pleasure to the paper of the author, whose 

knowledge of the Lake was much fuller than his own, as he 

had simply cruised about it, and he complimented the 

lecturer on the accuracy of his statements. 

The reader will observe on the map of the Lake that the 

southern shores are named “Cameron Bay” and “Hore Bay,” 

after these first explorers. 

The lecturer stated that the Lake was a vast chasm 2800 

feet above sea-level, enclosed by mountainous rocks, and in 

places he had failed to find bottom with 168 fathoms of lines. 

Fishing was extensively carried on; he had counted at night 

200 canoes at a time, each with its little fire to attract the 

fish; in places it abounded with immense number of 

hippopotami and crocodiles, and its banks with hers of 

buffalo, baboons, antelopes, &c.; the elephant and the lion 

were seen and heard. 

The interior tribes lived under well-organized systems of 

government, and have attained to a certain civilization, 

working their own iron and copper extensively, producing a 

great variety of articles of utility and ornament, as well as 

their native weapons. Salt is carefully prepared in localities, 

and is bartered all over the Lake. Palm-oil is largely prepared 
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at Ugigi; other parts produce china clay, and there are large 

pottery-works; also of artistic iron-work and of palm-fibre or 

grass cloth. The dairy farms of Uhha produce their well-

known packages of butter; dried fish is put up and sent far 

inland, the hand and seine nets are used, and immense wicker 

traps for fish are sunk. Cotton cloth is made, and the various 

woods and barks are cleverly utilized. Most of the tribes live 

in well-organized villages; Ruanda, for instance, consists of 

400 houses, built regularly to form long streets. In places one 

may walk for miles through field after field of waving corn 

and rice, and although these tribes are what we commonly 

call savages, a comparison of them with the poor degraded 

people of the coast regions, shows a wide difference between 

them. 

The Lake is subject to frequent storms, and at the 

changes of monsoon, violent squalls at times raise a terrible 

cross sea, whirlwinds sweep over the Lake, and the lecturer 

remarked that although he had been round the world two or 

three times, he had never witnessed such wondrous cloud-

scenery, and majestic effects of thunder and lightning, as on 

Tanganyika, where also slight earthquake shocks are not 

infrequent, and waterspouts are often seen. 

In concluding, the lecturer said, “At Ugigi I resided over 

two years, and from it made my various voyages on the Lake. 
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Here we lived out a character, which so recommended itself 

to the native mind, that after we had been there a year, they 

volunteered to give us a site for our station, and publicly 

recognized us as friends, in spite of all the opposition and 

slander of the Arabs. At this place, in its very stronghold, we 

struck a deadly blow at the slave traffic of Central Africa, so 

that from the day of our arrival the public exposure of slaves 

for sale ceased, and was only carried on as admittedly 

contraband. We lived also on friendly terms with the Arab 

colonists, one of whom, on one memorable occasion, 

certainly saved my life; and this good old man had 

previously done a like service for Dr. Livingstone!” 

The following year Captain Hore returned to Africa, 

taking to Ugigi with him a steam-launch in sections, which 

were conveyed by a caravan of several hundred native 

porters. 

How Mrs. Hore, accompanied by her little son, first 

unsuccessfully attempted to reach her husband at Lake 

Tanganyika, and finally succeeded in joining him in a 

journey of 90 days from the coast, the following pages will 

tell. 

The courtesy of the Royal Geographical Society in 

readily permitting a copy of the map of Lake Tanganyika 
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(and also extracts from Captain Hore’s address, given at their 

meeting in November, 1881), to be made for this work from 

their Record of Proceedings, is hereby acknowledged. 

E.W. 

Retford. 
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To Lake Tanganyika in a Bath Chair 

Chapter I: Introductory 

Many copious and interesting books have been written 

descriptive of travel and adventure in Central Africa; it is by 

no means my intention, nor is it in my power, to compete 

with such, but I have been urged to give, in a short narrative, 

my views of scenes and adventures (for the first time 

witnessed and experienced by one of my own sex), which, 

as described by experienced travellers, have been thought of 

thrilling interest and importance. 

Moreover, it is due to my husband, who, so long trying 

to demonstrate the reasonableness of Europeans entering and 

dwelling in Central Africa, has been thought to represent the 

circumstances in too glowing terms; and especially to those 

friends and constituents who have so liberally supplied the 

funds for the work, that I should make known my 

experiences in journeying into and dwelling in the heart of 

the Dark Continent. 

If my readers should think that some pleasing aspects of 

African life and travel are but the sunny side of things as seen 

by a weak woman with a child in her arms, they will 

doubtless, in all reasonableness, remember also who is the 
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author, when they read of the troubles and sicknesses which 

the boldest have reported, and not a few retreated from. 

It may be thought that some of my remarks on African 

matters appear rather too advanced of one of so little 

experience; of course I have been posted up in such matters 

by my husband, but the actual narrative is simply what I 

myself saw and experienced. 

Tanganyika is a large lake in East Central Africa; it is 

reached from the mainland, opposite the island of Zanzibar, 

by a series of paths from village to village, and forest tracks 

from district to district, which, for many years, have been the 

route of the slave and ivory caravans from Central Africa, a 

total walking distance, as measured by my husband with a 

trocheameter, of 836½ miles. 

Known to the first East African missionaries by native 

report as the sea of Ujiji, Tanganyika may be said to have 

been really discovered to the civilized world by Captains 

Burton and Speke in 1857. It has become even better known 

since being included in the wanderings of Dr. Livingstone, 

who frequently sighted it, and several times sojourned on its 

shores. 

It was at Ujiji that Stanley found Livingstone, and from 

thence they proceeded together to the north end of the lake, 

https://www.patintheworld.com/


3 
Transcribed by PatInTheWorld.com 

in the hope of deciding the problem of the outlet, which it 

was supposed the lake must have. 

Since then Tanganyika has been a point of great interest 

in the track of several well-known travellers; and, as the 

central of the great African lakes, has always attracted the 

attention of those friends of Africa who recognize in the lake 

region one of the richest parts of the continent, and one 

fraught with facilities for routes and settlements. 

To the old ivory traders and slave-hunters of Muscat, 

Ujiji was known centuries ago, and indeed, until within the 

last few years, was a sort of terminus and depôt for their 

caravans from the East coast, and for many years a thriving 

slave-market. 

Dr. Livingstone drew the interested attention of Europe 

to the lake region, and travellers, savants, and speculators 

became alike curious to know more and more of what had so 

long been a terra incognita. Nor were those philanthropists, 

who see in new regions thus opened up, new claims upon 

civilization and Christianity, deaf to the call of Central 

Africa. Within a few years of each other, large expeditions 

were afloat, bound to each of the three great lakes of Nyanza, 

Tanganyika, and Nyassa, with a view to the settlement of the 

missionaries, and the advancement of civilization. 
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In 1877, my husband was appointed scientific officer of 

a large expedition bound to Tanganyika, for the purpose of 

establishing a Mission station, including schools, and the 

prosecution of various industries necessary to the existence 

of Europeans, and the maintenance of a settlement at that 

place. The expedition included missionaries of long 

experience in South Africa, and my husband had special 

instructions to survey the lake itself, and report upon the 

means and methods for establishing marine communication 

between the countries upon its shores, with a view to the 

establishment and maintenance of the settlements. 

After surveying the shores of the lake by means of a large 

canoe, fitted with European sails, &c., and after many 

adventures and hardships, he returned to England, full of 

plans for transport and work, both by land and water, and 

prepared to return with me and to settle down to the work 

upon the lake. 

The London Missionary Society, accepting the plans, 

which bode fair to place at their disposal, for the settlement 

of their missionaries, by an economical means of transport 

and communication, the 1000 miles of coast-line 

surrounding the lake, fitted out a still larger expedition, and 

caused to be erected, specially for the service, a small sailing 

vessel with auxiliary steam, as well as a steel life-boat in 

https://www.patintheworld.com/


5 
Transcribed by PatInTheWorld.com 

sections, the special invention and design of my husband; 

and, lastly, to my great joy, perhaps not unmixed with 

trepidation, I was to go also. 

The subject of African transport is a knotty question. The 

expedition of 1877, to which my husband was attached, had 

worked hard for nearly a year, trying to introduce the use of 

the South African bullock-wagon to these regions; and 

indeed were only beaten by the fatal attacks of the tsetse flies 

upon the oxen, but this proved an insurmountable barrier. 

Recourse was then had to the old Central African method of 

carriage by porters, which indeed, although expensive, is 

well adapted to the country. 

Europeans, however, require more for their concerns, 

more than can be contained in sixty lb. bundles, and for the 

conveyance of ladies, and boats, and such valuables, some 

new method became necessary. 

My husband was convinced that wheels in some form 

could be utilized, and the bath chair became a fact from the 

time when, at a public meeting, he declared that “he was 

determined to try wheels, and that, if he could succeed in 

getting no other vehicle, he would at least take his wife to 

Ujiji in a wheelbarrow.” 
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The form the vehicle finally assumed before leaving 

England was that of one of Carter’s wicker bath chairs, with 

a broad double wheel, adjustable either as one or two wheels, 

and further fitted with short poles for lifting the whole affair 

over difficult places, like a palanquin. 
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Chapter II: First Experiments 

On May 17th, 1882, in company with eight others, 

Edward and I, with our little son Jack, then only three 

months old, sailed from London for Zanzibar. Our outfit and 

stores, consisting of several hundreds of packages, mostly of 

shape and weight suitable for the handling of African 

porters, was with us, but the steel boat and its carts were not 

yet completed, they were to follow by next steamer. 

A fast ship, with good provision and accommodation, 

conveyed us pleasantly to Eastern seas, but on board the 

smaller vessel, and in the teeth of a persistent head-wind and 

sea, we had such experiences on the passage from Aden to 

Zanzibar, as quite reconciled us to landing anywhere, even 

apart from the cheerful description of old Africans of the 

charms and pleasures of camp-life. 

To the just recovered sea-sick passenger, Zanzibar 

emerges out of the placid sea like a fairy scene; a closer view 

realizes the most romantic ideal of Oriental landscape; white 

villas environed with cocoa-nuts, and the square white lines 

of the town, backed and studded with vivid greens, and 

pleasing forms of foliage, the sea itself in colour and aspect, 

and the high-stern, peak-sailed craft it bears, attest that we 

are far from home; only the persistent thud and shake of 
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machinery remind us that we have not quite left our hold on 

civilization. A still closer view, as we land amidst a crowd 

of shouting boatmen and porters, and thread the narrow, 

crowded streets, and anxiously look-up lodgings and 

baggage, breaks the spell in more senses than one, and brings 

us back to a serious contemplation of the business in hand. I 

shall not attempt to describe Zanzibar, for to us it was simply 

a depôt and starting-point for the interior, and although I had 

little to do with the purchase and packing of goods, the 

engagement of porters, and other preparations for our large 

expedition, I had, as may be supposed, enough to do to 

prepare myself and Jack for the new and strange life we were 

to encounter. My first effort was to engage a woman as 

nurse; it was a failure; several fine-looking women came to 

me, and one remained a few weeks, but their time was so 

taken up in inspecting and wondering at Jack and me, and in 

long spells of absence to relate their strange experiences to 

their friends, that they proved of little use. I gave it up 

altogether, and engaged a nice respectable lad, named Ede, 

who proved a cleanly and attached nurse to my little boy 

during our first journey. 

A most important part of the business of preparation is 

the selection, purchase and packing; and one of the chief 

burdens of an African caravan is the bulk and weight of the 
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necessary monies, consisting of many kinds of cloth and 

beads. Our expedition was so extensive, and porters so 

scarce, that parties were sent on to certain points on the road, 

there to deposit some of these monies, and then to return and 

be again available; thus ninety porters were sent with cloth 

to Mpwapwa, 200 miles on the road; fifty to Unyamwezi, 

600 miles; and 120 more right on to Ujiji with goods we did 

not want on the road. Finally, as the boat had not arrived, it 

was determined that we should all, instead of waiting in 

Zanzibar, start at once, and proceed perhaps as far as 

Mpwapwa, and there wait, while Edward, with Mr. Swann, 

his mate, returned to Zanzibar to bring up the boat. 

At last one day I was finally compelled to compress and 

arrange all my gear and belongings into portable form, and 

when it really came to this point it was astonishing what a 

lot of small matters I seemed to have got, for everything 

really must be brought forward and put in some package, or 

box, or bundle, and Jack himself finally equipped for camp-

life. 

An Arab dhow was lent to convey us to the mainland, 

and into this craft we were all crowded, together with many 

of our loads, and men, guns, kettles, provision-baskets, 

water-bottles, &c., &c.; “well rigged out,” Edward called it, 

and the owner said there was a cabin for me. Cabin, I 
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suppose, means certain space below a deck, but as the air 

was terribly close and the space far more longitudinal than 

vertical, I was truly glad when our arrival at the mainland 

released me from it. Our landing-place was at the small town 

of Saadani, which boasts a governor or “Lewali,” the 

representative of the Sultan of Zanzibar, and a small 

detachment of military. There are two or three small streets 

of general shops, kept by Hindis, one or two of whom are 

able to supply travellers with many odds and ends, and good 

stores of native provisions if necessary; and small dhows are 

constantly passing to and from Zanzibar. The greater part of 

Saadani, however, consists of a collection of mud-huts little 

better than those of the interior, and, indeed, within an easy 

walk of the place, one is literally in the wilds of Africa, and 

amongst the lions, who often trouble the townsfolk with 

untimely visits. 

Of scenery there is none, for, beyond the few cocoa-nut 

trees dotted about the town, all is level bush and tree-tops, 

with nothing to break their monotony. However, it was not 

until my second visit that I saw even this, for we arrived off 

the place just at dusk, and the tide being nearly out, could 

not get near with the dhow, but had to disembark in a tiny 

boat, which, however, grounded about half-way to the shore. 

Several of our porters ran to the rescue, and carried me 
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onwards, but getting tired, apparently, let me down again in 

another little canoe, half-full of water, and the man who was 

carrying Jack, thinking it wrong to take him away from me, 

promptly set him down in my lap. When I was finally landed 

on the sands it was nearly dark, and I took shelter in a little 

umbrella-tent which had been pitched there for my special 

temporary accommodation, and there and then I held my first 

reception, a crowd of men and women gathering round eager 

for a sight of the white woman and child. 

The first stage of seven miles to the village of Ndumi, 

Edward had determined should be immediately 

accomplished, in order to escape the malaria of the low-lying 

land near the shore, above which Ndumi is well elevated. A 

party had been sent over with the tents and gear some days 

before, to arrange a camp at that place, so we had to make 

our first march in the dark. 

As I stepped into the bath chair, which had many eager 

candidates for its conveyance, I felt I had at last commenced 

the African journey. I could see nothing of the country or 

people, only the dark forms of our own men, and, dimly, the 

clumps of bushes and trees gliding by. Jack was carried 

alternately by Edward and Mr. Swann, and slept calmly most 

of the way. We mounted a hill to Ndumi and through the 

village, and I was landed at the door of my tent, where I 
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found the furniture all arranged, and our friends of the 

commissariat brought me a welcome cup of tea. I was too 

tired to inspect my quarters that night, and soon retired to 

rest, but not to forget my novel circumstances, for we were 

frequently awakened by the howling of hyænas, of which 

there were many prowling around the camp, and on that 

night too, I heard, for the first and only time in all the 

journey, the distant roar of the lion. 

The next morning I found myself indeed in a new and 

strange abode. I had already heard and seen something of the 

camp equipage, but here I really saw and appreciated it for 

the first time. Our own tent, which was necessarily the 

largest, was of special construction for my accommodation, 

and divided by curtains into an outer and an inner apartment, 

the outer one eight feet by four feet, and the inner one eight 

feet by seven feet; this inner apartment was also divisible by 

a curtain fore and aft; it just held two camp-bedsteads and a 

couple of boxes, with room near me for Jack’s little basket, 

which on the march was his carriage and in camp his bed; 

the first by resting in a steel wheelbarrow frame, the last by 

simply standing on a box; little folding iron rods supported 

an awning and a mosquito-curtain above. The outer 

apartment held a small camp-table and two chairs. The iron 

camp-bedsteads folded up into a conveniently shaped load 
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for carriage, and the bedding into a roll within a small cork 

mattress with waterproof outside. We were also each 

provided with a covered water-bucket, and a cloth-covered 

tin water-bottle for use on the march; a galvanized basin and 

a little iron bath completed the outfit. 

Two of our party managed the commissariat, and had the 

care of all the cooking and table gear. A “head-quarter’s 

tent,” also of large size, formed our general dining-room. 

A large part of the cargo consisted of provisions, both for 

the journey up country and for residence there, such things 

as tea, coffee, sugar, and condiments have to be taken for the 

whole journey, and renewed year by year, and many other 

tinned goods, to help out the native foods, are taken, always 

remembering wheaten flour and ship’s biscuits, which latter 

proved a great stand-by on all occasions. 

Of the native foods, goats, sheep, and fowls are mostly 

procurable; rice, pumpkins, vegetable marrows, sweet 

potatoes, and ground-nuts are grown more or less round 

every village, but many of these at the time of year suitable 

for travelling are out of season, and the rapidly passing 

traveller, did he not consider the matter, would pronounce 

such localities as poor in the extreme. I have seen such a 

statement recently in a traveller’s account applied 
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sweepingly to the whole of East Central Africa, but strange 

to say it was coupled with the statement that “a route should 

be preferred in proportion as it is least frequented by 

caravans,” which would necessarily lead him through the 

poorest parts. The caravan routes, on the contrary, lead one, 

as it were, from oasis to oasis, often deviating widely from 

the straight course to take in a place where food is plentiful, 

or to avoid the contrary. 

Early rising is the order of the day in camp, accompanied 

by the welcome morning cup of coffee, for the best work, 

both in camp or on the march, is done before the sun gets 

hot. 

At Ndumi, the morning after my arrival, I seemed to 

wake up suddenly in Central Africa. The general points of 

the scene, the people, the houses, and all their surroundings, 

as strange and wild as in the far interior, though far less 

picturesque, form a few tawdry evidences of a near 

civilization, sufficient to proclaim themselves but sadly 

insufficient to cover the poverty that they only serve to call 

attention to. Here you may see an almost naked savage 

drinking out of a tumbler, or the wildest native orgies carried 

on by the light of a paraffin lamp. In the presence of many 

such cheap importations, their own arts have been lost to 

these coast natives, and tribal distinctions of dress, 
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ornament, and architecture merged into a medley by no 

means attractive, and comparing very unfavourably with the 

less civilized but really more respectable natives of the far 

interior. However, the first stimulation of the morning coffee 

is perhaps leading me too far from the actual narrative. Two 

days were busily occupied by the members of our expedition 

in adjusting loads, putting raw hide lashings on shaky 

packages, organizing the men to their several duties, and 

otherwise preparing for a start. For myself, I was fully 

occupied with preparing Jack and myself for our new life, 

and holding receptions at the tent door of astonished natives. 

Our camp was made at the back of the village, in some 

deserted gardens, and as far as possible in a gap in the array 

of heaps of refuse with which the village was almost 

surrounded. Westwards nothing appeared but vast 

undulations of green tree-tops, but at the east gate of the 

village we enjoyed a pleasing and last view of the sea and 

the distant dim outline of Zanzibar. 

On the third day Edward ordered a start, to “break 

camp,” for, although we could not start complete in the early 

morning, it was necessary we should move, if only a short 

distance. There is a good old rule that one should never start 

until one is ready, but it appears that this is not applicable to 

African caravans, for I was told that we never should be 
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ready until we had started, and I found it to be so; not only 

with our porters, who put off everything (and even 

themselves very often) until the last moment, but with 

myself, for what with Jack’s clothes and my own things, and 

general domestic matters I was compelled at last to admit 

that the only way to solve the problem was really to go, 

desperation at the last moment stimulating the invention and 

finding a place for everything. 

At last, about one p.m., we were on the road for the first 

time as a caravan, though many laggards had yet to be picked 

up. All the tents were down in a few minutes and rolled up, 

and the tarpaulin drawn off the pile of loads in the centre of 

the camp. Some more amusing, not to say alarming, 

struggles took place for the possession of certain much-

coveted loads, not always the lightest by the way, for to a 

certain extent lightness is often sacrificed, by the porter, to a 

convenient shape; a long, narrow shape is much preferred, 

as at the journey’s end, or at a rest, the end can be lowered 

to the ground without the muscular exertion necessary to 

actually lifting a more compact load off the top of the head. 

Our Zanzibar porters, with few exceptions, prefer to carry on 

the head, while the natives of Unyamwezi (who are notable 

carriers) prefer to bear everything on the shoulder; their 
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favourite pattern is a load in two halves, each at one end of 

a short pole. 

At last every man was suited or constrained, and we 

started off. 

I was mounted on a donkey, named Oliver, which 

Edward had thought prudent to provide while the bath chair 

was still in the experimental stage. Jack went very quietly in 

his wheelbarrow, sometimes having a change by being lifted 

on to my lap; I liked to have Jack so near me, but it was some 

time before I became adept at holding him, my umbrella, and 

the reins all at once, besides accommodating myself to the 

vagaries of the path. In the evening we camped beside a pool 

in the open forest, and were well serenaded by an army of 

frogs. Another day was taken up here in hunting up 

stragglers and further preparation. 

The same order of march and camp continued for days 

together, with little change. The villages for the most part are 

collections of from ten to fifty small round huts, with low 

doorways, surrounded sometimes by a “boma,” or fence of 

poles, and more often, and more conspicuously, by great 

heaps of ashes and refuse. My most pleasant recollection of 

this stage of the journey is of a beautiful stream, called “the 

rocky river,” of deliciously cool and pure water, tumbling 
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over rocks along a perfect arched avenue of brilliant verdure. 

A short distance beyond this stream we reached the village 

of Mchiropa, from which two roads diverge, both used by 

our caravans; the southern road, leading through one of the 

richest districts in this part of Africa, follows the valley of 

the Mukondokwa river to Lake Gombe and Mpwapwa, and 

the northern road, leading to the same place, across and 

amongst the projecting spurs of the Nguru mountains, below 

which the village of Mchiropa lies. 

Numerous villages are perched high upon the mountain 

sides, where there exists a delightful atmosphere, and which, 

although not enjoying the rich luxuriance of the villages, are 

more equably watered by the dew and light passing clouds, 

and are almost free from the malaria of the lower districts. 

A few marches, with these beautiful mountains always 

on our right, took us to Mamboia, a cluster of villages in a 

rich valley, amongst which a station is occupied by a small 

detachment of the soldiers of the Sultan of Zanzibar. Here 

we were met by Mr. and Mrs. Last, of the Church Missionary 

Society, with whom I was cordially invited to stay while 

Edward returned to Zanzibar. 

The first stage of my journey (150 miles from the coast) 

was thus completed. The possibility of a lady and child 
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travelling in this country had been successfully 

demonstrated, and also the ease with which, under efficient 

management, there could be secured to travellers the 

necessary shelter, accommodation, and food for the 

achievement of such a journey as ours. 

After partaking of the hospitality of our friends, the main 

body of our party proceeded to Mpwapwa, Edward and Mr. 

Swann returned to Zanzibar for the boat, and Jack and I 

remained in the kind care of Mr. and Mrs. Last, whose house, 

in a delightful nook, 800 feet above the valley, and 

surrounded and buttressed by a beautiful garden of European 

flowers and vegetables, was a true oasis in the road. 

I had scarcely enjoyed ten days of what bade fair to be a 

delightful rest, when I had a sunstroke, which laid me aside 

for some weeks, and recovery from which I owe to the 

unremitting attentions of my kind hosts and of Dr. Baster, 

who came specially from Mpwapwa to attend me. 

Meantime, further delay had occurred in the arrival of 

our boat from England, and the season was so far advanced 

that it was deemed prudent I should not proceed that year, 

but return to England until Edward could come down to the 

coast again for me. 
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In due time Edward arrived at Mamboia to take me back 

to the coast, for which journey he had fitted the bath chair 

into one of the boat-section carts, which also afforded room 

for a cot for Jack (it was exceedingly comfortable when 

standing still), and sometimes in this, and sometimes on a 

new donkey, for Oliver, the first donkey, had died at 

Mamboia, we safely reached the coast, from whence I 

returned to England. 

The bath chair had been well experimented upon. It had 

been tired with wheel in front, and with wheels on either 

side, with shafts before, and shafts behind, with a pole over 

head, and with padding, and cushions, shades from sun, and 

shades for rain. Edward had tried every means, with the most 

zealous assistance of our Zanzibar men, to make it a success, 

until I was obliged to confess that of all the means of 

conveyance I had tried, the bath chair was by far the most 

comfortable, except when in motion. How far the plan 

finally succeeded and I was safely carried to Ujiji in this 

conveyance, remains to be described. 
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Chapter III: The Bath Chair Condemned 

Successful as my husband had been in the management 

of African caravans, and enthusiastic as he was in the various 

details and improvements in that work, he was yet the first 

to admit that a route allowing of the employment of steam-

boats, and lined by stations under the management of 

professed transport agents, must be superior to the fatiguing 

and expensive march overland to Ujiji. 

On receiving news, therefore, of the opening of the 

Nyassa route, in the hands of the African Lake Company, he 

volunteered with Jack and me a small quantity of baggage, 

to try that route as a means of access for our parties to Lake 

Tanganyika. The Directors of our Society, having meantime 

heard further favourable reports of that route, not only 

accepted the offer, but sent out at the same time three other 

missionaries with their outfits, forming altogether an 

expedition of large dimensions. For myself, I was only too 

pleased to hear of the comforts of the steamers, and the 

hospitalities of the various stations along the route, although 

it seemed that the bath chair was now quite condemned. 

It was arranged that my husband should come from the 

interior, viâ Nyassa, and meet me at Quillimane. We went 

round the Cape this time, arriving at Quillimane at the end 
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of July, 1884. It may be imagined that I was anxious to meet 

my husband, present Jack to him, and assume my share of 

the work I had so long been looking forward to. My 

disappointment was intense, when, after gazing 

unsuccessfully at every boat approaching the ship, I was told 

that there was no news at all of Edward. (It turned out that at 

this time, in a tiny boat, manned by three of his lads from 

Tanganyika, he was fairly being hunted by the natives, 

excited by recent wars, down the Shire river.) 

We were received on shore in the house of the agents of 

the A.L. Co., where we were to be entertained until we 

should start for the interior. Here a consultation was held, 

and it was decided that with such favourable means of 

transport we would proceed at once, hoping to meet my 

husband upon the road. 

Quillimane is an old European colony, both in regard of 

its age and its character. The buildings are clean and pretty 

in themselves, and furnished sometimes even gorgeously, 

yet there is a semi-barbarous air about it all, and a want of 

home-likeness about both households and society, which 

seems to indicate that the Europeans are but sojourners who 

will not live there always. The only English household in the 

place was that of our hosts, and here also the want of freedom 

from fashion and society rules made the roughness of life 
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difficult and embarrassing. Anything like trained domestics 

were not attainable, and although I had come to Africa quite 

prepared to perform the meanest of domestic offices for 

myself, I had expected for its achievement the freedom of 

the bush, and was by no means prepared to do the same in 

civilized quarters, for which a substantial per diem was being 

paid. 

The town of Quillimane lies at the mouth of the Kwa-

kwa river, and the first stage of the journey to Nyassa by this 

route is one of about five days’ journey by boat up the river 

to Marandeni, whence a short portage conducts to the banks 

of the Zambesi. 

The boats are mostly like large ships’ cutters, or gigs, 

manned by from six to ten native paddlers, and generally 

with an awning or house over part of the boat for the 

accommodation of passengers. 

After two days’ stay it was announced to us that our 

boats were ready. Edward, as an old hand at boat cruising, 

had led me to expect great enjoyment from the freedom nad 

amount of comfort possible under such circumstances; and, 

as well as being glad actually to commence the journey, I 

was in no wise sorry to exchange the embarrassments of 

semi-civilization for the freedom of bush life. But I was 
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doomed to disappointment. About four p.m. we were 

escorted down to the pier at the river-side; after standing 

about for an hour while the boxes and goods were being 

placed in the boats, we finally started up river. There was no 

European escort, and as the native boatmen understood 

nothing but Portuguese, except their own language, we felt 

rather helpless as darkness approached and shut out all the 

outer world but the low, dark river-bank on either side. My 

boat had a tiny house or awning built over the after part; 

some boards placed on the original seats of the boat formed 

a little platform, upon which Jack and I were to pass the next 

eight days, surrounded closely by all we deemed necessary, 

and the bed was made by clearing a central space and 

spreading blankets. I was astonished to find that there was 

no means of cooking in the boat, but we were supposed to 

halt at intervals and cook on the banks of the river. Of fresh 

meat and vegetables there were none, but ample tinned 

provisions were stored in a box amongst the others in the 

boats. 

About ten o’clock we were drawn to the bank and led to 

understand that we had arrived at a halting-place, and here 

my fellow-travellers contrived to make some tea, while Jack 

and I struggled with clouds of mosquitoes in our tiny shelter. 
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The bottom and sides of the boat were always slimy and wet, 

and seemed an inviting neighbourhood for these creatures. 

I resolved that boat cruising was a delusion, and 

continued to think so until I saw, on Tanganyika, what 

comfort it is possible to attain in such a way of life. 

In the early morning, when roused for a new start, we 

found ourselves involved in a dense wet mist, which often 

did not clear away until nine or ten o’clock, and was a most 

favourable time for the frequent collisions with the muddy 

banks, which the boatmen seemed rather to like than 

otherwise, on account, perhaps, of the few minutes’ spell 

they enjoyed at such times. 

During one of these collisions, the stern of the boat being 

close to a steep mud bank, I received quite a fright. A 

crocodile, which had been basking in the sun there, was 

suddenly awakened by our arrival, and making for the water, 

seemed as though it were coming right into the boat; I 

crouched over to the far side with Jack in my arms, and 

almost expected for a moment or two that we should be 

pounced upon, but a swerve of the boat turned us off, and 

left water space for the monster to plunge into. 

A midday halt was arranged each day to rest the 

boatmen, and then we had to cook all we needed till night. 
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There was little opportunity for a walk, the tide reaches up 

the river a long way, so that the banks are very muddy, and 

away from the banks, at most of our halting-places, the dense 

bush prevented further roaming. 

At one place where a village was accessible, we walked 

up to it; the children all fled from us, but on giving them 

some sweets they were soon attracted, and followed us down 

to the boat. Once also we landed at a pretty Dutch factory, 

and were kindly welcomed by the gentleman in charge. 

The scenery all the way up the river was monotonous in 

the extreme, the river being very narrow and the view 

confined. At nights we were terribly tormented by the 

mosquitoes, from which we had no adequate protection, and 

on the fourth day poor Jack, who had hitherto kept himself 

cheerful by fishing out of window for crocodiles, sickened 

with fever, and became quite an invalid. It was altogether the 

most tedious and painful of my African experiences. 

As we ascended the river we met numbers of canoes 

coming down, laden with women and children and domestic 

chattels, as though a grand flitting was taking place. When 

we arrived at Marandeni this was explained, for a letter 

awaited us there from the Company’s agent on the Zambesi, 

informing us that war was on, and advising us to await his 
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arrival. The excitement of our boatmen in their hurried 

converse with the natives, and the presence of a number of 

armed people, constantly reinforced by others coming in 

canoes, confirmed the report and caused us no little anxiety. 

The agent having arrived, he informed us that it would 

be impossible for us to proceed, the whole country was up in 

arms. It appears that a general rising of the natives had taken 

place against the oppression (or taxation, without adequate 

gain or protection) of the Portuguese, many of whom had 

already been killed at outposts, and although the English at 

present had not been involved, it could not be known how 

soon the excitement of warfare would cause forgetfulness of 

old standing relations. 

We could do nothing but follow the directions of the 

company who were supposed to be escorting us, and by no 

means unwilling to leave the neighbourhood of the crowds 

of menacing natives who had assembled, but with grief and 

disappointment in our hearts, we turned once more down 

river. 

Already at the coast, and up to this point, while only five 

days on our journey, the methods and accommodation 

offered by the new route had by no means come up to our 

hopes and expectations, and now the end of our journey 
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seemed farther off than ever. No news could be had of my 

husband, who, according to arrangements, was now overdue 

at the coast, and poor Jack seemed daily getting weaker with 

continued fever. I confess I was very miserable, and dared 

scarcely contemplate the future, as we turned coastwards 

once more. 

One of our number, who went across the portage to the 

Zambesi with the Company’s agent, did not return, but 

decided to stop at the Company’s station, and await a chance 

to proceed up country. 

On the way down the river the signs of war were more 

frequent and distinct. At the Dutch station we found them, at 

night, busily packing their merchandise and valuables into 

boats, and preparing everything for sudden flight, if 

necessary. Even at Quillimane it was feared the natives 

would rise, and indeed, if they had done so unitedly, the 

Europeans would have been helpless. On the second day of 

the downward journey we were met by one of the managers 

of the company, who was very astonished, if not disgusted, 

at seeing us going the wrong way, but he as quickly returned 

himself on finding the state of things at Marandeni, and 

eventually went up river again with an armed party, 

consisting of several agents of the Company and 

representatives of the various foreign trading houses at 
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Quillimane. This party succeeded in rescuing an English 

employé on an opium plantation which the natives attacked, 

and indeed in largely checking the warfare in that 

neighbourhood. 

On the third day we arrived at Quillimane. A slight hope 

had been raised that an overland route to the Shire river 

might be available, but we were now assured this was 

impossible, and were strongly recommended to go back to 

Durban by the southward bound steamer sailing next day. 

On board the Dunkeld accordingly we shipped, and took up 

our quarters at Durban to await events, news, and orders. 

The ideas of the comfort and facilities of the new route 

by Nyassa were to me quite exploded. The little experience 

I had already had of African travel had assured me of the 

possibility, under proper management, of efficient shelter, 

food and comfort on an African journey, and I felt now that 

a return to the old method would be not only for our own 

comfort, but for the good of the whole undertaking. 

Meantime, I had, with the best resignation I could, just 

to await events. 
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Chapter IV: Reinstated 

“Go to Zanzibar, Captain Hore arranges all.” Such was 

the telegram that informed us suddenly one day at Durban 

that my husband had arrived at the coast, raised our hopes as 

to our ultimate procedure to Tanganyika, and reinstated the 

old means of travel which once had seemed hard to me, but 

to which I now looked forward with relief and pleasure. 

The very next day a telegram from Mozambique, from 

Edward himself, assured us of his welfare, and that he would 

await the arrival of our steamer at Delagoa Bay. 

Meantime, my little boy Jack, all unconscious of his 

father’s perils, had rapidly gained strength, and took his 

daily stroll on the beach. 

The medical man of our party, however, found his health 

failing, and now that a new start was being made, was 

reluctantly compelled by medical advice to retire from the 

expedition. He was a great loss to us, both on account of his 

professional services and his constant kindness and 

attention. 

For the third time it was the steamer Dunkeld that was to 

take us another stage on our journey. On board of her we 

were getting to be regarded quite as old stagers, Jack was 

made a pet, and the captain of the vessel welcomed us back 
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in his own kindly manner. The only drawback to the 

otherwise uniform comfort of our life on the Dunkeld was 

the disturbances created by people who came on board at the 

various Portuguese ports, I suppose to speed or welcome 

their friends. For several hours at some of these places, the 

quarter-deck and saloon were in a state of uproar, and half-

drunken men shouting and reeling about. 

My sleeping berth was the only retreat from visible and 

actual contact with these scenes, the remainder of the evil 

being only noise, except when some of the more highly 

educated among these gentlemen emphasized the worst of 

their exclamations in English. On one occasion, however, 

one of the gentler sex was amongst them, and becoming too 

far gone for propriety, was hustled below to her cabin, 

which, to my horror, proved to be also mine. Fortunately for 

me, we arrived at this lady’s destination on the following 

day. 

The climax of expectation for myself was reached when 

we arrived at Delagoa Bay, and two boats put off to board 

us. I was not long in distinguishing my husband, and held 

Jack up for him to see. Jack, poor lad, had but little notion 

what kind of person “father” might be, except that he was a 

“man,” and worthy of Jack donning his best hat and coat to 

receive. 
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If any of my readers happen to have been separated from 

their husband for nearly two years, and then have made a 

voyage to meet him, and received the information of “no 

news” “but war up country,” they will understand what our 

meeting was like. 

Then came the long stories of our several adventures. It 

appears that the mail containing the necessary information 

for Edward to meet me, was burnt with a house at Urambo, 

on the road to Ujiji, and subsequent information, although he 

started at once, was not early enough for him to keep the 

appointment. Then, on arriving at the Shire river, he found 

that the company’s river steamer was not to be heard of, and 

finally embarked in a tiny boat conveying with him the mails 

of the Europeans of Blantyre and Nyassa, in the hope of 

reaching the coast and opening up communication. His crew 

consisted of three native lads he had brought from 

Tanganyika, a native interpreter of the staff of Captain Foot, 

H.M.’s Consul in the interior, at whose expense the voyage

was made, and a guide or pilot provided by the company. In

this little craft he came down the rivers Shire and Zambesi

to the station of Mazaro (the other side of the portage from

Marendeni), being five days in the boat, and chased nearly

all the way by the natives, who were up in arms all along the

route. He only escaped with his life, several times in
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consequence of delay among parties of natives, caused by 

the presence of some who desired to stick to the old tradition 

of “friendship with the English,” and from the fact also that 

a fleet of war canoes which otherwise would have 

intercepted him, had been destroyed by the party of 

European referred to in the last chapter, who rescued the 

Englishman on the opium plantation. 

At the station of Mazaro, on the Zambesi side of the 

portage, Edward met the member of our party who had 

stayed there, and they came down to Quillimane together. 

How the expedition was diverted to the old route, viâ 

Zanzibar, came about in this way. The African Lakes 

Company were at that time engaged in conveying from 

Quillimane to South Tanganyika, the material and stores for 

the construction of our steamer, Good News. Having only 

one small and not very powerful steamer on Lake Nyassa, 

and several stations of their own, and those of two 

missionary societies, to maintain in stores, provisions, &c., 

this was rather a slow process. When my husband passed, 

these mission stations were suffering from their goods 

having been crowded out by our steamer material, and still 

there remained at Livingstonia, on South Nyassa, and at 

Mandala, on the Shire, large quantities of that material for 

which our party on Tanganyika were anxiously waiting, and 
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our work suffering from the delay. Edward perceived at once 

that even if this Nyassa steamer were solely employed to 

conduct our present expedition to the north end of the lake, 

it could not be done in the complete way necessary to its 

success; while such a monopoly of the only means of 

transport would be suicidal to our own interests in regard of 

our steamer material, to say nothing of the further great 

inconvenience, if not damage, to the stations on Lake 

Nyassa. 

Arriving at the Shire, and finding the lower, or river, half 

of the route stopped, Edward was confirmed in his 

determination that it was impossible for our expedition to 

proceed, and the war near the coast removed all further doubt 

in the matter. He, however, arranged for the member of our 

party who had stopped up river with his outfit, and some 

dozen loads of general stores, to proceed by that road, in 

order not to deprive the transport company of the 

opportunity of demonstrating the facilities of their route.1 

The way soon afterwards was opened for the river steamer 

to ascend. 

1 I understand that the African Lakes Company are already largely 
improving and extending their operations, by means of new steamers and 
increased staff, and with continued success and improvement the Nyassa 
route will, in all probability, become both comfortable and expeditious. 
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Proceeding at once to Mozambique, my husband 

obtained approval, by telegraph, of his plans, and all 

arrangements were made for the removal of the expedition 

to Zanzibar, by the steamer we came north in from Durban. 

At Mozambique we changed into the B.I. Co.’s steamer for 

Zanzibar, and at the end of September arrived at that island, 

which, barbarous and out-of-the-way as it is, yet had been to 

us a convenient and hopeful starting point for the interior. 

Our agent at Zanzibar had been warned of our approach by 

telegram, and was collecting porters for us, Edward was 

calculating anew the whole system of porters, barter goods, 

and camp equipage, and the bath chair was reinstated in 

favour as the means of carriage of myself to Ujiji. 
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Chapter V: Slowly Ahead 

Many friends in England had thought me rash in 

attempting the journey again to Ujiji, and my husband far 

worse in proposing and urging such an undertaking. The fact 

was, he only proposed doing so under certain conditions, 

namely, that the journey should be made in the season 

favourable for travelling, and that the caravan should consist 

exclusively of ourselves and road outfit, or about a hundred 

men all told; this would have enabled us to get all good, 

reliable men, and have left Edward sufficiently 

unencumbered to attend to the comfort and safety of his 

passengers. 

When we reached Zanzibar, however, it was already two 

months beyond the suitable season for starting, all the best 

porters had already been taken up, and we had a large 

amount of cargo. Matters looked more dismal still, when, on 

arriving at Zanzibar, we were informed by our agents that 

sixty loads of goods awaited our escort, consisting of 

provisions for the members of our Mission already on 

Tanganyika, and which we had supposed were already far up 

country. 

Poor as were the chances now that we could reach Ujiji 

in safety and health, it was yet more unpleasant to 
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contemplate the consequences of delay until the following 

year, and Edward decided to proceed if it were possible 

(after first securing the transport of the provisions for those 

up country), to get porters enough for our own escort. This 

we were assured, in Zanzibar, was impossible; moreover we 

were urged not to proceed, on account of the universal 

drought and famine said to prevail up country; and were told 

of caravans wrecked, and others delayed until the following 

year. There was a large amount of truth in this certainly, as 

we afterwards proved to our cost, but Edward’s experiences 

were that none of our former successful enterprises would 

have been carried out if we had respected all we had been 

told in Zanzibar, and he perhaps knew the capabilities of the 

porters, and the possibilities of the road, better than any one 

there. 

As we landed on the steps opposite the Sultan of 

Zanzibar’s palace, we were met and welcomed by Juma-bin-

Nasibu, whose services as a leader of caravan porters 

Edward considered as invaluable, and there and then 

secured. We found that Juma had a bad name, however, in 

Zanzibar, his enrichment and promotion in our service had 

led him into the ever open and tempting opportunities for 

slave-traffic which such a life presents, and various little 

discoveries had led him into disgrace. We argued, however, 
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that while he was in our service he was well employed, and 

if we should reject every man of doubtful character we 

should scarce have a caravan at all. Juma was therefore at 

once despatched to look up porters. Our agent had already 

collected a good number, and it was soon (save some fifty or 

sixty well tried old hands), we would probably get enough 

for our expedition. The arrival from up country a few days 

afterwards of another of Edward’s old leaders, one Ulaya 

(Europe), who declared he would “go back with us to-

morrow,” enabled the expedition to be divided into two 

portions, which for many reasons would be for the benefit 

and safety of all. 

Seven days only were occupied in collecting porters, 

recruiting a new boat’s crew for Tanganyika, and completing 

our outfit for the road, buying provisions, barter goods, &c., 

and packing the same. 

The body of an old perambulator was given to us at the 

Universities’ Mission, which was turned into an excellent 

tiny palanquin for Jack, and a couple of splendid bamboos 

secured for carrying it and the bath chair, and on Oct. 4th we 

sailed for the mainland. A well-to-do Hindi merchant, who 

had from time to time undertaken the transport of some of 

our goods, lent us his dhow for the trip over, and as it had a 

tiny cabin in the stern, with wide ports and arrangements to 
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secure a certain amount of comfort and privacy, it was a 

great boon to us. 

We were also accompanied by Mr. Frere, of the 

Universities’ Mission at Zanzibar, who desired to see 

something of caravan work, in anticipation of his joining the 

mission on Lake Nyassa. He was indefatigable in assisting 

us both in Zanzibar and during the few days he was with us 

on the road. 

Saadani was reached too late at night to effect a landing, 

so we slept on board the dhow, and landed early the next 

morning. Bwana Heri, the hospitable representative of the 

Sultan, invited us to an empty house, where we were glad to 

put up, and a tent awning hung in front of the verandah made 

us a very comfortable apartment after the close quarters on 

board the dhow. 

The cooks were at once set to work on breakfast, for 

which fowls, eggs, and fruit quickly arrived, and Edward 

commenced to rig up the bath chair in a new fashion, ready 

for immediate despatch to Ndumi, six miles inland, where, 

as on the previous journey, we were to have our first camp. 

In two or three hours we were off in somewhat irregular 

procession along the road, and by the time I had fairly 

recovered from the bustle and began to look round, I was 
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located in a verandah of a large house at Ndumi, housed in 

by tent awnings and tarpaulins, with Jack and all my boxes 

and paraphernalia around me. The cook was already 

steaming up in another verandah, and our goods piled up 

inside. 

“Now,” said my husband, “we are on our own ground, 

and can get to work.” I had thought it was all done. The fact 

was, the packages and cases containing our goods had 

somewhat suffered from their numerous transhipments and 

adventures, and nearly all had to be repaired – stuff that we 

had procured in Zanzibar had been bundled together any 

way, so as to “get away,” and Edward declared that he could 

do as much work of preparation here in a day as in Zanzibar 

in a week. Four days were occupied altogether in collecting 

our men, repairing our loads, and generally fitting up our 

expedition, of which this, our own portion, consisted of over 

two hundred porters, and the rear party shortly to follow, 

under the leadership of Ulaya, of other two hundred men. 

On the night before the start, Edward sat up working 

alone till midnight, rigging up the bath chair and Jack’s little 

palanquin. They were both rigged alike in this way. From a 

very long, stout bamboo the chair was suspended or slung by 

stout coir ropes; along the top of the bamboo was stretched 

a waterproof canvas awning, lined with white cotton and 
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thick matting, and impervious alike to sun and rain, the cover 

extended down behind, and moveable sides could be secured 

up or down at pleasure; an apron of the same material 

covered the front of the chair. Sixteen picked men were told 

off for carrying the bath chair, and four in like manner for 

Jack’s chair. The nature of the road permits only the passage 

of two men at a time, and in line, the others all kept close at 

hand, and each pair of men had only a short spell of the 

carrying at a time. The combination of the bamboo and the 

coir rope gave a pleasant springiness to the whole, and in this 

way I was carried right through to Ujiji in a less number of 

days, I believe, than achieved before by any European. 

For one reason our caravans were at one time unpopular 

amongst the Arabs at Zanzibar, whose slaves frequently 

slipped away and joined such parties. To prevent this, the 

hiring is done in the presence of an agent of the Sultan, and 

any Arabs who like to attend for the purpose of looking out 

for runaways. Some, indeed, give permission to slaves to 

join the caravans, as being more lucrative to the owner than 

other work that might be done by the slave. 

On our part, while knowing that this occurs, the 

condition of slavery is altogether ignored, and the men dealt 

with quite independently of the owner. The Arabs, on the 

other hand, have learned to respect what they consider our 
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weakness, and make no open display of ownership except in 

case of runaways. 

It often occurs, however, in spite of all precautions on 

both sides, that slaves get into our parties without permission 

of their masters. Edward has a way of his own of dealing 

with such cases, which has met with the approval of the 

Consul General, and which, while demonstrating our 

principles, does not clash with the understanding between 

the local authorities and our own Government. His position, 

on its being known that a man is a runaway slave, is this; he 

offers to release the man from his engagement if he so 

desires, but also says, “If the man insists on my carrying out 

the agreement mutually entered into between us I must do 

so, unless an order for his return is produced from the Consul 

General.” If all is legal, the order is soon procured, but it 

often happens that the applicants for the man are some 

friends of his wanting to keep him back, perhaps with his 

own connivance, or some adventurers claiming him under 

false pretences. 

A case in illustration occurred while we were at Ndumi. 

Some armed Arabs appeared in our camp, and laid claim to 

three of our porters as runaways, purporting to be agents of 

the owners. The three men were called forward and 

answered to their names. Edward said, “If you will return the 
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money advanced to you (and which was provided by the 

applicants), I will release you from your agreement.” The 

men replied, “We do not want to go; we have signed on with 

you, and want to make the journey with you.” Then Edward 

said to the Arabs, “I cannot break my agreement without the 

consent of the men, that can only be done by the Consul 

General; if these are really your slaves, bring an order from 

him, and I shall at once obey it.” 

The Arabs were very vexed, but knew it was right, and 

were obliged to turn away. Our men, however, were so 

foolish, being encouraged by numbers, as to show signs of 

mobbing the Arabs, who would have been quite helpless 

among them; but Edward went out and escorted the Arabs 

through the crowd to the gate of the village, and set them on 

their way, at least reconciled to him if not their 

disappointment. 

In this case the proper order was forthcoming in a few 

days, and then men taken back. 

On Friday, October 10th, we once more started westward, 

after a great bustle and the usual clamouring over the loads. 

When all were ready it was found there were still twelve 

loads without men (owing to runaways), and Juma had to be 
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left behind to hire native porters from the ever-ready Hindi 

merchant at Saadani. 

We were to camp at a certain pool of water in the forest, 

but on arriving there we found it quite dried up, and passed 

on to the village of Mkange. The “pool” being dried up was 

certainly not a good omen, and, alas! many another pool 

along the road had become a puddle, or dried up altogether. 

The advanced season, however, was favourable in one 

respect; much of the long grass, such a terrible obstruction 

to progress and comfort, was burnt down, leaving the 

country clear for walking and open to ventilating winds. 

The bath chair, in its present form, proved very effective 

and comfortable, and the indefatigable attention of our 

friend, Mr. Frere, helped much to reconcile Jack to his own 

little chair, which was always carried close to mine. 

The next day we reached the village of Makuru, and here 

Jack had his first fever on this route. The water at this place 

was very bad, being both thick and brackish. Sunday was 

spent at this camp, and on Monday we reached Pamagombe. 

Here the old chief, who was well acquainted with my 

husband, brought us a little milk, and begged some orange 

pips for sowing; for though only thirty miles from the coast, 

no such fruits were to be had here. I think every one who 
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comes to these regions is disappointed in this respect. There 

are no fruits to be had but the banana and papaw. In the far 

interior, however, where the Arabs have settled, it is 

different. 

On Tuesday we got the first downfall of rain,–good water 

coming the wrong way, and lost to us. We made a halt at 

Magubika, where a tent was temporarily erected in a few 

minutes, just in time to shelter us and our breakfast from the 

shower. 

One great comfort we did have, and that was plenty of 

good food, and conveniences for its conveyance, cooking, 

and distribution. 

At Kikwazo next day, Mr. Frere left us and returned to 

Zanzibar, and on Wednesday we had a comfortable camp in 

the clean forest, near a village so new, as not to have yet 

spoilt its surroundings. Here the first cloth rations were 

served out to our men; hitherto they had been paid in Indian 

coppers; but that of course is too heavy to carry far, and 

indeed, is not current far inland. Each porter gets as ration 

for seven days, two yards of calico, and head men double, or 

more, in proportion to their rank. “Posho” (ration) day, was 

always a great day in camp. 
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Next day we crossed the Rukigura river, or rather its bed, 

for we were sorry to find it was not flowing. Some of our 

men soon found some pools remaining in rocky hollows of 

the river bed, which yielded fairly good water. At this camp 

a messenger overtook us with news of the welfare of our rear 

party under Ulaya. 

At Matungu next day we were again disappointed; only 

a little dirty water in a pool, and no food to buy. 

The march from Matungu to Kidudwe, usually taken by 

caravans, leads across an uninhabited tract of nearly eighteen 

miles, abounding in game, for close on the south runs the 

Wami river, with water all the year. But we were still able to 

travel but slowly, and it was determined that we should go 

down to a little village on the Wami, about half way, and halt 

there for Sunday. Even this seemed a long, hot march to me, 

leading across a long grass plain without shelter. We found 

the village (Mseri’s), however, nearly deserted, and no food 

to be had, so were obliged to go on to Kidudwe. 

The Wami river looked cool and beautiful, as I saw it 

under overhanging arches of immense trees, and the men at 

least got a refreshing bathe. 

At Kidudwe we halted a day for rest and to buy food, 

which had to be procured from villages on the slopes of the 
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Nguru mountains, to the north. For ourselves they procured 

a sheep and a few pumpkins. 

On the next march we had a difficult river to pass, not 

from its size but its depth; the usual way, when it is full, is 

by a bridge consisting of loose and crooked poles lashed 

together with creepers, now, however, we were not troubled 

by deep water, for the bridge was overhead, but by the deep 

muddy sides of the river-bed. How my chair was got over I 

cannot say, for I was so mobbed by willing helpers, that I 

was only sensible of the extreme angles I was made to 

describe, and a surrounding mass of arms and legs with 

glimpses of mud in between. Jack, who was in the chair with 

me, suggested that I should tell the men to sing, as he had 

observed that seemed to encourage them under any unusual 

exertion. At the top, on the other side, the breakfast was laid 

out in pic-nic style, and refreshed us for our further march. 

Next day we crossed the “rocky river,” always cool and 

refreshing to every sense, and camped at Mchiropa, close to 

the Nguru hills, some of which surround the neighbourhood 

like an amphitheatre. Here we had to decide whether to take 

the north road, past the station of our friend Mrs. Last, or the 

south, along the valley of the Mukondokwa river. The chief, 

and all whom we had met on the road, advised the latter, 

though somewhat the longest, as the north road was infested 
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by marauding parties of the Wa-Masai, and food was very 

scarce. A letter from Mr. Last finally decided us to take the 

south road. 

The chief at Mchiropa further advised us to halt a day 

while we went on to the next camp “to arrange a little 

matter.” It appeared that the leaders of a passing caravan had 

quarrelled with the villagers, and they were “having a fight” 

every day to adjust matters. The chief was successful in 

settling the quarrel, and returned to us the following day, 

saying the road was clear; he also carefully explained that 

the people of the village were not his people, but strangers 

recently settled there. We gladdened his heart with a piece 

of cloth in return for his politeness and care. 

And here a great trouble commenced; Jack had had fever 

once or twice already, but it had yielded to ordinary 

remedies, and at Mchiropa he was playing and walking from 

tent to tent, apparently quite well. On the march next day, 

however, he insisted on sharing my chair, and became very 

ill, nor was he well again till some time after we reached 

Tanganyika. 

At Mongubu-ngubu we had but an unhappy time, and 

feared for Jack’s life. In the evening the leader of the caravan 

had caused the disturbance here called upon us. He was a 
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half-caste Arab, with a small consignment of cloth for Ujiji, 

a speculation of the Hindi merchant of Saadani. He was my 

very ideal of a robber, or pirate chief; but he was very polite, 

and explained that the “pagans”! of this neighbourhood were 

very bad people. 

The day we left Mongubu-ngubu was a terrible one; 

hitherto we had only marched from five to eight or ten miles 

a day, but here we had to cross a piece of bush, without 

villages, about seventeen miles, to Msoero. It was very hot, 

and although we had a rest half way, the extra burden of poor 

Jack, who would be carried nowhere but on my lap, and my 

constant anxiety on his behalf, quite knocked me up. Edward 

pressed on in front as we neared Msoero, and had the tent 

put up, in which I sank down exhausted as soon as I arrived. 

Edward told me afterwards that while he was bustling round 

to see the tent pegged down, and all arranged, he heard a 

strange sound inside, and going in at once, found me tumbled 

off the bed on the ground, insensible, and poor Jack crying 

piteously. 

We were indeed in bad case, and I think poor Jack at least 

must have perished, but for the ample supplies of food and 

medicines we carried, and the various conveniences afforded 

by the organization of our system. At the worst times, and 

even on the road, I could get very many of the small 
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conveniences and supplies which it is sometimes thought are 

only to be secured by those who live in houses. Not that we 

were luxurious travellers,–indeed we had to gilt tent-knobs, 

or fancy portmanteaus or canteens,–but we did have a plain 

and substantial supply of things necessary. Our hardships 

were those of the climate, and the march, and in this case, in 

consequence of the delays, of scarcity of water. This latter 

was overcome to a great extent in regard to our own supply, 

by the careful husbanding of a small quantity in certain little 

galvanized iron tanks, which Edward would never allow to 

be quite emptied till we came to a new supply. 

From the coast to Msoero we had travelled but slowly, 

most of the marches described were very short, and from 

village to village. Poor dried-up, ruinous places they looked, 

all seemed alike, poor, dirty, and listless. 

About Mchiropa the country at the foot of the Ngurus is 

much richer, but richest of all is the valley of the 

Mukondokwa river, upon which we were about to enter, and 

where we trusted that our men would be able to feed up 

somewhat, and even lay in a stock for the desert beyond 

Mpwapwa. In the Mukondokwa valley the birds get all the 

benefit of the scenery, for, save a peep now and then, the 

traveller is so environed by long grass, and the still longer 

stalks of the mtama (Kaffir corn), which grows up to sixteen 
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feet in height, as to see but little of what, from a more 

elevated position, must be one of the loveliest of sights. Shut 

in at times between mountain-sides, with a picturesque 

mixture of the rugged and the verdant, the river at other 

points flows through broad acres of vivid green gardens 

dotted with thriving villages, and with ample herds of goats, 

and surrounded with many of the more valuable native 

products, such as sugar, banana, papaw, and cotton. 

The caravan route crossed the river two or three times, 

both to avoid the bends of the valley, and to secure the more 

accessible paths. 

The rains now became a serious trouble to us. We got 

into the village of Mvumi just in time to get shelter under the 

verandah of a hut, before a heavy downpour commenced; the 

goods, too, were all hustled into verandahs as they arrived, 

to save them from the rains, which lasted for an hour or two; 

then camp was made right in the village street, and our tent 

placed to open into the verandah. I was very ill myself, but 

Edward managed to arrange a hot bath for me, by which I 

was wonderfully restored. 

The next day the rain caught us upon the road, and after, 

in vain, trying temporary shelter under trees, we were 

obliged to push on. Just before getting to Rudewa the rain 
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cleared, and settling again in a fine, ample verandah, 

everything was well dried in the hot sun in a very short time. 

These were dreary times for us, being in constant anxiety 

for Jack, who continued very ill, and our men were far from 

being cheerful, owing to the weather and the scarcity of food. 

Before entering upon the valley of the Mukondokwa, we 

came upon the station of the African International 

Association, occupied by Monsieur Bloyet, who, whoever, 

was absent. Acting upon the cordial invitation of Monsieur 

Bloyet on a former visit, we put up here, and stopped for 

three days to recruit ourselves and repair loads. I was very 

thankful for the rest, as poor Jack required constant attention, 

and I was myself unwell. We received visits from some 

good-natured Wamrima settlers, who presented us with 

goats, eggs, and fruit, and our men also were able to buy 

food. Edward worked all day repairing boxes and bags, and 

compacting others that had been partly used. 

In two more days we reached the village of Muinyi 

Usagara, one of the principal chiefs in the neighbourhood; 

here all was excitement, owing to a raid having been made 

upon the village, only the night before we arrived, by some 

Wakamba from the north, who had driven off all the cattle. 

The poor old chief was the more troubled as the attack was 
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made at the instigation of his brother, with whom he had 

some cause of trouble. 

One more march took us to a camp in the neighbourhood 

of Kirasas, a point of importance, as being the place from 

which we were to press across about forty miles of 

wilderness to Mpwapwa, short of which no food was 

obtainable, and probably no water. 

At this camp we were to rest until the afternoon next day, 

to give the men ample time to buy food; for forty miles to 

Mpwapwa, and over thirty miles from there to the first 

villages in Ugogo, had to be achieved before another 

opportunity would occur. The people in these parts gave us 

terrible accounts of the famine in Ugogo, the next country 

ahead, and told sad tales of caravans wrecked, or compelled 

to return – indeed many assured us it was impossible to pass. 

It had been an exceptionally dry year, and far and wide 

the crops had failed or fallen far short of the average. 

Edward called all the men together, and solemnly 

addressed them on the occasion of serving out the fortnight’s 

rations necessary for this undertaking, reminding them that 

with prudence they had ample means to reach the villages 

ahead without hunger, but that carelessness might result in 

weakness and death, and that once committed to the 
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wilderness we were entering upon, the caravan must press 

on. 

Four ourselves we had a nice quiet time here, though as 

the morning of the starting day advanced, and we were still 

well-nigh alone, we began to fear for the integrity of some 

of our followers, or for the success of their foraging. 

However, little groups gradually arrived with good-looking 

bundles and bags of meal, and by noon the camp was a busy 

scene of packing, cooking, dividing out food, and eating 

withal, for some of them seemed bent on at once fortifying 

themselves, and lightening their burdens by consuming large 

quantities of their food before starting. 

About eight miles ahead of us was the Kidete river, and 

our march was to be so arranged from there as a starting-

point, that our first thirst, at least, should be mitigated by the 

coolness of night. Two long marches it was hoped would 

take us across to Mpwapwa. We therefore started from the 

camp near Kirasas in the afternoon, arriving at the river 

shortly after sunset, retaining our hold on the water till past 

noon on the following day. Notwithstanding the hard work 

before us, this was a pleasant camp, as those in the real 

forest, with water at hand and no village, always are. We also 

fortunately succeeded in buying a goat from a small party of 

passing natives. 
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Soon after noon the march was ordered. All were 

cheerful and willing, having well feasted all the morning, 

and soon we were once more trailing along the road at our 

best pace. Every available calabash, bottle, and tank had 

been filled up, but still many of our men, I believe, were 

without any supply of water. It was terribly hot, but all 

agreed in keeping up the pace, intent on reaching a pool 

which might contain water. After a tiring scramble over a 

hill covered with rough and loose stones, we descended into 

the hollow which once contained Lake Gombo, but was now 

a scorched plain with a few scattered thickets. 

Every now and then I saw curious dark objects lying on, 

or beside the path, and shortly afterwards became aware that 

they were the dead bodies of helpless laggards from the 

various hungry caravans that had passed that way. The heat 

and drought had been so great, that these bodies were 

perfectly hardened and preserved. It was a terrible sight, 

which suggested horrors worse than mere death in 

connection with the diabolical system of man-hunting, and 

the driving of the victims in herds, on the speculation of a 

good percentage surviving to arrive at market. I do not mean 

to describe the horrors of the slave traffic, for I fear I cannot 

bring about the effects which so many more eloquent 

witnesses have failed to produce, but I must discharge my 
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conscience of this duty to solemnly remind and warn 

whoever in Christian and civilized lands may read this book, 

that inner Africa is as much as ever given over to all the 

horrors of the slave traffic, so often and so ably described. 

Still more bodies, here and there by the wayside as we 

passed on, seemed telling notes upon the parched and dreary 

scenery of this wilderness. Well it is that in the most terrible 

scenes, one’s own critical condition leaves scarce room for 

melancholy reflection. Certainly I did not exactly share the 

weary marching of my companions, but I was burdened in 

another way with the care and weight of my poor child, who 

would stop nowhere but on my lap, and all the detail or 

nursing him had to be effected in the narrow compass of the 

bath-chair. 

It was dark before we reached the camping-place, and 

then only to find that the small quantity of water to be had 

was too dirty and brackish for use; our men, however, were 

drinking it without much complaint. We measured out 

allowances for ourselves from our store brought from the 

river, and all retired to rest early to prepare for the final 

march on the morrow. 

In the early part of the morning it was rather exhilarating 

than otherwise to proceed at good pace across the open 
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country, but as the sun rose higher and the prospect became 

confined to dry, thorny scrub, it was very oppressive. 

Towards noon the heat was terrible, the whole face of the 

country seemed scorched up, not a green leaf was to be seen 

for miles. We were shut in by thickets, and even in some 

places by trees, but no leaves, only bare thorns everywhere; 

everything, both bushes and trees, bore thorns or thorn-like 

twigs, and not a bit of shade to be had anywhere. 

Every one was soon parched with thirst, and Edward 

pressed to the front to select a spot affording some shade for 

our noon-day halt, but he could find none, and at last the time 

of day and the intense heat, without a breath of wind, 

compelled us to stop just in the path anywhere. Some men 

reclined against the trunks of small trees to get a strip of 

shadow, others spread their clothes on the bushes, and lay 

beneath. 

For Jack and me a tent was temporarily rigged up to give 

shade and privacy. 

Amongst the men, a few husbanded drops of water were 

being drained out of the calabashes, the last drink before 

reaching Mpwapwa, and from our own supply we made a 

little tea, as the most refreshing form of taking the liquid. 
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One small tank yet remained, and before starting in the 

afternoon this was carefully measured, and Edward was able 

to serve out a cupful each to the two or three women and 

children who accompanied us. Even then some of them 

would have taken their share away to give to others, but 

Edward made them drink it is his presence. The remainder, 

after reserving a small quantity for our use on the march, was 

served out to the bearers of the bath-chair, just before the 

start. 

It was so wearied that I very much dreaded having to 

carry Jack the rest of the way, and so we restored to artifice 

to get him carried asleep in his own chair. This we hung up 

inside the tent, in such a way that the men could put their 

shoulders under and bear it away without lifting or 

disturbance. We put Jack asleep in the chair, to which he was 

quite willing, while in my presence. The shouting of the 

men, however, awoke him soon after the start, and I was 

obliged again to carry him. 

We started again about 2.30 p.m.; it was fearfully hot, 

but they all manfully pressed on, knowing that they must not 

stop short of Mpwapwa; some, eager for a drink, pressed on 

in front, and my chair was amongst the first. 
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About five o’clock the villages of Mpwapwa came in 

sight, and as we neared out camping-place under the huge 

sycamores, Mr. Price, of the Church Missionary Society, 

here appeared to welcome us. We had to wait some time for 

our camp equipage, but under the grateful shade of the huge 

tree, the pleasant company of our friend Mr. Price, and the 

gradual accumulation of certain fruits, eggs, and even milk, 

we were resigned and deeply thankful that we had completed 

in safety the first stage of our journey, a marching distance 

of 220 miles from the coast. 

We had come but slowly ahead, having been altogether 

twenty-nice days on the road, but all had now become 

somewhat inured to the work, and prepared, we hoped, for 

the more rapid progress beyond, which for all ends was 

desirable, and which the present droughts and impending 

floods rendered compulsory. 
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Chapter VI: Droughts and Floods 

Mpwapwa has always been a place of importance, 

although nothing much in itself. It is a place or a point where 

many roads meet, and a terminus of a stage on the road for 

all travellers, whether from the interior or from the coast. To 

the first it is a welcome resting-place after the vexations of 

the tribute-demanding people of Ugogo, and the heat and 

hunger of the desert between that country and Mpwapwa; to 

the others it is a place to halt, consider, recruit, and prepare, 

before entering upon the desert and the anxieties of Ugogo. 

Latterly Mpwapwa has increased its importance, too, by 

the presence of a station of the Church Missionary Society, 

to the neighbourhood of which many natives have gathered, 

both in hope of more peaceful times and other benefits to be 

derived from the presence of the missionaries, whom many 

have learnt to respect. 

A cluster of immense fig-trees form a delightful 

camping-ground on the level space, not far from the station, 

where travellers usually enjoy a rest of some days. 

We, however, dare not stop here; no food was to be 

bought, and our men depended entirely upon the supplies 

they had bought in the neighbourhood of Kirasas to carry 

them to the first villages of Ugogo proper, about forty miles 
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further on. Moreover, the season was so far advanced as to 

necessitate all speed. We, therefore, took one full day only 

to rest and adjust loads, get clothes washed, and things 

arranged generally, and the next afternoon started for 

Kisokwe, where there is an out-station dependent on 

Mpwapwa. 

In the evening Mr. Price came into our camp to bid us 

farewell, and brought us a most liberal and welcome supply 

of green vegetables from the garden of Kisokwe station, 

from whence also we were able to procure a supply of pure, 

cool water, which was a great treat to us. 

Before us now lay the pass of Chunyo, emerging upon 

the more or less level country beyond the hills about 

Mpwapwa, then a cluster of villages, mostly of Wagogo 

(people of Ugogo), and then about thirty miles of desert, i.e. 

country without inhabitants, and water doubtful, before the 

villages of Ugogo proper are reached. 

The same preparations were made as before with regard 

to water, and every one impressed with the importance of 

maintaining good speed, as well as keeping together to 

prevent attack from wandering robbers. 

Next morning we were all astir early for our long march 

through the pass of Chunyo, the direction of which could be 
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seen plainly sometimes ahead. Most of the porters took a 

short cut over a rugged hillside, but the party carrying Jack 

and me went round by a smoother road, emerging at last in a 

large open valley, dotted over with villages. 

The numerous herds of cattle gave one the idea of plenty, 

but a closer inspection showed that even they were half 

starved, and, as the sun got higher, seemed too feeble to 

move about. About eleven o’clock we came to a halt, the 

noonday halt, with which we afterwards became so familiar 

on the long marches further ahead. 

We stopped under the shadow of the truck of a huge 

baobab-tree, round which we moved our seats now and then 

with the sun. It was intensely hot for an hour, and then a 

sharp and cooling shower compelled us to take shelter in a 

tent temporarily erected for the purpose. No food was to be 

bought. 

About two in the afternoon the march was ordered, and 

every one urged on to their best speed in order to get so far 

as that, the next day, we should be able to reach water before 

we were too much exhausted. 

The country was fairly level, but the ground cut up a 

great deal by the tracks of many wild beasts, made when the 

ground was wet, and now baked hard in the sun. Clumps of 
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dense thicket were scattered about, and here and there a few 

taller trees, but we saw little else. Every one plodded silently 

along, except my carriers, who were glad enough to trot 

along fast for some distance and then take a rest. 

In the evening we came to a halt just so as to allow time 

to make the camp comfortable before it was quite dark. It 

was a pretty spot in the forest, thin enough as regards trees 

of any size, but well filled up as regards bush and thicket. 

The men were all merry enough, and as it was a fine night, 

our camp formed a very pretty scene; a sort of winding street 

of booths, many of them just filling the gaps in the thickets, 

and all well lighted up with fires. 

By this time I had learnt to feel almost at my ease under 

such circumstances, and but for the continual anxiety 

regarding Jack, should have much enjoyed it. The continual 

presence of so many men, mostly very willing to do anything 

for our comfort, and the continual bustle of such a company 

and work, prevented a feeling of loneliness. 

However, it proved that on this evening we were to be 

rather too lively. I had put Jack to bed inside, and Edward 

and I, having finished the duties of the day, were sitting 

comfortably at our little table reading and talking, when 

suddenly above the murmur of the camp, a gun-shot close at 
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hand startled us all, followed by a great shouting and running 

about. A great crowd of the men now appeared hustling one, 

who I think would have been torn to pieces if Edward had 

not rushed out and prevented it, and it was all he could do to 

prevent the summary execution of justice on this man, who, 

it appears, had shot another. 

Having looked after the culprit, Edward went now to 

examine the victim, rather a curious order of things, but 

necessary, for the other was really in more danger for the 

moment. 

The poor fellow had been shot right through one leg, and 

the bullet had then completely shattered one half of his hand. 

After a great deal of trouble in getting his directions carried 

out, Edward managed to pad and bandage the leg. The hand 

was a worse job; the thumb had to be cut off altogether, and 

the rest sewn and bound up as best could be. A careful 

inquiry left it impossible to prove that great aggravation had 

not been given, or that the gun going off had not been 

accidental, as the accused man declared. This, together with 

the fact that not one more man could be spared out of our 

party beyond those necessary to help the wounded man back 

to Mpwapwa, compelled us to carry on the accused with us. 
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First thing in the morning, three men were despatched 

back with the wounded man, with a bottle of drinking-water, 

and a bottle of antiseptic medicine to moisten the bandages, 

and we pressed forward again on our march. 

The country was most beautiful, and sufficiently 

diversified by hill and dale to enhance the prospect, without 

forming serious obstacles to our progress. The new, bright-

green grass was just sprouting, and filled pleasantly the gaps 

between the bushes and trees, which grew in picturesque 

clumps. 

Here and there, on large open spaces, we saw numbers 

of antelopes, and also ostriches. 

As the sun made itself felt, however, we failed more and 

more to enjoy the prospect, and at noon I overtook Edward, 

who was sitting under a little bush, mournfully 

contemplating the perfectly dry watercourse where he had 

hoped to form a pleasant camp. 

I have described “our” feelings rather than “mine” on 

these occasions, and my own water-bottle was always 

carefully replenished and reserved, I could not help but feel 

with those who were worn and wearied in other ways than 

myself. Ofttimes indeed I longed to walk for a good stretch, 
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but every time I attempted it I was soon recalled by poor 

Jack, who could not bear to go on alone. 

An hour’s further walk was to decide whether we should 

camp by water that day at another bend of the same water-

course; and there, fortunately a good supply was found in a 

large hollow in the river-bed. It was entirely covered with a 

green scum, but below this the water was fairly clean and 

cool. We camped under a large thorny tree, on a beautiful 

flat space, and, rich in possession of water, quite enjoyed our 

last night in the Ugogo desert. 

I must make some little explanation of this last term. It 

by no means represents either a sandy plain, or a stony, 

treeless expanse, but uninhabited country, and indeed our 

progress over such tracts, and our camps upon them, when 

we have water and food, are perhaps the most enjoyable 

parts of the journey. 

The aspect of the country, however, quickly changes, 

and these parts, so beautiful now in their verdant 

anticipations of the coming rains, (for everything spouts out 

before the rain arrives), are at other times of year really 

deserving of the name of desert. 

The following day brought us to the Msanga, the first 

village (on our route) in Ugogo proper. Msanga, like most of 
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the other places we were to pass in Ugogo, is a collection of 

many low, hollow, square erections, called “tembe,” each of 

which, containing the residences of several families, 

surrounding the cattle-pen of the community, may be called 

a village. 

Strange to say, the inhabited parts of Ugogo are really 

desert-like when the crops are not growing, and the 

uninhabited parts between, generally bush or forest clad. 

Round the villages, mostly situate on large flat plains, all 

wood has long since disappeared, and when the crops are not 

on, the aspect is truly miserable and depressing. 

Here we found the famine in full force. Last year’s crops 

had been very poor, and the long-delayed rains left the 

people well-nigh in despair for the succeeding growth. In 

most places the people were feeding upon husks, and even 

came to our camp offering to buy food. And yet Ugogo, in 

the right season, is the place for the feasting of passing 

caravans on all manner of African luxuries. 

The people were all in a miserable, listless condition, 

shared conspicuously by their flocks and herds, many of 

which seemed mere skeletons covered with hide, and all in a 

poor state. 
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The Wagogo, however, had still enough energy left to 

look after the tolls or tribute they demand from travellers, in 

the shape of trade cloth, several yards additional of which 

were charged us at some places because of my presence in 

the party. Anything new or strange is made the reason of 

advanced charges. Edward says it is quite possible that the 

next European passing may be charged more because he has 

not his wife with him. 

We now commenced a more regular order of march, the 

daily work from village to village being in regular stages 

adapted to the ordinary powers of a caravan, and to the 

convenience of the Wagogo in collecting their tribute from 

us. We almost always started at the first break of day, and 

made the most of the first two hours. As regularly as possible 

at eight o’clock, Edward pushed on in front, and elected the 

driest and most shady spot he could find for our breakfast 

halt; then, as the men carrying them came to the place, the 

table, chairs, and provision-basket were placed in position, 

and generally all arranged by the time I arrived. The bath-

chair was halted, and I stepped out with Jack, often to a 

repast already spread out. 

An hour, sharp by the watch, was allowed for this halt, 

which we found most convenient and refreshing, and the 

plan answered admirably with the porters, who, assured of 
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its regularity, moved along at good speed, without those little 

self-ordered rests to which they are so often liable, to the 

spoiling of their own eventual resting time, and to the 

vexation of their leaders. 

During the breakfast-hour the men all seemed to 

thoroughly enjoy themselves, smoking and gossiping, and 

reckoning up the distance and days to come. 

Our next march was rather a long one, to Mpara, where 

we arrived hot and thirsty, to a real parched desert, only 

rendered the more dreary by the miserable and famished 

appearance of such people as showed themselves, and the 

poor skeletons of sheep and goats cowering under the few 

inches of shelter afforded by the eaves of the tembe roof. Not 

a green leaf was to be seen, only a few scorched stumps of 

bushes, and the heaps of sand cast up round the holes that 

one afforded water, gave variety to the scene. Our tent, partly 

for form’s sake, and partly because it made at least one 

secure tent-peg, was erected under a bare, brown tree. 

A strong hot wind was blowing over this desert, and it 

was sometime before the tent could be secured. Meantime 

several of our men, whose food was now exhausted, gave 

way to despair on being told that no water was to be had, and 

crowded round our tent, some exhibiting their hollow 
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stomachs in mute appeal, and others more loudly clamouring 

for increase of rations, or return to the coast. 

The fact was, that the majority of the porters had been, 

and always were, most improvident of their supplies, eating 

up their rations for seven days in two or three. That our 

regulation ration was sufficient, was amply proved by the 

fact that some forty or fifty of our men always having enough 

food, and being in good condition all the journey through. 

Still many most evident cases of hunger, and consequent 

sickness had to be attended to at once, without discussing the 

question of thrift. 

Tobacco (brought for the purpose from Usagara), and a 

few pieces of cloth, soon produced a small supply of muddy 

water from the village, and all was once again quiet in camp, 

although both our men and ourselves were realizing, both in 

practice and prospect, that there was indeed a famine in the 

land. 

At Kwadedi, the place of our next halt, a similar scene 

was enacted, several men were getting ill, and many really 

suffering hunger. An extra seven days’ rations, two yards of 

cloth, was therefore served out to everybody, and at least 

temporary relief afforded. It was very distressing to me to 

see the condition of the men; their general appearance and 
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expression showed their weakness and depression, and yet, 

like on a ship at sea, the safety of all had to be considered, 

although often to the suffering or apparent neglect of a few. 

But a large number amongst them still had food and did well. 

Next day, at Matingesi, further relief came to us in the 

shape of a more liberal supply of thinner water, and sheep 

and goats saleable at such cheap rates as to enable our men 

to feed upon meat, which through the remaining part of 

Ugogo formed their chief diet. Many in consequence fell ill 

of dysentery, and several had to be left behind, with a small 

quantity of cloth for their maintenance till picked up by our 

rear party, or enabled to return. 

Four long marches had yet to be made to get to 

Unyanguira, the last district of villages in Ugogo, where 

every one agreed food was to be had if anywhere, and the 

famine was now so pressing that we were obliged to give up 

the Sunday’s rest in order to get to Unyanguira as soon as 

possible. 

It was now getting extremely hot (November), the sun 

being overhead, and the marches were very tiring. 

The road to Hirindi, our next camping-place, led through 

a beautiful forest all the way but the last mile, a steady tramp 

from daylight till noon, (excepting the breakfast-hour). 
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Just before noon we suddenly emerged from the forest, 

and came upon the great bare, open plain, over which the 

tembes of Hirindi lay scattered, and bounded far beyond by 

a line of hills we should have to ascend the next day. 

The surface of this plain was hard baked by the sun, but 

by no means afforded good walking, having been 

honeycombed when wet by the hoofs of cattle and the 

burrowing of frogs, so that it was literally torture to our 

barefooted friends to cross it. The heat was terrible under the 

noonday sun; it was perfectly clear above, but by staring into 

vacancy, as it were, one could see a sort of vibrating 

movement of the atmosphere, such as attends the mirage, 

and often gives the appearance on these plains of a distant 

sheet of water. 

Against the darker lines of the hills beyond, we also saw 

a number of dust-spouts careering about the plain, although 

there seemed not a breath of wind where we were walking. 

Half an hour took us to the camping-place, at a kind of 

oasis formed by a tiny group of trees, about the centre of the 

plain. 

Many of the men were, I could see, deadbeat, and arrived 

panting, and quite unfit for further effort, and it required a 
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great deal of shouting and persuasion to get the camp formed 

at all. 

Some of the more energetic, however, were already 

killing a young ox they had bought, while others were baling 

drops of water out of the bottom of two huge pits, about 

thirty feet deep, close beside the camp. It was but a poor 

slimy liquid, however, and they had every now and then to 

wait for it to ooze through the sand. 

The evening closed in with ominous signs of a change in 

the weather, which, although dreading on account of the 

consequent marching difficulties, we could not but welcome, 

both on account of the coming relief to the well-nigh starving 

natives, and the supply of water to our party and ourselves. 

At sundown the whole sky was over-clouded, and the 

lightning was very vivid and almost continuous. 

Shortly after getting Jack to sleep, the rain commenced 

to patter upon the tent, and Edward, who had been collecting 

all the water-vessels, and rigging the tent awnings so as to 

catch the water, continued moving in and out. 

I dozed off to sleep gradually, half conscious of the 

increasing rain, of mysterious bubblings in the front tent, 

indicative of the precious fluid, and a great deal of shouting 
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and scraping round the edges of the tent, by some of the men 

set to dig little trenches to prevent flooding. 

It seemed as though I had but just dropped to sleep, when 

I suddenly awoke to find my husband standing before me 

dripping with wet, and holding a lantern in his hand. He told 

me to get up at once, and to dress Jack and myself, as quickly 

as possible. Looking over the side of the bed I saw nothing 

but water, in which my bed formed a sort of island, and was 

just in time to catch my shoes as they floated by. The 

indefatigable Juma, and two or three faithful ones, whose 

services he managed to secure, were already removing the 

boxes, and above all I heard the rain, now increased to a 

heavy downfall, playing a fitting accompaniment upon the 

top of the tent. 

Jack, as well as every one else, was excited, but not with 

anxiety or fear, for having long been promised a ride in a 

canoe by-and-by, he suddenly recognized, when he awoke, 

the long-promised pleasure, and exclaimed, “We are in the 

baby boat, ma.” 

As soon as we were ready, Edward ran off with Jack to 

our companions’ tent, and came back for me. Sitting on the 

clasped hands of Juma and Edward, I was carried off high 
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and dry just as the water reached my bed, and the remainder 

of our effects at once followed us to a place of safety. 

I cannot speak too highly of Juma in this emergency; if 

it had not been for his personal exertions, much valuable 

property would have been destroyed, for the bulk of the men 

were so utterly cowed, that nothing would induce them to 

work. The darkness of the night aided the insubordination. 

Several of them were acute enough to creep under the edge 

of the tent, and secrete their little parcels of valuables 

amongst our effects to share their attention and safety, and 

the pile of loads fairly sheltered under an ample tarpaulin 

was further protected even from drips and splashes, by the 

men crowding all round underneath. 

Just as I left the tent door, a tremendous rush of water 

was heard in the rear of the tent. We found afterwards that 

one of the huge pits had filled, and the water was 

overflowing into the other, but at the time it sounded very 

dreadful, and we though a torrent was bursting upon us. 

The darkness was intense, and the glimpses of the scene 

obtained during flashes of lightning, revealed nothing but 

water, apparently all over the plain, leaving our camping-

place only above the level. Just then fortunately the rain left 

off, and we felt fairly secure on our island. 
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Edward told me afterwards, that as he ran from tent to 

tent, the prospect was so gloomy, that he felt the trunk of the 

tree that was standing there, with his hands (for nothing 

could be seen), calculating how to get Jack and me up into 

it, in case of the water rising. 

Although no more heavy rain fell, the remainder of the 

night was rather damp, and anything but pleasant. 

The morning brought many aching bones and gloomy 

faces, and we feared we could not proceed, as it was still 

raining. However, about half an hour after the usual time, a 

start was ordered, for it was feared that of the two evils, the 

deadening effect of an idle day would be worse than the 

encounter of a little wet on the march, which moreover 

would bring us at once to much higher ground. 

Two more days through similar country wasted with 

famine, took us past Kikombo and Luloi, to Unyanguira, the 

last villages in Ugogo. 

It was ration day again, which came in fortunately, as it 

was rather a better place for food than any other. Two oxen 

were also bought, cut up, and distributed amongst the men, 

who were also themselves buying fowls and goats as the 

cheapest food obtainable. Unyanguira is a large district of 

villages in a pretty neighbourhood, with great diversity (for 
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Ugogo) of scenery, made up of large isolated rocks, set in 

the greenest surroundings of short grass and palm-trees. It 

seems to have the benefit of water all the year, though even 

here the famine was severely felt. 

We were to stop one whole day at Unyanguira, partly a 

voluntary rest, and partly to settle the tribute to be paid to the 

chief, which was more extensive than any other we had paid, 

chiefly, they told us, for our presumption in bringing along 

a white woman and child. 

One or two more of our men had to be left here, as being 

quite too ill to proceed, and some others ran away. Although 

as a matter of course we ate up our loads as we went along, 

especially the loads of ration cloth, we seldom had any spare 

men; these circumstances of sickness and runaways, 

maintained the balance. 
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Chapter VII: The Fiery Plains 

The Unyanguira rest, however, gave but very temporary 

relief to our caravan, and all looked forward eagerly to the 

arrival in Unyamwezi, the next settled country ahead, where 

plenty of food was to be obtained. 

To reach Unyamwezi we had before us two days’ march 

to Muhalala, and from thence, seven days across the 

uninhabited “Magunda Mkali” (the fierce or fiery plains), to 

the first villages of Unyamwezi. 

The possibility of reaching that place intact was a very 

serious, if not doubtful, matter, so many were getting weak 

and ill, and the whole party only having energy to keep on, 

by the urgent demand for more and suitable food, and the 

impossibility of turning back. 

We started from Unyanguira in the afternoon, in order, 

as before, to give the men the benefit of night, instead of 

noon-day, to endure the probably thirst they would be 

subject to before reaching Muhalala. We had planned to 

camp at a certain river on a plain, where there was a faint 

hope of obtaining water, and from which it was possible to 

reach Muhalala in one march. 

An hour before sunset, the long line of tall palm-trees 

that marked the river banks was plainly visible, yet the 
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appearance was so deceiving, that it was long after dark ere 

we straggled into camp. Water was certainly to be had, but 

it was so brackish that we at least could not drink it; the men, 

however, in many cases, to their own serious damage, were 

by no means so scrupulous. 

The start next morning was made very early. An hour 

brought us to a complete barrier across the plain, 

necessitating a steep ascent of 800 feet to the plateau above. 

As I have said before, I often longed for a good walk, 

both for my own pleasure and to relieve my carriers now and 

then, but Jack would not permit it. At this ascent, however, 

we succeeded in managing it, my husband himself carrying 

Jack close to me, as I climbed up. We had to sit down two or 

three times by the way, and were very glad to get to the top, 

where we had our usual breakfast halt, under the shade of a 

baobab-tree. 

A few villages were scattered about on the top, and some 

delay was caused by our men stopping to forage, as a small 

quantity of corn was procurable. Two of them, allured by the 

apparent plenty of the neighbourhood, deserted here, but in 

fact very little was to be had. 

A long hot march through the forest brought us to an 

extensive, depressed plain, which, when there is any water, 
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must be a huge swamp. Across this plain we literally 

struggled towards a gigantic baobab-tree, under which we 

were to camp in the neighbourhood of the tembes of 

Muhalala. This great tree we measured, and found it to be 

forty-two feet in circumference; its trunk afforded us ample 

shade, during the time we had to wait for tents and gear. 

Some of the last stragglers did not get in until late in the 

evening. One of the porters, becoming separated from the 

others, had been attacked on the road by robbers, and his load 

carried off. The load consisted of a box full of garments for 

women and children, and some magazines. Edward called 

upon the chief of the place to make inquiries as to the 

robbery, and the next day the broken box and the papers were 

brought to us, having been found in the bush not far from the 

scene of the attack, but the garments we never saw again. 

Muhalala may be called a border district; it is inhabited 

by representatives of many tribes, but chiefly Wagogo, and 

is the last inhabited place before reaching Hitura, on the 

confines of Unyamwezi. 

We stopped here the whole of the following day, to rest 

our men, who were very much knocked up, and to regale 

them upon more beef. 
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On the 24th of November we started for the seven days’ 

march across the much-dreaded Magunda Mkali. The heat 

seemed still increasing, and after ten or eleven in the 

morning, the porters had extremely hard and trying work. 

Edward and our companion trudged on in a mechanical sort 

of way, and what with dust and perspiration, and various odd 

shifts of attire, would have presented but a sorry spectacle 

within the bounds of civilization. I confess too that Jack and 

I, although it was wonderful how well we were provided for, 

must have presented but a draggled appearance, on some of 

our long marches. 

Our first camp was a river, though but very little water 

was to be had, and not a bit of shade. An attempt was being 

made to build a village, but it seemed very doubtful if the 

people would be able to subsist. At night we had heavy rain, 

so that the men had a drink in the morning, the last they had 

for many hours. 

Next day, a long march till past noon took us to the old-

established camping-place called Mlaley, where the tents 

were again pitched under a big baobab-tree. 

The report of “no water” threw a gloom over the whole 

camp, and many, now being entirely without food, were 

getting well-nigh desperate, so that we feared for the 
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integrity of the caravan. Probably it was only kept together 

from the fact, that to go back was as bad, or worse, than to 

proceed. 

In the evening one of our better preserved and more 

provident men, came into camp and reported a good supply 

of water not far away, for which he had been foraging all the 

afternoon. He was well rewarded for his pains, and some 

measure of tranquillity restored in camp. 

As we started on our way next morning Edward himself 

confessed that our condition was somewhat desperate. Even 

if all the provision in the caravan was brought together and 

shared out, it would be but a minute quantity per man. It had 

been impossible at any point on the journey to carry a general 

stock of food for want of porters, and although even now 

many of our men had plenty for themselves, the majority 

were undoubtedly hungry, and very many ill. 

We ourselves did not reach camp Matongoni (“the 

ruins”) till two p.m., and we were well to the front. And this 

hard day would probably have been the last straw to break 

the back of our community, but for the most providential 

deliverance which awaited us. 

When we got to camp we found numbers of our men 

eagerly buying corn from a small party of Wanyamwezi, 
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(natives of Unyamwezi) who were on their way to sell it in 

the famine-stricken Ugogo, but who were of course only too 

glad to realize, without travelling so far. 

This circumstance left to its own course, however, would 

not have sufficed us, for the provident ones aforesaid only 

had the cloth to buy with; those who needed food most, had 

spent all theirs. Edward hastened to stop the sale, and 

purchase all for more equal distribution. 

This timely help had not come too soon, for it was soon 

found that two of our party had deserted on this march, and 

carried off their loads, which consisted of a roll of cloth and 

a box of hardware. Two others had started off, but were 

recovered by some of our headmen, and some cloth and our 

new tea-pot and coffee-pot were brought in, having been 

found loose in the bush. 

There was a general clamour for the punishment of the 

runaways. The porters always unanimously adjudge more 

punishment than Edward would be satisfied with, so that by 

simply taking no part, but to lessen it on the plea of mercy, 

or the weakness of the culprit, the community is satisfied by 

being permitted to carry out their own customs, and the 

gratitude of the delinquent gained by the friendly 

interference. 
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This adjusted, and medicine served out to a long string 

of invalids, the camp almost assumed its old cheerfulness of 

sound and appearance, especially as rations and a short 

march were announced for the following day. 

In the morning the corn was carefully measured, and by 

adding some rice of our own, we found that we could give a 

cup full to every man in the party. A week’s rations of cloth 

was served out at the same time, and the march ordered for 

one p.m. It was really refreshing to see smiles on the men’s 

faces again, as they each received their corn and cloth, and 

cooking-pots were soon steaming all over the camp. 

When we started in the afternoon it was found that three 

or four more men had run away, and it was with the greatest 

difficulty, owing to the number of invalids, that all our stuff 

could be carried. 

Edward stayed behind till the last, and although each of 

the headmen, and Juma himself, were carrying something, 

three loads yet remained on the ground, which, as no new 

porters could be got, my husband was reluctantly compelled 

to abandon. For this purpose he selected an extra box of 

ammunition, three small kegs of powder, and the head and 

foot of our iron bedstead, hiding them as well as possible, on 

the chance of their not being noticed by passers-by, but 
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perhaps picked up by our rear party, who, camping on the 

spot, would be sure to find them. However, we never heard 

of them more. 

One poor fellow as lost on this journey. My husband 

found him, when every one else had gone out of camp, 

resignedly laid down to die, and was compelled to take him 

along by force, for he begged to be left, as he said he could 

never again reach habitations. However, by encouraging him 

a little, and getting him some water, he allowed himself to 

be helped along by two of the headmen; but when we got to 

camp, they came in without him, saying that he persisted in 

stopping, and they were unable to carry him. Edward went 

back with some men to bring him, and was shown the place 

where he was left, but there was no trace of him, and he was 

never seen again. 

At the next camp another very old man was completely 

crippled with rheumatism, and desired to be left, but as he 

was found out before the caravan started, he was carried off 

bodily, slung to a pole, and after two or three days recovered 

sufficiently to take care of himself. 

Two more hard marches brought us to Lake Chayah, a 

great swamp, swarming with hippopotami and pelicans, and 
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frequented by many wild beasts, as the most lasting 

watering-place in a large district. 

We now got a wetting nearly every day, but the sun was 

so hot, that a few hours of dry weather in camp put most 

things right again. 

On the last day, a few more small parties of 

Wanyamwezi with corn, carried our men over the rest of the 

Magunda Meali; and at Chayah, we managed to engage ten 

native porters to Hitura, which just saved further 

abandonment of goods, for men of our men had become 

quite unable to carry loads. 

The next day, Saturday, was to take us to Hitura. As the 

distance was long, we walked till eleven o’clock, and rested 

for two hours, and then with a last desperate effort arrived at 

Hitura about half-past four in the afternoon. 

It was a complete and sudden change, for both food and 

water were now to be had in plenty. In fact we could hardly 

get a bare spot of ground to pitch the tent upon, for it was all 

cultivated for miles round. 

There was now no further doubt as to the efficiency of 

the bath-chair as a means of conveyance for myself. It had 

come thus far without mishap, was almost first in camp, and 
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was, I think, as comfortable a means for my progress with 

such a party as could be arranged. 

As to the travelling itself, though always carried, I 

endured my own particular kind of weariness, and often 

longed for the relief of a walk, but I was protected from the 

sun and rain, and for the most part from the still greater 

trouble of brushing and scraping through bush and grass. 

A carrier did, once or twice, trip up and let the pole drop, 

but there was always some one at hand to recover it quickly, 

and the first sharp rap on the head I got in this way, kept me 

watchful in that direction. But I must give great praise to my 

carriers, who right through did their work nobly, and were 

most attentive and careful, considering the heavy work and 

hardships they endured. 

The Magunda Mkali, although the terror of all caravans 

travelling this road, on account of there being no villages to 

buy food, and being often infested by petty robbers, is really 

one of the most beautiful parts of the route, abounding in 

game, and affording ample water for travellers, about nine 

months of the year. It must have acquired its name rather 

from the effects of long marches and heavy loads, to which 

porters are necessarily subject in crossing it, than from any 

unusual natural condition. 
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We had now arrived at the outskirts of the country of 

Unyamwezi. Plenty of food was to be had, and our route lay 

now, for the most part, from village to village, of this rich 

and beautiful district. 

The inevitable reaction, caused by this great change upon 

our men, took various forms. While some were now cheered, 

and encouraged by the pleasing change, others, who had by 

an effort kept up so far, now gave in, and became completely 

prostrated, while many others, who to save their own lives, 

as well as the integrity of the caravan, had been forced on so 

far, were no permitted to retire. To make up their 

deficiencies, we were able to Hitura, to engage a few local 

native porters. 

A close inspection of our property, now revealed to us 

that several other loads were lost during the last few days. 

The load that was supposed to have been a roll of cloth, 

turned out to have been a great canvas bag, containing 

several dresses of mine, and a large collection of clothes and 

small matters, both for Jack and me. This was a great loss, 

and we never heard of any of the things again. 

We had arrived at Hitura on Saturday afternoon, and so, 

for once, were able to have a whole Sunday’s rest, though, 

for us, certainly not quiet, for Edward was engaged nearly 
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all day attending to sick men and settling disputes. Some of 

our men had been insulted by villagers, and others again had 

stolen things out of the village, while other troubles referred 

to bad or ignored debts and obligations amongst our own 

people. 

It was arranged that we should start on the following 

afternoon, but just at the time a heavy rain-squall came on, 

and we stopped till next day. 

Six days’ march amongst the villages of Unyamwezi 

brought us to Tabora, the centre and principal place in 

Unyanyembe, the portion of Unyamwezi in the possession 

of the Arabs. The way was through an almost continuous 

series of gardens, surrounding the numerous villages, some 

of which were very large, and formed by a very large tembe, 

enclosing within its area many fine conical-roofed huts, all 

quite superior architecture to anything we had seen since 

leaving the coast. 

As we neared Unyanyembe we found still more 

prosperous villages, with well-to-do chiefs, who could offer 

us milk and fruit, and everywhere food was cheap for our 

men. 

From Kigwe three of our best men were sent on to Uyui 

(a station of the Church Missionary Society), to announce 
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our approach, and that we could not come to their station, 

but must go on to Tabora, owing to disturbances on the road. 

The same messengers then hastened to Tabora with 

messages and salutations to Seyid-bin-Juma, one of the most 

important Arab residents. 

Tabora is a collection of many large Arab houses, built 

of sun-dried bricks, and with large doors and windows. 

Until very recently there was an Arab Governor of 

Unyanyembe, with an official residence and flagstaff and 

two small cannon. The situation is, I believe, vacant at 

present, and the place has lost much of its former glory, 

owing to the death of some of its most well-to-do residents, 

and the rush to Manyuema, which has drawn away others. 

A daily market is held at Tabora, and the business 

attendant upon this, the presence of so many well-clothed 

people, the various fruit-trees, and the whole appearance of 

the place, has an air of plenty and civilization very attractive 

to the traveller. 

As I passed through the market-place in the bath-chair, 

the people rushed along on both sides, following me a long 

way, and being with difficulty prevented from stopping us 

altogether. 
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Our destination was a fine large house, whose owner was 

away on a journey. It was built on a noble scale, but the 

windows, numerous and large as they were, were not so 

placed but that some of the rooms were only dark holes, 

while the apartments, large as they were, were yet not of 

capacity sufficient to cover the defects in ventilation. An 

army of huge cockroaches also, disputed the possession with 

us all the time of our stay in the house. 

However, it was a grand accommodation for us. There 

was a room for all, and even all our property could be 

overhauled, dried and repacked under shelter. 

Here we stayed for five days, repacking our goods, 

purchasing cloth to make up for the losses and extra 

expenses of our hard journey, engaging new porters, and 

preparing for the further march, which must be made at 

accelerated speed to escape the rains. 

We were also visited by our friends from Uyui, who were 

disappointed at the necessary diversion of our march from 

their station. Efficient as the shelter was in this house, the 

smells were so bad, and the whole atmosphere of the place 

so oppressive and unwholesome, while poor Jack got much 

worse, and needed my constant presence and attention day 

and night, that I longed for the open air and the tent again, 
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and I was very thankful when the business was all 

concluded, and preparations for the march once more made. 
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Chapter VIII: Full Speed 

On leaving Unyanyembe, we entered upon what may be 

called the third and last stage of our journey. The luxuriant, 

well-watered sea-bank was passed, also the more bare and 

arid belt between that and richer countries broadly 

surrounding the lake district, the watershed of which we had 

already surmounted. 

The general aspect of Unyamwezi is rich and varied; the 

many villages are surrounded by miles of well-cultivated 

gardens, the intervening spaces occupied by noble forests, 

and the whole well watered both by the large tributaries of 

the Malagarasi and their outflow. For travellers there are 

food and water in abundance, and for the most part, the 

people are bold and decided enough in their manner, to have 

plenty to say for themselves, without going so far as to annoy 

their visitors like the Wagogo. 

The weaker members of our party had now been well 

thinned out, a process melancholy enough in its detail, but 

profitable in its result to the more able survivors, permitting 

an increased rate of travel, for which we were eager, and all 

our men willing enough. 
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Just outside Unyanyembe we were met by Mr. Shaw, of 

our Mission at Urambo, who had come to meet us, and in 

four days we reached that station in safety. 

Our friend, the chief Mirambo had died only a short time 

before, and the country was in rather an unsettled state in 

consequence. We permitted ourselves but one full day’s rest 

at Urambo, and it was arranged that our companion should 

stop here for a time, in order to permit us, at least, to get on 

to the lake intact, that is with a good supply of provisions, 

&c., rather than that we should all proceed, and leave so 

much of our supplies behind, as would then be necessitated 

by our shortness of hands. The adjustment was soon made, 

and on the following afternoon, December 20th, we made a 

short march to Kanongo, the residence of the chief, who 

came out to visit us in camp. 

Kanongo is a very large town of several hundred houses, 

enclosed with a high fence of poles. The chief’s own houses 

form a sort of citadel in the middle of the place, enclosed 

within another inner fence. 

The whole distance of this march, as indeed were several 

in Unyamwezi, was over cultivated ground. The soil is very 

rich, with water in nearly every hollow. The whole 

neighbourhood is of this nature, small hills with damp 
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hollows between; well enough indeed for food, but 

unhealthy in the extreme. 

Karungu, the new chief, expressed his intention of 

extending the same friendship to us as his predecessor, the 

famous Mirambo. He furnished us with guides to escort us 

as far as the Malagarasi river, and sent us a sheep by way of 

welcome. 

We were now to take a different road to that usually 

traversed by our caravans, as that was now closed and 

impassable. We were to cross the Malagarasi further north, 

and to travel through Uhha. 

Four long marches through the villages of Unyamwezi, 

brought us within a day of the so-called border village of 

Uhha, where we were to commence another series of tolls, 

or “hongo,” to effect our passage. All these villages have a 

similar aspect, a cluster of conical-roofed houses, 

surrounded by a circular hedge of euphorbia, and an inner 

stockade of poles with narrow gates. My bath-chair had 

sometimes to be left outside, being too wide to pass through 

the gates. Each village is built near a swampy watering-

place. 

On the fifth day we were assured we should reach Irundi, 

the first village of Uhha, and at 1 p.m., completely knocked 
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up, we came in sight of a large village, and a good herd of 

cattle promised a treat. We found, however, that we were yet 

short of Irundi, but were too tired to go further. Edward sat 

up late at night doing up little bundles of cloth ready for the 

toll next day. 

In the morning, an hour’s march brought us to the ruins 

of an old village, where a tent was pitched for a temporary 

halt, while the hongo was arranged with the local chief, who 

came to us here. The business took about an hour and a half 

to transact, and we were left with my protestations of lasting 

friendship, a pair of new guides, the chief of whom sported 

a brightly polished gun, and a yellow umbrella; and our own 

stores lighter by twenty good cloths. 

Our new guide and one of our own men who knew the 

road, assured us that we could easily get that day to a certain 

place, from whence the Malagarasi could be reached in three 

hours. 

At a quarter to eleven, we moved on again, a long, weary 

march, over a dry flat swamp, without a bit of shade. At two 

o’clock, the caravan seemed to come to a halt by common 

consent; the heat of the sun was fearful, and far over the plain 

nothing was visible to encourage exertion. 
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We tried to get a little shelter by stretching a tent awning 

over a bush, but it was not of much use, and after an hour’s 

halt, approaching rain-clouds urged us to start on again. 

About five o’clock the guides halted, and pronounced the 

end of the journey, on the top of a ridge, amongst many 

waving palms; but already deceived, Edward refused to stop 

as no water was to be had, and the guides now admitted that 

the river was still five or six hours’ distant. 

So on we went until just after dark, we had water indeed, 

but a miserable, damp camping-place in a hollow, and all 

knocked up. 

A five hours’ march next day brought us to the bank of 

the Malagarasi river, and in full hopes, from accounts 

received, of being able to pay the toll and cross at once. 

With that view the loads were just grounded, and a tent 

temporarily pitched for me, while negotiations were made at 

the village. The natives, however, declined to risk the 

success of the palaver by such quick despatch, and, after 

waiting some time, we were obliged to make camp where we 

were. No one who has not travelled, can understand the 

vexation of such delays, the time wasted in which, might 

have been used either for covering more ground, or for 

resting. Either “go on,” or “camp at once and rest,” is the 
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earnest desire of the traveller on these journeys; to stand in 

the road is the worst labour of wall. 

The toll was finally arranged that night for eleven cloths 

and fees to the boatmen, and in early morning we moved 

down to the edge of the river. Edward found out a little 

natural arbour on the bank, where our breakfast was laid out, 

and we sat to watch the operation of crossing, which took 

over two hours, and to settle the constant appeals of the 

boatmen for more fees. 

There were only three small, narrow canoes, each cut out 

of a solid log, and capable of carrying, fully loaded, three or 

four men each with their loads. As the end drew near, we 

packed up our things and proceeded to embark ourselves. 

Jack sat in state in his little armchair, which just stood nicely 

on the bottom of the canoe, and I crouched in the bottom, 

with a hand on each gunwale, just touching the water on 

either side as the canoe rolled. The current was very swift, 

and the whole affair seemed to me somewhat dangerous, so 

that I was very glad when we rubbed against the opposite 

bank, and a score of willing hands were extended to lift us 

out. 

Whether by reason of getting inured to the work of 

walking, or, which is more probably, the near prospect of a 
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termination of the journey, we were now marching at the rate 

of sixteen to twenty-two or more miles a day, whereas on the 

first stage of the journey we had done only eight to sixteen 

miles. 

The crossing of the Malagarasi was regarded by all as the 

commencement of a final spurt, to which every one bent with 

a good will, although day after day many seemed quite 

knocked up, but nobody gave in. 

The country of Uhha, upon which we had now fairly 

entered, consists chiefly of vast level plains, or rather 

swamps. Notwithstanding the elevation, these plains, during 

the rainy season, are for the most part covered with water, 

which but slowly drains into the Malagarasi. 

At such seasons, a journey through Uhha is a tedious 

process of wading through water or thick mud, day after day; 

while in the dry season, it becomes a weary march over arid 

plains, on which the mirage plays strange tricks upon the 

traveller, and the hard-baked surface sorely tries his 

endurance, without the least alleviation of shade or variety 

of prospect. Of the two evils we judged ourselves fortunate 

to be still subject to the latter, and dreaded the rain, even in 

such thirsty times, lest the paths should become impassable. 

The villages are built, for the most part, at such breaks in the 
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surface of the plains as afford lodgement for water, sites at 

the same time rich and verdant, and unhealthy. 

The Wahha are a pastoral race of some remote 

Abyssinian type, resembling some few other tribes on the 

north of our path, throughout our journey, in their extensive 

ownership of cattle, and in various tribal distinctions of 

dress, ornament, and architecture. 

Although annoyed by the vexation and delays caused by 

the exaction of hongo at regular stages, we were at least well 

regaled with meat, milk, and all the best of African foods, 

during our passage through Uhha. 

Hongo had to be paid at Kigongo, Kybanga, and 

Tagaswa, through which places we passed with all speed 

possible. 

All the way through Uhha, we were troubled in the 

mornings by a dense mist which loaded every blade of grass 

with moisture, and so obscured the view that we lost the way 

once or twice. On some days the wet was not cleared up by 

noon, and we had to camp on wet ground. My little boy 

suffered sadly from all these things, and got weaker every 

day, so that we feared for his life, for it seemed impossible 

that he could get better on the journey. 
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On the 2nd of January we left Uhha, and struck into a 

beautiful forest-clad country, crossed the river Lusuge, and 

then, over more forest-clad hills, reached the villages of 

Mahosa, on the borders of Uvinza, where we paid the last 

hongo of fourteen cloths. 

Here Edward appealed to the headmen of the porters, 

whether we could not determine to reach Ujiji in five more 

days; they decided, with acclamation, that we should do it in 

four. 

The next day was to be a good one to start with. 

Marching on till eleven o’clock, through a beautiful forest, 

we made a mid-day halt beside a pretty pool, surrounded by 

short, new grass. It was a fine clear day, and the resting-place 

most inviting, but we soon afterwards regretted the delay. 

Immediately after we started in the afternoon, the clouds 

began to gather, and at about two o’clock a heavy squall of 

wind and rain came down upon us. Every one but myself was 

soon wet through, but the greatest damage was to the goods, 

which were thus fully exposed to the rain. 

A weary march in the drenching rain, and through long 

grass and bushes, brought us at least to the camping-place, 

just beyond a small village, at half-past three. The spot was 

selected as being on a slight rise, and hence the mud was not 
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quite so deep as elsewhere. The men were now suffering 

from cold, and it was with great difficulty that the camp was 

arranged. Our tent also, was soaking wet, and literally 

pitched on the mud. For ourselves, we were thankful enough 

to have a fire made at the tent door after the rain was over, 

and try to dry ourselves and our clothes. 

The next day, we made an almost equally long march to 

beyond the Rugufu river, camping in the very midst of a 

bushy forest, which was soon diversified far and wide, by 

the display of all kinds of goods and clothes, spread out to 

dry. Another similar march, through beautiful forest country, 

and over the Masungwe river, and another small stream, 

bade fair to bring us in sight of Tanganyika on the morrow. 

The marching powers of the caravan had been stretched 

to the utmost, but the promise of a sight of the lake was a 

great stimulus. The road now led us amongst hills, and 

through immense tracts of bamboos, till finally mounting a 

ridge, a narrow strip of the water of Tanganyika could be 

seen. Then a long, stony slope downwards towards the valley 

of the Luiche river, brought us to camp, on a stony ridge, at 

past three in the afternoon, all tired but cheerful. 

On the 7th of January, 1885, we started on our last day’s 

tramp, and perhaps one of the most terrible of the whole 
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journey. The valley of the Luiche river, which we had to 

cross, spread out into a delta, some miles wide, covered with 

a dense jungle of reeds, grass, and bush, all in a tangle, some 

of it being sharp crooked thorns, and worst of all a bush 

bearing pods, covered with hairs and prickles, which at the 

slightest disturbance drop off, and irritate the skin fearfully. 

In the dry season there is a proper path and crossing-

place, but at the time we were travelling, all was overgrown 

and overflowed; and we had to penetrate the jungle, assisted 

only by the tracks of hippopotami, who had trodden the 

vegetation down here and there. To make it worse, we had 

to make a wide detour to the north, so as to come upon the 

river where it was of fordable depth. 

About seven o’clock we entered the mazes of this 

dreadful swamp, and nothing could be seen beyond a few 

feet distant, except now and then by myself, when the 

carriers lifted the chair above their heads. They were all 

knee-deep, and finally thigh-deep in a slimy black mud, and 

strive as they might and did, I got some heavy lurches, which 

threatened to give me a closer acquaintance with the mud. 

We could only proceed very slowly, sometimes standing 

still, while a few of our best men in front beat down the 

obstructions. 
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Most prominent in this service was a man named Uledi, 

who had frequently done Edward good service in former 

expeditions, and now was laying about him most busily with 

a staff, thrashing down the reeds and papyrus, and 

sometimes making short excursions in search of a path. We 

were stopped for some time on one of these occasions, and 

then came upon Uledi busily engaged at a most difficult 

place, waiting for us to come up. He stood up to his waist in 

the swamp, and Edward asked him what it was like, before 

he ventured in. “Oh,” said Uledi, “it is all right, but you must 

feel about, there is a big snake in the mud just here, and if 

you don’t mind, you will fall over him as I did!” “How big?” 

said Edward. “Oh, about as big as my thigh; but he is quite 

harmless!” And having warned us, he passed on to his work. 

Three hours were occupied in struggling through this 

swamp, and we then suddenly emerged upon the bank of the 

river itself, a swift, muddy stream. 

It seemed impossible that my chair could be passed over, 

and operations on the bank were most difficult, for every one 

stood knee-deep in the mud. My party having been all 

mustered together, Uledi volunteered to pilot us across, and 

first he went by himself, that my men might see his fortune, 

before they ventured in with their precious load. I watched 

the man most anxiously, for it seemed impossible that he 
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could stem the current; but after trying in various directions, 

sometimes up to his neck, he decided on the best path, and 

returned to pilot the party over. 

All my bearers gathered round the chair, holding it at 

about the level of their heads, and thus entered the river. For 

a good part of the passage I could see nothing but the men’s 

heads and hands, and wondered how they were not carried 

away by the stream; but I suppose the weight of Jack and 

myself in the chair, hard work as its carriage must have been, 

aided to bear up the whole party. We all got across in safety, 

and being carried beyond the mud, my men took a rest, while 

we watched the men and loads in their perilous passage 

across the river. 

Wet and mud-stained, we marched on for another half-

hour to a little bare spot amongst some palm-trees, where I 

was assured that Ujiji was “just over the hill.” Here we rested 

and refreshed, and a great transformation took place amongst 

our men, who from carefully preserved little bundles, 

brought forth clean white garments, and various array, for 

the entry into the town. My carriers were amongst the most 

conspicuous, as they thought became their important office; 

and when we again mustered to proceed, the party did not 

look by any means so travel-stained as our circumstances 

would warrant. 
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We now passed over a smooth green ridge, and along 

well-trodden paths, and soon came in full sight of the lake in 

all its wide-spreading grandeur, while immediately before 

and below us, imbedded and dotted amongst a mass of deep-

green oil palms, lay the settlement of Ujiji. 

A party of our headmen who had been sent on before, 

now came out to meet us. Scattered huts gave way to fine 

square Arab houses, and the smaller ones of their followers 

in thick clusters and rows; and turning a corner into what 

may be considered the main street, we found ourselves 

immediately in front of the large house which had been 

secured for our accommodation, the same that had been 

formerly occupied by my husband. 

A crowd very soon collected to gaze and wonder, 

especially at such great curiosities as Jack and myself; but 

they scarcely outvied in numbers or excitement our own 

men, who danced and shouted and fired off their guns in 

great glee at the completion of the journey. 

For ourselves, we were deeply thankful to God, who, 

through many perils and troubles, had enabled us to reach in 

safety the end of our journey, which, achieved in ninety days 

from the coast, was, I think, notwithstanding its difficulties, 

the quickest on record by any European. 
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Chapter IX: Tanganyika 

Many of my readers have probably never heard before of 

Ujiji and Lake Tanganyika, but to those who are more read 

in African travel, their names bring memories of the great 

missionary traveller, who included those places in his 

extensive wanderings on the Dark Continent, which were the 

commencement and starting-point of so many widespread 

organizations, existing in the present day, for the penetration 

and opening up of the dark regions of inner Africa. 

It was in response to Livingston’s appeal, “Come on, 

brethren, to the true heathen: you do not know what you can 

do till you try,” that I now found myself at the ancient slave 

dêpot of Ujiji, over-looking the longest, and perhaps the 

most beautiful lake in the world, giving easy access, by its 

coast-line of one thousand miles, to numerous tribes of 

Central African natives, as yet untouched by the hand of 

civilization. 

The peculiar facilities thus afforded for communication 

and intercourse, as well as the probability of increasing 

population in a district so favourable to commerce, when 

those better times should arrive which all friends of Africa 

hope and strive for, make this and the other great lakes, most 

desirable localities for missionary operations. 
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The great missionary traveller had confidently foreseen 

the possibility of Europeans living and working in the far 

interior, which has already been amply demonstrated by my 

husband and others, so that I was at least justified in a 

proceeding which was considered by some of my friends to 

be utterly chimerical and ridiculous, but which I simply 

regarded as joining a work which my husband was already 

successfully prosecuting. 

The unfortunate circumstances which removed from our 

journey the facilities of season, numbers, and method, which 

had been long fully planned, threatened often to bring about 

a disaster which would seem to point to the imprudence of 

my undertaking; but now the journey had been successfully 

accomplished, notwithstanding these numerous drawbacks; 

and the possibility, not only of solitary travellers, but of 

women and children penetrating Africa was demonstrated. 

It remained to be seen whether they could also survive, 

and fulfil those conditions, without which they must yet 

prove but a burden and hindrance to those whom it was their 

province to cheer and assist. 

Time and circumstances indeed regulate feeling and 

sentiments. On the journey from the coast, my brief, and 

ofttimes most vexatious acquaintance with the Africans, 

https://www.patintheworld.com/


110 
Transcribed by PatInTheWorld.com 

failed sadly to encourage those feelings towards them, which 

I had supposed myself to possess, and which were necessary 

to missionary success. Too often I could regard the natives 

only as savages opposing our passage, and seeking to hinder 

and rob, if not to molest us to a still more serious extent. But 

arrived at my destination, I regarded all natives with more 

gentle and serious interest, as the people I had come to live 

and work amongst; and their failings rather as further appeal 

for Christian and civilized help, than as cause for fear or 

estrangement. 

We can scarcely think of Tanganyika apart from Ujiji,–

indeed, before European travellers reached it, the lake was 

known as the “Sea of Ujiji.” 

Ujiji is really a separate country, or tribe-district, but in 

comparison with the town so called, the rest of the country 

is so insignificant, that the town is generally understood 

when the name is used. It is built close to the lake shore, 

facing south, and has been for many years and important 

depôt, and, until lately, almost the terminus of the Arab slave 

and ivory merchants. 

Here many of them own large canoes, which drive a 

thriving trade by ferrying the caravans to and fro to Uguha 

on the other side, about sixty miles, where the trade-route 
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now continues to Manyuema and the Lualaba. Many of the 

Arabs remain at Ujiji, and send their head-slaves only on 

expeditions to countries round the lake, and to Manyuema. 

Ujiji and Unyanyembe, and now also Nyangwe in 

Manyuema, are the three principal places on the route, as 

being Arab-built places, and abounding in the various trade 

goods, and other imports of the civilized world. 

I was myself much disappointed with Ujiji; the big Arab 

houses, although assuming to be built after the model of 

Solomon’s temple, are, after all, only huge mud huts, and the 

general aspect of the place is squalid, and unwholesome in 

the extreme. 

Still the daily market, the almost daily departure and 

arrival of boats, and the occasional advent of a loud-voiced 

caravan, the passing and visits of well-behaved men in clean 

garments, and not least the many real natives who came to 

see us, and welcomed Edward as an old friend, kept up my 

interest in the place while I was there. Best of all, however, 

was to look over the heads of all these, out into the beautiful 

lake itself. 

Straight south from Ujiji the sea horizon bounds the 

view, as indeed, in the dry season, is the case all round, but 

now in the rain time, the air is extraordinarily clear, and the 
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mountainous shores of Goma, over forty miles distant to the 

west, are clearly visible. 

The lake is nearly four hundred miles in total length, and 

from fifteen to nearly fifty miles across, washing the shores 

of the territories of some twelve different tribes. 

I can imagine that at one time the shores were thickly 

populated; and where it has been necessary and convenient 

for the natives to be left alone by the foreign adventurers it 

is still so, but for the most part the lake countries have been 

overrun and much depopulated; “worked out” the slave-

trader would say, who has now moved further afield. There, 

however, is ample recuperative power both in country and 

people, and within the last few years, some of the said 

adventurers have though some of the lake countries 

sufficiently recovered to be worth another harvest. 

I have as yet seen but little of the lake shores myself, but 

what I have seen has been of surpassing beauty. For the most 

part the shores are step and mountainous, and thickly clothed 

with verdure. The soil is rich, and many healthy sites for 

settlements are to be found. 

The country, could peace and order be assured the 

people, would certainly, with its transport facilities and its 

natural richness, be almost unsurpassed; but the deadening, 
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fatal scourge of slavery has kept it down and held it back, 

country and people, for these centuries, and still is doing so. 

Notwithstanding these terribly depressing influences, 

here, in the heart of Africa, may be seen much to encourage 

the missionary and philanthropist. Unfair it is, indeed, to 

judge of the race by those outside samples which, until 

lately, represented the African to us, often slaves of 

benumbed spirit, or wanderers who have lost their tribal 

distinctions and native virtues, and become besotted by a 

partial acquaintance with a by no means clean border of 

civilization. 

Here in Central Africa the various tribes, far behind the 

civilized world as they are in many ways, yet have their own 

distinct ideas of order, independence, and morals. The 

business-like interchange of produce and manufactures is 

well understood, and those manufactures themselves, 

swamped as they are at once by any considerable arrival of 

imported goods, yet indicate great knowledge, skill, and 

patience. 

All these things are seen to the best advantage when the 

natives have been untouched for some time by the foreign 

adventurers, whose advent, although enriching bold and 

influential individuals and parties, yet can only strike terror 
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into the main part of the population, and effectually disturb 

the progress and welfare of ordinary tribal life. 

The foreign adventurers I have alluded to are the Arab, 

Wamrima, and half-caste merchants and slavers, who are 

constantly streaming over these regions. 

Although in some parts, where these people are more 

permanently settled, or at points the security of which is 

necessary to the maintenance of certain trade routes, they 

may be said to exercise a certain civilizing, enriching, and 

protecting influence upon the natives immediately 

surrounding and dependent upon them; although individuals 

among them not unaptly represent and reproduce to us the 

paternal character of the patriarchs, in their dealings with 

their households and their manner of life, and effect the 

exchange of produce absolutely essential to the African 

tribes; yet the total result, including as it does the unmerciful 

spoliation of the barbarians, and the horrible traffic in 

human flesh, is a terror and blackness which, could it be 

adequately conceived in England, would, I am convinced, 

call for such measures as no policy or expense would hinder 

or suppress. 

Engraven in one of the sacred spots of England you have 

these words: “May Heaven’s rich blessing come down on 
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every one, American, English, Turk, who will help to heal 

this open sore of the world.” They contain the pith of the 

conclusions of a lifelong experience of and devotion to 

Africa, and of a lifelong appeal on its behalf, responded to 

nobly, then and now, by all sorts and conditions of men of 

power, heart, and influence; responses resulting in many 

reforms, and the release of many from captivity. 

God forbid that I should think so ill of my countrymen, 

as to suppose that that appeal has lost is power and influence, 

but I do fear that many may think the desired end has been 

achieved. It is known that drastic measures have more or less 

successfully been applied to stop the outflow of slaves, and 

that missionaries and others are penetrating into the country, 

but I would emphatically declare, that the slave trade of 

Africa exists to-day in all the terror and shame described by 

Livingstone and others, only spread wider and farther; that 

the “open sore of the world,” although partially healed over 

outwardly, is still festering and preying upon the vitals of the 

continent, and unless strong measures are applied, there will 

by-and-by be nothing left to heal. Even if all the outside 

slave markets were closed, Africa, left untouched, would 

consume itself with slavery. 

During the year I have spent on Tanganyika, a constant 

stream of slaves has been passing, which requires the 
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existence of no outside market for its continuance; they are 

absorbed very much along the road, where any one who 

looks may see their carcases; and otherwise amongst well-

to-do tribes, where every family has one or two, the result of 

murder and pillage at some distant place. 

I write concerning what I have seen, and do not dilate 

upon the endless tales of horror I have heard. 

It is a mistake to suppose that missionaries have 

extraordinary anti-slavery powers. We have the same power 

against slavery here, when the difficulties of settlement and 

language have been overcome, as the Church at home has 

over crime, but no more. 

Remove from England, if such can be imagined, the 

protection and power of law and government; and to take it 

at its best, the Church would yet scarce have the task before 

it that missionaries now have, in coping with the slave trade 

in Africa. 

The Africans are like a lot of passionate children, 

mauling one another with varied success, but lamentable 

impending consequences; who would, however, with scarce 

an exception, instinctively hail with joy the advent of the 

adult power, which should secure them (though perhaps not 
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without present reproof to some) mutual peace and 

happiness. 

The foreign adventurers have sown the seeds of the 

strife, and are now vigorously maintaining it. With plausible 

bait of trade, and apparent local prosperity, they seek to hide 

the murder and rapine which is going on all around; just as 

the clean, well-matted, hospitable verandah, but veneers the 

scenes of torture and misery, often enacted in the back 

premises of their houses. 

Who shall be the blessed peacemakers to effectually let 

the purifying light into these dark places of the earth, which 

are indeed full of cruelty? 

Meantime, individuals and associations at various 

points, are striving up to their power to this end. 

On Tanganyika itself, an effort in this direction is being 

made by the Mission we are attached to, and already the 

friendship of many of the natives has been secured at various 

places round the shores of the lake. 

The lake itself was a special object of interest to me, as 

on it lay my husband’s work. As Superintendent of the 

Marine Department of the Mission, the lake is his district, 

while owing to the deaths of so many of his colleagues, the 
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whole work, local and general, had frequently devolved 

upon him. 

Just now the most important item was the construction 

of the Good News, an auxiliary steam-vessel, designed to 

become the effectual means of communication between our 

stations. This vessel Edward was building at the extreme 

south end of the lake, and at a very interesting stage of the 

work, had been compelled to leave it for a time, in order to 

escort to the interior the party of missionaries, of which I had 

formed one. Mr. Swann, Edward’s mate, remained in charge 

in his absence, and all had been going on well up to the last 

news we had received, but that was now some time ago, and 

we anxiously expected at Ujiji further news of the progress 

of the work, and the welfare of our friends. 

Meantime, as we had now come to Ujiji instead of the 

south end of the lake, Edward decided on at once proceeding 

to Kavala Island, the place chosen for the Marine 

Department Station, and commencing suitable temporary 

houses and accommodation of his family and those 

associated with him, and for the completion of the Good 

News, which he determined to bring to Kavala as soon as 

launched. 
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In this way, much time would be saved by doing the early 

work of settlement on the spot which was to become the 

permanent station; while the advance already made at the 

south end, would assist the new comers who were to settle 

there. 

We had hoped that Mr. Swann would appear at Ujiji with 

our steel life-boat, the Morning Star; but hearing no news, 

we soon set about preparations for crossing the lake to 

Kavala with all our stores. 

One of the leading Ujiji Arabs, who possessed in his 

household a skilled boat-builder, had erected in succession 

several strong “built” boats, most unusual triumphs of the art 

on Tanganyika. 

Just before our arrival one of these boats had been built, 

and shortly afterwards Mohammed, (the Arab in question) 

offered it for sale to Edward. It was a splendid boat, but the 

price was very large, unless under a close consideration of 

where we were. However, as we could get no news of our 

friends, and the boat was just the thing needed by the 

Mission as further auxiliary, till the Good News was 

finished; and as the only other means of conveying Jack and 

me to Kavala, which Edward deemed advisable to use, 

would have cost about half as much as the purchase-money, 
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he made a bargain for the boat, which lasted several days, 

while the polite opponents gradually approached each 

other’s figures. Mohammed with a polite bow and smile, 

taking off his last hundred dollars that “Jack and I might be 

speedily transported to a more healthy place.” 

Ujiji has acquired a very bad name as a residence for 

Europeans; it certainly is not very healthy, but it has been 

accounted especially insalubrious because so many 

Europeans have died, or been very ill there. The fact is, it 

was to all of them the terminus, or at least the place of long 

halt, after a long and trying journey, and therefore the scene 

of the serious or fatal reaction of the system, to which all are 

subject after such exertion. 

Poor Jack and I, although relieved of the tedium and 

hardships of the march, seemed to make no way towards 

improved health, and we longed to get away. 

The new boat being purchased, and our porters paid off, 

we were now able to proceed upon the voyage, for which the 

new boat’s crew and the other men who remained with us, 

were as eager as ourselves. 

On the evening of the 20th of January, thirteen days after 

our arrival at Ujiji, we stepped on board the new boat, now 

named the Alfajiri (Dawn of Day); and with a fresh northerly 
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breeze and sea sailed out on to Tanganyika, bound to Kavala 

Island. 
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Chapter X: Our Island Home1

Kavala is an island about five miles long, by half to one 

mile in width, and formed of an almost continuous high 

ridge, more or less parallel with the mountain ridges of 

Uguha, to which it lies adjacent. It forms one of a group of 

islands to the north of the promontory of Kahangwa, the 

northern head of the bay from which the river Lukuga, (the 

outlet of the lake,) flows out. 

In its normal condition the island is a great heap of 

granite, interspersed with slate and quartz, and covered from 

water’s edge to water’s edge, with a dense jungle of trees, 

bushes, and creepers, free indeed from beasts of prey, but 

swarming with many kinds of venomous and beautiful 

snakes and insects. 

The natives of Uguha have often used these islands as 

places of refuge from the attack of foes on the mainland, and 

Kavala, the largest of them, has for some time been 

permanently settled upon by one of their chiefs. On the 

principal clearing, where a suitable formation gives a level 

for the plantations and a landing for their canoes, the natives 

have built a large village; and three or four smaller ones, 

always increasing, exist on other parts of the island. 

1 This chapter is written after a year’s residence on Kavala Island 

https://www.patintheworld.com/


123 
Transcribed by PatInTheWorld.com 

Kavala lies right in the course of the boats, which convey 

caravans across the lake, between Uguha and Ujiji, and as it 

is surrounded by deep water, and possesses two excellent 

natural boat harbours, it derives some benefit from passing 

trade, especially as the natives, having some splendid clay 

on the island, excel in the manufacture of cooking-pots, 

which are eagerly purchased by all visitors. 

By the accompanying map of Tanganyika, it will be seen 

that this group of islands projects somewhat into the lake, 

hence most of the currents of air to which it is subject are 

lake winds, free from malaria. 

Edward had, long since, considered this to be a healthy 

and convenient site for the station of the Marine Department. 

The harbour on the side next the land, was just the place 

suitable both for the shelter of the boats, and for their 

convenient starting in any direction; while a good elevation 

above the water could be got for the residences, without 

going away from the boats and workshop. Here accordingly 

he had placed such stores as were not in immediate use, 

under the care of three trustworthy men, who were to build 

some additional huts to accommodate us, when we should 

arrive. 
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Edward had already been made welcome to the place of 

his choice, both by the local chief, Kavala, and by Kassanga, 

the head chief of Uguha, and the people had long been 

expecting our arrival. 

Such descriptions and considerations, however, had little 

room in my thoughts, when I had embarked on board the 

Alfajiri, which with her first erratic movements, seemed to 

promise anything but the brightening prospects her name 

implied. 

Edward was soon compelled, for safety and convenience 

of sailing, to take down the little tent-like awning which 

covered the after-part of the boat, and the prospect of a small 

open boat in a rough sea, out of sight of land, was opened to 

me in all its strangeness and awe, for the dark gathering 

clouds and approaching night, hid the receding Ujiji land 

from all but the accustomed eye. I had never been to sea 

before in such a small boat, and it seemed to me the extreme 

of risk and peril; each wave appeared as though it must come 

over into the boat, but as the boat rose lightly over each as 

they came along, and Edward assured me of our safety, I was 

fain to devote my attention to a series of experiments upon 

stowage, in the shape of certain struggles and shiftings about 

of myself and Jack, in a sort of pit or box without a lid, which 

I was told was the “stern-sheets,” a place of honour. Here I 
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at last found the angle of least inconvenience, and sought to 

go to sleep, while Edward with a blanket and waterproof 

sheet fitted up a screen to shelter us from the drizzling rain, 

and the spray from the paddles of the crew. Sleep, however, 

was out of the question, and lifting and heaving of the boat 

was incessant, and I was compelled frequently to respond. 

We had a good run of some hours twice through the 

night, and my chief idea was of rushing, bubbling water. At 

other times the men worked the paddles, and then all thought 

was lost in a clashing and groaning of every plank, only 

equalled by the loud songs indulged in by the rowers. To me 

the night was perfectly black in its darkness, but Edward told 

me he could see the land nearly all night. 

For a long time I lay and watched his dark figure, 

apparently swaying to and fro on the seat above, and now 

and then he would strike a match under a corner of the 

blanket, to consult the compass. Altogether it was a night to 

be remembered, and one calculated, if anything could, to 

cool one’s enthusiasm. That I has on the path of duty, I had 

and have decided, both before and since. 

Morning brought finer weather, and some relief, but the 

boat made slow progress, being propelled only by paddles. 

About nine o’clock Kavala was sighted in the distance, and 
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soon after a fine, fair breeze enabled us to hoist the sail, and 

spin along at a splendid rate. It proved a fine day, and just as 

we approached the strait between the island and the 

mainland, and could distinguish the trees and rocks, I was 

able to sit up and enjoy the prospect. Jack also somewhat 

revived, and was delighted with the boat and the awning, and 

especially with the songs of the crew, amongst whom he 

recognized some of the carriers of our chair. 

At about two p.m. we entered our little harbour, with the 

chief’s village on the one hand, and straight before and 

above us, the few small huts which formed the nucleus of the 

settlement we were to establish. 

A very steep climb up a narrow path, between dense 

bush, took us to the huts on the top, into one of which we 

speedily brought our present outfit, and proceeded to arrange 

the boxes and furniture, for immediate temporary 

accommodation. 

Our house was a mud hut, consisting of two rooms, 

respectively nine and sixteen feet by fifteen feet. The door 

was a frame of reeds, which hung on two loops of cord for 

hinges, and another cord formed the fastening. The house 

contained one good piece of furniture, an ample table, which 

had formerly served our missionaries at Ujiji; for the rest we 
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furnished with what we had brought in the boat. But worst 

of all, the walls were full of holes, having only received the 

first plastering, which drying and cracking, left gaps all 

round, which gave the house rather the character of a cage. 

The floor was also quite damp, the men, in their anxiety 

to show some work on our arrival, having just finished 

stamping it with new earth. Edward was very angry with 

them, and set them at once caulking up the walls with more 

mud. 

When we had arranged our camp gear in this hut, and 

began to look round, although I was deeply thankful that I 

had come to my journey’s end, I did feel rather downhearted. 

However, I knew that our boxes contained a valuable outfit 

both of furniture and provisions; I knew also that Edward 

had determined at once to build here, on Kavala, so that after 

all we should be much sooner settled, than if I had gone to 

the south end of the lake. 

The natives now began to collect around to see the new 

and wonderful arrivals, but it was some days before we had 

much intercourse with them. Both Jack and I were still 

unwell, and all the time we could do anything like was taken 

up, for a day or two, solving the immediately pressing 

questions of first settlement and household arrangements. 
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The first rain proved that the roof of the house was well 

nigh as bad as the walls, and it had to be covered with 

tarpaulins; supplemented over the bed, and other important 

spots, by waterproof sheets. 

But outside, the daily busy hum of voices indicated the 

quick gathering of poles and grass for a new house, and 

Edward, busy amongst this work, found time also to 

introduce me to the secrets of the African cuisine; and from 

time to time produced luxuries from our stores for the 

furnishing out of our new home. 

On the 6th of February, our good old canoe, the 

Calabash, arrived from the south end of the lake, bringing 

our colleague, who had proceeded by the Nyassa route, and 

news of the welfare of our friends, and the advance of the 

work of building the Good News. 

Edward proceeded at once to Ujiji in the Calabash, to 

receive the two rear parties of our caravan, one of which had 

already arrived, and the other with our friend who had been 

left at Urambo, got to Ujiji soon after Edward arrived. 

The Calabash was then immediately despatched to the 

south end with a load of provisions for our friends there, and 

instructions to Mr. Swann to launch the vessel in readiness 

to bring to Kavala. 
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Edward, having completed the business at Ujiji, then 

came back with our recently arrived friend; and Mr. Jones 

having come over from the mainland, the annual committee 

meeting was held, the new arrivals appointed to their 

stations, and general business transacted. This was scarcely 

settled, when Mr. Swann arrived in our beautiful steel boat, 

the Morning Star, and by his cheering accounts of the 

successful launch of the Good News, completed a good 

month’s work of prompt business. 

Shortly afterwards, Mr. Swann again sailed for the south 

end in the Morning Star, carrying thither the new missionary 

and his stores, and to pack up the stores of the Marine 

Department, and prepare them and the vessel for the voyage 

to Kavala. 

Thus, within six weeks, the general annual business of 

the Mission, and its extended organization, were set in order 

and arranged. 

Edward was to proceed to the south end, to bring the 

Good News on her first adventurous voyage, as soon as he 

had somewhat advanced the work of settlement and 

preparation on the island. 

I was realizing, if not in my own person, at least in what 

was going on all around me, that missionary life in Central 

https://www.patintheworld.com/


130 
Transcribed by PatInTheWorld.com 

Africa was by no means one of dull monotony, but capable 

of affording scope for every energy and accomplishment, in 

all the various auxiliary works of housebuilding, social 

economy, conveyance, preservation and maintenance of 

people, goods, and mails, and the problem of existence apart 

from the aids of civilization; to say nothing of the many-

sided questions and difficulties, arising from our contact and 

connection with the various native tribes, and the Arab 

colonists and adventurers, a peculiar position requiring all 

the tact of a political agent, without his freedom of action or 

authority. All these affairs have to be dealt with, and 

successfully accomplished, before a missionary in Central 

African can hope to commence the direct and actual work of 

his mission, upon a basis giving hope of life, success, and 

permanence; and, moreover, to be accomplished with the 

very wise and necessary restrictions, as to getting involved 

in native politics, or assuming any position of authority, 

placed upon our actions by instructions from head-quarters. 

The ultimate object of the missionary is to preach and to 

teach, but his first necessity is the accomplishment of those 

matters I have referred to, and unless they are already 

effected by local government, by Consul, Commissioner, or 

by some special department in his own mission, the 

individual missionary must be qualified himself to deal 
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effectually with them before he can effect the object of his 

mission. It is in this part of the work where so many have 

failed and died, before getting at the work which they were 

specially fitted for carrying on. 

In various ways I have realized, that the missionary life 

is by no means what I was led to suppose. I receive 

considerable advice and admonition at home, both from 

those who were themselves experienced, and from those 

who, without actual contact were, from more enlarged and 

general views, capable of wise consideration of the subject, 

which has been valuable and correct. Other views I find 

inapplicable to my life. 

I was told it would be necessary and advisable, to “stand 

at my own wash-tub,” both to get the work done, and to set 

the example of household industry and thrift. I find, on the 

contrary, that the work can be done well for fair pay; that I 

should lose influence and respect entirely by doing such 

things myself, and that the drudgery and overwork of the 

women here is already such, that a better example would be 

set to the natives if I could persuade my husband to do it, 

than if I did it myself. 

With regard to food, I was assured that the African 

women prepared certain dishes which were superior to our 
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own preparations of the same things; but my experience is, 

that although some of the simplest native foods are 

wholesome and palatable enough as nature produces them, 

in the hands of the natives, they almost invariably become 

dirty and unpalatable. If the old adage is true, my efforts to 

effect reform in this direction, would be only secondary to 

the main object of our mission. 

As to our own food, although there is a good assortment 

of native products procurable, we are thankful to avail 

ourselves, very largely, of the regulation transport weight in 

importing European provisions. 

It would perhaps be possible to exist on native food, with 

the addition of a few imported condiments, &c.; but both 

muscle and brain power would suffer in time, and the effect 

felt, both upon our own persons and in the work of the 

Mission. 

Meantime, we are ourselves introducing certain fruits 

and vegetables which promise to flourish well here, and this, 

together with the greater regularity of the supply of wheat 

from the Arabs, will soon enable us to exercise economy in 

regard to expensive imports. That which applies to the 

“groceries,” applies in almost similar manner to the 

“upholsteries.” The eye and the mind require rest and 
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nourishment as well as the bodily powers; and it is not 

without effort and the assistance of some little civilized 

surroundings, that the civilization is retained to ourselves, 

which we would fain communicate in some measure to our 

new friends. It is not impossible for isolated representatives 

of civilization to be swamped in savagedom. 

Let not my readers judge, however, that we live 

luxuriously here, but what I wish to convey is this, that 

although (and because) we live in a mud hut, and necessarily 

lead a somewhat hard and rough life, I deem it essential to 

our own health and happiness, and the welfare of the work 

we are engaged in, to strive to retain every sign and comfort 

of civilization we can. 

The building of the new house and stores went on apace, 

the whole being joined to the part we were living in, forming 

altogether a large L of one room in breadth. The one side 

contained verandah, sitting-room, and bed-room, a semi-

open room for boxes, &c., and a store; and the other side the 

official store, the office, tool-room, mill-room, and 

chambers for the engineer, who was working at the Good 

News. 
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A separate house, a hundred yards’ distance, was erected 

for Mr. Swann, with its own offices and kitchen; and the 

settlement really began to assume some form. 

The walls of these houses are formed of poles stuck in 

the ground, afterwards wattled on each side with long thin 

sticks, lashed with strips of bark; the mud is then thrown into 

the interstices in a soft state, and left to dry, when it receives 

another deposit on the outer parts, and is smoothed down by 

the hands. A whitewash is made by pounding a soft stone 

procurable here, (which we suppose to be kaolin or 

decomposed granite), mixed with the gummy sap of a plant 

found on the spot. The roofs are simply thatched with grass, 

laid on rafters, wattled like the walls. 

Our own sitting-room has four little windows, like old-

fashioned ships’ ports, made by inserting a single square of 

glass in a wooden frame, which hinges upwards; the wood-

work and also that of the frames, &c., being stained with the 

dye which is easily extracted from some of the cheap Indian 

trade cloth. 

The floors are simply beaten earth, but become very 

comfortable when covered with mats, made by the natives 

here. 
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By the middle of April the new houses were completed, 

and Edward prepared the new boat for the voyage to the 

south end of the lake. I, however, decided not to shirt my 

quarters until my husband’s return, that the house might be 

quite dry. 

On the 18th of April, having made new sails for the boat, 

and set out a plan of work for our faithful headman, Ulaya, 

during his absence, Edward sailed in the Alfajiri for the south 

end of the lake, to bring the Good News to the island. 

I felt rather uneasy for the first few days I was alone, but 

the steady and respectful conduct of our Zanzibar men soon 

gave me confidence; and as I gradually recovered health, set 

myself to work to get acquainted with the natives. 

I had no lack of visitors. At first there could be little 

communication between us, but we soon got familiar as they 

learnt my harmlessness, and I got accustomed to their ways. 

The distribution of a few bright buttons amongst the 

children, and the exhibition of pictures and various common 

objects astonishing to them, soon placed me on friendly 

terms with the children, who at first were afraid to come to 

me. 

The Waguha, the natives of the island, and the adjoining 

main, live together in villages of considerable size, the 
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characteristic of which is the arrangement of the houses in 

straight rows, forming streets. The houses, although low, 

bee-hive like erections, are often fitted very comfortably 

inside as to sleeping-places, mats, and utensils, but the all-

prevailing smoke keeps us out of them. 

The tribal dress and ornament of the people is very 

distinctive and peculiar. The dress is made of the fibre of the 

raphia palm, imported from Rua and other countries, and 

consists of a short skirt gathered round the loins, variously 

ornamented and fringed for the women, and plain for the 

men; the latter, however, further dress themselves in monkey 

or leopard skins, displayed apron-wise in front, when they 

can get them. Both men and women have the most elaborate 

coiffures, padded and pomatumed to an extraordinary extent, 

and ornamented with coronets of cowries, with iron bands, 

forming a sort of skeleton crown, and with numerous long 

ornamented iron and wooden bodkins stuck artistically 

about, in the huge cushion formed by the hair. There, as well 

as being ornaments, are useful to introduce into the structure 

without disturbing it, for the purpose of soothing local 

irrigation on the surface of the head, which it may be 

supposed affords a well-sheltered home for certain enemies 

of mankind. 
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The waist, neck, and limbs are used to display beads and 

rings of brass and iron wire as much as can be procured, and, 

as regards the women, the decoration is completed by an 

elaborate tattooed pattern of dots and ridges all over the front 

of the body, which in a complete toilet is oiled up to show 

the pattern to advantage. 

There are many splendid specimens of humanity of both 

sexes to be seen among them, and the unmixed Waguha are 

by no means repulsive of countenance, whereon is often 

indicated character both gentle and energetic. The children 

for the most part, when clothed at all, are clothed with any 

bit of rag or skin suspended to a piece of string round the 

waist; a fair-sized cotton handkerchief completely sets them 

up. 

The life of the natives, when undisturbed by war, is a 

round of seed-time and harvest, and the time of waiting for 

seed-time again. But the women are always at work; the 

household duties, which as elsewhere is their department, 

though certainly less elaborate, go deeper into the matter 

than with us. The food stuff they dish up to their households 

they must first sow, reap, pound, and grind, and the water 

they must carry on their heads from its source. Their lives 

are a continual round of drudgery, but many of the well-to-

do women have slaves who do most of this. 
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The men seem to lead a lazy life, but still, on closer 

inspection, there is a considerable fishing industry, and a 

large production of mats, as well as the manufacture of tools 

and arms, all of which is done by them. The women, 

however, do the pottery work, for which the island is 

famous. 

My first visit to the chief’s village was a great occasion. 

Intending to take a quiet walk, to get the air and promote my 

acquaintance with the people, I found my proceedings were 

regarded by others with astonishment and curiosity. All our 

own men with their best clothes on followed me to “take care 

of me,” and the small village close at hand emptied itself 

completely into my train, till it became quite a formidable 

procession. 

The chief received me on a bare space opposite his 

house, providing stools and mats, and a crowd soon 

collected. I was somewhat alarmed, as though I had called 

an audience and had nothing to say; but I soon saw they were 

perfectly satisfied to gaze in silence, that is my silence, for 

they were as clamorous and eager for a good view, as any 

Zoological-Gardens crowd. After an exchange of the few 

civilities then at my command, I asked the chief about his 

wife; the use of the singular number, however, was 

unintelligible, but on explaining that I was interested in the 
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one who had paid me a visit, she was produced, and I offered 

a present of cloth. The lady happened to have a toothache, 

which enabled me to take my departure with credit, for the 

purpose of giving her medicine, for which she followed me 

home. 

The return procession, now including the people of the 

other village, must, I think, have nearly reached from one 

end of the journey to the other. 

As I entered my house, I soon found that the women and 

children of the party were by no means retarded in their 

progress by my doorway, and I should have been completely 

mobbed inside, but for the active and forcible aid of Ulaya, 

who, seeing the state of things, came and turned them out. 

For weeks and weeks the slow process of making 

acquaintances and gaining confidence was continued, until 

gradually the women would come and sit and gaze, and, as 

far as we were able, converse; while the peeping children 

ceased to scamper off when I rose up or advanced towards 

them. 

Although I was still far from well, I began now to be able 

to move about more, and to attend the household matters, but 

poor Jack was a mere shadow of his former self. 
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One evening, as just at sunset I was walking outside the 

house, three guns were fired in the offing, a signal agreed 

upon by Edward to announce his approach. Ulaya came 

running in great excitement, saying, “Mistress, the big ship 

is coming;” and in a few more minutes, the white hull of the 

Good News appeared rounding the southern point of our 

harbour, and, compared to anything else on the lake, she 

certainly did look like a big ship. 

The whole place was at once in a state of excitement, as 

every one rushed out to see the new wonder, which had been 

long talked of here, and which I saw now for the first time. 

I was also greatly relieved by my husband’s safe arrival, 

for I viewed the voyage as a rather dangerous adventure, the 

vessel being only jury rigged, and having no other auxiliary 

power than some very awkward paddles which were of little 

use. 

It turned out, however, that notwithstanding this she had 

made the quickest passage yet known on the lake, having 

been only two days and a half from the south end. 

The Morning Star, not to be behind, arrived the same 

night. 

The engineer who had been working at the Good News 

came also in her with my husband; but he was very ill, and, 
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as it proved, too far gone already to benefit by the change to 

Kavala, which it had been hoped would have brought him 

round. He died only ten days after his arrival here, regretted 

by all. 

In the Good News, the whole of the stores and property 

of the Marine Department was brought away from the south 

end, which station was now left to the superintendence of 

our colleague, who had come to the lake by the Nyassa route. 

The various materials and parts, however, to continue the 

construction of the vessel, had not yet arrived, and a series 

of voyages with the Morning Star had to be made, to bring 

the same to Kavala as they accumulated at the place of 

delivery, nor was the last consignment brought here until 

early in November (1885). 

Meantime, while the vessel was waiting for material, the 

work of preparation went on; a large workshop and shed 

were constructed close to the beach, and timber cut down 

and sawn into planks; doors and windows prepared, and 

roads and clearings effected about the station. 

On his return from the first of these voyages, Mr. Swann 

brought us the sad news of the death of our colleague at the 

south end, and as soon as all the Good News materials had 

been delivered, everything was brought to Kavala, and the 
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south end station now remains unoccupied, till 

reinforcements arrive from England. 

Soon afterwards, our two friends on the mainland 

opposite started for home, and that station had to be given 

up, and all the stores and property brought to the island. 

What with the delay in the delivery of the materials, and 

all this accumulating work, it is not to be wondered at that 

the construction of the vessel, which we here cannot but 

regard as the principal present work of the mission, was 

delayed. 

Early in November the Morning Star, having arrived 

with what purported to be the last load of material, the ship-

building work was proceeded with. A closer inspection now 

showed that the damage and loss to this material was much 

greater than had been supposed. Edward characterized the 

material as “a mass of wreckage,” and a great number of 

important pieces were found to be missing altogether. 

Since that time, the shipbuilding has been the daily work 

of the station. At six o’clock every morning, Edward and Mr. 

Swann go down to the vessel, and work there all the 

morning, having their breakfasts sent down to the shed. 

What with engine-fitting, blacksmithing, and carpentry, it is 

a busy scene of industry. The afternoon is also generally 
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taken up in various other work, such as building, 

storekeeping, &c., and both my husband and Mr. Swann 

keep their health best under these busy circumstances. 

Returning health, both to myself and my little boy, as 

well as the natural call to share in the work of the Mission, 

encouraged me to join still more actively in the proceeding 

business, and to attempt the long-cherished scheme of 

imparting some instruction to the native girls. 

The chief had already challenged Edward to fulfil his 

promise of instruction to the children, but as two of our 

missionaries were then located close at hand on the 

mainland, and he had already work more than enough to take 

up all his time, he did not feel justified in commencing 

school work. It was quite appropriate, however, that I should 

commence a girls’ class, and one day, the chief being in our 

verandah, I announced that I should commence a class for 

the girls, and he promised to send me his children. The very 

next day I commenced work with these girls, showing them 

pictures and various things, and keeping them amused. Soon 

a few more came, and having overcome the first shyness and 

fear, a regular course of instruction in reading, writing, and 

sewing was soon established. Each girl was permitted to 

carry off, and wear the garments she had succeeded in 
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completing in the sewing-class, and soon, thus decently clad, 

began to present an appearance of some respectability. 

The numbers of my scholars rapidly increased, until our 

verandah became both too small and inconvenient for the 

work. A school-house was therefore built containing a room 

twenty-six feet long, furnished with table, and forms, and 

shelves for the books and slates. This has proved a great 

convenience and improvement, and with few exceptions, has 

been the daily scene of useful work. 

Having no nurse, I am obliged to have Jack always with 

me in the school, and this has given rise to many amusing 

incidents, although on the whole it has scarcely been a 

hindrance to the work. 

Many ludicrous scenes occur frequently in school, but as 

a rule they are not wonderfully amenable to discipline. Soon 

after confidence had been somewhat secured, I was best by 

grown-up women requiring instruction, or perhaps, the, to 

them, more solid benefits of the school, in the shape of 

garments. I tried to include them, but found it impossible, 

and was obliged to restrict the class to girls. 

I now get from ten to fifteen scholars to the daily school; 

the variation is chiefly caused by the various household and 
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field duties they have to fulfil, and at sowing and harvest 

times nearly all are kept away. 

Some five or six girls, forming a first class, are now able 

to sew nicely, and can read from a book words of two and 

three syllables, as well as being able to repeat by heart 

various texts of Scripture and the Lord’s Prayer. A little 

advance has also been made in singing, enough to sustain a 

hymn in our Sunday service. 

The different feeling awakened towards these girls, 

under the advantage of decent clothing, and the little 

indication of intelligence acquired by the instruction they 

have received, is wonderful indeed; they seem quite different 

creatures to the rude young savages I commenced with. A 

continuance of the work will, I believe, bring about some 

permanent change for the better, not only in the girls 

themselves, but in their families. Meantime, the chief still 

asked why the boys should be left out, and my husband, after 

long consideration, determined to devote half an hour each 

day to them. The boys’ school was commenced, and has ever 

since been running parallel with that of the girls, and about 

similar advance made. 
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The bugbear of such efforts in Africa, the desire of 

scholars and parents to be paid for their “work,” has also 

been overcome by quiet and determined resistance. 

The question of the adults was still urged upon us by the 

natives, and our colleagues, the missionaries on the 

mainland, having now departed, a regular meeting for public 

worship was established on Sundays, open to all, and has 

been regularly continued, with an average attendance of 

twenty persons. 

A Sunday afternoon class is held for instruction in, and 

explanation of, the worship, and in the daily schools 

instruction is also given, designed to enable the children to 

join intelligently in the religious service. 

Thus it is sought, at least, to keep together the threads of 

the work, until those specially fitted for its conduct shall 

arrive to our help. 

After a year upon the island, we have fairly well proved 

the healthiness of the situation, having all gradually 

improved in health, so that I have now fully taken that charge 

of household duties, which releases my husband to his much-

loved ship-building, while Jack has almost fully recovered 

the liveliness and activity of his age. Here we are free from 
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malaria and stagnant air, being literally at sea, although by 

no means isolated. 

But we are very short-handed. With the advent of a 

missionary to conduct the special objects of our work, and a 

medical officer to minister in his department to the needs of 

the natives and ourselves, Edward and Mr. Swann would still 

have their hands full of their own special work, with the 

addition, (until its completion), of the ship-building, and this 

island barely provided for. 

All round the lake other healthy sites are to be found, 

where it is hoped to establish stations, for the maintenance 

of which a perfect organization will shortly be completed. 

It is to be hoped that amongst the thousands in England, 

who long and wish for the emancipation of the African 

people, from the chains of depravity, ignorance, and slavery, 

there are large numbers who see in Christian missions, a 

means to that end which goes to the root of the matter, by 

aiming at the purification of the blood, while other 

organizations are endeavouring to staunch the outward 

wound. 

From those of such views is drawn great support for the 

Tanganyika and other missions, but now and here is 

specially needed the personal presence and aid of the friends 
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of Africa; men of power to influence and organize, of 

education both for impartment and for self-support, and of 

religious fervour for preaching the truths of the Christian 

religion; which personal testimony and historic evidence, 

combine to proclaim the source of individual happiness, and 

national advancement and prosperity, before which the 

bonds of moral and physical slavery are done away. 

The bath-chair is put away in the store, and my story 

must end. If, by its relation, ought has been done to increase 

the evidence of the accessibility of Central Africa to 

humanizing efforts, its end will have been served, for in 

Christian England such must surely lead to increased effort 

to save Africa. 

FINIS. 
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Conclusion 

More than a year and a half having elapsed since Mrs. 

Hore entered Ugigi, it may be interesting to the reader to 

know that at the date of the publication of this volume, letters 

regularly received by monthly caravan from Ugigi to 

Zanzibar report that, although many original members of the 

African Lakes expeditions have succumbed to the climate, 

or have been obliged to return home, yet that in the 

comparatively salubrious climate of their island home on 

Lake Tanganyika, surrounded by fresh sea-breezes and 

healthy ventilating winds, Captain and Mrs. Hore, with 

“Jack,” two European companions, and their native artisans 

and servants, still maintain their position, as the most 

advanced outposts, in that part of Central Africa, of 

civilization, commerce, and missionary enterprise. 

In the autumn of 1885, an excursion to the south end of 

the lake was made by Captain Hore and also Mr. Swann, 

who brought from thence to Kavala Island the shell of the 

steamer Good News, which had been conveyed in sections 

by the African Lakes Company from Quillimane up the 

Zambesi River, and across to Lake Tanganyika by the same 

route which Mrs. Hore was driven back from, by the native 
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rising against the Portuguese, when she first attempted to 

reach Kavala Island by that route. 

This ship, for missionary work and commerce on the 

lake, is a powerful sailing vessel of thirty-six tons B.M., 

length fifty-four feet, beam twelve feet, fitted with auxiliary 

steam, and is probably now completed at the island which 

has been selected by Captain Hore, for its central, safe, 

healthy position and beautiful harbour, as the head-quarters 

of the Marine Department under his control; and from 

whence he will have under command, for rapid and secure 

communication and transport, the 1000 miles of coast-line 

surrounding the lake. The shell of the vessel was put together 

at the south end station of the lake, in Hore Bay, 200 miles, 

by water, from Kavala Island. Mrs. Hore says, “We have had 

it in hand by that route over two years, and in the meantime 

Edward has brought the sections of the large life-boat 

overland from Zanzibar, requiring over 1000 porters, and has 

put it together here, and had it in use more than a year.” 

At the end of 1885 she writes, “We have moved into our 

new house, and find it most comfortable. It is built of ‘wattle 

and daub,’ with thatched roof; the floor is the earth well 

beaten, and covered with native mats… We are all three in 

better health, and I am exceedingly happy and comfortable; 

though now and then, I admit, I should much enjoy the 
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companionship and conversation of an Englishwoman. Jack 

is almost himself again, and plays with the Waguha boys, 

whom he invites into the verandah to play with his toys… I 

lead a very busy life, for activity and cheerfulness are the 

best means of keeping off fever. I have begun to teach about 

twenty girls, from seven to fifteen years of age, to read and 

sew,–teaching in Swahili. Each girls makes herself a simple 

garment, and although they have never seen a thimble, 

needle, or thread before, yet some of them have already 

made three garments. The women and girls hold a most 

degraded position, and the natives are much amused at the 

interest I take in the girls; but I shall feel amply repaid for 

coming out to African if I can only bring a little brightness 

into the lives of these poor creatures. Our chief, Kavala, is 

very friendly; he has forty wives, who constantly visit us, 

and expect a present; but we cannot clothe the whole court. 

One of the wives lately drank too much ‘pombe,’ and burnt 

down six of the huts. Kavala wanted to kill her and her little 

daughter, and would certainly have done so, but for our 

influence over him. We occasionally entertain the Roman 

Catholic missionaries, whose mails we conduct with those 

of the other societies.” 
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In February, 1886, she writes, “We are all in good health; 

also our companion, Mr. Swann, who, with my husband, has 

nearly completed the hull of the Good News.” 

In March, she reports a terrific storm, during which the 

electric fluid struck the house and workshop, lifting Mr. 

Swann and the native blacksmith off their feet, and 

precipitating them over the forge, which it also lifted out of 

position. Three earthquake shocks have also been 

experienced since arrival. 

The great chief of Msowa came to visit the white settlers 

in great pomp, and Mrs. Hore was also visited by a chieftess 

from another district, whose name, when translated, is “The 

Pig.” 

She writes, “While here, this lady wanted to drink, but 

no human being must see so great a personage take any 

support. She went into our little pantry, and Edward handed 

her a glass of water from behind the curtain; at home a 

trumpet would be blown, and a cloth held up in front of her.” 

By the last mail received, September, 1886, she writes, 

“We have had an immense treat since I wrote by last mail. A 

white man has been to see us – Lieutenant Gleerup of the 

Swedish army. He could speak English, so it has been a great 

pleasure to us. He is crossing Africa, having come from 
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Stanley Falls on the Congo, where he has been stationed for 

a year, and he is now on his way to Zanzibar. We were able 

to help him with a good many things, as he was ‘hard up;’ 

we found him in boots, medicines, tinned provisions, 

matches, soap, &c. His visit has quite cheered us up. We also 

keep up a friendly intercourse with the R.C. Algerian 

missionaries, one of whom, M. Vynch, sent us some plants 

and some European potatoes, a basket of cresses (a very 

hygienic salad). This kind, good man sent for Jack, (when so 

ill) a bottle of Malaga wine, grown in their own vineyard in 

Algeria; and, when here, he aroused us all early one morning 

– at sunrise, – by playing beautifully on a bugle –

‘God Save the Queen.’

I was much pleased and touched, at hearing such a home-

tune, in the very heart of Central Africa.” 

E.W. 

Retford, Oct., 1886. 
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