
THE PICTORIAL CABINET OF MARVELS. 
  

    4 ANG FRICA is the grave of many 

\ noble spirits. The Rev. 
Alfred New, after a brilliant 

and self-denying career as a 

missionary and explorer, at 

last succumbed to the mala- 

rious climate. His account of 
the ascent of Kilima Njaro, 
the tropical snow mountain, 

will exhibit the adventurous 
WW nature of the man :— 

ee “At length all difficulties 
were removed, and our party was organized. 
This time I took only the guide and Tofiki 
of my own men; the Waniki were utterly 
useless, and were left behind, of which they 
were heartily glad. As guides, Mandara 
gave me Mtemaand a brother of Marondo, 
Marondo himself having fallen ill. The 
first made his appearance at seven in the 
morning, and we set outatonce. Wecalled 
for the other guide on the way, and found 
him busily engaged preparing for the trip. 
Standing before his hut, he was receiving at 
the hands of his wife a thick covering of 
grease. He was a fine, tall, muscular 
fellow, quite a model, and absolutely with- 
out clothing. The scene brought to my 
mind the meeting of Ulysses with the Prin- 
cess Nausicaa on the shores of Phceacia, 
only there was less of shame and delicacy, 
if not more innocence, in this than in the 
Homeric scene. Our arrival did not dis- 
concert them in the least; the lubricating 

process went on till every part had received 
its due proportion of grease, and the hero 
shone again. But his wife was murmuring 
rebellion in his ears allthe time. “ What,” 
said she, “are you to have for this journey ? 
It is one of danger. You will feel the 
cold; let them give you a cloth before you 
start. Unless they do so, I would not go 
if I were you.” This was mentioned to 
me. I would gladly have given a cloth had 
I had one, but I had not, and explained the 

  

A TROPICAL SNOW MOUNTAIN. 
arrangement I had made with the mange 
instead. Nothing more was said, and the 
man, seizing a bundle of skins, at once led 
the way. 

Making a halt at the border to procure 
men and food, as we had done before, we 
continued our way. Our party completed, 
we numbered a dozen men: myself, Sadi, 
Tofiki, and nine Wachaga. Crossing the 
border at eleven a.m., we pursued the 
path we had taken before till two p.m, 
when we turned a little more to the left, 
going almost due north. Our present 
guide seemed more familiar with the work 
than Marondo :— 

‘ He knew each lane, and every alley green, 
Dingle or bushy dell of this wild wood, 
And every bosky bower from side to side.’ 

The weather was very fine and clear, 
though in so dense a forest we scarcely got 
a glimpse of the sun. On, on! up, up! 
we urged our way till the sun was fast de- 
clining to his rest. The rate at which we 
walked tried our utmost strength. Reaching 
the stream we had crossed on the former 

occasion, we paused. The guide sank from 
sheer exhaustion, Tofiki looked fatigued, and 
I confess I was weary. The stream here 
was much smaller than at the part where 
we had met with it before, for this time we 
had come upon it at a point much higher 
up the mountain. The water was so cold 
that I could only drink it in sips, it made 
my teeth ache. Ascending the steep face 
of the mountain on the other side of this 
stream, we encamped in a wood composed 
of broom from twenty to thirty feet in 
height. 

In a few moments the Wachaga put up a 
long shed, and did everything we asked 
them to do without a murmur. Without a 
scrap of clothing they ran about in the cold, 
and never gave in till the work was done. 
The air was very sharp and frosty ; I, who 

had clothing, felt this, and it is a wonder ta


