
A TROPICAL SNOW MOUNTAIN. 

me how the others bore it sowell. I made 
up for myself an excellent bed of the fine 
tops of the trees and moss combined, the 
latter being so abundant on the ground as 
to yield beneath the feet like a feather bed. 
-Fires were made large enough to roast an 
ox, still we could keep ourselves warm 
only on one side. Dividing my blankets 
between myself and the rest of the men, we 
rolled ourselves up for the night. 

The next morning at: 5.30 the thermo- 
meter, placed on a log of wood under the 
shed, read 37° 30’. The hoar frost was as 
thick on the leaves as I have ever seen it 
athome. In afew minutes we issued from 
the forest, when our guides paused, and 
pointed to something directly before them, 
and there rose Kibo, apparently within an 
hour’s march from us. It was a glorious 
sight. Not a cloud streaked the ethereal 
blue above, and in the light of the morning’s 
sun the snow shone with dazzling splendour. 
I thought of the words of the Psalm which 
struck Mr. Rebmann when he obtained in 
the far distance his first view of Kilima 
Njaro, twenty-three years before: ‘ Praise 
the Lord, I will praise the Lord with my 
whole heart. The works of the Lord are 
great, sought out by all them that have 
pleasure therein. His works are honour- 
able and glorious, and His righteousness 
endureth for ever: He hath made His 
wonderful works to be remembered. The 
Lord is gracious and full of compassion. 
He hath shown His people the power of 
His works, that He may give them the 
heritage of the heathen,’ 

Above the grass we reached an Alpine 
region of grass-covered hills, with a few 
patches of moss-draped wood here and 
there. The grasses were very different 
from the short lawn-like turf of the lower 
regions, being of a bladed and a much 
taller kind, but still abounding in clover and 
variegated with flowers. From one root 
sprang, high above all else, a stem bearing 
a large pink flower, tall and graceful as the 
lily. Another plant, much resembling sage 
in appearance, attracted my attention, and 
plucking the leaves, I found them highly | remarkable.   
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fragrant. From one of the loftiest ele 
vations in this region I turned to take a 
etrospect of the country over which we 

had passed. No wonder that the atmo- 
sphere was so clear, for we were far above 
the region of the clouds. Down rolled the 
mountains from our feet till all was hidden, 
and the eye rested upon illimitable fields 
of snowy clouds, exhibiting all manner of 
fantastic shapes, marching in grand atray, 
performing wondrous evolutions, unfolding, 
expanding, changing their forms and po- 
sition in endless variety, and displaying the 
most fascinating charms. 

Turning our backs upon this we resumed 
our climbing, which, relieved though it was 
by a slight descent now and again, was 
toilsome work, and made large demands 
upon our lungs. Sadi fell far behind, being 
almost beaten, and unable to carry even his 
owngun. Height after height was ascended 
with occasional pauses, till we reached 
another vegetable region,—one with heath, 
varied with detached clumps of a wiry kind 
of grass, many plants with frosty looking 
leaves, and exceedingly pretty flowers ; 
higher the steeps were covered with out- 
cropping rocks, not of granite and felspar, 
of which all the surrounding mountains are 
composed, but of pudding-stone or con- 
glomerate, and grey, compact, laminated 
rocks. 

At noon we halted upon a rocky ridge, 
directly before the snowy Kibo, in full view 
of Kimawenzi, and apparently very near the 
‘eternal snows.’ The sun poured his ver- 
tical beams upon us, yet the air was so cold 
and the wind so bleak that the men shivered. ° 
Setting up the thermometer upon the point 
of a spear, the mercury descended in half 
an hour from 70° (I had carried the ther- 
mometer in my pocket) to 57°, and in 
another half an hour to 50°, and this in the 
full blaze of the noon-day sun. 

I was struck with the exceeding dryness 
of the soil. After encountering, as we had 
done so recently, the heavy rains of the 
forest, and walking up to our ankles in the 
mud of that region, the dryness here was 

No rain could have fallen


