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party over the fires which they had kindled 

in the centre of the group of rocks, where 
they were well sheltered from the cutting 

winds, Tofiki and I went on alone. 

The higher we ascended the more rocky 
the steeps became ; but for a while a little 
heath, and various kinds of frosty-looking 
plants with pinkish and yellow flowers re- 
mained. The grey rocks, brownish-green 
heath, and ash-coloured plants gave to the 
region a peculiarly mottled appearance, 
striking for its uniformity and extent. At 
length the vegetation dwindled down till 
it disappeared altogether, and there was 
nothing left but rocks and rocks. 

Over the rocks we ascended, ridge after 
ridge, to find that there was yet another. 
It was wearisome work. At length the 
rocks gave place to clear tracts of loose, 
dry sand, in which we sank up to our 
ankles ; and now we began to find it diffi- 
cult to respire. It was as if there was no 
breath in the atmosphere. 

twenty or thirty yards exhausted us. My 
lips were cracking, the veins in my head 
felt like bursting, my head swam, and, I 
was going to say, my very wits seemed 
wandering. 

Great changes were coming over Tofiki. 
He could not keep up with me, though I 
urged him constantly to do so. ‘Pole, 
pole (slowly, slowly), Buana,’ he gasped 
out, and I slackened my pace. Still he 
remained behind. He was fast failing, 
When we paused for breath, I rested; he 
rather fell than sat down. His efforts to 
speak were mere sputterings. At length 
he mustered courage to say, ‘The ascent 
of this mountain is nothing to me; but I 
do not want you to be beaten. I fear, 
however, I cannot go much farther.’ Now, 

_ nothing but the sternest necessity could 
have elicited this confession from him. I 
did not wish to try him too severely ; stiil, 
as we were so near the goal, I cheered him 
on. I got from one stage to another, till, 
falling to the ground and gasping for 
breath, he stammered out, ‘Buana, I can- 
not go on; but if you have strength, try 
aione, never mind me; I should not like 

seemed really within my reach. 
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you to be beaten ; I will wait here for you, 
If you come back, well and good; if not, 
I shall not move from this spot, but shall 
die here!’ and the good, faithful fellow 
meant every word he said. I would not have 
sacrificed him for all the ‘ eternal snows’ 
on the world ; but I could not give up vet. 
If I could only reach the snow so as to 
touch it, I should be content; and it now 

I paused 
to take a view of my situation. There was 
Kimawenzi on my right some miles off, 
but in appearance very near, almost stand- 
ing over me in awful majesty. Between 
myself and it there was nothing but a wind- 
swept declivity of coarse, dry sand, as 
clean and as smooth as a sea-beach; but I 
was not bound thither. A little on my left 
was the snowy Kibo. I was almost flush 
with its southern face, and, I believe, quite 
as high as its snow-line on that side, and 
higher than the snow lies on its western 
slopes. The snows which were visible 
now were those lying on its eastern side, 
and they were at a much greater altitude 
than those on the other sides. The snow 
on the east of Kibo is a thick cap upon the 
very top, but trending downwards in an 
irregular line towards the south. At the 
south-east of the dome there is a precipice, 
at the bottom of which is a long tongue of 
snow, from which the snow-line runs down- 
wards round the dome to the west. It was 
this patch of snow upon which I had all 
along fixed my eye, and which I desired to 
reach. Directly before me was the ridge 
which runs between the two summits ; but 
it is not the one that is seen from below. 
It rises into two mounds in the centre, but 
is otherwise smooth and regular. The 
distance between Kibo and Kimawenzi did 
not appear so great here as it did from our 
camp at Moche, but this may be due to 
the refraction of the atmosphere. 

But how was I to reach that patch of 
snow? ‘There was the saddle ridge before 
me, and the way to it was clear, there being 
nothing between me and it but a smooth, 
sandy hollow. Gaining its top, I could 
pursue my way down hill to the top of the


