
THREE THOUSAND MILES ON FOOT. 301 
  

From Msuwah we travelled on with an 

Arab caravan till past Simbaweéni, crossing 

the Lugereugeri on our third march, and 

going through a pass in the Duthumi hills, 

and then through a well-cultivated fertile 

valley full of small conical knolls, and by 

another pass on to Simbawéni, and then 

across the Lugereugeri a second time. 

From here we followed the same route as 

Stanley to Reheneko, on the other side of 

the Makata. At Reheneko, Dillon and I 

halted for a month, to wait for Moffat and 

Murphy, at the end of which time Murphy 

came up alone, bringing the sad news that 

Moffat had died before crossing the Makata. 

Poor young fellow! his whole heart was in 

the expedition. He had sold his all—a 

sugar plantation at Natal—and was willing 

to expend the last farthing in the cause of 

African exploration. Murphy himself was 

very ill when he arrived. After a few days’ 

halt, to enable him to recover his strength 

somewhat, we started across the Usagara 

mountains, and then passed Miunyi Useg- 

hara, up the valley of the Mukoudokwa, by 

the same route as Stanley to Lake Ugombo, 

and then across a rough, waterless country 

to Mpwapwa. At Mpwapwa were three or 

four caravans of different sizes, and one of 

Wanyamwezi would have been robbed if I 

had not interfered to prevent it. From 

Mpwapwa we went on across the Marenga 

Mkali, and to obviate the inconvenience of 

being without water for two days, I filled 

four air-pillows with water which held three 

gallons each. After the Marenga Mkali we 

arrived at Moumé, the first station in 

Ugogo, and came into the full swing of 

tribute-paying, and were detained three or 

four days before it could be settled. The 

first day, the chief and all hands were 

drunk, and the next day the chief would 

only receive the tribute through his prime 

minister, and he was too drunk to transact 

any business ; and so on from day to day. 

There is no passing through Ugogo with- 

out paying tribute; for, although the people 

do not as a tule fight, if the demand is 

resisted they carry off all they can of their 

provisions and stores, destroy their houses   

and all they leave behind, fill up their 

waterholes, and retreat into the jungles, 

and leave the strangers to die of thirst and 

starvation, assured of being repaid by the 

stores, which are certain to be abandoned, 

for any losses they themselves have incurred. 

This occurred two or three times when 

Arab caravans have attempted to avoid 

paying mhongo. Soon after Moumé we 

struck Burton’s route at Kanyenyé, or Great 

Ugogo, where the same chief (Mogamba) 

reigns as was there in his time. From 

Kanyenyé we went on rising, at the end 

of the plain which leads up a steep wall- 

like range of hills to another plateau. On 

this plateau we went through a range of 

hills formed of blocks and boulders of 

granite piled about in the wildest confusion, 

and came to Usekhé, where we camped 

close to the largest boulder of granite that, 

up to that time, I had ever seen. 

Here again tribute, drunkenness, and 

delays, and then on our march to Khoko, 

where some Wamerima are settled, and 

where we camped under one of three enor- 

mous trees—our own caravan, and others 

accompanying it, in all amounting to about 

five hundred men, camping under one tree. 

From here was one march to Mdabaree, 

the last district of Ugogo, and where we 

finished with mhongo for the time being. 

As we were a short way from where white 

men had passed before, the chief’s headman 

said we had to stop till all the people had 

seen us ; in fact, he made a raree show of us. 

We now entered on what used to be 

dreaded as Mgunda Mkali, or fiery field, 

but which now is far easier to traverse than 

it was in the days of Burton and Speke. 

After a few days we came to Jiwé la Singa, 

where there are almost as many fantastic 

boulders as near Usekhé, the name of the 

place meaning the rock of soft grass. From 

here we marched through a wild and un- 

inhabited country, with much game, but 

very wild and scared, making longish 

marches on account of the scarcity and 

badness of the water. 

On July 31 we reached the village 

of the chief of Urgu. Here we stopped


