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five of the boat’s crew on each side of me armed with Snider
rifles. We reach a short broad street, at the end of whichis g
bhut. Here the Kabuka is seated with a multitude of chicfs,
ranked from the throne in two opposing kneeling or seated lineg,
the ends being closed in by drummers, guards, executioners, pages,
etc. As we approached the nearest group, it opened, and the
drummers beat mighty sounds. The Forernost Man of Equatorial
Africa rises and advances, and all the kneeling and seated lines
rise—generals, colonels, chiefs, cooks, butlers, pages, executioners,

The Kabeke, o tall, clean-faced, large-eyed, nervous~looking,
thin man, clad in a tarbush, black robe, with a white shirt belted
with gold, shook my hands warmly and impressively, and, bow-
ing not ungracefully, invited me to be seated on an iron stool. [
waited for him to show the example, and then Tand all the others
seated ourselves.

He first' took a deliberate survey of me, which I returned with
interest, for he was as interesting to me as I was to him. His
impression of me was that I was younger than Speke, not so tal),
but better dressed. This I gathered from his criticisms as con-
fided to his chiefs and favourites.

My impression of him was that he and I would become better
acquainted, that I should make a couvert of him, and make him
useful to Africa—but what other impressions I had may be
gathered from the remarks I wrote that evening in my diary:—

% Mtesa has impressed me as being an intelligent and distinguished
prince, who, if aided in time by virtuous philanthropists, will do more for
Central Africa than fifty years of Gospel teaching, unaided by such au-
thority, can do. I think ! see in him the light that shall lighten the dark-
ness of this benighted region; a prince well worthy the most hearty
sympathies that Europe can give him. In this man I see the possible
fruition of Livingstone’s hopes, for with his aid the civilization of Equatorial
Africa becomes feasible. I saw over three thousand soldiers of Mtesa
nearly half civilized. Isaw about a hundred chiefs who might be classed
in the same scale, and have witnessed with astonishment such order and
law as is obtainable in semi-civilized countries. All this is the result of a
poor Mustim’s labour ; his name is Muley ben Salim. He it was who first
began teaching here the doctrines of Islam. False and contemptible as
these doctrines are, they are preferable to the ruthless instincts of a savage
despot, whom Speke and Grant left wallowing in the blood of women, and
I honour the memory of Muley ben Salim— Muslim and slave-trader though
he be—the poor priest who has wrought this happy change. Witha strong
desire to improve still more the character of Mtesa, I shall begin building
on the foundation stones laid by Muley ben Salim. [ shall destroy bis
belief in Islam, and teach the doctrines of Jesus of Nazareth.”




