S TA N L E Y F I N D S L I V I N G S T O N E
1871

Henry M. Stanley
Throughout the 19th century, Europeans explored the interior of Africa, seeking
to open the continent to European trade. David Livingstone, a Scottish missionary
and explorer, conducted numerous trips to the African interior. In 1866, on one of
Livingstone’s expeditions, some of his followers deserted him and then spread the
rumor that he had died. Five years later, the New York Herald sent reporter Henry
M. Stanley to Africa to find Livingstone.
T H I N K T H R O U G H H I S T O R Y : Summarizing

What are Stanley’s emotions as he approaches the village where Livingstone may be?

A couple of hours brought us to the base of a hill, from the top of which the
Kirangozi said we could obtain a view of the great Tanganyika Lake. Heedless of
a rough path or of the toilsome steep, spurred onward by the cheery promise, the
ascent was performed in a short time. I was pleased at the sight; and, as we
descended, it opened more and more into view until it was revealed at last as a
grand inland sea, bounded westward by an appalling and black-blue range of
mountains, and stretching north and south without bounds, a grey expanse of
water.
From the western base of the hill was a three hours’ march, though no march
ever passed off so quickly. The hours seemed to have been quarters, we had seen
so much that was novel and rare to us who had been travelling so long on the
highlands. The mountains bounding the lake on the eastward receded and the lake
advanced. We had crossed the Ruche, or Linche, and its thick belt of tall matted
grass. We had plunged into a perfect forest of them and had entered into the cultivated fields which supply the port of Ujiji with vegetables, etc., and we stood at
last on the summit of the last hill of the myriads we had crossed, and the port of
Ujiji, embowered in palms, with the tiny waves of the silver waters of the
Tanganyika rolling at its feet, was directly below us.
We are now about descending—in a few minutes we shall have reached the spot
where we imagine the object of our search—our fate will soon be decided. No one
in that town knows we are coming; least of all do they know we are so close to
them. If any of them ever heard of the white man at Unyanyembe they must
believe we are there yet . . .
Well, we are but a mile from Ujiji now, and it is high time we should let them
know a caravan is coming; so “Commence firing” is the word passed along the
length of the column, and gladly do they begin. They have loaded their muskets
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half full, and they roar like the broadside of a line-of-battle ship. Down go the
ramrods, sending huge charges home to the breech, and volley after volley is fired.
The flags are fluttered; the banner of America is in front, waving joyfully; the
guide is in the zenith of his glory. The former residents of Zanzita will know it
directly and will wonder—as well they may—as to what it means. Never were the
Stars and Stripes so beautiful to my mind—the breeze of the Tanganyika has such
an effect on them. The guide blows his horn, and the shrill, wild clangour of it is
far and near; and still the cannon muskets tell the noisy seconds. By this time the
Arabs are fully alarmed; the natives of Ujiji, Waguha, Warundi, Wanguana, and I
know not whom hurry up by the hundreds to ask what it all means—this fusillading, shouting, and blowing of horns and flag flying. There are Yambos shouted out
to me by the dozen, and delighted Arabs have run up breathlessly to shake my
hand and ask anxiously where I come from. But I have no patience with them.
The expedition goes far too slow. I should like to settle the vexed question by one
personal view. Where is he? Has he fled?
Suddenly a man—a black man—at my elbow shouts in English, “How do you
do, sir?”
“Hello, who the deuce are you?”
“I am the servant of Dr. Livingstone,” he says; and before I can ask any more
questions he is running like a madman towards the town.
We have at last entered the town. There are hundreds of people around me—I
might say thousands without exaggeration, it seems to me. It is a grand triumphal
procession. As we move, they move. All eyes are drawn towards us. The expedition at last comes to a halt; the journey is ended for a time; but I alone have a few
more steps to make.
There is a group of the most respectable Arabs, and as I come nearer I see the
white face of an old man among them. He has a cap with a gold band around it,
his dress is a short jacket of red blanket cloth, and his pants—well, I didn’t
observe. I am shaking hands with him. We raise our hats, and I say:
“Dr. Livingstone, I presume?”
And he says, “Yes.”

Source: Excerpt from New York Herald, August 10, 1872.
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