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A GUANACO ON THE LOOK-OUT.

CHAPTER I

WHY PATAGONIA ?— GOOD-BYE —THE START — DIRTY WEATHER—
LISBON—THE ISLAND OF PALMA— PERNAMBUCO.

“ Pataconia! who would ever think of going to
such a place ?” “Why, you will be eaten up by
cannibals!” “What on earth makes you choose
such an outlandish part of the world to go to?”
“ What can be the attraction ?” “Why, it is
thousands of miles away, and no one has ever
been there before, except Captain Musters, and
one or two other adventurous madmen !”

B




WHY PATAGONIA?

These, and similar questions and exclamations
I heard from the lips of my friends and acquaint-
ances, when I told them of my intended trip to
Patagonia, the land of the Giants, the land of the
fabled Golden City of Manoa. What was the
attraction in going to an outlandish place so many
miles away ? The answer to the question was
contained in its own words. Precisely because it
was an outlandish place and so far away, I chose
it. Palled for the moment with civilisation and
its surroundings, I wanted to escape somewhere,
where I might be as far removed from them as
possible. Many of my readers have doubtless felt
the dissatisfaction with oneself, and everybody else,
that comes over one at times in the midst of the
pleasures of life ; when one wearies of the shallow
artificiality of modern existence ; when what was
once excitement has become so no longer, and
a longing grows up within one to taste a more
vigorous emotion than that afforded by the mono-
tonous round of society’s so-called “pleasures.”

Well, it was in this state of mind that I cast
round for some country which should possess the
qualities necessary to satisfy my requirements, and
finally I decided upon Patagonia as the most
suitable.  Without doubt there are wild countries

more favoured by Nature in many ways. But
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nowhere else are you so completely alone. No-
where else i1s there an area of 100,000 square
miles which you may gallop over, and where,
whilst enjoying a healthy, bracing climate, you are
safe from the persecutions of fevers, friends, savage
tribes, obnoxious animals, telegrams, letters, and
every other nuisance you are elsewhere liable to
be exposed to. To these attractions was added the
thought, always alluring to an active mind, that there
too I should be able to penetrate into vast wilds,
virgin as yet to the foot of man. Scenes of infinite
beauty and grandeur might be lying hidden in the
silent solitude of the mountains which bound the
barren plains of the Pampas, into whose mysterious
recesses no one as yet had ever ventured. And
I was to be the first to behold them |—an egotistical
pleasure, it is true; but the idea had a great charm
for me, as it has had for many others. Thus,
under the combined influence of the above con-
siderations, it was decided that Patagonia was to
be the chosen field of my new experiences.

My party consisted of Lord Queensberry and
Lord James Douglas, my two brothers, my hus-
band, and myself, and a friend, Mr. J. Beerbohm,
whose book, Wanderings in Patagonia, had just
been published when we left England. We only

took one servant with us, knowing that English
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servants inevitably provea nuisance and hindrance
in expeditions of the kind, when a great deal of
“ roughing it” has to be gone through, as they

have an unpleasant knack of falling ill at inoppor-

tune moments.
Our outfit was soon completed, and shipped,

together with our other luggage, on board the
good ship “Britannia,” which sailed from Liverpool
on the r1th December 1878. We ourselves were
going overland to join her at Bordeaux, as we
thereby had a day longer in England. Then
came an unpleasant duty, taking leave of our
friends. 1 hate saying good-bye. On the eve of
a long journey one cannot help thinking of the
uncertainty of everything in this world. The
voice that bids you God-speed may, before you
return, perhaps be silent for ever. The face of
each friend who grasps your hand vividly recalls
some scene of pleasant memory. Now it reminds
you of some hot August day among the purple
hills of Scotland, when a good bag, before an
excellent lunch, had been followed by some more
than usually exciting sport. The Highlands had
never looked so beautiful, so merry a party had
never clambered down the moors homeward, so
successful a day had never been followed by so

jolly an evening ; and then, with a sigh, as your
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friend leaves you, you ask yourself, “ Shall I ever
climb the moors again ?” Now it is to Leicester-
shire that your memory reverts. The merry blast
of the huntsman’s horn resounds, the view-halloa
rings out cheerily on the bright crisp air of a fine
hunting morning; the fox is “gone away,” you have
got a good start, and your friend has too. “Come
on,” he shouts, “let us see this run together!”
Side by side you fly the first fence, take your
horse in hand, and settle down to ride over the
broad grass country. How distinctly you remem-
ber that run, how easily you recall each fence you
flew together, each timber-rail you topped, and
that untempting bottom you both got so luckily
and safely over, and above all, the old farm-yard,
where the gallant fox yielded up his life. Mean-
while, with a forced smile and a common-place
remark, you part; and together, perhaps, you may
never hear the huntsman’s horn, never charge the
ox-fence, never strive to be foremost in the chase
again !

With these thoughts passing through my mind
I began to wonder why I wanted to leave England.
I remembered for the moment only the pleasant
features of the past, and remembering them, forgot
the feelings and circumstances which had prompted

me to embark on my present enterprise. The
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stern sex will possibly reprehend this exhibition of
female fickleness of purpose. May [ urge in its
palliation that my weakness scarcely lasted longer
than it has taken me to write this ?

14tk December—On a cold, rainy afternoon
we steamed down from Bordeaux in a little tender
to join the Britannia,” which was anchored off
Pauillac. We were soon alongside, and were
welcomed on board by Captain Brough, under
whose guidance we inspected, with a good deal of
interest, the fine ship which was to be our home
for some time. It would be superfluous for me to
describe the excellent internal arrangements on
board ; few of my readers, I imagine, but are
acquainted, either from experience or description,
with the sumptuous and comfortable fittings-up of
an Ocean passenger-steamer.

Soon the anchor was up—the propeller was
in motion, and our nerves had hardly recovered
from the shock inflicted by the report of the gun
which fired the parting salute, ere Pauillac was
scarcely distinguishable in the mist and rain
astern, By the time dinner was over we were
altogether out of sight of land, the rain was still
falling heavily, and prognostications of dirty
weather were being indulged in by the sailors.

Giving a last look at the night, I turned into the
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captain’s cosy deck-house, where I found my
companions deep in the intricacies and wranglings
of a rubber at whist, in which I, too, presently
took a hand. As time went on, indications that
it was getting rather rough were not wanting, in
the swaying of the ship and the noise of the wind ;
but so comfortable were we in our little cabin,
with the curtains drawn and lamps lit, that we
were quite astonished when the captain paid us
a visit at about nine o'clock, and told us that it
was blowing a regular gale.

The words were hardly out of his mouth
when the ship heeled suddenly over under a
tremendous shock, which was followed by a
mighty rush of water along the decks. We ran
out, thinking we must have struck a rock. The
night was as black as pitch, and the roaring of
the wind, the shouts of the sailors, and the wash
of the water along the decks, heightened with
their deafening noise, the anxiety of the moment.
Fortunately the shock we had experienced had
no worse cause than an enormous sea, which had
struck the ship forward, and swept right aft,
smashing whatever opposed its destructive course,
and bending thick iron stanchions as if they had
been mere wires.

As soon as the hubbub attendant on this
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incident had somewhat subsided, thankful that it
had been no worse, we returned to our game at
whist, which occupied us till eleven o'clock, at
which hour, “all lights out” being the order of
the ship, we turned into our cabins to sleep the
first night of many on board the « Britannia.”

The next day was fine and sunny, and so the
weather continued till we reached Lisbon, three
days after leaving Bordeaux, when it grew rather
rough again. At Lisbon we remained a day, taking
in coal and fresh provisions—and then once more
weighed anchor, not to drop it again till the
shores of the New World should have been
reached.

Just as it was beginning to dawn on the
morning of the second day after leaving Lisbon,
I was awakened by the speed of the vessel being
reduced to half its usual ratio, for so accustomed
does one become in a short time to the vibration
of the screw, that any change from its ordinary
force immediately disturbs one’s sleep. Looking
out of my cabin-window I could see that we were
close to land, so, dressing hurriedly, 1 went on
deck. We seemed to be but a stone’s-throw from
an island, whose bold rugged heights rose up
darkly against the pale light that shone in the
morning sky. At one point of the shore the
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revolving light of a beacon flashed redly at
intervals, growing fainter and fainter each time,
as day slowly broke, and a golden haze began to
flood the eastern horizon. In the darkness the
island looked like a huge bare rock, but day-
light showed it clothed in tolerably luxuriant
vegetation. The presence of man was indicated
by the little white houses, which could be dis-
tinguished nestling in crannies of its apparently
steep green slopes. This was the island of Palma,
one of the Canary group, and small though it
looked, it numbers a good many inhabitants, and
furnishes a fair contingent of emigrants to the
River Plate, where “ Canarios,” as they are called,
are favourably looked upon, being a skilful, in-
dustrious race.

The days slipped quickly by, and soon, as we
neared the equator, it began to grow intensely
hot. Christmas Day spent in the tropics did not
rightly appear as such, though we kept it in the
orthodox manner, the head-steward preparing
quite a banquet, at which much merriment reigned,
and many speeches were spoken.

We arrived at Pernambuco on the 28th
December, but did not go on shore, as we were
only stopping in the port a couple of hours, and

were told, moreover, that there is nothing to be
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seen when one is there. We amused ourselves
watching the arrival of some fresh Brazilian
passengers, who were going with us to Rio. The
extensiveness of their get-up might have vied
with that of Solomon “in all his glory "—but tall
hats, white trousers, and frock-coats seemed
ludicrously out of place-on board ship. Not less
funny was the effusiveness of their affectionate
leave-takings. At parting they clasped their
friends to their breasts, interchanging kisses in the
most pathetic manner, and evincing an absence
of mauvaise fionte in the presence of us bystanders,
which was at once edifying and refreshing.
Autres pays, autres maurs.

Some boatmen camealongside, bringing baskets
of the celebrated Pernambuco white pineapples.
We bought some of this fruit, which we thought
delicious: it is the only tropical fruit which,
in my opinion, can vie with European kinds.
““ Luscious tropical fruit” sounds very well, as
does “the flashing Southern Cross;” but nearer
acquaintance with both proves very disappointing,
and dispels any of the illusions one may have
acquired respecting them, from the over-enthusi-
astic descriptions of imaginative travellers. Very
soon the captain came off shore again, with the
mails, etc. A bell was rung, the fruit-vendors

=l .
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were bundled over the side of the ship, chattering
and vociferating,—last kisses were interchanged
by the Brazilian passengers and their friends, up
went the anchor, round went the screw, bang !
went our parting salute, and, thank God, we are
off again, with a slight breeze stealing coolingly
over us, doubly grateful after the stifling heat

which oppressed us while at anchor.
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CHAPTER IL

BAHIA—RIO DE JANEIRO— RIO HARBOUR—THE TOWN—AN UPSET
—TIJUCA—A TROPICAL NIGHT —MORE UPSETS—SAFETY AT
LAST.

A bpay after leaving Pernambuco we dropped
anchor again; this time in the magnificent
“ Bahia de todos los Santos,” the ample dimen-
sions of which make its name a not inapposite

one. DBahia itself is built on a high ridge of

land, which runs out into the sea, and forms a
point at the entrance of the harbour. The town
is half hidden among huge banana trees and
cocoanut palms, and seen from on board looks
picturesque enough. After breakfast our party
went on shore, accompanied by the captain, and
for an hour or so we walked about the streets
and markets of the lower town, which stands at
the base of the ridge above mentioned. We
found it as dirty and ugly as could well be,
and our sense of smell had no little violence
done to it by the disagreeable odours which
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pervaded the air. There was a great deal of
movement going on everywhere, and the streets
swarmed with black slaves, male and female,
carrying heavy loads of salt meat, sacks of rice,
and other merchandise to and from the ware-
houses which lined the quays. They all seemed
to be very happy, to judge by their incessant
chatter and laughter, and not overworked either,
I should think, for they were most of them plump
enough, the women especially being many of
them almost inconveniently fat. Finding little
to detain us in the lower town, we had ourselves
transported to the upper in an hydraulic lift,
which makes journeys up and down every five
minutes.

Then we got into a mule-tramway, which
bowled us along the narrow streets at a famous
pace. Soon getting clear of the dirty town, we
drove along a pleasant high-road, on either side
of which stood pretty little villas, shaded by
palms and banana-trees, and encircled by trim
well-kept gardens, bright with a profusion of
tropical flowers. Now and then we could catch
a glimpse of the sea too, and as we went along
we found the tram was taking us out to the
extreme point of the ridge mentioned above.

Before we reached it we had to change our
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conveyance once or twice, as occasionally we
came to a descent so steep that carriages worked
up and down by hydraulic machinery had been
established to ply in conjunction with the ordinary
mule-trams. At last we were set down close to
the seashore, near a lighthouse which stands in a
commanding position on the point. The view
which was now before us was a splendid one ; the
immense bay lay at our feet, and beyond spread
the ocean, dotted with the tiny white sails of
numberless catamarans, as the queer native fish-
ing-boats are called, which looked like white gulls
resting on its blue waters. DBut the heat in the
open was so overpowering that we soon had to
take refuge in a little caf¢ close by, where we had
some luncheon, after which we went back to
Bahia the way we had come, by no means sorry
to get on board the cool, clean ship again. Half
an hour after our arrival the anchor was weighed,
and we steamed off, en route for Rio de Janeiro.
New Year's Day, like Christmas Day, was
passed at sea, and we celebrated it with much
festivity. Altogether our life on board was a
most agreeable one, thanks to the kindness and
attentions of the captain and his officers, and the
days flew by with surprising rapidity. Four days
after leaving Bahia we sighted land off Rio, at an
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early hour of the morning. Anxious to lose
nothing of the scenery, I had risen at about four
o'clock, and certainly I had no reason to repent
of my eagerness. We had passed Cape Frio, and
were steaming along a line of coast which runs
from the cape up to the opening of the bay. Thick
mists hung over the high peaks and hills, shroud-
ing their outlines, and along the shore the surf
broke with a sullen roar against the base of the
cliffs which fell abruptly down to the sea. As yet
ail was grey and indistinct. But presently the sun,
which for a long time had been struggling with
the mists, shone victoriously forth ; the fog disap-
peared as if by magic, disclosing, bathed in the
glow of sunrise, a grand scene of palm-covered
cliffs and mountains, which rose, range beyond
range, as far as the eye could reach. In front of
us lay Rio Harbour, with the huge Pad de Agucar,
or Sugar Loaf Mountain, standing like a gigantic
sentry at its entrance. In shape it is exactly like
the article of grocery from which it takes its name,
and rises abruptly, a solid mass of smooth rock,
to a height of 1270 feet. Its summit, long con-
sidered inaccessible, was reached by some English
middies a few years ago. Much to the anger and
disgust of the inhabitants of Rio, these adven-

turous youngsters planted the Union Jack on the
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highest point of the Loaf, and there it tloated, no
one daring to go up to take it down, till a patriotic
breeze swept it away. Directly opposite is the
Fort Santa Cruz, which, with its 120 guns, forms
the principal defence of the harbour. Soon we
were gliding past it, and threading our way
through the numerous craft which studded the
bay, we presently dropped anchor in front of Rio,
and found ourselves at leisure to examine the
harbour, one of the finest and largest in the world.
Covering a space of sixteen miles in a north and
south direction, it gradually widens from about
three-quarters of a mile at its entrance to fifteen
miles at its head. The town stands on the
western side of the bay, at about two miles from
its entrance. It is backed by a high range of
mountains, and, as seen from the bay, nestling
amidst oceans of green, presents a most pleasing
appearance. The harbour is dotted with little
islands, and all along its shores are scattered
villages, country seats, and plantations.

As soon as the captain had got through his
duties we took our places in his boat, and started
off for the shore. On landing at a slippery, dirty,
stone causeway, we were surrounded by a crowd
of negroes, who jabbered and grinned and gesti-

culated like so many monkeys. Making our way

-
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through their midst, we passed by the market-
place, and then, threading a number of hot, dirty,
little streets, we at last got into the main street of
the town, which was rather broad, and shaded on
either side by a row of trees.

The public buildings at Rio are all distin-
guished by their peculiar ugliness. They are
mostly painted yellow, a hue which seems to
prevail everywhere here, possibly in order to
harmonise with the complexion of the inhabit-
ants. The cathedral forms no exception to the
general rule. We entered it for a moment,
thinking that we might possibly see some good
pictures from the time of the Portuguese do-
minion. But we found everything covered up
in brown holland. Nossa Senhora da Francisca,
or whatever virgin saint the church is dedi-
cated to, was evidently in curl-papers, and we
could see nothing, though we could smell a
great deal more than was agreeable. Truly I
did not envy the saints their odour of sanc-
tity. To my mundane nostrils this same odour
smacked strongly of garlic and other abomina-
tions. We soon got tired of wandering aim-
lessly about, and feeling little desire to stop
in the town- any longer, we hired a carriage
and started off for a little place called Tijuca,

€
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which lies high up among the hills behind
Rio.

Our coach was drawn by four fine mules, who
galloped along the streets'at a rattling and—inas-
much as the driver was evidently an unskilful
one—an undesirable pace. We remonstrated with
him, but were told that it was the custom of the
country to drive at that rate. So, in deference to
the “custom of the country,” on we went at full
gallop, shaving lamp-posts, twisting round sharp
corners, frightening foot-passengers, and narrowly
missing upsetting, or being upset by, other vehicles
which came in the way.

I was quite thankful when we at last got safely
clear of the town. The road lay amongst the
most beautiful scenery, and the heat, though con-
siderable, was not oppressive enough to interfere
with my enjoyment of it. After a couple of hours’
driving we halted to give the mules a rest near
a little brook, which came rippling out from the
shady mass of vegetation which lined the road.
I sat down under a banana tree, letting my eyes
wander in lazy admiration over the scene at our
feet. 'We had gradually got to a good height
above Rio, and through a frame of leaves and
flowers 1 could see the town, the blue bay
studded with tiny green islands, and beyond, the
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rugged mountains, with a light mist hanging like
a silver veil over their purple slopes.

When the mules were sufficiently rested we
got into the carriage, and starting at a brisk trot,
it was not long before we got to the summit of a
hill, at the foot of which, in a little valley, lies
Tijuca. DBefore reaching it a rather stiff incline
had to be descended, and one of the wheelers,
either blown or obstinate, refused to hold the
carriage back. The driver insisted that the ani-
mal was only showing temper, and commenced to
flog it. Foreseeing the result, we all got out of
the carriage, and left the man to his own devices.
He persisted in whipping the recalcitrant mule,
and, as might have been expected, he presently
started the other animals off at full gallop, leaving
their comrade the option of following suit or falling.
It chose the latter course, and after a good deal of
slipping and sliding, went down with a tremendous
crash. The other three, taking fright, immediately
bolted, and we soon lost sight of carriage and
driver in a cloud of dust. We followed on down
the hill as fast as we could, rather anxious for the
safety of the driver. Here and there, as we
hurried along, we came across a piece of broken
harness, and presently, on turning a sharp corner,
we suddenly came upon the overturned carriage,




R R

—

—— e AT e T e TR T e T

the mules struggling and kicking in a confused
heap, and the driver, unhurt but frightened, sitting
in the grass by the side of the road. Assistance
having been procured from Tijuca, which was
close at hand, the mules were freed, and the
carriage raised off the dragged mule, which we
expected to find killed. To our surprise, how-
ever, no sooner were its limbs at liberty than it
sprang up and began to crop the grass in utter
unconcern as to the numerous wounds all over its
body. A horse in such a state would have been
completely cowed, and would probably never have
been of any use again. |
Leaving the driver to make the best of his
position, we walked down to the Hotel Whyte,
which lies snugly ensconced among palms and
orange-groves at Tijuca. The building, with its
clean cool rooms, shaded by verandahs, looked
particularly inviting after the establishments we
had been in at Rio, and it was pleasant too, to be
waited on by Englishmen—the proprietor and his
staff being of that nationality. A little stream runs
past the hotel, feeding a basin which has been
hewn out of the rock, where visitors can refresh
themselves with a plunge, a privilege of which the
gentlemen of our party were not slow to profit.
After 1 had rested a little I strolled away
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among the woods, feasting my eyes on the beauty
and novelty of the vegetation, and on the delight-
ful glimpses of scenery I occasionally stumbled
across, to attempt to describe which would only
be doing them an injustice. DBut that even this
paradise had its drawbacks I was not long in dis-
covering. I was about to throw myself on a soft
green bank, fringed with gold and silver ferns
and scarlet begonias, that stretched along a
sparkling rivulet, when suddenly my little terrier
darted at something that was lying on the bank,
and pursued it for a second, till my call brought
her back. The “something” was a snake of the
Cross, whose bite is almost instantaneously fatal,
and as I quickly retraced my steps to safer ground
I thanked my stars that I had been spared a
closer acquaintance with this deadly reptile.
When I got back I had a swim in the rocky basin
above mentioned, which refreshed me wonderfully.
Soon afterwards we sat down to dinner, winding
up the day by a cheery musical evening.

Before going to bed, enticed by the beauty of
the night, I strolled for an hour or more among
the woods at the back of the hotel, and gradually,
attracted by the noise of falling waters, I made
my way to a little cataract, which, coming from
some rocky heights above, dashed foaming into a
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broad basin, and swirling and bubbling over a
stony bed, disappeared below in the shadows of a
lonely glen. The moon, which was now shining
brightly, cast a pale gleam over its waters, and
myriads of fireflies flashed around like showers of
sparks. Not a sound was heard save the roar of
the water, and hardly a breath of wind stirred the
giant foliage of the sleeping forests. For a long
time I sat giving myself up to the softening influ-
ences of my surroundings, and thinking, amidst
the splendour of that warm tropical night, of the
dear old country far away, now, no doubt, covered
with ice and snow.

As we had to be on board the steamer by
twelve o’clock the next morning, the carriages
were ordered for eight o'clock, by which time we
were up and had breakfasted. The captain, my
husband, brother, and myself, took our seats in a
carriage drawn by two mules, Queensberry and
Mr. B. following in a Victoria. Having said
good-bye to Mr. Whyte, we told our driver to
start, cautioning him, as he was the same Jehu
who had driven us so recklessly the day before, to
be more careful. But again, for some unaccount-
able reason, he cracked his whip and started off at
full gallop. Again the mules bolted, and like
lightning we went down a little incline which
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leads from the hotel to the road. Then a sharp
turn had to be made, seeing which we held on
like grim death to the carriage, an upset being
now palpably inevitablee. On we went—the
carriage heeled over, balanced itself for a moment
on its two left wheels, and then, catching the
corner of a stone bridge, over it went with a crash,
burying us four luckless occupants beneath it, and
hurling the driver into the brook below. Happily
the shock had thrown the mules as well, for had
they galloped on, huddled as we were pell-mell
among the wheels of the carriage, the accident
must have ended in some disaster. As it was, we
had a most miraculous escape. The driver, who
meanwhile had picked himself, drenched and crest-
fallen, out of the brook, came in for a shower of
imprecations, which his stupidity and recklessness
had well earned for him. He made some feeble
attempts at an explanation, but no one under-
stood him, and he only aggravated the virulence
of our righteous wrath.

However, something had to be done, and
quickly, if we were to reach the steamer by twelve
o'clock. The Victoria was now the only convey-
ance left, and we could not all get into it. As
luck would have it, whilst we were debating, a

diligence was seen coming along the road, and, as
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it proved, there were sufficient vacant seats to
accommodate all our party,—Queensberry, Mr.
B. and myself going in the Victoria. The
driver having assured us that the mules were
perfectly quiet, and he himself appearing a
steadier sort of man than the other unfortunate

creature, we felt more at ease, and certainly at
first start all went smoothly enough. DBut, strange
to say, we were doomed to incur a third upset.
When we came to a steep descent, instead of
driving slowly, our coachman, for some inexplicable
reason, actually urged his animals into a .gallop.
We called to him to stop, but that was already
beyond his power, the mules having again bolted,
and, to make matters still more desperate, one of
the reins broke, leaving us completely at the
mercy of accidents. The road wound down the
side of a steep hill, and each time the swaying
carriage swung round one of the sharp curves we
were in imminent danger of being dashed over
the roadside, down a precipice three hundred feet
in depth. The peril of this eventuality increased
with our momentum, and, as the lesser of two
evils, we had to choose jumping out of the car-
riage. This we did at a convenient spot, and
fortunately, though we were all severely cut and
bruised, no bones were broken. In another
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second the coach and driver would have disap-
peared over the precipice had not one of the
mules suddenly fallen, and, acting as a drag on
the coach, enabled the driver to check the other
mule just in the nick of time.

To meet with three accidents in twenty-four
hours was rather too much of a good thing, and
vowing that we had had enough of Brazilian coach-
manship to last us all our lives, we completed the
rest of the way on foot, arriving two hours after
the appointed time, on board the old “ Britannia.”
We presented a very strange appearance, our
clothes torn and dust-stained, and our faces
covered with cuts and bruises; but a bath and a
little court-plaster soon put us all right, and we
were on deck again in time to have a last look

at Rio as we steamed away.
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I couLDp not repress a pang of regret as we

steamed slowly out of Rio Harbour. There may
be scenes more impressively sublime; there are,

without doubt, landscapes fashioned on a more
gigantic scale; by the side of the Himalayas or
the Alps, the mountains around Rio are insignifi-
cant enough, and one need not go out of England
in search for charming and romantic scenery.
But nowhere have the rugged and the tender, the
wild and the soft, been blended into such exquisite
union as at Rio, and it is this quality of unrivalled
contrasts, that, to my mind, gives to that scenery
its charm of unsurpassed loveliness. Nowhere
else is there such audacity, such fierceness even
of outline, coupled with such multiform splendour
of colour, such fairy-like delicacy of detail. Asa
precious jewel is encrusted by the coarse rock, the
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smiling bay lies encircled by frowningr mountains
of colossal proportions and the most capricious
shapes. In the production of this work the most
opposite powers of nature have been laid under
contribution. The awful work of the volcano;
the immense boulders of rock which lie piled up
to the clouds in irregular masses, have been
clothed in a brilliant web of tropical vegetation,
spun from sunshine and mist. Here nature
revels in manifold creation, life multiplies itself a
million fold, the soil bursts with exuberance of
fertility, and the profusion of vegetable and
animal life beggars description. Every tree is
clothed with a thousand luxuriant creepers, purple
and scarlet-blossomed ; they in their turn support
myriads of lichens and other verdant parasites.
The plants shoot up with marvellous rapidity, and
glitter with flowers of the rarest hues and shapes,
or bear quantities of luscious fruit, pleasant to the
eye and sweet to the taste. The air resounds
with the hum of insect-life; through the bright
green leaves of the banana skim the sparkling
humming-birds, and gorgeous butterflies of enor-
mous size float, glowing with every colour of the
rainbow on the flower-scented breezes. But over
all this beauty, over the luxuriance of vegetation,

over the softness of the tropical air, over the
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splendour of the sunshine, over the perfume of
the flowers, Pestilence has cast her fatal miasmas,
and, like the sword of Damocles, the yellow fever
hangs threateningly over the head of those who
dwell among these lovely scenes. Nature, how-
ever, is not to be blamed for this drawback to one
of her most charming creations. With better
drainage and cleanlier habits amongst its popula-
tion, there is no reason why Rio should not be a
perfectly healthy place. To exorcise the demon
who annually scourges its people, no acquaintance
with the black art is necessary. The scrubbing-
brush and Windsor soap—* this only is the witch-
craft need be used.” Four days after leaving
Rio we arrived at Monte Video, but as we came
from an infected port we were put into quarantine,
much to our disgust, and were of course unable
to go on shore. After we had discharged what
cargo we carried for Monte Video, we proceeded
to a little island, where we were to land the
quarantine passengers, amongst whom was my
brother Queensberry, who wanted to stop in
Monte Video for a fortnight, following us by
the next steamer. The quarantine island, which
was a bare rocky little place, did not look at all
inviting, and I certainly did not envy my brother
his three-days’ stay on it. He told me afterwards

e O
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that he had never passed such a miserable time
in all his life, the internal domestic arrangements
being most primitive.

The days after leaving Monte Video passed
swiftly enough, as it had got comparatively cool,
and we were able to have all kinds of games on
deck. After seven days at sea, early one morning
we sighted Cape Virgins, which commands the
north-eastern entrance to the Straits of Magellan.
The south-eastern point is called Cape Espiritu
Santo; the distance between the two capes being
about twenty-two miles. Whilst we were threading
the intricate passage of the First Narrows, which
are not more than two miles broad, I scanned with
interest the land I had come so many thousand
miles to see— Patagonia at last! Desolate and
dreary enough it looked, a succession of bare
plateaus, not a tree nor a shrub visible anywhere ;
a grey, shadowy country, which seemed hardly of
this world; such a landscape, in fact, as one might
expect to find on reaching some other planet.
Much as I had been astonished by the glow and
exuberance of tropical life at Rio, the impression
it had made on my mind had to yield in intensity
to the vague feelings of awe and wonder produced
by the sight of the huge barren solitudes now
before me.
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After passing the Second Narrows, Elizabeth
Island, so named by Sir Francis Drake, came in
sight. Its shores were covered with wild-fowl
and sea-birds, chiefly shag. Flocks of these
birds kept flying round the ship, and the water
itself, through which we passed, literally teemed
with gulls and every imaginable kind of sea-fowl.
We were soon abreast of Cape Negro, about
fourteen miles from Sandy Point. Here the cha-
racter of the country suddenly changes, for Cape
Negro is the point of the last southerly spur of
the Cordilleras, which runs along the coast, join-
ing the main ridge beyond Sandy Point. All
these spurs, like the Cordilleras themselves, are
clothed with beech forests and thick underwood
of the magnolia species, a vegetation, however,
which ends as abruptly as the spurs, from the
thickly-wooded sides of which, to the completely
bare plains, there is no graduation whatever.

As we went along we passed a couple of
canoes containing Fuegians, the inhabitants of
the Tierra del Fuego, but they were too far off
to enable me to judge of their appearance, though
I should have liked to have had a good look at
them. They are reputed to be cannibals, and no
doubt justly so. I have even been told that in
winter, when other food is scarce, they kill off



ARRIVAL AT SANDY POINT. 31

their own old men and women, though of course
they prefer a white man if obtainable.

At one oclock we cast anchor off Sandy
Point. This settlement is called officially by the
Chilians, to whom it belongs, “La Colonia de

)

Magellanes.” It was formerly only a penal colony,
but in consequence of the great increase of traffic
through the Straits, the attention of the Chilian
Government was drawn to the importance the
place might ultimately assume, and, accordingly,
grants of land and other inducements were offered
to emigrants. But the colony up to the present
has never flourished as was expected, and during
a mutiny which took place there in 1877, many of
the houses were burned down, and a great deal of
property destroyed. As the steamer was to leave
in two hours, we began preparations for landing,
but meantime the breeze, which had sprung up
shortly after our arrival, freshened into a gale, and
the sea grew so rough that it was impossible to
lower a boat, and the lighters that had come off
shore to fetch away cargo dared not go back.
The gale lasted all day and the greater part of
the night, calming down a little towards three
o'clock in the morning. Every effort was accord-
ingly made to get us on shore, the alternative
being that we should have to go on with the




s e =
= i —— = e i
: - R

32 ARRIVAL AT SANDY POINT.

steamer to Valparaiso, the Company’s regulations
not allowing more than a certain length of time
to be spent at Sandy Point. As may be imagined,
we by no means liked the idea of such a possible
consummation, and the weather was eagerly
scanned, whilst our luggage and traps were being
hurried over the sides, as a fresh increase in the
strength of the wind would have been fatal.

At last all was ready; we said good-bye to
the captain and officers, to whose kindness during
the voyage we were so much indebted for our
enjoyment of our trip on board the Britannia "—
and climbing down the gangway took our seats
in the boat which was to carry us ashore. I felt
quite sad as we rowed away, leaving behind us
the good ship which we had come to look upon
as a home, and for which I at least felt almost a
personal affection.

After a long pull, during which the contrary
wind and tide bade fair to set at nought the
efforts of the four strong sailors who rowed us
ashore, we at last came alongside the old tumble-
down wooden pier, which forms the landing-stage
at Sandy Point. We succeeded in reaching its
end without incurring any mishap, though we ran
considerable risk from the many dangers with

which it bristled, in the shape of sudden yawning
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holes, and treacherously shifting planks. This
pier, however, had the merit—a questionable one
it is true—of being in keeping with the appear-
ance and condition of the whole colony to which
it served as a warning introduction. I suppose
there possibly may be drearier-looking places
than the town of Sandy Point, but I do not think
it is probable; and as we walked over the sand-
covered beach in front of the settlement, and
surveyed the gloomy rows of miserable wooden
huts, the silent, sOlitary streets, where, at that
moment, not a single living being was to be seen,
save some hungry-looking ostrich-hound, we all
agreed that the epithet of “ God-forsaken hole”
was the only description that did justice to the
merits of this desolate place,— nor did subsequent
and fuller acquaintance with it by any means
induce us to alter this unfavourable opinion.
Proceeding under the guidance of Mr. Duns-
muir, the English Consul, we halted about two
hundred yards from the pier, at a house which, we
were informed, was the principal shop and inn in the
place. It was not an ambitious establishment. Its
interior consisted of a ground-floor containing two
rooms, of which one served as a shop, and the other
as a sitting-room. This last apartment we secured
as a storeroom for our luggage and equipments, and
D
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there also we ate our meals during our sojourn in
Sandy Point. The upper portion of this magnifi-
cent dwelling was a kind of loft, in one corner
of which was a small compartment, which my
brother and Mr. B. used as a bedroom. Through
the kindness of Mr. Dunsmuir my husband and
myself were lodged very comfortably in his own
house.

Our first experience of ‘“roughing it,” in the
shape of the breakfast with which Pedro the
innkeeper supplied us, being over, we sauntered
up through the grass-grown streets of the.cglony
to the house of Mr. Dunsmuir, from which, as it
stands on high ground, we obtained a good view
of the Straits and the opposite shores of the Tierra
del Fuego. The “Britannia” had already weighed
anchor, and for a long time we watched her
steaming away through the Straits, till, growing
gradually smaller and smaller, she at last dis-
appeared in the haze of the distant horizon. And
now that the last link, as it were, of the chain
which bound me to old England was gone, for the
first time I began to fully realise the fact that we
were ten thousand miles away from our home and
our friends, alone amidst strange faces and wild
scenes ; and it required almost an effort to banish

the impression that the whole thing was a dream,
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from which I was presently to awaken and find
myself back in England again.

"Our anxiety to leave Sandy Point as soon as
possible hastened preparations we had to make
before starting ; but even with every wish to get
away, there was so much to be done that we
calculated we should not be ready to start for at
least four days. There were guides to be found,
good dogs to be bought, and, above all, suitable
horses to be hired or purchased. Numbers of
these latter animals were brought for our inspec-
tion, from among which we selected about ffty,
of whose merits and failings I shall have to speak
at a later occasion. We found the charges for
everything ridiculously high, and though no doubt
we were cheated on all sides, there was nothing to
be done but to accept the prices and conditions
demanded, as guides were not plentiful, and the
other necessities procurable nowhere else.

A whole day was spent in unpacking the
provisions and equipments we had brought
from England, and in putting them into canvas
bags, so as to be conveniently portable on horse-
back. For the benefit of those who may contem-
plate an expedition similar to ours, I give the
following list of the articles and provisions we

took with us. We limited ourselves, I may say
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en passant, to such things as were absolutely
indispensable, the disadvantages arising from
being burdened with unnecessary luggage on such
a trip being self-evident :—Two small tents (Zentes
d’'abrt), 2 hatchets, 1 pail, 1 iron pot for cooking,
1 frying-pan, I saucepan, biscuits, coffee, tea, sugar,
flour, oatmeal, preserved milk, and a few tins of
butter, 2 kegs of whisky.

To the above we added a sack of yerba maté,
of which herb we all grew so fond that we
ultimately used it to the complete exclusion of tea
and coffee, although at first we by no means
agreed with the enthusiastic description of its
merits given by Mr. B., at whose recommenda-
tion we had taken it.

Our personal outfit consisted, in addition to
a few changes of woollen underclothing, in a
guanaco-fur mantle, a rug or two, a sheath-knife
and revolver; besides, of course, the guns and
rifles we had brought for sporting purposes. The
cartridges for the latter, of which we had a great
number, formed the heaviest item of weight ; but
notwithstanding the care we had used in our cal-
culations, so as not to take more provisions than
we wanted, the goodly pile which was formed
when all our luggage was heaped together was

rather alarming, and we found that twelve horses
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at least would be required to carry it. Fortunately
we were able to procure three mules, who, between
them, carried more than six horses could have
done, without, moreover, suffering half as much as
the latter in condition from fatigue, or the severe
heat which we occasionally encountered.

We selected our guides from among a number
who offered their services. We chose four; two
Frenchmen, an Argentine gaucho, and a nonde-
script creature, an inhabitant of Sandy Point, I'Aria
by name, who had accompanied Captain Musters
on his expedition. This I'’Aria was a dried-up-
looking being of over sixty, but he proved a use-
ful servant, notwithstanding his age. He was a
beautiful rider; and, considering his years, wonder-
fully active and enduring. Aslong as we remained
in Sandy Point, however, he was of little use to us,
as he was never by any chance sober, though,
strange to say, when once we left the settlement,
he became a total abstainer, and stoutly refused,
during the whole of the trip, to take any liquor
that was offered to him. His face, the skin of
which, from long exposure to wind and weather,
had acquired the consistency of parchment, was
one mass of wrinkles, and burnt almost black by
the sun, while the watchful, cunning expression of

his twinkling bead-like eyes added to his wild




38 OUR GUIDES.

appearance, the Mephistophelian character of
which earned for him the sobriquet of “The devil's
agent for Patagonia.” He had passed more than
forty years of his life on the pampa, and was,
therefore, well qualified to act as guide. Of the
others, Gregorio gave us most satisfaction, and
served us all through the trip with untiring zeal
and fidelity. He was a good-looking man, of about
forty, and added to the other accomplishments of
his craft as gaucho, a slight knowledge of English.
His ordinary occupation was that of an Indian
trader, and at one time of his career he had owned
a small schooner, with which he used to go seal-
hunting in the season. One of the Frenchmen,
Francois, whose original profession had been that
of a cook, proved most useful to us in that capacity,
and played the changes on what would otherwise
have been a slightly monotonous diet of guanaco
and ostrich meat, in a marvellous manner. His
career, like Gregorio's, had been a chequered one.
After having served during the Franco-Prussian
war as a Chasseur d'Afrique, he left his country
with three companions to start some business in
South America, on the failure of which he turned
his attention to ostrich-hunting. He was a cheery,
handsome little fellow, and was possessed, more-
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