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WHEN a very young man, the fates decreed that I should
leave the old country, and, like many another son of Britain,
go out into the wide world in quest partly of adventure, partly
of better opportunities than the crowded ranks of home
scemed to offer. A mistaken idea, maybe ; but I was then
so imbued, through all that I had read of Brazil, with the
glamour of romantic imaginings of its wondrous tropical life,
that finally I selected this field for the scene of what is the duty
of every man—to try to hew out for himself a path to success.
Consequently, some seventeen years ago found me throwing
up London engagements, and with only the knowledge of my
profession to depend upon, but heaps of sanguine anticipa-
tions, landing friendless and ignorant of the language in the
country that has since been so kind to me. During these
many years the exercise of my profession has carried me over
a very considerable section of the interior of this vast land, ne-
cessitated a residence in all the chief coast cities north of Rio
de Janeiro, and brought me into intimate relations with all
phases of life in Brazil. Such an exceptional experience must
largely endow any individual (unless his perceptive faculties
are dormant) with a fund of knowledge of this great empire—
a land of which less is generally known than of Africa. This
being so, I have considered it incumbent on me to endeavour
to impart, as well as my capacities will permit, the result of
my cxperiences. 1 had intended to write a work dealing
more generally with the country, and in a more abstract form ;
but the subject is so vast, and there cxist so many opposite
deviations from any hard and fast linc that I might draw of
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the character of the country and its people, that the rcs.ult of
oven several volumes of such an effort must necessarily be
misleading and unsatisfactory. Consecquently, I have ado[?ted
the course of endeavouring to depict the aspecF of a given
line of country with its many varying scencs and differences of
climate, the incidents of “roughingit” in the backwc')ods, and
the many “sorts and conditions ” of humanity met with on the
way. The sketch, however, if almost whol.ly confined to the
stagnant and decadent interior (a great region truly, and co.n-
taining a great population, but one widely scattered over its
vast area, far from markets, and with its only communications
almost prohibitively costly, so that the mass of the people
s:mply vegetate as the trees around them), would create an
erroneous general impression of Brazil ; and I have therefore
included in the form of an appendix a few matters relating
to the busy life and progress of the coast regions, where
Brazilians and foreigners are making Brazil take the place it
should amongst the great nations of the earth.

In offering this work I must crave the kind reader’s in-
dulgence for the many defects of a first literary effort, one
written, too, under considerable difficulties; for aithough
during the journey from Rio de Janciro to Maranhio, I kept
a record of cach day’s proceedings and incidents, it was not
done with the view of utilizing it for publication, and the
greater part of the sketches I made on the way, and all the
store of notes I collected of things interesting and curious were
lost by accidents in travelling. In consequence of these mis-
fortunes the work is hardly so complete as 1 could wish, or as
it might have been. I must also observe that it is now about
cleven years since the travels recorded in this work were ter-
minated, constant professional occupation having prevented
me devoting at an earlier pericd the time necessary for the
compilation of such a book as this. Butin one sensc the delay
has been advantagcous, for it has enabled me to write with
the more matured judgment and more varied expericnce gained
by an acquaintance with other sections of Brazil, and other
phases of Brazilian life ; while, although the actual period of
the travels here depicted is fast waning into the “long ago,”
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I have no hesitation whatever in now submitting this work, as
the scenes and incidents described are just as applicable to the
present time as if the journey had been finished last year, for
in the distant znferior the march of progress is so slow that:
practically no difference is perceptible in the course of adozen
years. Indeed, wherever I intersected or followed the routes
of Mr. Gardner or of Captain Burton, I found no noticeable
change in the various localities as described by these authors,
from what existed on my visit so many years after them. My
purpose throughout the book has been to convey an unbiassed
delineation of the subjects I have dealt with ; to write neither
as an optimist nor as a pessimist ; and to relate truthfully and
without exaggeration, not a specialist’s researches and dis-
coverics, but an engineer’s matter-of-fact experiences amidst
the healthy highlands of Minas Geraes, the pestiferous swamps
of the valley of the Rio Sio Irancisco, the bright, breezy
uplands of Goyaz, on the long rcaches of the Rio Tocantins,
on the sandy highlands of Maranhio, and amidst the grandly
beautiful but torturing-inscct-infested forests of the Rio
Grajahu ; a life passed in farms, in huts, under canvas, or with
only the bright star-lit skies for a roof; riding, or tramping
footsore under a burning sun ; boating, canoeing, or rafting
on many waters; and finally meecting good, bad, and in-
different natives, from nature’s gentlemen under the roughest
guise to the most fearful of scoundrels—men, some bright
and energetic, others most pitiably indolent and steeped in the
dregs of the lowest moral degradation.

The map that accompanies the work is based, as far as con-
cerns my route, upon my own topographical notes taken
during the journey, but the distant surrounding country I
have sketched in from information gleaned from cvery source
that bears upon the subject. By comparing it with any map
of Brazil it will be seen that it differs immensely in many of
its salient features, especially the delincation of the watershed
of the Sio Francisco Tocantins, that hitherto has been invari-
ably represented as a mountain range instead of a wide,
gently-undulating tableland, generally rising by imperceptible
oradients from the cast, and facing the west in precipitous
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bluffs. At best this map (like any other of Brazil) is only
what it is designated, a sketch map; but crude as it is, it is an
offort to correct what I personally know to be many grave

errors in the best of existing maps. .
I am sadly afraid that I shall incur a certain amount of

animadversion for committing the common traveller’s sin of
perhaps enlarging too much on insect pests, and what I hafi
for my dinner, or on when I didn’t get any dinner ; but really, if
the declaimers, who sit at home at ease, would only take a run
through Brazil, they would find that these objectionable trifles
constituted such important items in their experiences, that the
memory of them would blot out much of really intrinsic in-
terest ; and as my main object is to depict the experiences
and life in the woods, the campos, and marshes, of a traveller
in his daily pleasurcs and vicissitudes, in as realistic a manner
as possible to such readers as have not had the fortune or
misfortune to travel in Brazil, I can hardly, even at the risk
of incurring a charge of being tedious over trifles, omit such
important details in the picture.

The chief fauna and flora of Brazil have been so often and
so fully described by the many naturalists and botanists who
have travelled in the country, that what a certain well-known
author calls a “twenty years in the country, speak the
language sort of man,” should not touch upon such subjects,
except where he may be able, in describing what is already
known, to add further knowledge of the range, or habitat, of
some of the most striking subjects ; and I have therefore only
touched on these occasionally and with brevity.

JAMES W. WELLS,
OLINDA,
BECKENHAM,
KENT.
May 315¢, 1880.
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The Entrance to the Harbour of Rio de Janeiro.

THREE THOUSAND MILES
UEEES OIS BRAZIL.

————

CHAPTER 1.

RIO DE JANEIRO.

The voyage from Southampton—The beautiful scenery of the entrance
to Rio and its harbour—Arrival at Rio—The landing—The streets
and their frequenters—The hotels : great want of a really good one
—The peaks of Tijuca and Corcovado—Picturesque Larangeiras—
The Wapping of Rio—The maritime station of the D. Pedro II.
railvay—The Botanical Gardens—Chief buildings—The fine arts ;
national love of music—A stroll through the streets ; novelties that
strike a visitor—Yellow fever much exaggerated— The police—The
Capoeiros—The houses and the people—Homes of the upper classes
and of our countrymen—Public amusements.

SINCE the occurrence of the events and incidents recorded

in the following chapters of this work, many great and con-

siderable changes have taken place in Rio de Janeiro, and

although much has been said and written of late years by

various authors of works on Brazil, of the loyal and patriotic

city of Sdo Sebastiio de Rio Janeiro, as the Fluminenses'

delight to style it, it is only right that the reader should have
! A term used to designate an inhabitant of Rio de Janeiro.
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2 R10 DE JANEIRO.

a glance at its present state, its beautiful suburbs with their
picturesque, if gaudy chalets, their exquisite gardens, and
the many other evidences of the centralized wealth and luxury
of the capital of this vast country (second in area only to
the Russian Empire), and see, at least, its phase of life, and
movement, and business. before he reads of the dull, sleepy,
decayed towns and villages, and grimy abodes of Uthg
interior.

Let us imagine ourselves aboard one of the steamships of
any one of the several companies trading with Brazil, say of
the Royal Mail Steam Packet Company, cither the La Plata,
Tagus, Elbe, Neva, Trent, Tamar, all really floating hotels,
where, if there is not the luxury of the appointments and the
area of the vast steamers of the North Atlantic, yet there is
sufficient of both to enable a passenger to thoroughly enjoy
the usually calm and peaceful voyage of twenty days from
Southampton to Rio.

A sca voyage has been so often described that it need
not be here enlarged upon; suffice to say that we stopped
at picturesque Vigo and at quaint, quiet old Lisbon,
where the traveller, if the time permits, should not fail
to visit lovely Cintra and its castle: there one can wander
amidst the groves of huge rhododendrons and camellias of
the gardens, climb the winding passages and tall towers of
the structure built upon the topmost pinnacles of a lofty hill,
(all so suggestive of an enchanted castle in the quaintness,
position, and solitude,) and from the roof of its tallest turret he
can gaze upon the ruins of an old, old Moorish fortress upon
a neighbouring peak, upon the wonderful gardens, the far-
spreading landscape, and the deep-blue sea beyond, the turbid
Tagus and its yellow hills dotted with quaint houses and
quainter windmills, a scene novel in sight and surroundings.

We have stopped at arid St. Vincent, where the air is
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so clear that we see everything as though we are looking
through concave glasses; the sea is also as extraordinarily
transparent as the atmosphere. The bare volcanic hills,
devoid of a blade of grass, or bush, or trees, look flat, and as
though painted on canvas, and the perspective is hard to
realize. It isa weird scenc of grim desolation.

We next stopped at flat, breezy Pernambuco ; then hilly
Bahia, the paradise of negroes; and finally, after a most
enjoyable voyage, during which the time has passed away as
in a dream, we are awakened one morning, as usual, by the
noises of the eternal swabbing and scrubbing that always
herald the approach of another day, and find ourselves in
sight of the grand scenery of the mountainous coast of
Rio.

No matter how many times a traveller may approach this
shore, it will always impress and delight him ; it is ever
changing, always different, for from varied points of view
the rocky mountains assume different forms ; or they may
be distorted in appearance by the clouds of mist that envelop
or hide them in the early mornings; or they may be bare
and bright, and glimmer in the fierce light of day ; or become
rosy and tinted with manifold colours with the rays of the
setting sun. We will hurry up on deck, through the carpet-
less saloon, wetand damp with the morning’s scrub, past the
ever-scrubbing stewards, of whom we pityingly inquire if
they never rest, but scrub, scrub, all through the long night ?
“Ayc! aye! sir,” one replies, “the scrubbing-brush and
swab is the trade-mark of this ’ere company : I'd like to give
some of them directors a turn at it.”

On deck, the pale grey light of dawn shows us a study in
neutral tints. Shorewards, we perceive huge indefinable dark
shadowy masses, clouds and hills all mingled together ; the sky
is a soft pearly tint, the long rolling waves are black in their

BEh2
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hollows and flecked with flushes of pale grey as the summits
catch the rays of dawning light. Under the shadow of the
awning are queer-looking ficures of male passengers in the
dishabille of dressing-gowns and pyjamas, each onc up early
for a glimpse of the famous morning glories of the coast.
The noisy steam-winches are making their abominable rattle-
rattle, swinging up the piles of luggage. (Why will the com-
pany not use the plcasant noiseless friction-winches of the
French steamers?) Seamen hurry to and fro making pre-
parations for arrival in port or for washing the deck.
« By your leave, sir,” and we hurry away on to seats or
another part of the deck. “ DBy your leave, sir,” again salutes
us as a huge portmanteau is nearly deposited on our toes in
the semi-obscurity. “ By your leave, sir,” as we are nearly
run over by the men hurrying along with the log. Happy
thought, we will go on to the unused bridge amidships.

The minutes pass slowly as we move onwards with long and
gentle pitching over the Atlantic rollers, and as the light in-
creases, bare-peaked mountains appear here and there above
the masses of wool-like clouds ; when the sun peeps above the
horizon its golden rays light up a scene of indescribable
grandeur, the clouds commence to rise, and roll up the bare
brown or grey hills, exposing to view a great variety of
shapes and forms and colours. As we steam on, the scene
continually changes, a perfect kaleidoscope of scenery; and,
finally, the climax of the scene—the scene—comes into view,
the entrance to the Port of Rio. It appearsa perfect maze
of hill-tops and wild, irregular forms mingled with white
sea-mist ; hills appear piled upon hills, the higher summits
yet swathed in lingering clouds ; there are outlines of giants,
flat-topped mountains with perpendicular sides, high conical
hills, saddle-back hills, sugar-loaves, &c.; there are grand

precipitous slopes of dark granitic-gneiss, tinged with lichens
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and mosses, and seamed with crevices, or mountains clothed
in the dark-green verdure of forest. The scene is grand in
form and rich in colour, a veritable dream of wonderland,
a subject that a Turner would delight in, and well worth a
voyage (and especially a pleasant one) from England, to see.
Many writers have drawn comparisons between it and some
of the most celebrated coast-scenes of the world, but all
unanimously agree in giving the palm to Rio.

With apologies to the authors of two works, *Brazil
and the DBrazilians,” by Messrs. Fletcher and Kidder, and
“Travels in Brazil,” by Prince Adalbert of Prussia, I quote
the following extracts from their books, that will serve to

confirm my observations.?

* “Brazil and the Drazilians.” By the Rev. James C. Fletcher and
the Rev. D. P. Kidder :—

““T'he Bay of Naples, the Golden Horn of Constantinople, and the Bay
of Rio de Janeiro, are always mentioned by the travelled tourist as pre-
eminently worthy to be classed together for their extent, and for the
beauty and sublimity of their scenery. The first two, however, must
yield the palm to the last-named magnificent sheet of water, which, in a
climate of perpetual summer, is enclosed within the ranges of singularly °
picturesque mountains, and is dotted with the verdure-covered islands of
the tropics. He who, in Switzerland, has gazed from the Quai of Vevay,
or from the windows of the old Castle of Chillon, upon the grand panorama
of the upper end of the Lake of Geneva, can have an idea of the general
view of the Bay of Rio de Janciro ; and there was much truth and beauty
in the remark of the Swiss, who, looking for the first time on the native
splendour of the Brazilian bay and its circlet of mountains, exclaimed,
* C’est 'Helvétie Méridionale !’ (It is the Southern Switzerland !) ”—
Pages 13 and 14.

“The first entrance of any onc to the Bay of Rio de Janeiro forms an
era in his existence.

¢ An hour,
Whence he may date thenceforward and for ever.’
)

LEven the dullest observer must afterward cherish sublime views of the
manifold beauty and majesty of the Works of the Creator.”—Page 15.
““I have again and again entered and quitted the Bay of Rio de Janeiro
—it has always presented to me new glories and new charms. [t has
been my privilege to look upon some of the most celebrated scenes of
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We now stcam on, taking long plunges and rolls as we
pass by Fort Santa Cruz on our right, and leave the long
Atlantic swell for the wavelets of the bay. The Union Jack
is dipped and the faded green and yellow colours of the
weather-worn Brazilian flag (suggestive of a second-hand
dish-cloth) on the fag-staff of the fort duly responds.”

Here is the actual entrance to the noble bay, between Santa
Cruz and the scarped rock, 1600 feet high, on the left, known
as PXo d’Assucar, the distance between them being barely one
and a half miles. Right ahead < the broad expanse of the bay,
a sheet of glimmering light, dotted with vessels, and many ex-
tremely picturesque islands,and beyond them, thirty milesaway,
is the blue outline of the lofty Serra dos Orgfos, clothed with

forest to its very ridge. Immediately on the left as we enter the

both hemispheres, but I have never found one which combined so much
to be admired as the panorama which we have attempted to describe.”—
Page 10.

« Travels of his Royal Highness Prince Adalbert of Prussia in
Brazil —

« Nevertheless, it seemed not to require this feature, for the general
impression of all we had seen this day, of the nearer environs of the bay,
was so overpowering, that nothing was left for the most vivid imagination
to supply. Never had any view impressed me so0 forcibly : even the
aspect of Naples—imposing and animated Naples, with Vesuvius and
her magnificent bay—sinks in the comparison ; even the oriental splen-
dour of Constantinople, where white cupolas and slender minarets rise
proudly on the charming hills, where cypress-groves overshadow the
graves of the Moslim, and the blue belt of the Bosphorus, skirted by
serais, hissars, and innumerable little hamlets, animating the whole scene,
winds beautifully between Asia and Europe. Even Constantinople did
not transport me so much as the first view of Rio de Janeiro. Neither
Naples, nor Stamboul, nor any other spot [ have seen on earth—noteven
the Alhambra —can compare with the strange and magic charm of the
entrance to this bay., Wonders revealed themselves to our sight, the
existence of which we had never imagined ; and it was clear now why
the first discoverers of this land gave it the name of the New World.”—
Vol. i. page 219.

5 When new, the Brazlian flag is bright and gorgeous with vivid
grecn and gold, but a little exposure to weather soon turns the brilliant
colours to dingy greenish-brown.
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bay is the narrow entrance to the beautiful Bay of Botafogo, sur-
rounded by sea-walls, villas, palm-trees,and bright gardens,and
backed by the lofty Corcovado mountain, 2600 feet high, whose
scaward face rises almost perpendicularly from its base ; half-
way upits city side, and all the way up to its summit from in-
land, it is clothed with forest. Its seafront and its summit
consist of bare brownish-grey gneiss rock. A little further on
up the bay, beyond the Bay of Botafogo, the shore forms
long sweeping curves and jutting promontories, the former
all lined with sea-walls. Along the shore, and extending up
the many hills, and embosomed amidst the bright, glittering
foliage of tropical vegetation of the higher lands at the rear,
is a vast accumulation of churches with steeples or minaret-
like towers, old and extensive convents, huge lofty buildings
and balconied houses of all imaginable colours—white,
pink, blue, buff, and yellow, with red-tiled roofs, yet not a
half, or even a quarter of the city is visible, for it extends far
out of sight away beyond Botafogo Bay to the Botanical
Gardens; up the long valley of the lLarangerias; away
to the N.W. out to Sio Christovio, Satde, Gamboa, Cajq,
and the great mass of the city is behind yon Morro do
Castello. On our right lies the city of Nictheroy (the
capital of the Province of Rio de Janeiro) with its long lines
of bright-looking houses, and its lovely Bay of Jurujaba, all
with their backgrounds of lofty, grassy, and wooded hills.
Wherever we look on shore we sec bright colours and glisten-
ing flowers and foliage ; wherever a house is detached it is
surrounded by trees and palms, and gaudy-hued plants, and
conspicuous amidst the latterarethegorgeous crimson bracts of
huge poinsettias. Craft of all kinds stud the surface of the bay,
Brazilian ironclads and wooden corvettes, foreign cruisers and
ocean stcamers, linglish, American, Irench, Italian, German,

Spanish, Austrian, Portuguese, Belgian, Dutch, sailing-vessels
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of all nationalities, and steam-tugs and noisy steam-launches
innumerable, make the hill-sides echo and re-echo with
their fussy, self-important clatter. Large flat-bottomed steam-
ferrics cross to and from, Rio and Nictheroy, and the many
small coasting steamers and curious native sail-boats, canoes,
and row-boats, all show the new arrival that he is not only in

a new world, but near an important commercial centre.

AW VR

View from the city, of the entrance to the
harbour, and of the Sugar-Loaf Hill.

The sudden report of the ship’s
signal-gun startles us, followed by
the clang-clang of that never-ceasing bell for meals, now
the first bell for breakfast, for with the excitement of arrival
the time has gone quicker than we imagined.

As the sun ascends in the heavens, the soft shades and
shadows of morning begin to disappear, and a fierce hard glare
becomes perceptible, everything looks bright and clear, out-
lines and details of distant objects are all minutely and strongly
defined; colour is everywhere, bright hard colour; where no
softening shade relieves the tone of the picture. Wherever
there is a shadow it contrasts with the ligcht almost as black and
white. Itisalready warm, especially if there is no breeze,* as is

4 In the months of May to August, the mornings are always cool,
and often very chilly.
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usually the case at this time,® and we begin to feel the change
from the breczes of the open ocean to the closer atmosphere of
this land-locked bay,and to become uncomfortably red and hot.

Steam-launches now come alongside with the port officials,
amongst whom is the usually polite guarda-imor of the custom-
house, in blue cloth uniform, gorgeous with gilt buttons, gold
braid, and oak leaves. A fleet of row-boats and steam-
launches are waiting a little way off, bringing friends of the
passengers. Many handkerchiefs are waving, and greetings
pass between the friends in the boats and those on the ship.

On board, the steam-winch continues its baneful clatter,
and piles the deck with luggage. The Portuguese third-class
passengers—who all the voyage sleep and eat, and apparently
never wash, ever wearing their oldest garments, so very re-
dolent of old clothes—now startle one with their appearance :
the men appearing in cvidently long-treasured black coats
all creases, and marvellously gaudy linen ; but the women,
oh ! such hats, such bonnets, such forms and colours, yct
somechow the vivid and often painful combinations of colours
do not offend one’s eye so much as they would in a duller
climate. Here there are bright colours everywhere, and the
dullest material, or colour, itself assumes a brilliancy by
borrowing a reflected light from a brighter neighbour.

Soon the fleet of launches and boats come alongside, the
agent and the friends of passengers come aboard; hearty
hand-shakes with the English, hysterical embraces between
the Portuguese and Brazilians. A chosen few follow the
captain to the sacred precincts of his cabin, news and friends
are discussed, and care is taken to prevent it being a dry
subject. New arrivals are anxious to get ashore, old stagers
prefer to remain for a last breakfast on board, well knowing
it is better than we shall find on land. I.ater on, we embark

5 In the hot months of December to March.
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in a steam-launch ; our baggage is already in a large barge
bound for the custom-house. We steam away through a
fleet of ships of all nations for a quarter of an hour, and land
at a solid stone quay, amidst a crowd of boats, and black and
white labourers, and loafers, and proceed up 2 paved street

towards the Rua Direita.
To the new arrival the whole scene is a bewildering

novelty ; strange sights, sounds, and smells meet him on all
sides. We get into the Rua Direita, with its rows of stores,

I'he landing-place at Rio, with view of Candelaria Cathedral and the Corcovado
Hill in the distance.

and dingy, balconied houses, hardly two alike ; here is con-
fusion indeed, rows of tramcars are blocked, whilst a bullock-
waggon is discharging its load at some store ; the tram-drivers
appeal to the carter to move his waggon, the passengers fume,
or get out and walk on, the carman stops his work, looks sar-
donically at the tram-drivers, and inwardly gloats over his
opportunity to make trouble ; a row ensues, Brazilian Billings-
cate is freely applied op both sides; in the meantime the wag-

gon still stops and more trams arrive ; no active policeman
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appears to say, “Move on!” for it is a country of liberty, and
the free and independent carman takes his own good time.

Let us look at the passengers in the cars, and the people
passing us on the pavement. Here are, no matter how hot
the day, Brazilian gentlemen in “ chimney-pots,” black frock-
coats, and tall white collars, white trousers, black, well-
opened vests, duly ornamented with elaborate gold watch-
chains, and immaculate boots cover their usually dainty
feet; their figures are thin and fragile-looking as a rule,
and their complexions arc often decidedly “biliary.” The
foreigners, one distinguishes by their more free-and-easy
costume and healthier appearance; there may be also a fat
buxom Mina negress, with broad burly bare shoulders,
glistening like polished cbony, or rather dark walnut; a
turban covers her round jovial head, an embroidered chemise
her ample bust ; bare are her massive arms, and voluminous
is the balloon-like skirt of striped cotton ; a shawl carclessly
thrown over one shoulder gives her withal a picturesque
appearance. Now pass us brokers of all nationalities, the
only people to be seen in a hurry; merchants, clerks, or
tradesmen form chatting groups on and block the narrow
side-walk, labourers on foot, or wheeling hand-carts, pass
onwards with their loads, or loaf about waiting for a job.
Tilbury cabs rattle by or add to the tail of blocked vehicles.
As yet we meet no ladies.

A little further on, after passing by the rows of open doors
of the wholesale stores, banks, and various offices, are a few
shops, exchange dealers, chemists, jewellers, and luncheon-
rooms ; at the sight of the latter, some of our party realize
how hot and dry it is, and how thirsty one can become in a
hot climate, carly in the morning ; so, English-like, some of
us arc sure to enter and mitigate the constitutional and

national thirst. In this strcet two new buildings of con-
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siderable size, the Post Office and Exchange, attract our
attention by their incongruous appcarance.

The fantastic architecture of the former belongs to the
order of “bride-cake.” Itis a mixture of granite and rubble,
stucco and colour-wash : go the world over, never shall we
see the like again. Piles of money it cost, yet new as it 16
it is cracked from top to bottom, owing to want of care in
building the foundations in a treacherous soil.

At one of its entrances is a guard of soldiers with a licutenant
scated on a chair; of course he is smoking a cigarette. The
sentinel, a black, or a brown, or a whitey-brown fellow—clad
in coarse dark-blue cloth or brown holland uniform, and a
black shako stuck over one side of his wool—is a type of limp-
ness, there is nothing smart, or upright, or soldier-like, about
him ; he puts the stock of his rifle, with fixed bayonet, on
his shoulder, and hangs on to it with both hands; his legs
are limp, his back is limp, his head hangs limply, he leans
up against any corner, his riflc sticks out horizontally, and
passers-by have to take care of that bayonet-point, or the
lazy, yawning fellow may perhaps swing it into their eyes.
The two back buttons of his tunic are often above instead of
below his waist-belt, and the button of his bayonet-sheath
is invariably above the buckle that is intended to secure it
in the slot made for the purpose, but which is never so used.
The sight would send a British sergeant into fits.

The other building, the new Exchange, is certainly a more
ambitious attempt at architecture, yet it is but a medley.
The ground-floor walls are of massive dressed granite,
admirably worked ; the cornice above is a wonder of masonry,
yet the front of the upper floor is of whitewashed rubble,
with cornices and window ornaments of white stucco, so
suggestive of the sugar ornaments of a bride cake.

IFurther on, after passing a church, the street opens out

é
f
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wider ; trees on the edge of the pavement give a grateful
shade to the many boot-blacks, vendors of cakes, loafers, and
idlers ; and shops, hotels, stores, and iuncheon-rooms, line
the way. It leads past the Capella Impérial, (the Imperial
Chapel,) on to a large open square, fenced in with iron
railings enclosing a neat garden of trees, shrubs, flowers, and
pleasant grass-plots. On its further side is the old-fashioned
town palace of the Emperor (now rarely used as a residence),
and the large and rather handsome building of the Public

The offices of the Minister of Agriculture and Public YWorks.

Works Department ; at the further end of the square are the
fish and vegetable markets, in both of which is much to
interest even the resident as well as the new arrival, and to
astonish the latter with the “kill at forty yards” smells that
will salute him,

Proceeding onwards along the Rua Direita, we pass on our
right the Ruas da Alfandega, [ospicio, and Rosario, immensely
long, straight, narrow streets, with tall balconied houses on

each side, two, three, and four stories high, with shops and




14 RI0 DE JANEIRO.

stores on the ground-floor; and finally we enter the Rua
d’ Ouvidor, the Bond Street of Rio.

In this narrow strect the passage of vchicles is prohibited ;
it is barely wide ecnough for two to pass each other. Here
are handsome shops of all kinds of trades, handsomely
fitted out. Here we pass, or meet, individuals of all classes
of Rio life ; ladies in light summer toilettes, bright as butter-
flies, well-dressed men, both national and foreign, politicians,
professional men,and merchants—a lively, polite, and courteous
crowd. It is quite a modern sight to see ladies in the streets
of Rio unattended by their male relatives or friends. The
shops show a bright display of their various goods; but let
the stranger beware of them, if he enters he will fall amongst
— Philistines. He is known at once as a stranger, and he
will have to pay for his experience. To accompany a lady
resident on a shopping expedition is a crucial trial to a man’s
patience ; it may be bad enough at home, but here the
inevitable haggling over the prices is beyond a joke. As
we pass the shops, we see evidences of the presence of the

({4

Anglo-Saxon and German race in notices, such as “gin-fiz,
cocktails, lager bier,” and other inquired-for decoctions ; but
it is not only the foreigners that are now the chief consumers,
for young and old Brazil and Portugal, are found side by side
with the thirsty ¢estrangeiro.” In this street we pass the
British subscription library, a great boon to the residents, and
much appreciated by them.

The Rua d’ Ouvidor varies in its frequenters during the
different hours of the day. In the early morning there are
few to be scen ; the shops open, shop-boys and men are busy
spreading their wares for the day, a few labourers pass, or
may be a milch-cow and calf accompanied by a man, who
milks the cow at the doors of his customers, and perhaps, at
the same time, surreptitiously milks a bag of water he may
have stowed away under his coat.
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From early morning the tramcars quickly arrive, three at
a time, but from eight to ten they commence to disgorge
their loads of clerks and merchants, coming from the suburbs,
then the street fills with the hurrying crowd, with perhaps a
very few ladies ; from ten to eleven arrive the black coats
and top-hats of Brazilian officials and employés in the public
offices. After that hour, ladies principally have their turn,
coming in for shopping. All day the cars arrive and go
away filled. About three, the black coats and hats con-
gregate about “ Castelées” (the confectioners), at the tram-
car corner, and in various shop doors, and discuss with many
a lively gesticulation and excited manner the day’s politics—
the nearly always absorbing topic. At four, the crowds of
merchants and clerks return, they in their turn stopping
for a chat or an inquiry for the latest European tele-
grams, or an abuse of Mr. Gladstone, or maybe a visit to
No. 105, to try to quench their insatiable thirst, the married
men being easily recognized by their loads of bundles and
packages.

Going on further up the Rua d’ Ouvidor, we pass another
tramroad terminus, with its busy corner, and then emerge
into a small open square, where there is usually a congrega-
tion of the tramcars of yet another terminus of another
company. In this square is the large, handsome church of
S3ao Francisco de Paulo, a favourite for the celebration of
requiem masses of defunct leading citizens. The musical
service is excellently performed.

We will now turn out of the Ouvidor into the Rua dos
Ourives,® another long narrow street at right angles to the
former, a street of jewellers’ shops principally; the jewels
displayed in the windows are of excellent workmanship ;
although in many cases the designs are admirable and novel,
they are perhaps too fantastic and elaborate to suit English

6 Goldsmiths’ Street.
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tastes. The vista down these long strects is a brilliant scene. |
The balconied windows, the coloured but dingy fronts of the
houses, the ever-varying tints and brightness ; the bright sun
and azure sky make even the dinginess appear picturesque,
and the shade of the tall houses gives a warmth to the
picture that is absent in more open localities.

On arriving at the Custom House we find all the baggage
piled on a low platform in a large warehouse; we indicate to
labourers our respective trunks; they are uncorded and
examined and passed. We may perhaps encounter a super-
cilious official, but if we have taken care to take with us a
despachante of a mercantile house, much labour is saved, and a
traveller has not much to complain of. Outside the doors
2 swarm of labourers with hand-carts noisily compete for the
job of carrying your luggage : take the number of the cart
engaged, and your luggage will be safely delivered to wherever
you may indicate, and you may go your own ways.

The best hotels are Dr. Eiras’ lunatic asylum at Botafogo,
Hotel Candido at Larangeiras, Carson’s, and the Hotel Iistran-
geiros in the Catette. A lunatic asylum is a strange place to
recommend ; it is certainly a lunatic asylum, but attached to
it, the medical proprietor has a very comfortable hotel with
excellent bath appliances of various kinds.

Candido’s is the healthiest and most charmingly situated,
as well as being very moderate in charges and fairly com-
fortable. Up on the hills at Tijuca there are other hotels,
but they require more than two hours’ journey to reach
them.

We now go and look up some of our friends and acquaint-
ances in the various merchants’ offices; we find them all
hard at work in their shirt-sleeves; they welcome us

heartily, and are sure to press us to take “ pot-luck ™ at their
homes.
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There are no want of hotels in Rio, for in 1881 there were
| all told, 82 ; of these, 29 were of the better order. The build-
ings comprised in this latter class have approximately cost
420,000/, and provide an accommodation for 1050 guests.
There were then (now many more), 12 lines of ocean steamers,
11 of coasting, and 4 lines of railway converging in Rio, all
carrying collectively 317,760 first-class travellers to and from
Rio per annum, or a daily average of 870.7 Yet with all this
movement and the comparatively large number of hotels,
there is not one that fulfils the usual requirements of a first-
class inn ; the few better ones are always full, and it is difficult
to find a vacant room at Eiras’ or Candido’s.

In selecting your choice of an hotel, by all means keep
away from the city and national hotels, their mosquitos
and odorous rooms, at least for residential purposes: for
breakfast, lunches, or dinners, you cannot do better than
at the “ Globo,” the “ Rio de Janeiro,” &c. Most bachelor
residents take a house, and four or five or six of them occupy
it conjointly, or else one may rent rooms in the suburbs and
take his meals in the city restaurants.

In the evening one can visit friends and families, or go to
' a theatre, where the performance is but mediocre, or in the

. season, May, June, July, to the Opera, where thc music is
often good, or else we may have a ride in the fast-
ooing tramcars. This latter recreation on a warm evening

' is a favourite diversion, especially a drive out in the com-

: paratively cool districts of the Botanical Gardens and the
Gavea.

A week or a fortnight can be extremely well spent in Rio
‘ by a tourist. A few days amongst the forest-clad hills of
| Tijuca, abounding in tree and other ferns, palms, parasites,

7 These statistics are the result of my own researches, and I can vouch
: for their exactness.
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and orchids, flowers, butterflies, and everywhere the pleasant

murmur of trickling water ; from many points, grand and

glorious views of the bay and city can be scen.

A climb up the Pcak of Tijuca, 3400 feet high, results in
obtaining the finest panorama in Rio, it is indeed impressive ;
2 world of forest-clad hills is around us, and below but far
is spread out the large arca of the city and the broad

away 1
expanse of the bay—shimmering in the bright licht, its waters

a decp blue, and dotted with many islands and the shipping ;
beyond it are the lofty dark-blue hills of the Organ Moun-
tains, and the hills beyond Nictheroy, hundreds of hills
fading into the hazy distance and mingling with the faint
blue clouds of the horizon.

Another excursion is up the Corcovado, 2600 feet high; a
centre-line railway will take the traveller to the top. The
grades are extremely steep, and the speed is only a walking
pace ; the line winds round precipitous hills, crosses deep
gorges by lofty viaducts, and passes through woods and
bush ; all the way is heard the music of falling water, and the
murmur of the wind amidst the rustling foliage of the brilliant
vegetation. This line was projected, designed, and con-
structed by national engincers, and paid for by national
capital. At present the traffic does not yield a fair return for
the outlay, but it should eventually do so, when tourists
include Rio in their lists of places to be visited ; that is only
a question of time.

Half way up the ascent, at Painciras, an hotel is built near
the edge of a precipice that commands extensive views of
granite slopes, wooded hills and valleys, and the deep-blue
seca. An objection toa residence here are the heavy sea-mists
that often congregate around the summit at night in the form
of a perceptibly fine drizzle, that turns everything damp and
mouldy. On the summit of the Corcovado is an iron pavilion
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where coffee and other refreshments can be obtained, and
where a band will probably play on Sundays and holidays.
The view from this peak is also grand in the extreme ; away
below us we see the roads mere lines of white, the tramcars
little moving dots; a great mass of forest verdure covers the
mountains, hills, valleys, and plains; the lakes of water, the sea,
the bay, roads, and houses are all spread out like a map.
The horizon of the sea is so distant that it merges into the

View from the Corcovado railway. Sea-mist driving up the vzlley of Paineiras.

light azure of the heavens, and the division between sky and
water is imperceptible.

As one gazes upon the vast panorama, thoughts will
toccur of the changes that time has wrought, and the
! historical events these grand rocks and mountains have
i witnessed. 'Where are all those tribes of aborigines dis-
tappeared to, that the early discoverers found on these
rcoasts? The great warlike nation of Tamoyos that inhabited
I the coast from Rioto Sio Paulo, and fought with the French

Chy2
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under Villegagnon against thc Portuguese ; the Carijos or
Guaras of the Serra do Mar; the great and numerous race of
Goytacazes that occupied the plains of Cabo Frio with their
different tribes of Goytaca-guassa, Goytaca-moppis, Goytaca-
jacoreto, and another affinity of the race, the Goyanezes, on the
north of the Serra do Mar: all are gone, as are the Mohawks
and the Delawares from the United States. Yet not quite
have these Brazilian aborigines disappeared, for we can trace
an Indian characteristic in almost every countryman we mect.

A tour amongst the Organ Mountains to Nova Friburgo,
Petropolis, and Therezopolis, will carry the visitor to yet other
lovely scenes.

A drive in any direction in the tramcars is always enjoyable
and interesting ; the excellent mules travel at a rapid trot,
creating a current of air on the hottest day. The chalets and
villas in their lovely gardens alone are a beautiful sight; where
the flowers are of the most brilliant colours, and the foliage
dclicate and grand scintillates with light as thougheach leafwas
varnished. A ride up the Larangeiras in the latc afternoon
when long shadows are then thrown athwart the bright, sunny
road, is most picturesque. The villas are numerous and charm-
ing, lofty hills of woods or giant hills of scarped granite rise up
in the rear of the gardens on both sides of the way ; at the end
of the valley the Corcovado rears its verdant slopes and rocky
summit. It is a bright scene toned down with deep soft
shades : even here the cadence of running waters by the road-
side adds its charm.

There are in Rio de Janeiro more than 100 miles of tram-
roads ; probably no city in the world is so well provided, and
they all pay well, large fortunes having been realized by the
lucky first purchasers of the shares of the Jardim Botanico

tram-road, who received dividends equal to 100 per cent. of
the paid-up capital.
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Rio de Janeiro has of course, its Wapping, the Saiide,
where are long lines of warehouses and landing-stages.
The streets are winding, old, and narrow ; traffic blocks are
constant ; tramcars, cabs, waggons, and carts are continually
jammed together, when the drivers have to extricate their vehi-
cles as best they can. The tram-drivers sit down resignedly
and patiently, the passengers fume, the carters swear and
curse. Burly negros trot by, carrying heavy loads on their
heads, foreign seamen reel about fuddled with cachaca, foul
smells arise from pools of green stagnant water and piles of
garbage, and small vendas add their quota to the odours.
From here to the coffee centres of the town, the block is often
continual ; it goes on from day to day, from year to year, a
useless waste of time and labour. Every one knows it, sces
it, abuses it, yet nothing is done to effectually remedy it.

There are on the average, say 3,000,000 bags of coffee per
annum brought through these narrow streets, the transport
costing 500 reis per bag from the time they leave the
railway until put on board ship.

To obviate this waste of energy and time, a few years
ago the Government decreed the construction of a large
maritime station where the coffee could be delivered into
warehouses on the sea-shore and thence transferred direct
to the ships. I was entrusted with this work; .tunnecls

' were bored through the granitic-gneiss hills that sepa-

rate the old railway terminus at Campo Sta. Anna from

' the sea, large areas were purchased and levelled, land re-

! claimed from the bay, sea-walls constructed, large warchouses

' erected, and a long iron pier built; but alas! great private

invested interests were threatened, the defects of an ill-

" chosen site were magnified and utilized by wire pullers to
" induce the Senate to refuse to vote the sums necessary to com-

« plete the project, making it thereby a disastrous failure ; yet
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the economy of the cost of transport, lct alone the convenience

arising from the diminution of the dense traffic in the narrow
streets, would in one year have been sufficient to perfectly
complete the scheme, and enable coffee to be put aboard
vessels at 200 instead of 500 reis, and cffect a saving to the
the country of 9oo contos of reis, say
300,000/ have thus been almost uselessly
if it does not fulfil the

general public or to
67,500/ per annum.®
expended, as it must necessarily be,

object it was intended for.
In and around the city there are many wonderfully beau-

tiful public parks -and gardens, handsome public buildings

churches, museums, library, &c., usually found in cities of

importance, all of which have been repeatedly described by

various writers on Brazil.
The new arrival is nearly always recommended to go at

once and sce the Botanical Gardens, and their world-famed
avenue of imperial palms.

Although the drive in the open tramcar is delightful, and the
visitor will find the lovely gardens, both in their productions,
the care bestowed upon them, and the charming surrounding
scenery, quite equal to his expectations, if he remains in Rio
for twenty years he will probably not go again more than
once a year, if even that; the reason is that, attractive as the
cardens naturally are, and impressive as they may be upon
the new arrival, he will become so habituated to similar
vegetation in the many gardens of the villas and chéilets that
everywhere surround the town, that the Gardens become no
longer a novelty or appreciated as they were at the first visit.
The beautiful park of Campo Sta. Anna,the Passeio Publico

s I demonstrated to the railway authorities the proof of this economy
of lfd)our and expense by submitting to them a proposal to complete the
project, but after a long consideration it was admitted to be very advan-
tageous, but quietly declined. As it is at present, the confusion of traffic
and its cost, is even greater than formerly.

—_— -
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Gardens, are also gems of tropical flora, and well worth
repeated visits.

The most noted buildings are the Candelaria Cathedral,
the Bank of Brazil, the Public Works Offices, the New
Exchange, the Custom IHouse, the Dom Pedro II. Railway
Terminus, the palaces of the Emperor, and the palace of the
Bardo de Nova Friburgo, and many of the villas of the
wealthy Brazilians. The Bank of Brazil is a gem of masonry ;

its architecture is classic, and it is the purest architectural

The Passcio Publico (Public Gardens).

building in Brazil. Its front and side are of solid granite,
and the masonry is truly wonderful. The Cathedralis a
large, showy, highly-decorated edifice ; no labour or expense
has been spared upon it, but its foundations are doubtful.
The nature of the subsoil of the arca of the greater
part of the old city .renders the greatest care and caution
n:cessary in the construction of great buildings, for there
arc cvidences to show that this arca was once under water ;

as it is, there is at varying depths, a deep strata of very
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deceptive soil, firm in places, that a few yards away will
necessitate piled foundations.

Spix, during his visit to Ri
scarcely any taste here for pai
we see even in the churches, instead of real works of art, only
ornaments overloaded with gold. Music, on the contrary,
i< cultivated with more partiality by the Brazilians, and par-
ticularly in Rio de Janeiro, and in this art they may perhaps
the soonest obtain a certain degree of perfection. The guitar
here, as in the south of Europe, is the favourite instrument;

a pianoforte, on the contrary, is a very rare article of furni-

o in 1817, observed : “ There is

nting and sculpture, and hence

ture, met with only in the richest houses.””

What he then said with regard to national absence of
taste for painting and sculpture, is still true, although the
Acadamia das Bellas Artes has tried its best to foster any
latent genius, and one or two promising pupils have been
sent to Italy to study at the cost of the Government ;' and
exhibitions of pictures have also been occasionally held, but
a view of them will only show what feeble results the academy
has produced from its disciples. Of late years a few picture-
shops have been opened in the city, but a glance at their
canvases is sufficient to genecrate an attack of yellow fever
in any sensitive man of good taste. On the other hand,
music is keenly appreciated by all Brazilians, and there are
many excellent musicians amongst them ; their composer,
Carlos Gomes, they are immensely proud of, and gave him
a wildly delirious welcome on his return from Europe.

° Spix further mentions that in 1817 the tides of Rio de Janeiro attained
the height of fourteen or fifteen feet, whereas now their extreme
difference is only eight feet, consequently either he must have been
mistaken or some very considerable changes have occurred during the
past sixty-eight years in the tidal movements of this part of the world.

1 But Pedro Americo is truly a great painter, for a picture he now has
in hand measures twenty-seven feet by fourteen fee*.
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No house is considered complete without a piano; even a
mechanic must have one in his home ; the tone and appear-
ance is a secondary consideration, so long as it is a piano.
Musical clubs exist in all the suburbs and in the city. In
the evening, in many of the streets, the many musical efforts
are perfectly appalling. In the upper floor of a house in one
street, the brass band (with plenty of drum and cymbals) of
some local club, thunders away at a march ; all down the strect
are pianos, good bad and indifferent, clanging and tinkling,
or a lady’s voice is heard delivering a high-pitched éravura ;
in another street, often another brass band bangs away within
sound of its neighbour, then is heard somewhere the never-ceas-
ing sound of church-bells and the reports of exploding rockets.

In taking our walks through the streets of the city, or driving
out in the suburbs, many sights must necessarily attract our
attention by their novelties. The streets, even to many
miles out of town, are paved with granite cubes a little larger
than a brick, known by the sweet little name of “ parallelipi-
podes.” In many of the side-streets of the city the paving
is execrable, and further made more difficult for wheeled
vehicles by the lines of narrow-gauge tramways that traverse
the city in all directions ; otherwise the paving is fairly good.
The footpaths are paved with huge slabs of granite a foot
or eighteen inches thick, that in the main thoroughfares
are more or less level, but in some of the minor bye-
streets there are great holes filled with green water and
a tipped-up slab that will remain for weeks and months
uncared for. Although there is plenty of movement in

! the streets, and at times some are quite crowded, great
numbers of loafers and loungers are everywhere seen;
Portuguese labourers with hand-carts, or blacks ready with

! their woolly heads to carry burdens,®sit on the curb-stone,

* Many years ago some wheelbarrows were imported into North Per-
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i cep | / or the Min
lounge against corners, OF sleep in doorways, a

blacks pass their sparc time in plaiting straw for hats, wait-

ino for a job; they will, when they get an offer, ask half a

day’s wage for an hour's work. At most of the corners of
O

the principal streets
saudily and fancifully coloured, where the labourers purchase

hot coffec, a dram of cachaca (native rum), or invest their
large placards announce that to-

are small octagonal Zioskes of wood,

money in lottery tickets;

morrow the wheel will run (amanha anda a roda), or that

¢ great Rio, or S3o Paulo lottery, with a first prize of a

(75,0000.), s irrevogavelingnte (irrevocably)

som
1000 contos of reis
fixed for a certain date; but when that date arrives, if all the
tickets have not been sold, it is again trrevogavelmente fixed
for a later date—and yet perhaps again to a positivamente e
imperetrivelmente (positively and imperatively), another last-

fixed occasion.?
Amongst the people we pass, is a preponderance of

coloured gentry, b'ack and brown, but wherever we look, we
notice an absence of any tattered, poverty-stricken indi-
viduals ; not a lad, man, or woman corresponds to our strect
arabs, or ghoulish beggars of London, except perhaps, a few
Italian boys selling ncwspapers; but these lads, in ragged
shirt and trousers only, race to and fro, shouting the titles of

their papers, skylarking always, plump and in good condition,

nambuco for the negros to transport the bags of sugar in, instead of on
their heads. After a very short trial they ended by carrying barrow and
bags of sugar on their heads.

3 These lotteries with their huge prizes are a source of much misery,
and a destruction of all thrifty habits. They tempt servants to rob their
employers ; small savings are wasted that should be put by for a rainy
day; hopes are built up on the possibility of winning the prize ; and
suicides through the consequent disappointment are not unfrequent.
Lvery one purchases a ticket for ten milreis (about fifteen shillings); for
the chance to win 75,000/. for fifteen shillings is a great temptation.
One individual benefits at the cost of the commmunity.
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| if albeit rather grimy, and are evidently in the best of health
- and spirits, and thoroughly enjoy life, far more so than
many of the careworn, anxious-looking, black-coated adults.

On any festive occasion, when the streets are crowded with
people, an inebriated reveller or a miserably-clad man or
woman will nowhere be seen, unless it may be a foreign
seaman, in his uncouth, soiled, and coarse garments ; and it is
pleasant to see the native artisans and labourers, on the con-
clusion of their work in arsenal, docks, or public works, remove
the stains of their labour from their persons, and many will
put on a changg of linen and decent clothes, and appear in
the city, respectable members of society. The contrast is
not favourable to the British workman.

Many of the shops are well arranged and attractive, such
as linendrapers, haberdashers, tailors, stationers, jcwellers,
saddlers, bootmakers, confectioners, bakers, grocers, librarians,
glass and earthernware, glovers, hatters, and others, and in
some fancy shops the pretty feather flowers for which Rio
is celebrated are well worth inspecting. The butchers’ shops
are chiefly situated in the minor strects of the Rua Sete de
Setembro and Rua d’ Assemblea, and well it is they arec out of
the main thoroughfares, for the display of meat in the form of
badly-cut joints, and the sight of the foul-smelling shops, and
dirty surroundings, are anything but conducive to the enjoy-
ment of one’s dinner. Itisimpossible to obtain a good joint of
any specified size or weight, your housekeeper must take what
your butcher offers; if a sirloin of eight or ten pounds is required,

| it is necessary to ask for half as much again, so as to enable
I the cook to send up a presentable dish, by chopping off a
yard of the skirt from the joint, that is cut from the top to
the bottom of one side of the animal. The minor grocers’
shops (vendas), are a combination of rank smells and greasy

) compounds ; the perfumes of Newfoundland codfish, dried
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beef, salted pork, kerosine, candles, and soap, produce any-
thing but a pleasant bouquet. The greater part of Sii8
shopkeepers are foreigners, Portuguese, French, German., and
a very few British, for a Brazilian prefers to lead a life of

semi-starvation as a public employé rather than keep a

shop.
We cannot help noticing, fresh as we aré from Europe,

the many sallow and yellow complexions, and the slight
figures of many of the more well-to-do classes we meet; an
quthor of a work on Brazil compared them to the denizens
of a lazar-house, and then entered upon a lomg vituperation
of the deleterious climate. The climate should not be
blamed so much, for in Rio it is so amenable for the de-
velopment of young children, that many delicate ones are
recared, that in northern Europe would not be able to
withstand the vicissitudes of the climate, whereas they
have a better chance in Brazil to live, but grow up stunted
and fragile, and are pointed out as the effects of the bad
climate. Look at the greater part of the foreign residents, they
are healthy and robust when they are blessed with sound
constitutions and temperate habits. In some years an
epidemic of yellow fever breaks out, and if out of a population
of 400,000 inhabitants, the deaths from it average 400 per
month, during its usual season of a couple of months, it is
considered an extremely bad year, yet it is never so bad as
some of the terrible visitations of New Orleans, or the
West Indies, and no one of the old residents takes very
much notice of it. In any case any one might go to Rio
in the month of May to October, without fear, for the low
temperature of the first three of these months effectually pro-
hibits the generation of the germs in an epidemical form.
Certainly, many of the foreign residents have fallen victims to
this fell scourge, and more or less all at different times have
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had attacks of it, yet if in Rio this fever is prevalent, the
city is free from many of the diseases common to England.!

The police of Rio is another novel feature that the visitor
views with curiosity ; they are small, wizened, under-sized,un-
wholesome-looking, whitey-brown men, clad in a uniform con-
sisting of a small shako (cocked rakishly well on one side of
their head), tunic and nether garments of brown holland, and
a black waistbelt carrying a short sword. Their apparent
chief occupation is to lounge at street corners in the limpest
of attitudes and smoke cigarettes; it requires two to run in
a small boy, four to manage an ordinary native, and a com-
pany to master the frolics of a British Jack-ashore, who for
a time bowls them over like ninepins, but their numbers
eventually overcome him, and poor Jack, but too often a sad
reprobate, becomes much belaboured with the flats of their
swords on his march to the callabuga.

It has been suggested that if the force was completely
suppressed, public order would not be disturbed, and a con-
siderable economy effected.

If a band of music is heard advancing along any strect at
the head of a regiment of troops, it will be just advisable for
the stranger to withdraw into a shop, for in front of the band,
will be seen a group of coloured men and boys capering about
and f)erforming the agile actions of the play of the Capociros.
These Capociros are a class of the lowest order of Brazilian
ruffians, rogues and vagabonds every one; their favourite

1 1 know of a case of an Englishman who had reared a large and
healthy family in Brazil, and after escaping every yellow fever season, he
went to London with his wife and children, and rented a furnished house
that he unfortunately only found out when too late had not been dis-
infected from a death from scarlet fever ; his wife and three children died
in that house, a few weeks after their arrival, from that disease. Sad as
was the occurrence, no one would think of avoiding London because of
scarlet fever.
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weapon isa razor, which they carry in their hands and hidden
in their sleeves. Out of sheer devilry and wantonness, they
have been known to disembowel a man a stranger to them
and a casual looker-on. Attempts have been, and are made
to suppress them, but they enjoy a protection from certain
influential local magnates to whom they are useful in election
times. One of these politicians is known as “a flor de minla
gente ;" story says, in consequence of a report of a note of
his having been found, in which he stated he would send, “a
flor de minka gente,” (the flower of my people) to counter-
influcnce the voting that was then going against him.’

Out in the suburbs the universal jangle and clang of
wheezy and asthmatic pianos, tinkling pianos, agood-sounding
pianos, and pianos of every description of sound,® rather
tend to startle the new arrival and make him wonder what
sort of housekeepers arc the female DBrazilians, if they
can all devote so much of their lives to such a purpose ; but
oreat as is the time thus employed, it is a mere fraction
compared to what is absorbed in idly 'staring out of the
windows ; the sills are often visibly polished with constant
leaning upon—even in some cases cushioned for the purpose.
In going up any one of the quiet, stone-paved, hot, shade-
less by-streets of the near suburbs—especially if there is
a lady with you—you will see before and behind, a long
line of outstretched heads, with ecyes all focussed upon
your companion; as you pass them, one after the other,
you will hear “ Mariquinha!” or “Joaquinha!” called for
hastily in high nasal voices to come and seec the moca

estrangeiva (foreign lady), and audible remarks will be passed

i X
In the local newspapers not a day passes but one sees in them, under
the heading of “ Ainda e sempré as capoeiras,” some announcement of
their rascally exploits.
6 T . . .
What a blessed place Rio must have been in 1817, when pianos were
only found in the richest houses !
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on her appearance, or the items of her dress, sometimes
very flattering, sometimes otherwise; you can perceptibly
feel that the heads turn as you pass onwards, and that you
are the centre of free observation and criticism ; the results
arc cven somectimes audibly discussed from the opposite
sides of the streets. As we glance in the open lattice, or
louvred, curtainless windows into the bare, comfortless in-
teriors, so utterly devoid of the many little nicknacks that
so tend to make a house a home, and see the formal array
of cane-seated sofas and stiff-backed chairs, gaudy strips of
carpets, cheap and gaudy vases, tinselly ornaments, marble-
topped tables—a rocking-chair may be, the only approach to
comfort amidst many evidences of unthrifty slatternness—one
can somewhat understand why the women retreat from their
unattractive rooms and spend their time in looking upon the
passers-by. In some of the smaller houses the inmates are so
lazy that the glazed windows are opaque with dirt, where little
spaces have been rubbed clear with the finger for peep-holes,
andabroken pane long serves as atreasured post of observation,

At the same time it must be observed that this class of
houses is not representative of the better ones we find further
away in more distant suburbs, any more than a 30/ or 40/ a
year house in London is representative of our many charming
suburban villas.

If the new arrival, as is very often the case, has had
an opportunity to form an acquaintance on the voyage with
some member of the upper classes of Brazilian socicty, he
will be welcomed with a frank hospitality, and find there a
home, different certainly in every way to what he has seen in
the Old Country. He will probably find a detached house,
not a sombre, matter-of-fact, brick structure, but a building
glowing in colour and often fantastic ornamentation of stucco,

or fanciful woodwork ; the windows are curtained, and the
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can interior furnished with costly and showy

elaborately cl
but even here there will be

French furniture and ornaments ;
tiff and formal array of the chairs and table
individual taste and of the evidence of a

s, and a con-
3 S

spicuous absence of
lady’s hand, excepting perhaps a tastefully arranged group of
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An old-fashioned c/acara or suburban villa in the Larangeiras.

flowers in a vasc ; even in most of the wealthiest homes good
pictures are rarely met with. Outside the house, the gardens
gleam and glitter with colour and brilliancy ; vividly green
grass-plots and ornamental basins of water and fountains, and
Portuguese statuary shaded by noble palms of many varictics,
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gorgeous or highly perfumed flowers, or noble dark green
mango-trees, or delicate-leaved light-green mimosas, or huge
bushes of crimson poinsettias many of the trunks have fastened
to them great clumps of orchids in full flower ; and in the rear
of the house are fruit-trees of many kinds peculiar to the
tropics. Truly these gardens at first sight are surprisingly
beautiful ; we become accustomed to them after a time, and
only in after-years, when we can seec them no more, can we
realize on a foggy London day the memories of their bright
scintillating beauties, and think with regret of the bright blue
skies, the luxurious temperature, the humming-birds flashing
like living jewels from flower to flower ; truly there are many
worse places than beautiful Rio.

If we spend our first evening at the chacara’ of a friend—
say either in the Larangeiras, or at Tijuca, or at the island of
Paquetd—what a sensation of delight we shall experience as
the cool freshness of evening comes on! The air is still and
' moist with dews, and laden with rich perfumes; the sky is
| extraordinarily brilliant with stars, or with such a bright
moonlight as we have rarely experienced ; there is a great,
almost oppressive feeling of quietness, even enhanced, not dis-

turbed, by the murmur of waters or the cries of night-birds,
or the soft rustle of the foliage as a gentle wind wafts by,
making the burnished leaves glisten in the soft cold light.
Indoors we shall find comfort and luxury, a well-appointed
and served table, tasteful arrangements of furniture, good-
fellowship and a hearty welcome, and we shall come to the con-
 clusion that these exiles are rather to be envied than otherwise.
In descending the hill from Boa Vista, Tijuca, in the
' morning, a wonderful sight is often seen, namely, the whole
' of the bay and the city covered with a dense white mist,
' that with the sun shining on its billowy surface, resembles a

7 A detached suburban villa.
VAL, " Iy D
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vast expanse of snow. Here and there the tops of hills pro-
ject above its surface like islands in a frozen sea, and as a
contrast, on cach side of the road we descend, are seen ferns,
and flowers, and grasses, and picturesque tropical vegetation,
all jewelled with dewdrops, that flash in the soft rays of
the carly sunlight.

At Paqueti ® (an extremely interestingisland about tenmiles
up the bay), we shall find many most picturesquely situated
homesteads—one especially, a ground-floor house, snug, com-
fortable and homely in every sense of the word, for Mr. M—'s
house and generous, unceremonious hospitality to so many
visitors to Rio, will recall to perhaps many a reader, the grateful
memories of a quiet happy evening spent in that broad veran-
dah under the shade of the huge almond-tree, with his family
of lusty boys and girls, whose appearance is such a favour-
able proof of the amenities of Rio climate ; at the foot of the
lawn in front of the house, is a row of cocoa-nut palms, with
maybe, the pale moon playing bo-peep behind the quivering,
gently clattering follicules of the fronds, fluttering in the pass-
ing brecze, and the wavelets of the bay sound a sleepy lullaby,
as they slowly and gently lave with a hush-sh the sandy shore
and the huge granite boulders of the corner. The handsome,
exceedingly well-cared-for steam launch, is anchored a little
way off; boats and canoes line the shore, fishing-tackle and
nets fill a large boat-house hard by, the materials for spend-
ing a spare day on thc water; the lawn is studded with
flower-beds, the verandah covered with flowering creepers,
and many orchids in flower are tied to trce-trunks.
How enjoyable it is on a warm summer night to lazily roll
in the rocking-chairs, enjoy a cigar and the quiet scene, with
the pleasant surroundings, and melodious sounds of rippling

water and rustling leaves.

8 Pronounced Pack-e-tah.
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I have alrecady given more space than I intended to devote
to a brief sketch of Rio, and must conclude the subject by
enumerating a list of its amusements. The well-attended
racecourse forms a great and popular attraction on Sun-
days, and Saints’ days. There are occasional regattas of
rowing clubs on the bay on holidays. The English lawn-
tennis club ground is frequented every late afternoon by
many young Englishmen and ladies. There is the athletic
sports, the cricket club, and British amateur dramatic per-
formances are occasionally given in one of the theatres.

The cosy corner of Paqueta, Mr. M—’s house.

- There existed, within a few years ago, an excellent British

social club, until it was exterminated by party bickerings.
The present Club Beethoven is a cosmopolitan, social, and

| musical club; it is conveniently situated, has ample accom-
| modation, and provides many an excellent concert of really
' good classical music. About ten theatres, including the

) opera-house, give performances in Portuguese, French, and

| Italian. DBut excepting the band that plays in the Passcio

| Publico in the evening, and one or two very second-rate beer-

' gardens, there is little of open-air entertainments for the night.
D 2
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36
ithout a notice the many admirable hospitals

the national library

hools, colleges, and

I must pass W
and charitable and scientific institutions,

120,000 volumes, the numerous SsC

and its
&c., for the reader has a long road

academies, the arsenals,
before him.?

9 For statistics, and other information of Rio, se¢ Appendix.
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CHAPTER 1II.

FROM RIO DE JANEIRO TO BARBACENA.

The departure from Rio—The railway-station—My delight at the pros-

pect of roughing it—The railway journey ; its scenery and incidents
—The course of the railway—At Entre Rios ; coach to Juiz da Fora—
At Juiz da Fora—The best hotel in Brazil—Fellow-countrymen—
A veteran pioncer— Orchids of Juiz da Fora—Our camarado and
mule troop—An abrupt and astonishing departure from Juizda Fora
—The first day’s ride—At Chapeo d’Uvas—A sea of mud—A country
hotel ; its guests and accommodation—A pasture— A late start—The
country-side—Arrive at Mantequeira—Our host and his hotel—
Mantequeira mists— Delightful temperature and scenery—A horrible
road—A Minas forest—The summit of the Mantequeira range—Bar-
bacena ; its town, lovely climate, extensive scenery, and glorious
campos—Our hotel ; fellow-countrymen—An eccentric individual.

IN January of 1873, I arrived
in Rio de Janeiro from one of
the northern provinces of Brazil,
to join a staff of engineers
organized by the Public Works
Construction Company, of Lon-
don, to carry out a contract
with the Brazilian Government
to make certain surveys and
expiorations in the interior of
Brazil. The work was divided
into two sections : the first to

consist of a survey down the
valleys of the Rio Pariopeba

The Unido e Industria Road.

tand of the Rio Sio Francisco, as far as the Cachoeira of
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Pirapora on the latter, for the purpose of determining the
relative advantages of this route, or that of another down the
Rio das Velhas, for the final extension of the D. Pedro 11.

Railway to such a point as would bring its traffic into direct

communication with the navigation of the Rio Sfo Francisco.'

The second section was to consist of an exploration by route
surveys, barometrical levellings, and reports upon the dis-
tricts between the Rios S3o Francisco and Tocantins, with
the view of obtaining knowledge of the best routes, ways, and
means for connecting the traffic of the navigable Sdo Fran-
cisco with that of the Tocantins, in order that, upon the
completion of the D. Pedro II. Railway, a grand line of
internal communication might be created from Rio de Janeiro
to the Valley of the Amazons. The explorations of this second
section were to consist of two routes: one starting from
Carunhanha on the Sdo Francisco, up the valley of the Rio
Carunhanha to Palma, or its neighbourhood on the Tocantins;
the other was to start from the mouth of the Rio Grande,
also a tributary of the Rio S#o Francisco, up the same Rio
Grande and the Rio Preto to the valley of the Rio do Somno,
in Goyaz, and thence to the mouth of that river on the Rio
Tocantins.

To most young men, such a prospect of a wild life of
adventure over an immense arca of comparatively unknown

1 The Rio das Velhas route was ultimately adopted by the Government,
as that river can be made navigable and will greatly diminish the extent
of railway that the Pardopecba route would have required. The rail-
way in 1885, was open to traffic as far as Queluz on the central line;
Cachoeira on the S. Paulo line ; and Porto Novo da Cunha on the eastern
line, making a total length of 451 miles. The construction of the last
section to Macahubas on the Rio das Velhas is also well advanced. The
total cost of the railway thus far has been 95,648 : 323 $ 649 (at present
exchange equal to 7,173,8782). This cost has been taken from official
documents, but it is curious to note the last nine reis, as the smallest
coin in the realm is a ten reis piece, somewhat less than a farthing.
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lands, would undoubtedly have a great charm, and although
I had already been a few years in North Brazil, and had seen
much of its rough inland life, yet I was no exception. I was
full of enthusiasm, and the glamour of romantic ideas, and
prepared to meet any privations with a Mark Tapley spirit.

After the lapse of the inevitable delays inherent to all busi-
ness transactions in Rio de Janciro, the warm, stewy, gray
morn of the 14th of February dawned upon the odorous city
of Silo Sebastiiio and I took my departure from the Hotel dos
Estrangeiros, in a cab that rattled noisily along the yet quiet,
paved streets to the railway-station. The vehicle was a
Tilbury, the cab of Rio, a species of small hansom minus the
driver’s seat behind, for these delectable cabmen like not an
exposure to heat and rain, and take their seat inside, in
sociable contact with their fare.

At the station a medley of the component varieties of the
Brazilian race crowded the platform, a mixture of the de-
scendants of whites, Indians, and negroes. There were a few
of the upper ten (leading politicians, who are nearly always
owners of large Fazendas), in white linen ponchos, patent
leather boots, and Panama hats ; handsome, gentlemanly-look-
ing white men usually, each accompanied by a black servant
in livery, wonderful in colour, coatee, cockade, buttons, and
boots. Then there were well-to-do farmers, also in white
ponchos and huge buff boots, loud of voice, and redolent of
garlic and tobacco. There were bilious-looking tradesmen,
sallow clerks, fat Portuguese, and a nondescript crowd of
brown and black matutos (peasants), tall, thin, wiry men,
capable of enduring (when they like to exert themselves)
. great and prolonged fatigues. A group of white, brown,
. and black soldiers in thick, coarse blue-cloth uniforms, and
. heavy marching order, of rifles, sword-bayonets, cloaks, haver-

© sacks, &c., were procecding, maybe, in quest of a criminal, or
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to relicve the small garrison of a country town, or to return
the handcuffed black they have with them to his owner or to
jail, for he may be a runaway slave or a malefactor, pro-
bably the latter, as the capture of fugitive slaves is generally
made by the agents of the owner. The female sex were repre-
sented by the often handsome, and always well-dressed, ladies
of the upper ten; the relatives of the farmers and traders,
gorgeous in colours and wonderful in hats and elaborate
boots ; the relatives of the matultos, still more brilliant in
gaudy shawls and wondrous hats, or none at all, the ribbons
of the hats, maybe, a flaming red, or other bright colour, but
the shawl is invariably a painful opposite tone ; and last, and
not by any means least, are big, burly Mina blacks, free and
independent, elbowing their massive forms through the crowd
with as little ceremony as a coalheaver in a London mob : their
heads are swathed in long, thin textures in the form of turbans,
2 low embroidered chemise barely covers one glistening
rounded, bare, brown shoulder; the skirts are voluminous, as is
rendered necessary ; a shawl of the blue-and-white coarse cotton
material affected by these people, is thrown over one shoulder
with a careless grace that completes the picturesqueness of
their costume and of their grand physique.

Small cups of black coffee, and greasy cakes, and slices of pao
delor dos anjos (angel’ssponge-cake),and sundry small drams of
brandy, and larangin/a, (white rum flavoured with orange-
bitters), were being rapidly despatched at the refreshment-bar
on the platform, and in the various street-stalls outside. Clouds
of smoke arose everywhere from cigarettes ; boys shouted the
names of morning papers. There was a gabble of tongues,
much gesticulation, much cuddling, many tears, the bell
clangs and the hoarse whistle sounds; pompous guards and
station-master, resplendent in brass buttons, gold braid and

blue-cloth suits, hurry the lagging ones; a rush for seats, and
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finally the train of cars winds away out of the station. The
cars are built on the American principle, handsome, well-
constructed and cool ; the secats are wide and comfortable in
form, with cane bottoms and backs. I sat me down with a
feeling of exultation as I realized that at last I was then
fairly on my way for the long-desired dream of my youth—
a long sojourn and travel in tropical wilds. I am afraid De
Foe and his “ Robinson Crusoe,” and Captain Mayne Reid and
similar writers ave largely responsible for the wild imaginings
they create in youthful minds, and that sends so many
Englishmen out into the wide world, and makes our race
such a roving one, and the British Empire so vast.

We are on the express main-line train, and rattle along at
a good pace over a flat country for thirty-eight miles to Belem,
a very aguey situation surrounded by extensive swamps. On
the way, we pass soon after leaving the station, the public
slaughter-houses of Sfio Christoviio, where thousands of black
urubus (Turkey buzzards) stand with outspread wings in long
lines upon the roof-ridges, the fences, and the walls, drying
their dew-laden feathers, or perhaps disinfecting their foul
bodies with the purifying effects of sun and wind.* After
passing this unpleasant scene and its recking smells, we soon
after run through the grounds of the Emperor’s palace at
Sio Christovio, then on through the long suburbs of Rio, and
many more distant villages, past scattered picturesque houses,
and chalets gaudy in paint and fantastic stucco, with gardens
and sztios, brilliant with bright flowers, and rich in the varied
forms and verdure of a heterogencous growth of vegetation,
growing in rich luxuriance, mingling one with another species
in careless uncared-for array. Anon, the train rattles by the

2 These slaughter-houses—eye-sores to the ncighbourhood of the city—
are now, in 1885, no longer met with, as a large public abbafoir has been
constructed by the Government at Santa Cruz, thirty miles from Rio.
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streets of small townships, bare of trees, dusty in the dry,and
muddy in the wet weather, with rows of small door and window
houses, or a venda, the suburban public-houses, close to large
new pretentious churches, calling the faithful to early mass

with the sound of bells, hammered and pounded, at 120

strokes to the minute.
The train rattles on, passing bridges with the roar that trains

delight in, past clumps of forest, then scattered huts, then
stretches of swampy moorland, then by the last outlying spurs
of the forested hills that frame the picture of Rio, on to flatter
and more and more marshy land, into a dense white mist that
shrouds the scenery in a white pall—it enters the carriages in
clouds like a Scotch mist, blanching the faces of the passengers
to a pea-soup tint, and making them shiver with its chilly
damp embrace ; but as the sun increases in power, it disperses
in flying scud, floating away over woods, swamps, and up the
hili-sides, the departing ghosts of night. At Belem we stop
awhile to take in more coffee and bilious-looking cakes. From
here there is a stiff ascent of 986 fect in thirteen miles. The
linc zigzags along crests of ridges, round steep hills, and
through numerous tunnels, we rapidly ascend and again cnter
the regions of mist, and then pass above and out of it, at
Palmeiras.

Here are extensive views of far-extending valleys and
plains, but hidden from sight by the glistening surface of the
masses of clouds that reflect the sunshine like a snowdrift ;
the air of the hills is pure and refreshing, so different to the
close, insipidly warm dawns, and odorous atmosphere of the
city. A yet further rise of 314 fect in five miles, brings us
to the summit of the Serra do Mar, in the centre of a long
tunnel more than a mile in extent, and 1430 feet above the
seca. This range becomes, further cast, the Serra dos Orgoes,

onec of the bulwarks of the table-land of Brazil. The steep hill-
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sides we pass are thinly covered with second-growth woods and
bush; occasional homesteads and farms are seen in the valleys
right and left of us as we descend towards the Rio Parahyba
at Barra do Pirahy, accompanying the course of the river of
this name ; the fall from the summit to the Barra is 210 fect
in eleven miles.

At Barra do Pirahy we find a little town on the borders
of the Rio Parahyba; to the left the railway extends to-
wards Siio Paulo; our direction is to the right, following
the Rio Parahyba. At this station we alight and breakfast
at a restaurant attached to the station. Everything is spread
on the tables, and there is plenty of time for a hearty meal.

I bade good-bye at this place to a fellow-traveller,
an Englishman; his name I have unfortunately forgotten,
as I was desirous of afterwards verifying his statements.
He told me he had an estate on the Sfo Paulo branch of the
D. Pedro II. Railway, and had established on it a colony of
English farm-labourers; he had brought them out at his own
expense, gave them each, house and land, and 3000 coffee-tree
plants, and supported them until they were able to get to
work in the cultivation of the coffee. The whole of their
produce he receives and sends to market, the net results being
divided equally between himself and the men. He stated,
they were prosperous, contented, and happy ; certainly, as far
as climate and soil is concerned, they have all that could be
desired, and the system ought to work well if carried out
honestly.?

Leaving Barra do Pirahy, the railway descends the broad
low valley of the Parahyba do Sul. Irregular ranges of hills

line the limits of the valley, many of them covered with

3 A modified form of this system is now being adopted with great suc-
cess by many Brazilian planters, and is found to be more economical
than slave labour, and advantageous to the labourers.
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coffee plantations—immense cstates, with the farm-buildings
looking like villages. The whole of this valley belongs to a
comparatively few wealthy and important Brazilians, Vis-
condes and Bardes, of such influence that the railway has had
to cross the river five times between Pirahy and Porto Novo da
Cunha by long and expensive bridges to serve the interests of
2 Barfo this side, or a Visconde on the other. The train
stops at every station now, and leisurcly takes its time,
arriving at Entre Rios about mid-day, 124 miles from Rio,
and 8go feet above the sea.! Beyond here the line is only
in construction (1873) both down the Parahyba, and north
up the Parahybuna.

My colleague, Mr. W——, here met me, having come by
the diligence from Petropolis, on the magnificent Unido and
Industria macadamized road, certainly the finest and one of
the most picturesque roads in Brazil; the ride and the
charming scenery makes a delightful excursion from Rio.
From Entre Rios it goes north to Juiz da Fora and Barba-
cena, but the coaches and waggons had been taken off the
latter section and it had fallen into decay, as we eventually
discovered to our cost.

This neighbourhood is one of the oldest and most important
centres of the coffee district—its situation should promise
to be the metropolis of the coffee region; yet cight years
afterwards when I again passed here, comparatively little
progress had been made, a very few small stores and houses
had been added in the precincts of the station; but the
neighbouring town of Parahyba had largely increased in size
and importance.®

At mid-day we took our seats in the old-English-looking

4 The express now leaves Rio at 5 a.m., passes Barra do Pirahy at
7.24. and reaches Entre Rios at 9.28.

% For further information of the ID. Pedro I1. Railway, see Appendix.

¢ Parahyba and Entre Rios supply about 4000 tons of coffee per annum.
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stage coach; the four fiery little mules make a frantic rush,
rear and strain at their collars, as the ostlers “cast off,” and
now for a glorious drive along a magnificent road bordered
by overarching bamboos or tall trees, following the course of
the whirling, tumbling, rushing Rio Parahybuna ; passing by
huge hills of brown gneiss, huge solitary masses, or hills
covered with wild, luxuriant second-growth forest, or with
groves of coffee-trees ; valleys with plantations, scrub, bush,
forest, or grass-land ; we wind round giddy precipices, and
up the cavernous valleys of the river. The road was excellent,

The Fortress Rock (Pedra da Fortaleza) at Parahybuna.

the pace was good, the scenery was picturesque, and the sun,
although so bright and hot, was cooled by fresh winds. The
road was lively with numerous trains of pack-mules coming
and going, and herds of cattle, goats and pigs. The Swiss-
Gothic changing station buildings of the road company are
very picturesque and in great contrast to the ordinary country
buildings. One of these neat-looking post-houses, with its
chapel, is situated near the Rock of Parahybuna, the Pedra
da Fortaleza, a huge compact mass of brown and grey-
coloured gneiss, that rears its hoary time-worn and weather-
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stained front 500 fect above the road. The river Parahybuna
here makes a sharp elbow. We rattle onwards under the
shadow of this massive wall of stone, that throws off puffs of
heated air as we pass it. The locality is grim and impressive.
On our right the impetuous Parahybuna whirls its turbid
waters over great rocks deep down in its cavernous gulley,
with a roar and gurgle of waters sounding hollow, and
increased by echoes. High above us the Bromelia and Cactus-
capped summit of the rock is collecting rolling masses of
dark clouds, to increase with their watery contents yct more
the old stains of countless washings of countless ages.

As, however, this charming drive has already been so
minutely detailed and well told by the able pen of Captain
Burton, I shall say no more about it, but hurry on to Juiz
de Fora, 2238 feet above the sea, where we arrived in the cool
of the evening, at the doors of the hotel of the Unido and
Industria Road Company.

I had been thus far three years before, therefore the
novelty of the appearance of Juiz de Fora was not so
strange to me as to my companion, for any one arriving
there for the first time is greatly impressed with the neat
and prosperous appearance of everything about it. Good
roads bordered with palms, trim hedges, and neat fences; well-
built Swiss-looking chilets ; the commodious and neat hotel,
expressly designed and built for that purpose; numbers of
four-wheeled waggons arc by the roadside; the people,
chiely German colonists, are ruddy in complexion, and
neatly dressed.

There is the magnificent villa and beautiful grounds of
Senhor Marianna Procopio Ferreria Lagé, a DBrazilian of
rare enterprise, pluck, perseverance and determined will : to
him Brazil owes the grand Unido and Industria road, and he

it was who turned a wild swamp into flourishing Juiz de Fora.
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The air was peculiatly fresh and pure, and scented with the
sweet odour of the capim de cheiro or capim gordura,” a tall,
soft, velvety but viscid grass, that grows in masses wherever
there has been a clearing, and is supposed to follow the foot-
steps of man.

Entering the hotel,® we found reception, music, reading and
dining-rooms, excellent bedrooms opening on to verandahs,
all plainly furnished with furniture adapted to the climate.
In the garden at the rear was a splashing fountain, gorgeous
flowers, clumps of feathery bamboos and palms, all in excellent
order and arrangement, and all the more enjoyable in the
sweet fresh air, the quietness, and the musical splash of waters.
A hasty toilette in what was to me, fresh from the north of
Brazil, verily a treat : namely, really cold water, found us quite
ready for the excellent and well-served dinner provided for us,

In the hotel we found some fellow-countrymen, Dr. M——,
a retired naval surgeon, amateur artist, and musician, travelling
wherever his mood willed ; he liked Juiz de Fora so much that
he was content to remain there, and had no immediate thoughts
of leaving ; there were also a Mr. and Mrs. M——, a pair of
clderly Scotch entomologists, who had spent several weeks in
exploring the neighbouring woods for insects, and had already
made a grand collection. There were also several Brazilian
ladies and gentlemen, two of the ladies were especially hand-
some. Very soon we all formed a chatting acquaintance,
and became intimate as old friends. What a grateful change
was the delightfully fresh atmosphere of the quiet night after
the heat of the coast, as we sat in the entrance portico of the

7 Panicum melinis, Trin.
8 In 1876 I had again occasion to live at this hotel for several months.
I shall always look back upon it as a charming residence. Now, in
1885, alas ! it is turned into a boarding-school, for when the railway was
+ extended beyond it, it lost the constant arrival of travellers to and from
| the interior. Still, there are plenty of indifferent hotels in the town.
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hotel, watching the fireflies glinting like floating stars amidst
the perfumed grasses and plants of the roadside !

Early in the morning a dense heavy mist covered every-
thing, and made the grass and bushes look as though covered
with hoar-frost, each leaf and blade encrusted with jewels and
frosted silver, but it soon rolled away as the sun rose, floating
away up the hill-sides in filmy masscs, and disappearing
amidst the foliage of the woods. We had to spend a few
days waiting for our baggage to arrive and to see it forwarded
on, before we started.

The town proper of Juiz de Fora, or to give it its right

name, Santo Antonio da Parahybuna, is distant from the
hotel about a mile, and has an estimated population of 25,000
inhabitants. Since Captain Burton’s visit there in 1367,
there were evident signs of progress, building was pro- . |
gressing ° more stores and a few factories were established,
especially for making a national beer for which Juiz de Fora
is cclebrated. It is a light, wholesome drink. An indigenous

wild plant is used as a substitute for hops in its manufacture,

the Composite Carqueja (Baccharis, Nardum rusticume, Mart.) ; |

it has long triangular leaves with whitish buds at the angles; E |
' it is an aromatic bitter and antifebrile, and is one of the
i commonest plants in Minas Geraes.
’ The baggage and rest of the stores of the expedition duly
arrived, but unfortunately they had been sent from England in
large, cumbersome cascs that could only be transported in
bullock-waggons, that will entail a long delay before they reach
their destination. In the stables of the Unido and Industria
' Company were a number of excellent mules that had been
sclected for us to choose from ; we purchased four riding-
mules, and two baggage-mules to carry our personal effects
for the journey.

9 A large town-hall has been finished within the last few years, and
an Industrial Exhibition was held this year (1886).
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The few days at Juiz de Fora passed most pleasingly with
our agreeable associates in walks and rides in the woods and
hills around. These woods, that with slight breaks, artificial
and natural, fill up the valleys between the coast range and
the Mantequeira, are abundantly supplied with orchids of
many varieties, principally Cattlcyas. A labourer can easily
collect a cartload of these plants in a day or two in these
woods around Juiz de Fora. The commonest are Cattleya
labiata, var. picta, a red-purple flower; Cattleya granulosa,
Lindl. ; Cattleya Acklandia : the two latter are brownish with
red centre and purple bars on the petals; a lovely grand
purple Cattleya,; a species of Warneri, the light-purple petals
and dark centre of the Cattleya Gijas, Lindl. ; and the very
numerous common Cattleya Forbesii, Lindl.,, with sap-green
petals and cream and yellow-coloured centres.

On one occasion we called on the veteran pioneer, M.
Halfield, who proudly produced his youngest child. The old
gentleman had married again, quite a young wife, about three
years previously. He is the author of the admirably complete
and minutely detailed survey of the Rio Sio Francisco, an
immense amount of work executed in a remarkably short
time—within one yearthe survey was made; it forms a standard
reference. He was hale and hearty, although near eighty
years of age, and served to prove how a man can maintain a
vigorous health and a hale old age in Brazil.

At last, the eventful day of our departure arrives, Sunday,
the gth of February, when we may expect to bid adieu to the
comforts of civilization.

The man selected to accompany us as guide, servant, and

| friend—for such a camarada really claims to be—is at the

gate with the mulcs, as fine a set of animals as one would

' wish to see; one, especially, is truly a graceful creature.
" Antonio, the camarada,is a tall, good-looking fellow, about

VOL. 1. 1)




50 Ri0 To BARBACENA.

twenty-cight years old; there is an air of sangfroid and
independence about him, that shows he cvidently does not
think much of his new masters—they are estrangeiros, strange
« pizos”" denizens “ do outro mundo’ (of the other world).
Our first experience of the mules I must enlarge upon, as
they are bixos that form a considerable factor in our future
experiences. As we look at them, there is such a palpable
air of latent devilry in them, that within our heart of hearts
weuats ledsts [ rsvasisnet supremely comfortable. Their
skins quiver with irritation whenever a fly alights upon
them, they stamp impatiently with their natty little hoofs,
their tails are whisked to and fro with sharp rapid strokes, their
ears move in unison, they glance shyly at one and calculate
if one is within kicking range, they snap with their teeth
viciously at one another, and lash out their heels and with
loud neighs at the slightest provocation. Antonio fetches the
trunks, and arranges them in a business-like way on the pack-
saddles, tries their balance, and makes it up with odd parcels;
when completed to his satisfaction, he places on top a dried
ox-hide, passes a raw hide-rope over all, hitched ontoa broad
horsehair girth, then applies a long pole to the rope and winds
it up tourniquet fashion; he winds and winds, as though he
was going to turn the mule into a wasp ; the mule grunts and
staggers, and still he winds. “That’s enough, Antonio,”’ we
cannot help saying, out of pure commiseration for the animal ;
but he merely remarks, “Diabo de burro!” As the animal
expostulates with a kick, he gives yet another turn; and
secures the stick by lashing to the hide-rope. The same
process is repeated with the other mule. - “ Antonio! the mules
are loose ! they will run away!” HHe looked at us curiously,
and, as we thought, superciliously, but made no remark.

1 The word dixo, pronounced becshu, is a most comprehensive term,
and is applied to every living thing or strange substance.
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After a certain amount of prancing, we scramble into our
saddles; then immediately all the world seems to dance
around us—houses, banks, and fences fly about promiscuously.
There must be an earthquake, or the earth s topsy-turvy ;
our helmets see-saw between our eyes and the back of our
heads ; the mules are playing cup-and-ball with us, happily
neatly catching us each time we descend ; our personality, we
feel, is lost in our clothes, as we sway violently to the right and
the left. Suddenly my colleague dashes off to Rio Janeiro,
blindfolded with his helmet ; my male fortunately prefers the
opposite direction ; away we go down the hill at a break-neck
pace; the reins seem to be useless encumbrances, one might
just as well try to stop a locomotive with them. After it can
be realized that I am yet in the saddle, and in the land of the
living, I settle down into my seat, and let Senhor Mule have
whip and spur, and through the town we go flying. Suddenly
the mule stops; an irresistible impulse prompts me to go on,
and continue my journey without him. It is with difficulty
that the temptation is resisted, but half-way over his head I
decide to remain, and hold his head and neck in a loving
embrace. Well, that’s not so bad, anyhow, I think, as I get
back to my seat. Now the mule is evidently disgusted, and
will not proceed. I should like to turn him round, but he
will not pay any attention to my gentle persuasions. I should
like to try the effect of the spur again, but it is best to leave
 well alone. I have a certain respect for that mule, and do
not wish to disturb his meditations, so take especial good care
that the spur does not touch him. I take the opportunity to
carefully look behind me ; there is no one in sight, but in front
of me a huge herd of cattle suddenly appear round a corner,
icovering the whole width of the road ; their horns are six feet
across, and here is this confounded mule stuck in the middle
'of their route ; however, at the sight of the approaching cattle,
Ot
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he starts, brings his ears forward a'most with a click like a
guardsman shouldering arms, snorts an inquiring alarm
and suddenly turning to the right-about, calmly trots back,
when we soon meet W—— and the troop.

« Holloa!” he said, “how did you get on?”

«Oh, my dear fellow, I rode on ahead; but, not seeing
anything of yo'u,I thought I would quietly ride back, just to
sce what had become of you.”

Antonio now observes, “ Os burros ainda nédo estio bem
mansos” (the mules are ndt yet quite broken in).

« How long does it take them to get manso’? DBecause,
if it requires much time, we had better go back and insure
our lives, and bring a surgeon with us.”

Those dreadful-looking bulls again appear in sight, coming
round a bend of the road ; the mules all stop, ears well to
the front. Antonio calls to them, “Ora! Estrella, Joaninho,
choc—choc—choc 7 but they will not “cloc,” they wheel
round immediately, and a stampede ensues in all direc-
tions; “Good-bye, old fellow,” I cry to my companion,
who is heading for the bush by the roadside. But this is
getting monotonous, and in order to argue the point, I
apply the butt-end of my riding-whip between the mule’s
ears, that evidently appcals to his senses, for he at once
becomes manageable and quiet. The cattle pass us, the mule
remains still, trembling and twitching in every limb, as
though flies were tormenting him.

Rejoining my companion, who has also got back to the

road, and is alone, I inquire, “ Where are the baggage-mules
and Antonio ?”’

“ Oh, somewhere in these bushes.”
We hear Antonio’ Is i
s appeals to the mules on our right;
presently ahead appear the runaways, who jog along with

their loads flapping and banging their sides; and now one
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can sce the necessity of a good brace up. We progress
peaccably for some time until we meet a mule troop, when
collisions ensue and there is a spurt ahead. To drive these
four fresh mules is almost as bad as driving four pigs to
market, there is no unanimity of action, cach appears
possessed of a demon of obstinacy, yet is scared at its
own shadow. However, after a while we settle down into a
steady march ; it is the calm after the storm.

The country we pass by consists of open, rolling grass-hills,
with occasional considerable extents of woods and bush,
amidst which many varieties of birds disport themsclves —
Jvao de Barvos ; black anus ; hawkes, Ben-ti-vis, cardinal birds,
canaries,’ Alma de-Gatos,® parroquets, Jacus (penclopes), the
white-headed ZPapa-arroz, and sabias* the Brazilian thrush.
The sun is hot and scorching, and we feel already as though
we have had a long ride. It must be remembered that this
is the hottest month of the year, and as we jog along casily
at a fast walk, the perspiration trickles down our temples and
our backs—our clothes feel like blankets; we feel visibly
browning under the fierce glare.

We pass many rude wooden crosses (mementos of fatal
quarrels, assassinations, or accidents), and habitations ; small
vendas, tropeivos ranchos by the roadside, and farms on the
hills. The road is broad aand fairly good for some miles, and
we obtain many views of the huge banks and cuts of the
Dom Pedro II. Railway, then in course of construction. (I
little thought at that time that years afterwards I should be
at work on that identical section, building bridges, and laying
the permanent way, and be present at its opening.)

As we progress, deep ruts and holes appear and become

more frequent, through which we have to splash and flounder ;

2 Hylophilus ruficeps. ? Soul of a cat.
* Twrdus Orphens Drasilicns:s.
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their bottoms are a deep, soft, soapy clay in which the animal’s
hoofs enter with a “squash,” and come out with a “pop.”
These sloughs are nearly always met with where the road is
low and passes through forest, the huge overarching trees
prohibiting the access of sun and wind, and the heavy traffic
of waggons and mule trains perpetually keeps the wet clay
stirred up and churned, making the holes so deep, that some-
times détours have to be made through the adjoining bush.
This road is the main route to and from the distant
North, and the traffic is almost continual. We meet huge

bullock-waggons of primitive but solid construction, spoke-
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The old Unido e Industria Road between Juiz de Fora and Chapéo-d’Uvas.

less wheels, springless axles, the whole heavy and cum-
bersome; but to see them plunging and heaving in these
sloughs like a ship at sea, hauled by the brute strength of
from four to twelve pairs of oxen, one can quite under-
_stand the adaptability of their construction. On these occa-
sions it is a sight to see the drivers, of course on foot, rush
here and there with their long goads, shout excitedly, prod
the lagging oxen that plunge forward with many groans,
their tongues protruding and their eyes glaring, or with
heads well down, “put their shoulders to it;” the splashing

of mud and water, the struggles of the animals, the shouts
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of the men, and above all the creaking and groaning of the
ungreased axles of the waggons,” makes a lively, noisy scenc.
Or we meet mule trains in lots of seven animals to one driver
(¢ocador), all the animals, of course loose, and either spread
over the road or in single file; in front is a gaily-decorated
old bell-mare or leader, and behind all rides the “arrieiro,”
the farrier, vet.,,and “ boss” of the troop. Then again we meet
droves of black cattle from distant Goyaz, animals with huge
outstretching horns, fierce of aspect, but whose long journeys
have long ago taken out their fire and wildness, and are
now tame, patient animals ; or we may meet a rich fazendeiro
with his family on ambling mules, all the riders carrying white
or green umbrellas and wearing white linen or brown holland
dust-coats or cloaks ; behind come their baggage-mules, with
black drivers on foot, and a mounted servant in grotesque
livery,all top-boots and cockaded top-hat, blue or green coat,
with brilliant facings, and a liberal array of gilt buttons.

Our camarada, Antonio, knows most of the wayfarers
and exchanges salutations with the ar#zieiros, nods to the
tocudors, and whiles away the interim by whittling a plug
of tobacco for his cigarette, or howls aloud a nasal ¢ropczros
song. He is generally a long way bechind, happy, careless
and indifferent to everything; the fresh pack and spare
saddle-animals follow us closely, trotting when we trot, or
walking when we walk, or try to get ahead of us and some-
times take an exploration of the roadside bush—its density is
of no consequence ; without any apparent provocation they will
sometimes go for a little relaxation, some ahead, some into the
woods,whence we hear their packs banging against the trees
and scraping through the jungle. On these occasions Antonio
is always behind and out of sight; expostulations we find only

* This noise is supposed to stimulate the cattle to pull well together,

and if the noise is not satisfactorily-loud, the axles are dusted with char-
coal to increasc the friction.
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make him sulky, and he does not sing for a mile or two—cven
when my companion rates him in choicest ““ Punjaubee” it
has no effect.

In the afternoon, during a heavy shower, we arrive at
Chapéo d’Uvas, twenty miles from Juiz de Fora, and our
halting-place for that day; a village of one long, broad
street, with houses of adobe on each side. What a street
it is! and what a dismal abode of dirt, decay, and
poverty is the whole village! The houses vary from
those with whitewashed fronts, painted doors, unglazed
windows, and tiled roofs, to bare wattle and dab grass-thatched
huts; all are stained with the weather and mud, and the
whitewashed plaster has fallen here and there in patches from
most of the houses, leaving exposed the red-brown adobe and
grey timber framing; a sea of liquid mud forms the street,
extending from the fronts of houses on one to the other side, we
flounder through this slough up to the girths of the animals, to
the door of the venda, above which is written “ Hotel d’Aguiar,”
pronounced “ Ortle ;” the animals stand in the mud and we
have to spring from their backs into the open door of the
hotel. There we find the village store in two rooms—wet
goods in one, and dry goods in the other ; a pervading mixed
smell of dried cod-fish, jerked beef, and kerosene, salutes us.
Inside, in front of the counter, there are a few countrymen
dressed in cotton trousers and shirts, striped cotton coats, and
battered straw hats, bare feet encased in mud and huge spurs.

We explain our desire to the respectable proprietor to
put up for the night. He replies with a bow, “Pois 7o,
meo senhor, faca o favor de entrar” (Certainly, sir, do me the
favour to enter), at the same time opening a door at one end
of the venda. We enter, and find it is in keeping with its
surroundings ; the wooden floor is thickly carpeted with dry
and wet mud, deposited by the muddy fect of all that enter,
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brooms, soap and water, dusters and door-mats are evidently
unknown ; the walls were once white with whitewash and gay
with panellings of red, blue, and green paint; now ages of
dust and cobwebs cover them and hide their pristine brilliancy,
and gay festoons of cobwebs hang suspended from the once
green lattice ceiling; a long bare table occupies the centre
of the room, and against the walls are a leather-covered sofa,
wooden chairs, and benches, upon which are spread the saddles
and harness of a few men present, besides various household
utensils ; the open, unglazed windows look out on the sea of
mud outside ; a few windowless rooms (alcoves) lead out of
this saloon, in each of which are two wooden bedsteads and
nothing else excepting the mud on the floor ; my companion
and I are shown one as our room.

He, full of memories of luxurious life in India, looks around
with a rueful countenance and evident consternation. I
observe that it is a rather nice place. He is speechless, and
glances about him slowly, abstractedly, wonderingly. Sud-
denly he wakes up and exclaims, “ Gad, sir, I was never in such
a hole in my life, what—a—ha! ha!—well I—confound it—
cr, er—is this what is considered an hotel >—why, it's a pig-
stye, sir—a pig-stye!” I endeavour to console him with the
certainty that we shall probably yet experiénce occasions
when we shall remember this hotel as an enviable abode, to
be thought of with grateful memories.

Senhor Aguiar now enters and inquires if we wish to
“lavar os pés?” (wash the feet). “No, but we will have a
large basin of water nevertheless.” A black boy struggles
into the room with a large galvanized-iron basin of warm,
yellow, muddy water, and a small thin cotton lace-edged
towel. The basin is dark and grimy, its original colour
is hidden under a sticky accumulation of the deposits of

years of feet-washing. It is still raining, and the muddy
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river is far off, through wet bushes and trees and sloppy
ground. It is suggested to the landlord that he should give
the basin a good wipe, and we direct his attention to its
sticky qualities. “ Para que, senhor 2 isto ndo faz mal” (What
for, senhor ? this will not do any harm). He evidently thinks
we are capricious and full of fads, and looks at us wonderingly
from top to toe, then says, “ Sirvaimn-se senhores ; ndo facam
ceremonia” (Help yourselves, gentlemen ; do not stand upon
ceremony), and then seats himself on one of the beds to
watch us plaster ourselves with a fine coating of mud, which
is then transferred to the tissue-paper-like towel.

Now an odour of onions, grease and garlic, and burnt coffee
prevails in the establishment; a withered, witch-like old
negress, half-clad in tattcred, smoke and grease-blackened
rags, lays a thick Minas cotton table-cloth, and returns with
dishes of boiled beans and toucinko, stewed fowl and rice, an
indefinable joint, a lump of roast pork, another lump of beef
roasted to a cinder, (an island in alake of clear yellow grease,)
a bow! of farinka, some lumps of hard dough for bread, two
wooden boxes of Guava preserve, oranges, bananas, and Dutch
cheese, a few bottles of cackaca and “ black-strap” (Portuguese
wine, vinko tinto or figuetra), plates, iron-handled knives and
forks, that have never been polished, and “jantar esta prompto”
(dinner is ready). Our fellow-travellers are soon in their
places; we are a strange medley : two Englishmen, two
Brazilians, an Italian,a Portuguese,and a Frenchman. No time
is wasted in idle ceremony, each one of our fellow-guests stands
up and helps himself to whatever is within his reach, never
mind what it may be ; cach plate is piled.up ; the knife is first
used to chop up and mix the food with the farinha intoa stiff
paste, then it is well-loaded half-way down the blade and
the whole dexterously whipped into cavernous mouths. Nearly

all are coatless and collarless, unwashed and uncombed, and
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perfumed with the odours of travel. But hunger is like unto
a roaring lion who seeketh what he may devour. We sought
and we found, and were satisfied ; our fellow-guests terminated
with a mixed dessert of fruits, cheese, and sweets, then freely
indulged in eructations and expectoration, and used their
forks for toothpicks.

It rains heavily outside, the sky is a dull leaden hue, every-
thing drips with water, it is all damp, bleak, and muddy ; the
rain drives in at the open windows in cold gusts of wet ; we
are stiff and tired with the hard jolting, the chairs feel as
though their seats were made of tin-tacks set point upwards :
we conclude that pipes, bed, and a book are most advisable.
At our summons the old odorous black dame again appears
and makes our beds. The beds are long sacks of Minas
cotton, stuffed with the fresh dried leaves (corn-shucks)
forming the sheaths of the Indian-corn heads. They are soft
and pleasant, but rustle furiously at every movement ; clean
pillows and clean coarse sheets were provided, the only clean
things in the hotel. The blackened, dusty walls, the muddy
floor, and bare room were not perhaps attractive surroundings
by the light of a candle stuck in an empty bottle, yet in the
dark we reposed as peacefully as in any London hotel. Al-
together there were perhaps not sufficient unpleasantnesses to
have made Mark Tapley consider it “jolly.”

IRiTERTles Tad *been ' ordered for 7 a.m. the next
morning, but 8.30 arrived and still there were no signs of
them. There is a mist amongst the trees and a steady drizzle
falls, and there is deep mud outside ; the sky is leaden and
dark ; the rain sounds a drip, drip, drip, from eaves and
bushes,and the air is chilly and damp enough to create a shiver.

Certainly it does not invite one for a morning walk to see
what has become of Antonio, but Senhor Agiuar has no one

to send; Mr. W— growls at the delay and suggests that I go.
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Well perhaps the mud and muck will be jolly enough, so I
find myself creeping along the houses and fences, then wading
knee-deep in mud across the strect, and get into the woods by
a path I was pointed out as leading to the pasfo (pasture).
The word pasture conjures up a vision of verdant meadows,
trim hedges and ditches, &c., but here it is slightly different. A
scramble up a steep, slippery path through forest, terminates
in a bushy hill-top, with tall scattered shrubs and bushes
and trees, with the thick, sweet-smelling capim gordura in
the open patches ; this is the pasture-ground. I hear afar off
Antonio’s voice, “ Choc! choc! choc I— Joaninko !—clioc ! —
Estrella l—awoa !—choc 1" &c.  After a scramble through briars
and sticky grass all dripping with wet, I find him with an
embornal (nose-bag) of corn, trying to persuade the mules to
be caught; but they are evidently contented with their lot,
and allow him to get most tantalizingly near, only to bound
off, over the bramble and bush. *He told me that two mules
are missing, probably gone back to Juiz de IFora.

Meanwhile we continue our chase ; many a run,scramble, and
tumble is made before we corner those present, get halters
over their heads and fasten themn head and tail together.
We wade out of the pasture, slip and slide down the steep
descent, wade across the mud of the street, and arrive at the
hotel, wet, muddy, covered with burrs, and sticky with the
viscid grass, but all aglow with health and exercise, and ready
for a solid breakfast, no matter what. Yesterday’s dinner is
repeated with the addition of “café-au-lait.” Antonio makes
a hearty meal, and starts off to Juiz de Fora for the runaways.
It is slow work waiting for him, for we must not be extravagant
in our reading matter, and growling becomes monotonous
after a time, and so does smoking. We sit on the counter
of the venda, and quiz the countrymen as they come in,
and banter Senhor Agiuar; about mid-day Antonio arrives
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with the missing mules; the owner of a roadside rancho had
made them prisoners, for having seen us go by on the previous
day, he therefore knew they were fugitives.

(Now, in 1885, Chapeo d'Uvas is served by the D. Pedro I1I.
railway station. The station is nearly two miles away ; the
road to it crosses a low, flat, muddy land, covered with bush
and woods and a very few rogas. In 1882, the exportation
consisted of §8 tons of coffee, 79 tons of maize, beans, and
mandioca, I ton of sugar, about 2 tons of dried beef, 240 tons
of salt pork fat (Zowucin/io), 176 tons of cheese, 286 pounds of
tobacco, 125 tons of bricks, tiles, and lime, and 52 tons of
sundries, or a total of 734 tons,producing in freight, 11,7038 000
(now, in 1885, about 89o/.) ; 5885 passengers left, and 5984
arrived, producing 14,359% 000 (11277.).

These statistics will enable the reader to form an idea of the
local productions over an area of, say, 100 square miles. This
produce may be roughly estimated to be worth about 29,000/.)

Qur bill at the hotel amounted to fifteen thousand reis,
truly a formidable array of figures, but only equal to about
thirty shillings.® When we started, the weather was still dull
and showery, mists hung about the trees, and thunder
reverberated amongst the neighbouring hills. After leaving
the village we passed into thicker forests, and stiffer ascents
and descents over a hilly country, that shows an approach to an
elevated region ; the roadside houses become fewer and far
between ; in the hollows between the hills are awful quagmires,
through which we splash and flounder, the mules extricating
hoof after hoof with pops like unto opening of bottled beer ;
the forests are gloomy and dripping with moisture, patches
of mist float amongst the more open parts like “almas

6 In 1873 the exchange was 244. per 1§ ooo (1 milreis), now, in 1385-6,
it is only 184, N.B. Since writing the foregoing, exchange has risen to
2234. in May, 1886.
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doutro mundo” (ghosts from another world). Patches of
open lands with grazing cattle ; numerous hurrying, turbulent,
yellow, muddy streams ; long wooded valleys and hills of
forest and scrub, are the chief features of the country, over
which hang the grey clouds and mists, so different to the hot,
scorching sun of the previous day.

Late in the afternoon we arrive at Mantequeira, a two-
storied house, with an adjoining venda and outhouses, situated
in a low valley at the base of the Serra de Mantequeira.
Around it on all sides rise steep, densely wooded, lofty hills,
the rush of falling water is heard everywhere; it is a dull,
dark, gloomy, damp solitude in the forest, now partially
obscured by rapidly descending clouds of driving mist. We
ride into a courtyard covered with the rotting, saturated stems
of squeezed sugar-cane ; a waggon is in one corner, on which
fowls are drying their bedraggled feathers; an old negro,
bare-headed, bare-legged, bare-footed, dressed only in a coarse
blue baize shirt and short ragged trowsers, stands shivering
in a doorway, blanched to a greeny-brown colour with the
penetrating dampness.

This place is a Hospedaria, that is, a house where man and
beast can be accommodated. A flight of stone steps leads up
to the first-floor, from one of the windows of which a man was
leaning with folded arms, watching our arrival. As we entered
his room, he merely turned his head and looked over his
shoulder at us, without otherwise moving, and in reply to our
request for accommodation, said “ Pode” (you can), and
resumed his look outside on the misty forest hillsides, then
with a sigh, expectoration, and a terrific yawn, he turned
slowly round, and with yet folded arms, had a good stare at
us.

“I say, friend, are you the respectable proprictor ?”

. 1 am.”
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“Well, just hurry up and order the execution of a few fowls
and get the feijaos on the fire.”

)

With a terrific effort he pulls himself together, has another
yawn, enough to dislocate any ordinary jaw, then slowly
shuffles across the room to an inner staircase and calls ‘“José!
Maria! Secondinha! Manoel!” until some one replies
“Nhor?' Venha ca diabo” (Come here, diabo). *Get
dinner and rooms ready for these senhores, tell Manoel to
show the camarado the pasture, and send José up with a
basin of hot water and pull off the boots of the senhores.”
Having said and done which, he wearily returned to his
window with a sigh, and resumed his occupation of expecto-
ration, and gazing out on the dull, darkening woods around.

It was an old, strongly built house, a relic of the prosperous
colonial times, when gold, diamonds, and labour were cheap
and plentiful, and agricultural produce very dear. Now it is
just the reverse. (Mawe speaks in his travels in 1812 of even
then meeting houses that bore marks of opulence and grandeur
that had decayed as the gold-mines cecased to work. Wages
even in his time were only 600 reis per week, now a Portuguese
labourer can earn in Minas 2000 to 2500 per day). The rooms
were large and lofty, unceiled, and showing the huge beams
that supported the tiled roof. Dust and dirt were not so con-
spicuous as in last night’s abode ; altogether a fair enough place
for a rough shake-down. The inevitable black boy and iron
basin of hot water now appears, not quite so sticky as that of
last night, but quite sticky enough.

Although it is the hot season, the air is quite sufficiently
chilly, more like a wet summer’s evening on Devonshire
Dartmoor than tropical Brazil, but we are 2800 feet above the
sea. Mr. W—, who, like many another stranger coming to this
country (the greater part of which is within the torrid zone),

7 An abbreviation of senhor, pronounced esn-yire.
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imagined he would have to encounter the heat of Indian
plains or West African coast, and consequently expressed
much surprise to find such a plecasant temperature as we then
enjoyed, and observed that, if he can always meet with it it
will go far to counterbalance the want of luxuries, and create
4 rude state of health that will enable us to rough it with light
hearts and strong digestioﬁs.

Just before dark, I suggested we should go and inspect the
contents of the venda close by. Theowner (a fat Portuguese
of a Sancho Panza type), received us jovially, took our hands
lovingly in his large, soft, greasy paws, and told us the English
were  omens e muito bons homens” (men and very good
men). After examining the very limited stores of his odorous
ooods, we espied some long-necked bottles on a distant shelf.
Inquiring what they were, he said they contained vin/o, but
he did not know its quality ; he had found them there when he
took possession of the venda from a defunct “ compadre,” but
they had no rotellas (labels), and were “muito suzio” (very
dirty), and no one would buy them ; he did not think they
were fit for “cavalheiros.” On taking them down we found
them to be Burgundy wine bottles, thickly encrusted with
dirt and cobwebs ; the labels had long since been eaten by
the cockroaches. We opened a bottle: result, a capital
bouquet and flavour. Chambertin, by the powers! “How
much?” “Oh! anything you like to give, say a milreis ”
(two shillings). It is needless to say we bought the lot. This
is not at all an unfrequent occurrence to find some rarely
good wines at some out-of-the-way roadside wenda; liow
acquired may be a mystery, but the acquisition, as we now
happily found, was a fact.

Our dinner did not appear until 8 p.m.; it was an improve-
ment on last night’s, and we had it to ourselves, cxcepting

that our host had removed from his window when it became
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too dark to see outside, and had taken up a position astride
a chair, his arms folded on the back of it, his chin buried in
his arms ; there he sat during our dinner silently gazing at us.
The rain pattered outside, the wind blew in gusts, but we
dallied at our dessert over our pipes, treasure trove, and
chatted, and thought we were very well off,

Early the next morning we found our host again at his
window, shivering in the chilly morning mist, that in the form
of a mass of dense white vapour shrouded all but the nearest
objects from view ; but a glad sight met our eyes in the yard
below—the mules, complete in number, munching their corn.

It was a task for our host to leave his beloved window a
moment, even to receive payment for our accommodation,
ten milreis (about a sovereign) ; he received it indifferently,
sighed, yawned, shivered, expectorated, and returned to his
lounge. I noticed the woodwork was quite polished on his
perch ; undoubtedly he passes all his days there, and must
know every tree in sight.

Soon after starting, the road commenced to ascend through
grand luxuriant old second-growth forests,® winding round
the sides of precipitous hills. Here, down in valleys, in and
out, up and down amongst the hills and forest, the road was
simply “jolly,” or as bad as a bad road can possibly be; all
the way the soil is a red-brown clay, with deep sloughs and
ruts, slippery, soft, and sticky. It was hard work for the
. animals, and many a time as we rode on the extreme edge of
a precipitous slope, to avoid a deep pool of mud covering the
' width of the road, I thought we should have rolled down the
| hills ; the mules slipped right and left on the greasy soil,
| staggered and snorted with fear ; and, to add to our troubles,

® Much of this has since been cut down to obtain railway-sleepers that
. o O ey QL /L
are put alongside the railway at twenty-four milreis the dozen—8 o x
. O/ 8// X O/ 6“.
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a fierce storm of wind and rain overtook us, half blinding us
with gusts of driving rain as we struggled upwards through
the deep, soft, sticky mud ; yet along this road is a heavy
traffic of waggons and mule trains.’

It was really pitiable to see in some places the poor animals
toiling through their difficulties ; teams of not less than
twenty to twenty-four bullocks are required to drag the
cumbersome waggons up these greasy hills and through the
dcep sloughs.

As we mounted higher and higher, long wooded valleys
began to appear below us ; and finally, near mid-day, the rain
ceased, and we gained the summit of the road, about 4200
feet above the sea, where the fine views in a great measure
recompensed us for our exertions; for, far as the eye could
sce, extended a panorama of hills and deep valleys.

Some of the hill-tops were long, rounded, grass-covered
summits, like English downs ; on others, and in the valleys,
dense, luxuriant forest alternated with scrub.

To look down upon these forests, and upon similar ones in
the adjoining provinces, they all appear to be alike, yet every
section of them, when examined closely, is different to its
neighbour. There are myriads of trecs, bushes, vines, palms,
ferns, parasites, and orchids, whose numbers and varieties
produce infinite changes of arrangement, consequently the
most minutely detailed description of any glade, or interior of
any part of the forest, would totally vary from another a dozen
yards away. Yet, in gazing from a height upon the whole
mass, one sces a number and variety of trees that by their
conspicuous colour of leaf, or flower, or form, absorb the less
distinctive features; for instance, the tall, slender, hollow-

stemmed Imbauba,' with large peltated leaves, light-green on
 Now considcr.ably diminished by the extension of the D. Pedro 1I.

Railway.
} Cecropia. There are two varieties of this trec—the RNoxva C. peltata
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the upper and silvery-white on the lower side, is a prominent
feature, especially when the passing breeze flutters its leaves
in flashes of green and silver ; then there are the grand masses
of colour of the purple,® and of the golden flowers, of the Piu
d’Arcoor Ipey ;* the tall, feathery heads of the edible palmetto
and other palms; the dark, small, double, feathery leaves and
yellow flowers of the Jacaranda, and of the almost black leaves
of certain tall, umbrageous trees ; and against the background
of dark-shaded green, appear the thousands of white, grey, blue,
brown, red, yellow trunks of all manner of trees. All these
are prominent objects that fix the attention above their sur.
rounding neighbours, immense in variety and form, yet by
distance forming a homogeneous mass of green verdure. Above
all is the blue ether, and white, cloudy background, with per-
haps a carrion turkey-buzzard wheeling majestically in wide
concentric circles in the air, or maybe a hawk emits a scream
as he flies upwards into space. The silence and stillness is
alone disturbed by the incessant whirr and whistle of cicadas
far and near, sounding like the whistling of a number of
express trains.

In these valleys there are jaguars, both spotted and black ;
the red puma (on¢a assusuarana); tiger-cats; guara (the
Brazilian wolf) ; the matirio, or woodland deer; tapirs,
capivaras, peccares, spotted cavies (pacas), agoutis (cozzas), and
smaller game ; of game birds, there are the curassow (mutum),
| Jahu (penelopes), inhambu-assu (a quail-like species), cardonas
(also a species of quail, but only found in the grass-lands).
A passing traveller rarely sights any of the animals unless it

' and the Branca C. palmata. 1tsleaves and fruit are admitted to be the
' favourite food of thesloth. The juice of the buds is used as a refrigerant

in cases of diarrhcea. The tree is more common to the second-growth
: woods than to the virgin forest, although I have often seen it in the

~latter.
o . . 3 -]
* Tecona curialis. Tecona speciosa.
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is an agouti, or a tiger-cat; to find them one has to go with
dogs, and if possible find a salt-lick, and then hunt long and
patiently, but they are all there, for onc hears constantly of
one or the other species being seen or shot. It is, however,
very questionable indeed whether for the mere sake of sport
the game would be in sufficient numbers to repay the neces-
sarily great exertion and labour required to find them.

Now as we.proceed, we find we are entering another land;
the dense mass of forest covering the ascent of the serra
has disappeared from view, and in its place we see before
and around us, huge, rounded, grass-covered hills, on whose
surface are sparsely dotted isolated trees and small bushes;
irregular winding lines of dense capic® fill up the bottoms
and creep up the gulleyed water-courses of the hill-sides ;
here and there are a few scattered arucaria pinc-trees,’ their
candelabra-like branches and rough stems are a novel sight to
one accustomed to essentially tropical Brazil. They are the
advanced sentinels of the grand and vast pine forests of
Parana in tlie south, and indicate by their presence here our
proximity to a temperate climate.

The air is also wonderfully different to the lower forest-
land ; there is a brightness and a clearness that creates an
cxhilarating feeling, despite the now uninterrupted glare of
the sun; the hill-sides are fresh with light-green or greyish
wiry grasses; the roads are firm, and strewn with quartz
pebbles; a fresh breeze full of ozone blows in our faces;
numerous birds whistle and chatter and scream a mnoisy
concert ; even the mules appear to appreciate the change,
for the country being open in all directions, a number of
grazing mules are sighted on a hill-side near; ours bring up
their long cars to attention, and bray a salutation; the
strangers reply ; our spare mules kick out playfully behind, as

. . -
A clump of forest. S Arucaria Brasiliana.
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much as to say, “ Here's some fun, boys, come along,” and
away they go, the baggage animals after them, making such
a clatter with their flapping packs that the noise serves to
speed them on the more.

Antonio as usual is behind, out of sight. “O! Antonio !
Antonio!” we call. “’Nhor,” is faintly borne towards us. When
he eventually arrives, all hands have to go for a chase across
country ; there are no fences, or hedges or ditches, it is plain
sailing, and the baggage mules are soon brought into the
road, but the other two mules, unencumbered with any zmpedi-
nenta, fraternize with the drove of strangers, and give us a
long gallop to separate them and get them into marching
order again.

The general level of the country descends very slightly
from the dividing ridge; it is practically an undulating
table-land, with depressions forming the basins of the various
streams. This district, and fer thirty or forty miles north,
is the most important watershed of Brazil, for it gives birth
to waters that flow to all the quarters of the compass, to the
coast, to the Rio Sio Francisco, and to the Rio de la Plata
system. There are, however, peaks and ridges in Brazil of
much higher altitude, as the Peak of Itatia-assu in the
southern branch of the Mantequeira, 9980 or 10,466 feet, as it
has been variously estimated ; Monte Pyreneos, necar Goyaz,
ncarly gooo feet, and Itacolumi, near Ouro Preto, 5860
feet above the sea; yet they do not occupy so highly im-

. portant a position in the distribution of waters as this district

around Barbacena.
In the main valleys we cross many strcams by wooden

bridges, approached through more seas of mud whenever the

: road traverses the woodlands of the bottoms. Finally, on

arriving at a summit of one of the highest hills, we sighted
in the distance the city of Barbacena, its white houses and
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church towers conspicuous amongst the surrounding green
hills and valleys, and looking in the distance, as my colleague
remarked, like a town in Hindoostan.

As we ride on, we feel particularly happy, as though we
had inhaled laughing-gas; onc wants to shout, gallop, or

The high-road to Barbacena near the sum-
mit of the Mantequeira Hills.

do something unreasonable to
express the fecling of elation
that he irresistibly experiences.
On many an occasion after-
wards, I have noticed the same
effect on coming from a forest district into campos land;
undoubtedly the sombre shade of the trees does create an
imperceptible depression which is only realized when one
emerges from the dark, silent shades, into the bright green
grass, sunlit hills and valleys, and frecsh breezes of the
campos, brilliant with flowers and bright-plumaged birds.
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Barbacena is built upon the summit of hills, and commands
extensive views of the surrounding country. The approach
to it is up steep roads of yellow clay and quartz pebhles,
with decp ruts and rain-water gullies, and ledges of stone to
prevent the waters quite carrying away all semblance to a
road ; as we ascended, a sharp shower met us, and rapidly
turned the road into a series of small cataracts of water
that would soon have made deep excavations were it not for
the transverse slabs of stone. Wattle and dab huts, small
adobe houses and a few larger ones, line the way on each
side, the houses have fenced or walled compounds, the huts
simply adjoin the bush of the valley.

Arriving on the top we leave the suburbs behind us, and
enter upon the painfully paved streets of the old city. Aswe
clatter over the round, cobbly stones, the noise is almost
startling, and wakes up echoes in the silent streets, and
attracts to many doors and windows the heads of the in-
habitants, old and young, male and female, to sece the *gente
de fora” arrive; otherwise one might almost imagine it a
deserted city, the rain having probably driven away the few
customary wayfarers. Some of the houses are large, with
glazed windows, pantiled or colour-washed walls, projecting
caves of red tiles and brick calgado (pavement) in the foot-
way in front. In theirrear, extending down the hill-side to the
valley below, are large gardens of grand trees, palms, fruits,
flowers, and brilliant-foliaged plants; amongst the latter,
the brilliant, fiery-red bracts of large poinsettias are con-
spicuous. IFrom the caves project huge grotesque rain-water
spouts, that now eject into the road copious streams of water
from the roofs of the churches and the large and the small
houses ; all down the streets one sees a steady outpour, and
hears the splash of water. There are other more unpreten-

tious houses and stores, even to houses with unglazed windows,
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and whose whitewashed, plastered fronts are weather-stained,
or from which the plaster has fallen, leaving patches of the
adobe and framework visible.

Finally, we arrive at the Hotel Barbacenense, an old house
in the Rua do Rosario, oppositc the mean chapel of that
name, and right glad are we to do so, for we feel as though
we have been riding for ages instead of only three days; we
were young and inexperienced in the “devilries” of mules,
and were, morcover, not yct “ case-hardened.” Let any one
try it for the first time, how long the days appear after the
first day’s ride, how hot the sun becomes, somehow it
appears to concentrate its rays down one’s back; we get tired,
stiff, and sleepy, only to be thoroughly aroused when the
mule shies or starts, and thereby causes tender thrilling
cmotions that make one sigh for the oft-depicted luxury of
palanquin travelling in India, or think of the comfortable
country roadside inns at home to welcome a traveller at the
end of a long day’s ride.

A stone staircase leads from the street into the middle of
a large, bare room of the hotel, whose windows look on to the
street ; two small side-tables, a cane-seated sofa, some cane-
seated chairs, and one rocking-chair, a large brass lamp, some
tawdry-coloured framed prints on the wall, constitute the
furniture. At the back is another larger room looking on
to stables and yards, odorous with garbage, refuse, and
pigs.

IEach of the bedrooms contained only two beds, a basin in an
iron stand, and two chairs. This is “the” hotel of the city.
Years afterwards, in 1882, with the D. Pedro II. Railway
carrying passengers from the city in one day, I found it
much the same, with the exception that it had changed its
name to “ Hotel Novo York.” With good health and appe-
tite,and a not too fastidious taste in furniture and clean floors,
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a traveller will be able to survive a few days’ residence—in
any case a visit to here, and to the near town of Sio Jofio del
Rey, is well worthy of consideration. The objections are, a
long, hot, dusty railway journey, and rough, coarse fare at
what are called hotels. The inducements are, very fine
scenery from the railway; at Monte Marias, Barbacena, excep-
tionally extensive views over a vast panorama of innumerable
hills and valleys, grass-lands and forest, and the blue ridges of
Serras, fifty miles away; at Sio Jofo del Rey a picturesque
town and buildings; old mining works; the strange and
beautiful forms and colours of the rocks, ravines, and hills of
the Serra das Boas Mortes; the grand open country all
around ; the view from the Serra top ; and both there and in
Barbacena is the glorious air and climate that alone is suffi-
cient to almost resuscitate a dead man; while subjects for
study for an artist, botanist, geologist, and zoologist abound
in every direction,

However, our Boniface now addresses us, “ O: ! jantar estd
prompto” (Look, dinner’s ready). At the table we find a
few men already seated—all travellers except one, a white
man, dressed in a long, double-breasted frock-coat, &c. ; he
particularly struck our attention by his appearance: a bald
head, well-formed features, great melancholy eyes, and a full
long, dark-brown beard ; his conversation and remarks showed
him to be a man of education. Suddenly he puts down his knife
and fork, and stops in the middle of a sentence he was utter-
ing, rises from his chair with a low bow to the company
present, and apologizing with a “com licensa” (with your
. permission), he proceeds to a corner of the room, and there
' quietly inverts his position by standing on his hands and
extending his legs upwards, and for some moments looks at
| us solemnly, without moving a muscle. It is a curious sight

to see this highly respectable party upside down, his long coat-
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tails hanging about his bald head and melancholy physiog-
nomy ; but he soon recovers his proper position, and returns to
the table quietly, solemnly, and withouta word of observation.
To say we were astonished would hardly expressour surprise ;
we all followed his movements with wondering eyes and
dropping jaws, and when he eventually scated himself and
procceded with his dinner as though nothing had happened,
roars of hilarity, partly with the surprise and partly at the
sight of the ludicrous appcarance of our long-coated friend,
broke from the assembled guests. The landlord tapped his
head in a significant way and winked, indicating that the
senhor was not quite sound in his intellect. He never omits
coing through this performance in the middle of every meal,
but he is perfectly reticent as to what his motive is for doing
it. Light years afterwards I found him still living at the
same hotel ; he had abandoned his mania for standing on his
head, but was often otherwise eccentric in his actions.

‘The other people at table are traders and farmers and
arrieros of mule-trains ; they are freely soiled with the stains
of travel, unwashed, and with hair unkempt; only at night
when they retire, about 8 p.m., will they bathe their fectisiN
warm water ; in the morning, they will wet their face with
a very little water, expectorate frecly in any direction, and
they are ready. To pentear (comb) the hair is a very fastidious
action, only done on great occasions, or by members of the
upper classes.

Some new arrivals now appear ; there is a clank of heavy
spurs and the stamp of heavy boots coming up the staircase,
then the strangers clap their hands and call, “ O de casa,” an
untranslatable sentence, perhaps rendered by “ Holloa there!
anybody at home?” Then ensues a long, far-fetched sound,
something like the caw of a hen preliminary to her cluck-

cluck—that disgusting sound we all know so well in Brazil ;
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everybody does it—enjoys it—could not live without it ; it is
part of the national life,—free and unrestricted expectoration,
untrammelled by foolish prejudice or consideration for any
one’s nervous susceptibilities. It is almost like yawning—it
is so catching that our friends at table echo their caw imme-
diately. The new arrivals look at us curiously as they pace
the room with the walk peculiar to a man in top-boots, and
all regardless of the mud of them dropping in little patches
on the floor. Itis evident that they are not habituated to the
splendours of the grand Hotel Barbacenense, for they mutter
to one another, “ Muito luxo! muitas coisas ! isto nao & para

)

pobres como nds” (What a swell place! this won’t do for poor
people like us). “ Vow embora,” (vamos embora) (Let’s be
off). Soon the jingling, stamping, booted, and poncho'd
visitors retire to seek more plebeian quarters.

After dinner, as we lounged in the windows, looking up
and down the long, melancholy-looking, silent street, our
attention was attracted by the ¢ Rule Britannia” played on
a concertina in an adjoining two-storied house, in the bal-
cony of which we noticed two good-looking young women,
apparently foreigners. Inquiring of our landlord for informa-
tion, he informed us that it was a family of itinerant hand-
bell ringers, who were giving performances in the town.

Whilst meditating upon the strangeness of their calling in
such a place as the country towns of Brazil, a very horsey
young man entered and addressed us as follows :—

“You're English, ain’t yer?”

AT

“Well, I'm glad to see yer, it’s a treat to see a Henglish
face agin, an’ ’ear a Henglish woice: blow the lingo of these
’ere black chaps, I say, ’tain’t fit for a decent white man to
talk. Well, gerts both, I'm werry glad to make your ac-
quaintance, and ’ere’s my 'and, and the old man sends to say,
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that if yer like to step round, he and the gals Il be glad to
see yer. Don’t stand on no blooming ceremony.”

As the prospect afforded a probability of meeting some
queer specimens of our countrymen, we concluded we would
accept the invitation, and while away an hour.

« Well, Mr.—"

“Joe Smith® is my name.”

« Well, Mr. Smith, please convey our thanks to your
worthy parent and the ladies, your sisters, we presumc, and
say we shall be pleased to accept the kind invitation.”

“ That's right. 1 see yer ain’t proud, an’ ain’t got no
blooming hairs about yer : and yc'll like the old man too,
'‘ces one o' the right sort. - As to the gals, why, they're gals,
an’ gals ain’t never no good anywheres. Will yer come and
’ave a drop of beer now?”

“No, thank you.”

« Oh, come along, I'll stand treat; or I'll toss yer for a
couple of bottles, that won't 'urt yer.—Oh well, if yer won't,
yer won't, I suppose.”

The polished young Mr. Smith then retired, and eventually
we betook ourselves next door, where we found indeed many
opportunities for musing upon the vagaries of DBritish
character, but if I go into details perhaps “ Mr. Joe Smith”
would be too certainly identifiable.

Next morning we started early for a long walk down the
hills and into the valleys, to get a swim in one of the many
streams. The walk was very delightful ; small trees, and
shrubs, and flowers diversified the monotony of the grassy
hill-side, whose green surface is further varied by the red and
coloured soils of landslips and subsidences. As we walked
along I made a collection of wild flowers with the object of
finding out how many varieties I could collect in the walk of

& I have baptized him Mr. Joe Smith in place of his right name.
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about two miles. Upon counting my collection I found I
had gathered thirty-eight different species of flowers, without
going out of my way for the purpose. The stream in which
we had our swim was a small rivulet trickling over boulders,
steps, and slabs of rocks, leaving many pools of deep, clear
water. The low, shelving banks were covered with flowers,
shrubs, and ornamental grasses and ferns.

During the day I called on the veteran traveller Senhor
Pierre Victor Renault, French Vice-Consul, Homceopathic Phy-
sician, and Professor of Mathematics, Geography, and History
at Barbacena. Here I was shown many interesting speci-
mens of minerals and entomology, d7éc-a-brac and curios ; and
in his excellent garden, pinks, heliotropes, gladioli, verbena,
violets, roses, apple, pear, plum, peach, and apricot trees,
strawberries, and raspberries, and finally, a grand collection of
ferns and orchids, that he has obtained by exchange from
many other tropical countries. He had then been in Brazil
thirty-eight years, and when I saw him again on several
occasions, and ecight years afterwards, he was yet hale and
hearty.

In the afternoon we ascended Monte Marias, a lofty,
roinded hill, about three miles from the town. Since our
visit a zigzag road has been made up its sides on the occa-
sion of an imperial visit a few years ago, but even with-
out it we had no difficulty in riding up to its summit.
It is not a prominent object in the landscape, being not
more than a few hundred feet above the adjoining ridges ;
yet, rising as it does from a base that constitutes in
itself the culmi.nating ridge of the country, at a great eleva-
tion above the sea, it necessarily enables one to obtain a
wonderfully extensive panorama of hills and valleys; so
distant is the blue misty horizon that the farthest ranges are

difficult to distinguish from the light broken clouds ncar the
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sky-line. It is like looking down upon a world, an unin-
habited world ; not a single homestead or farm is visible, for
the neighbouring hills shut out from sight Barbacena and its
suburbs. The expansive view seems enormous, yet it occupies
space insignificant on the map of Brazil. In some places
the clouds pour forth their waters in long, faint, grey lines of
vapour, in other directions the passing shadows of clouds turn
to dark shades the grass-hills and wooded valleys below ; the
olorious atmosphere, a fresh cool pure, transparent ether,
laden with sweet-gathered perfumes, makes one envy the
turkey-buzzards as they sweep round in immense circles,
apparently without an effort, yet passing swiftly over great
distances in a few moments. The hill-top is naturally
oravelled with quartz pebbles, and entirely devoid of bush or
trees, and carpeted with thin tufts of grey wiry grass and
small woolly-stemmed flowers. Away below us in the near
neighbourhood are the valleys of the tributaries of the Rio
das Boas Mortes, separated from cach other by rounded,
irregular ridges and isolated heights that extend in all direc-
tions—hills, ridges, and valleys, without order or regularity, a
mass of green billowy undulations ; the rifts up the hill-sides
and valleys between are often thinly wooded with dense low
woods. A most prominent feature of the scene are the
numerous landslips or subsidences, “barrancas,” huge cavities,
rounded natural excavations, glowing in the sunlight with an
infinitude of tints and forms, dark-purples, green, yellow,
snowy-white, blue, violet, rich reds, and dark-browns, arising
from a variety of chemical combinations ; the surfaces of these
slips are jagged and irregular, full of spires, pinnacles, stairs,
cavities, and domes, and down the centre is often a trickling
streamlet, the original cause of all these great hydraulic
washings. |
The soil of these hills, where not covered by capdes? or

7 The word capio is the Portuguese for a capon, but in this case it is
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clumps of trees, is apparently very sterile ; it is only covered
with thin tufts of wiry grass and layers of quartz and other
pebbles, and despite the frequent rains, is devoid of bush or
trees ; yet wherever the surface drainage has washed out water-
courses in the hill-sides, there trecs or bushes or many flowers
accumulate in the collected humus and moisture. The annual
campos fires that occur every August, destroy all young trees
unable to resist it, leaving only such trees as are found in the
Cerrados, which can equally resist fire and water, cold and
heat, damp and drought. It is well known that botanists
and travellers do not agree about the original clothing of
these campos; some believe that they were always barren,
others that the land was once covered with forests. Personally,
I believe the former to be the case in these natural campos
regions, for I eventually found in Northern Minas, Bahia,
Goyaz, Maranhilo, in slightly inhabited districts, even more
barren campos than these of Barbacena, especially in some
parts of Goyaz, where the surface consists of a dense matted
covering of tall coarse “ Agreste” grass; and no tree or a
shrub is visible for miles around. In Pernambuco much of the
forest has been cleared and turned into pasture-lands, but
there the soil is vastly different, and trees and palms casily
grow again wherever they are permitted : those districts are
in fact only artificial campos.®

We would gladly remain to see the effect of sunset, but
certain material cravings demand our presence clsewhere.

derived from the aboriginal Guarany Cadpodnz, an island, that well
describes these island-like clumps of forest surrounded by grass-lands.

® Before finishing with Barbacena it may be as well to add that now,
in 1885—it shows little change to the description of it by Captain Burton
in 1868—there is now a railway-station and a few new streets around it,
otherwise its knobbly, silent streets, its freshly painted and its old,
dilapidated houses are the same. Even the church of N. S.da Boa Morte
that was moving, according to p. 85, v.i. of the ““ Highlands of the Brazil,”
still continues to move, i.e. is vet being finished. Barbacena has for
many years been a central emporium for the traffic of a large area of
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A splendid canter over the breezy hill-tops, and a clatter
through the sleepy town, brought us back to the “ Grand”

Hotel.

Minas, especially of imported salt. In 1882, 15,933 passengers departed
and 16,343 arrived. The goods traffic consisted of—

Exportation. | Importation.
, \tlé.ltllc T l\tf(;:zslc Kilo&
Coffec e . s =

Cereals, malze bc'ms mandloca nce, flour . 270363 123643
Sugar . . : : : ] 110°459 136°090
Rum and other spmts : . . . ¢ 8303 19'695
Dried beef . g ; ; . . 2 ‘118 88-060
Salt b A ' ; A : 122°436 | 1244983
Salt pork (z‘oucm/zo) . : : ’ ' 191°345§ 20°664
Cheese . A b 3 3 . ] . 27265 1'375
Tobacco oy I 5 66690 4'491
Goods manuhctmed in the country 4 2 191°619 37328
Lime, tiles, bricks, &c. ! : 5 S 287759 | Io7i3Ed
Timber . . : : . : ; § —_ - 22°159
Coal . . : b . ; J : — — *500
Charcoal . : : : . s 5 —_ - *500
Cotton goods . 3 3 5 . — — | 1335801
Aoncultuxal lmplements 2 X . . 25289 19'936
Dried and salted hides . 3 ; . | 2503 3'4838
Sundries not classified . 3 ) 3 . 199794 | 401°544
Total 1433" tons| 35067°628

Freights ; : . 1522988 050
Passengers . ; . 81'9098 900

Total 234'2078 950=4£ 17,560, at 184.

These statistics show the exports and imports not only of the country
near Barbacena, but also of the districts far away in the north. It will
be seen that cotton goods and salt are the main items of the imports,
and wheat flour forms the major part of the imported ccreals. The
exports indicate the nature of the local productions; there is no coffee,
and but little sugar, for what figures in the list is what has been received
by railway and sent to other localities. TPork, tobacco, lime, pottery,
maize, and beans are the chief productions.




The barrancas or canyons of the Campos near Barbacena.

(oS RESERIRE T

FROM BARBACENA TO SAO JOSE.

The oatskirts of Barbacena—On the road —At Carandahy—An indus-

trious black and his wife—The cool temperature of the highlands—A
beautiful country and rough roads—Rough quarters—A new kind of
tea—Carrapatos—The country lamp of castor oil-—Phe Serra d’'Ouro
Branco—Congonhas do Campo ; its curious chapels—An old mining-
centre—An early morning’s walk—The passage of the Serra and its
incidents—A range of iron—Magnificent scenery—A perilous
descent and a rugged road—First sight of the Pardopeba—The
poverty-stricken village of Sio Gong¢alo—Evidences of former pros-
perity—A colleague and his rough quarters—A sick mule—First
sight of our work to do—Vestiges of gold and diamond mines—A
valley of human poverty and natural wealth—S3io José—More col-
lecagues-—Troublesome visitors—A curious deer hunt—The muddy

Pardopeba.

' OUR baggage has finally arrived in the German-looking four-

. wheeled waggons common to the Unifio e Industria road.

' The stores, implements, &c., are transferred to the heavier,

. stronger, but more cumbersome native bullock-cart, to be
' transported over rugged mountainous roads and paths, through

VOL. L G
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deep sloughs and along corduroy roads, to their destination
on the Rio Parfiopeba. We remained until the 16th February
fo fairly see the train of waggons actually get under way, for
we shall soon get ahead of them, as they do not travel
more than cight to twelve miles per day.

In the meantime, we have “done ” the city and its neigh-
bourhood, at least as much as we require of its churches, its
streets of cobbly stones and ruts, silent houses and sleepy
stores, and its hills and valleys around. In one of the stores,
however, we made an acquisition of some cases of ex-
cellent Edinburgh ale, that the owner could not dispose
of as “cerveja ingleza” (English beer), because the label
was unknown: we purchased the lot at six milreis the
dozen (about twelve shillings), less than half the usual
cost.

Close to the hotel, the road makes a sharp descent
to a valley' below, decp in mire, traversed by a stream
that is crossed by an excellent bridge, and then on through
a broad lowland, passing several large houses, farms, huts,
and tropeiros-ranchos, all embedded amongst trees and bush.
For three or four miles we struggled through deep mud,
that required all our activity to keep our seats, as the
animals plunged, slipped, and floundered over the ruts and
deep pot holes ; and the air was extremely close, hot, and
humid. Many mule-trains and bullock-waggons were en-
camped on these outskirts of the town; in many cases the
men were celebrating their arrival in batugues (fandangos),
at roadside huts and vendas even thus early in the morning.
Despite the execrable road, there is a large and continual
export traffic from up-country, of rapadouro (compressed
sugar-bricks), cachaca, maize, beans, farinha, hides, tobacco,

I The railway now crosses this valley by a huge bank and a lofty stone
viaduct of four arches.
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&c., and a return importation of chiefly salt, with hardware,
iron, crockery, Manchester goods, and general groceries,
paraffin oil largely figuring amongst the latter.

Further on, the road ascends from the jungle and bush,
and wet clay soil of the bottoms to higher ground and firm
roads, along ridges of hills covered with a spare vegetation of
low scrub and grass, bright and breezy with the fresh, pure
air of the campos that stretches so far away in winding
valleys and rolling hills, riven by the canyons so pic-
turesque in form and colour. The road and country-side
was lively with many screaming, chattering, and chirruping
birds, and multitudes of brilliant butterflies settled on the
borders of every pool of water in the road. “Termite” hills
and armadillo-holes were numerous, the former often six feet
high, and the latter appearing sometimes even in the road,
that really consists of a number of tracks more or less parallel,
broad or narrow, that follow the direction of the route; of
course there has never been any macadamization or drainage
or other work to make a road beyond the employment of
the billhook and axe, followed by the hoofs of animals and
the wheels of bullock-waggons.

As we progress the country shows a more wooded appear-
ance, for we pass alternately through glades of woods and
open grass-lands; but very little cultivation is seen in all
this diversity of woods, water, grass-hills, and valleys. The
grass-lands do not afford good pasture, as the soil is very
sterile and the grass thin and wiry, interspersed with many
small flowering plants, befarias, dwarf ground-palms, and
| the English-looking bracken.? The woods are not pro-
| ductive of large trees, except here and there where the roots
of some have found a well of moisture and rich soil; then
they shoot up above their fellows, outstretching their branches

2 Dleris aquilina.

G 2
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in a wide, protecting kind of way, and form prominent
objects in the landscape; and from them hang the
long filmy lincs of the parasite, Barba de Velho (old
man’s beard), with long ropes of vines that swing in the
breeze the hanging nests of oriole birds; on the branches
themselves (often withered by the load of life-crushing para-
sites), are bromelias with flowers of several colours, crimson,
gold, vermilion, orchids of limited varieties, various parasites,
mosses, and many-coloured lichens. These boughs are the
favourite perches of many hawks, that swing off into the
blue ether with a cat-like cry, as we ride by.

About 3 p.m. we arrive at a roadside cottage, with a small
store attached to it, opposite to which is an open #ropeiros
rancho (shed). There arec no more habitations immediately
near, and it shows on a board at a corner of the cottage wall,
No. 1, Rua do Commercio, Carandahy. If it is the nucleus
of a new village, it is admirably and picturesquely situated
on the brow of a hill commanding long vistas of far-stretching
valleys, that terminate against this hill in a cu/-de-sac. Farther
on, at the foot of the hill, after passing a low, flat extent of
oround, the road crosses the Rio Carandahy by a wooden
bridge.?

Our hosts were a well-to-do, and consequently industrious,

3 In 1881, I found that a number of houses and vendas had been built
on this low ground. The site was execrably chosen, for the whole of the 4
open space around the houses was one uninterrupted sea of deep mud,
through which we could only pass by keeping close to the houses. The
approach to the bridge was a sightto see; butit had to be done, and done
it was. But what a struggle! The mule, with starting eyes, distended
nostrils, and quivering flanks, lurches, sways, and plunges frantically in
the deep tenacious mud. And yet thisis the main road to one of the well-
built stations of the splendidly constructed D. Pedro II. Railway, on
which neither labour nor expense has been spared to make a really first-
class railway, complete in every modern appointment. The traffic
receipts of this station in 1882—then the last station of the line in traffic
—was considerably more than those of Barbacena.
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black man and woman (his wife, as he proudly informed us,
married in all due form by the priest). The cottage, built only
of bare adobe, unwhitewashed and unpainted, yet looked clean
and comfortable ; and the blacks made excellent hosts, doing
what they could to give us satisfaction, and paying intelligent
artention to our request for a minimum quantity of grease
and no garlic in the dinner, and eventually served us with a
capital plain country dinner, patiently waited for and duly
appreciated. Although this season corresponds to the ecarly
autumn, yet it was sufficiently cold at night on this high,
breezy hill, to make a rug a welcome addition to the thin
coverlets of red cotton usually provided. The thermometer
registered 62°.

In the morning the atmosphere was clear and bright, but
the valleys below were shrouded in white mist, looking as
though filled with snow, gleaming in ridges of light and
shade, as the rays of the carly sun appeared on its surface.
These early departures are most enjoyable; the air is fresh
and keen, the sun is low and sends long lines of light and
shadow across the scene, making it so much softer than in the
oglare of day; and the rising mists are ever an interesting
subject to watch as they drift and roll away, distorted and
shattered into the tree-tops, or sweeping up the hill-side in
masses of white fleecy clouds. :

To-day we ride through a beautiful country, wooded iu
the lowlands, grass and scrub in the highlands; the murmur
of running water is continual, yet in all thesc square leagues
of land how few and far between are the homesteads. Occa-
sionally one passes a large building with outlying sheds and
huts, the fazenda of some local magnate, who probably owns
many square miles around.

These are the districts near the railway, that should be

colonized and developed, and not the far-off provinces of the
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interior. For if at first sight, the apparent sterile soil of the
campos is repellent to colonists, yet there is plenty of rich
well-watered woodlands ; and I believe that the campos, with
proper irrigaticn from any of the numerous streams, could be
made to be fairly productive. The climate is magnificent,
and fevers, or any endemic diseases, are unknown.

On the road we now meet but little traffic—a few country-
men on horseback, or rarely a bullock or mule-train, for we
have left the main route to the more wealthy districts farther
to the north-west—Rio das Velhas, Diamantima, Ouro
Preto, &c. At Carandahy we had crossed the river, and
turned on our course to the left, out of the main track. Yet
even with the diminished traffic, the narrow paths through the
woods are often and often deep holes of mud or choked with
bramble and fallen tree-trunks. As we notice some of the
worst places, and think of our bullock-waggons that will
have to drag through them all, it almost makes one despair of
ever again seeing our cffects! yet, brutally heavy and cum-
bersome as are these waggons, they look comparatively small
behind a long line of twenty-four bullocks, whose collective
strength is equal to a power capable of raising 126 tons one
foot per minute, and that should be sufficient to drag any
waggon out of any hole.

As one notices the numerous rivulets that spring from the
right and left of the ridges that dovetail into one another, it
is interesting to speculate on their future course and picture
to the mind’s eye, as they flow onwards north, or south or east,
how they will receive many another streamlet, until the united
volume unites with other and maybe larger streams, and
then flow on for thousands—yes, thousands of miles, placidly
or tempestuously, through vast unexplored, or, at least
little-known regions, (especially to the south,) to their fina
outlets into the Atlantic, amidst the shipping of the River
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Plate in the south, or through the vast primeval forests of the
Rio Doce to the east, or hurling over the grand cataracts of
the Rio Sfo Francisco of the north. Really it is very sug-
gestive of man’s life—how slight obstacles or causes at the
commencement, which he may be helpless to control, may
influence and direct his after course through life, when, as he

acquires manhood and strength, he goes tempestuously on-

The roadside inn at Banderinha.

wards, battling with the obstacles of his circumstance-directed
career ; or, when things go quietly, how easily it is shaped by
the smallest influences—as the river, when it winds over a
plain, turns and vacillates, but ever flowing onwards to its
final end.

In the afternoon, Antonio brought us to Banderinha a small
roadside farm and inn as our stoppage for the night. Evidently
our lines had not fallen in pleasant places ; a large open space
of bright red soil, in which were stuck many poles for fasten-

ing the mule troops, led from the road to the side of a
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wretched-looking place; a long tiled roof covered the build-
ing; at each end were rooms flush with the front, between
them was an open verandah covered by the roof and closed
in behind by other rooms; the walls had been originally
plastered and whitewashed, but the plaster had fallen away
in many places, leaving bare, ugly patches of adobe visible.
Several lounging, listless loafers are in the yard; one, with
gun and game-bag, and mongrel skinny dogs, has evidently
returned from a prowl in the woods near ; gaunt pigs wander
by gruntingly, and the curs yelp furiously ; at the windows
are numbers of whitey-brown, brown, and black women and
children, giggling and ready for a stampede if any one
speaks with them. Antonio tells us there are no other better
quarters near—and this place, moreover, laid itself out for a
hospedaria.

We found we might expect something in the form of
dinner and a place to sling our hammocks, and were shown
as our bedroom, a kennel with walls and rafters blackened
with smoke and accumulations of dirt and cobwebs ; the
plaster had long since disappeared from the walls, the earth-
floor was littered with broken harness, old boots, ox-hide
ropes, dust, and rubbish ; in a corner stood a dilapidated old
wooden bedstead, on which, after much tedious persuasion,
cur hosts were induced to make up a bed for my companion,
I preferring the less-doubtfully-clean hammock. The messes
of beans, stewed fowl, rice, and pumpkin were in course of
time, about 6 p.m., duly served up in the family plate, i.c. the
carthenware bowls in which the various delicacies had been
prepared, and placed on the table upon wisps of straw.
As we sat on benches around a table in the verandah, all the
occupants of the house, man, woman, and child, seated them-
sclves around us on benches, or lounged against the walls,
or stood in the doorways, hands in pockets, limply reclining,
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silently staring, and freely expectorating. This was my com-
panion’s first baptism of fire, and, as I told him, the sooner he
can get accustomed to it, the better ; there is no alternative
but to consider it jolly, and one of the delightful episodes
of “wild adventure in Brazil.” We alternately joked and
spoke seriously, but our observations were unregarded by
the stolid starers around us, until we made complimentary
observations on the coloured, squalid houris of the group,
that sent them off giggling indoors, whence we heard their
repeated shouts of laughter. As to the men, in answer to
our inquiries for localities, it was always given with a turn
up of the chin, and “F perto ; poueo distante ; alli ; nio he
longe ; aco /a” (It is close by ; little distant; near here ; it
is not far; over there); really about as reliable as if they had
enumerated an uncertain number of leagues, as two or three
leagues ; or uma leagua grande, or uma legua e um pedaco (a
long league or a league and a bit), that may mean any dis-
tance between four or twelve miles.

Mr. W—— now expressed an insatiable desire for tea,
Now the Portuguese word for tea is c/a, but in Minas, cha
is employed as a term for an infusion of anything, as cza de
Congonhas.(a tea made from the indigenous Z/ex Congonha, a
species of maté), or cha da [ndia (China tea), or cha de
larangetra (orange-leaf trec or infusion). I expressed my
opinion that it would be impossible to find tea in such a
ltouse, but he was determined to try. Consequently when he
asked for cha, the giggling hostess inquired what kind of
cha? “Why, cha of course, cha! cha! Entende?” 1 held
my peacc as the poor, puzzled woman withdrew, curious to
see what she would bring. In half an hour she returned
with a tea-pot and cups and saucers. “ Ah! my dear fellow,
. you never know what you can do until you try,” he said, as
' he poured it out. “ Hulloa! it’s rather weak ; hum ! it smells
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funny.” Tastes it. “ Why, what in the—Confound it, what
vile decoction is this ?”  “O:i! venha ca.” “This is not cka.”
« S senhor, it is.” “Oh! you abominable woman to stand
there and tell me to my face that this is cha.” “ En'lor sim,
¢ cha de larangeira” (“1t is, sir, it is orange-leaf tea”). A
hearty laugh followed the explanation, and the cha was found
to be palatable, and certainly a cooling and refreshing beverage,
and is Jargely used by the country people as a febrifuge.
Soon after turning in for the night, my companion, who
had been very restless for a long time, now energetically
arcse with strong asseverations that he believed the place
was alive. I began to notice also sundry tantalizing creep-
ing sensations that reminded me of parts of Pernambuco.
I suggested at once carraptio, and truly, an examination
showed that we were carrying on our persons several of these
pests ; many were yet prospecting for pasture, others were
sinking shafts in our flesh ; in the latter case the insects are
difficult to pull off, it is then necessary to advise them by
the help of the flame of a candle, hot pins, nicotine from a
pipe, cachaca, hot water, &c., to retire of their own accord, for
they become so fond of one, that they would rather leave
their head and proboscis in the flesh than be torn away by
force from their cherished friend, and leave a memento of
their sorrow which will rankle in him for many a long time,
and create perhaps a troublesome wound. With time and
patience we freed ourselves from our visitors, who came to

comprimentar us so savagely.?

4 Messrs. Spix Martius and Pohl name this variety of the carra-
pata “ Ixodes Americanus” St. Hilaire bestows upon the smallest
variety, the miudo, ¢ [xodes Collaris.” There is also another varicty
cqually common, ‘the wermelhdo that apparently has not been
classified. Gardner believes that they are all onc species that varies
according to the seasons. It is certain that they have three species of
torture to igglict. The big ones sink shafts into one’s flesh and firmly
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This proved to be but the commencement of a long ex-
perience of these insects, and the reader will yet be troubled
with them as we were. It would be hard if one could not
pour out his off-repeated woes to sympathizing ears.

I thought as we lay in that squalid blackened room, with
the dim light of the iron castor-oil lamp rendering the blackness
only blacker, that a casual at home would consider himself
very badly treated if he was shown into such a domicile. The
lamp is a feature in itself, and as it is found all over Brazil
wherever the castor-plant grows, it may be worth describing :
it consists of a shallow round iron dish, three or four inches in
diameter, half to one inch deep, with sides sloping inwards ;
one edge is bent outwards in the form of a lip or spout, a
curved piece of flat iron is riveted tothe sides opposite the spout,
and forms a hook to hang toaring in an iron spike that may
be pushed into any part of the adobe walls ; the dish is filled
with coarse thick black castor-oil, in which is steeped a coil
of homespun coarse raw cotton, the end of which is lighted
and hangs over the spout, and gives a light sufficient to
enable one to make out the whereabouts of bed or trunks,
and to prevent him breaking his shins; it is always going
out, requires constant adjustment, and makes an incessant
smoke ; as to its smell, that is usually absorbed in the sur-
rounding many cognate odours.

A day’s ride without incident through another brightly
varied district, full of bright flowers, ferns and grasses, palms

and woods, brilliant birds, and better roads, brought us within

anchor. The middle-aged wermeliiGes are much more numerous, bite
frecly, finer, and sharper, and are also, to a certain extent, troublesome to
get rid of. But the “jolliest” is the muudo, who swarms on one by
army corps at a time, thoroughly takes possession of one, and blots out
memorics of all other earthly cares at once. The best remedy in this
case is to jump into a fire of green wood, or off with clothes and plunge
into a river whilst the clothes are being fumigated.
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sicht of the very picturesque town of Congonhas do
Campo.

In the foreground on the left are the scattered buildings, of
considerable extent and pretension, of the church, convent
and college of Nossa Senhora da Conceigilo, making the
houses of the town quite subsiduary in appearance; in the
hollow below us are the red-tiled roofs and white glinting
walls of houses and stores. The Rio Maranhio, a clear stream
of water in the hollow of the valley meanders over gravel
and boulders, between green sward banks, beyond it, on rising
ground, are the houses of the village and church of Matto-
zinhos, above which are the serried tiers of the Serra de Boa
Morte rising in peaks, cones and ridges, one above the other.
Over that range will be our road to-morrow.

We descend an unpleasantly steep rocky and roughly
paved road, and eventually find ourselves under the hospi-
table verandah of Senhor Alferes Gourgel.

Now, this Congonhas do Campo is not only a very pic-
turesque and charming locality, but it is full of curious
buildings filled with curious things. Unfortunately, I am
again on the grounds that Captain Burton has “ done "—and
he has done it so well and thoroughly that I have nothing
more to glean, or even to add, and would like to here insert
an extract from his “ Highlands of the DBrazil,” as the
description of the scenes in 1868 is applicable to 1873, and
is, I believe, even now to 1835 ; but the description is too
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