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EDITOR’S PREFACE.

SoME explanation is perhaps due as to the title of
this work. Why place in the forefront of it the
name of the country last visited by the writer, and
which supplies only a comparatively small portion of
his matter ?

I believe the spirit of the work itself i1s the main
answer to such a question. Paraguay is, so to speak,
its leading idea. The writer goes to America with no
definite purpose; scarcely there, he finds one in the
wish to reach ‘“the inland Japan ;”’ and in proportion
as he nears the goal, his views and observations grow
broader and clearer, until at last they centre in the
scheme for colonizing the Chaco, which thenceforth
became a part of his life. ¢ Paraguay” is the only
word which could for him have expressed the mean-
ing, have summed up the value of that ten months’
absence from England.

But lest any should cavil, it seems best to quote
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here a short account of the country and of his stay
there, supplied by Mr. Mansfield himself, at the re-
quest of several members of the Philological Society,
in a letter to one of its Honorary Secretaries, dated
Weybridge, April 15, 1854. This will show at once,
on the one hand, the extent of the writer’s oppor-
tunities for knowing the country,—on the other, his
feelings respecting it.

My dear F ,

I promised to answer your inquiries about Paraguay.
I have nothing very interesting to tell you; nothing to
put into formal shape. But I will make a plain state-
ment for your benefit, and you may make any use you
please of it.

Of course you know that Paraguay has been shut up,
like Japan, from the day of the foundation of its ca-
pital till last year. The keys of course were kept by
the Spanish Government, until the independence of the
country was declared in 1813. From that time till his
death, in 1840, Francia, the despot elect, locked the
world out from within ; and from that time till February
1852 the malicious jealousy of Rosas, the tyrant of
Buenos Ayres, closed the river, which formed the only
easy channel of communication between Paraguay and
Earth. During the last twelve years or so, almost the
only access to that country has been by a tedious horse-
back journey from Rio Grande do Sul on the Brazilian
coast. A few foreigners have made that trip.

The only published accounts of the country, in Eng-
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lish, are, I believe, the following:—‘ An Account of
Francia, and his Reign of Terror,” in three volumes, by
the brothers Robertson : an amusing book, got up only
to sell, twenty years after the authors had been there
trading. The Robertsons visited Paraguay just at the
commencement of Francia’s reign, before his rigorous
system of isolation was fully enforced. ‘An Account
of their Detention in Paraguay by Francia,’ by Messrs.
Rengger and Longchamps,—from which the Robertsons’
last volume is made up,—dreary, but true. ‘A Memoir
on Paraguay,” communicated to the American Geogra-
phical and Statistical Society by Mr. Hopkins, in 1852,
which contains not a syllable geographical or statistical,
nor anything remarkable, except a seasoning of childish
jealousy of everything English. Also a Report, by Mr.
Graham, another American, published some years ago in
the. ¢ Morning Chronicle.’*

After the fall of Rosas in 1852, our Government sent
out an Embassy to recognize the independence of Para-
guay, and make a treaty with that Republic. The navi-
gation of the Parand was declared open by Urquiza, who
succeeded Rosas in power at Buenos Ayres; so ships
went up to Assumption with English goods, to bring
down tobacco and Paraguay tea.

I arrived at Buenos Ayres in the August following
Rosas’s fall, and went up-stream as far as Corrientes
in one of the sailing schooners which ply on the river.
Having then applied by letter to the President of Para-

* Since the text of this letter was written, some interesting com-
munications about Paraguay have appeared in the New York
¢ Courier and Enquirer,’ from the pen of an ¢ Own Correspondent.”

A3
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guay for leave to enter his country, and to travel by
land to the capital, I received permission, and (as is ge-
nerally accorded also, if such leave is granted, which was
then a rare case) had post-horses and every other want
supplied gratuitously by the hospitality of the Govern-
ment.

About a month after I arrived in Assumption, the capi-
tal, Sir Charles Hotham, our Envoy, arrived. I remained
two months and a half in the capital, and then returned
down the river to Buenos Ayres by ship; and a month
later the Embassy returned, having made their treaty.

I only went to Paraguay to gratify a whim, which I
have cherished for many years, of wishing to see the
country, which I believed, and in many respects truly, to
be an unspoiled Arcadia.

I was not the first Englishman who had been there,
even lately, for I found three young Englishmen in the
country, two of them established as merchants. One
of these two, and the third, had come up since the fall
of Rosas had enabled Argentine vessels to go up, some
months before I arrived. The other had come up when,
in 1845, the combined English and French squadron
forced the passage of Obligado, where Rosas had block-
aded the river, and convoyed a fleet of merchantmen
to Corrientes. He had remained there ever since. I
believe no Englishman had ever been there fo see the
country before I went; and I was obliged to come home
without learning a tithe of what I wanted. In fact, I
know next to nothing about the country; indeed little
more than could already have been gathered from the
odds and ends that have been published.
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Assumption is a town of some fifteen thousand inha-
bitants, beautifully placed on the banks of the Paraguay.
These inhabitants are of mixed Spanish and Indian
blood, the former pretty pure among the more comfort- 5
able class, the latter predominant among the labourers.
These latter are of the Guarani race, and are a noble set
of fellows. Guarani, a very beautiful language, full of
nasals, gutturals, and vowels, of which you probably
know more than I do, except as to pronunciation, is the
language of the country. Spanish is spoken to foreigners
in the capital, and is the language of state. Roman Ca-

tholic the creed.
* * * * * *

Paraguay is the most interesting, loveliest, pleasantest
country in the world, I believe. Wishing my yarn about
it could give to your members even the edge of the shadow
of the pleasure which my short residence there afforded
me,

I remain, yours very sincerely,

C. B. MANSFIELD.

One word more, though perhaps unneeded. Let
none forget that this work is a posthumous one,—
put together out of letters written with all the care-
less familiarity of one who is addressing his nearest
kindred, his most intimate friends,—materials “home-
spun for home use,”” to quote some happy words re-
specting them. Had the writer lived to shape out
these materials, who knows how much he might have

suppressed, how much added, how much rewritten ?
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Those only who have had in hand his graver works.
(such as that on the ‘ Constitution of Salts,” now
in the press) can tell with what scrupulous, almost
painful care he was wont to elaborate the finished
expression of his thoughts.

And the task of one editing a posthumous work,
unchosen moreover by the dead, differs greatly from
that of the chosen editor of a work by a living writer.
The latter stands on the author’s own footing, and
may well deem himself bound to alter or omit what-
ever might be excepted to. The former should rather
seek to preserve all that is capable of being defended,
all that the writer might have really wished outspoken.
What might have been his last word, we know not ;
we only know that this was his first. And most es-
pecially is one called upon to be diffident in altering
the writings of one like Charles Mansfield, in whom
so many rare and loveable gifts were so strangely
blended, that though one may meet his equal, none

who knew him will ever expect to meet in this world
his like.
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In Plemoriam @. H. 3.

Tue Author of these pages was one of those rare
spirits to whom this life and this world have been, as
far as human minds can judge, little beyond a school-
house for some nobler life and world to come. Cut
off at the very climacteric of his years, just as he was
beginning to give the world evidence of his extraordi-
nary faculties, and just as he had acquired the power
of using them in an orderly and practical method, he
has left little behind but the disjecta membra philo-
sophi. His scientific works, many of them fragmen-
tary, all of them (according to the verdict of those
best able to judge) most valuable, are in course of
publication. This more popular work goes forth as a
sort of specimen of his intellect, when employed in
more common and general subjects. However collo-
quial its style may be, the observant reader will find
its very jests full of thought and earnestness.
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He was born in the year 1819, at a Hampshire par-
sonage, and in due time went to school at Winchester,
in the old days of that iron rule among masters, and
that brutal tyranny among the boys themselves, which
are now fast disappearing before the example and in-
fluence of the great Arnold. Crushed at the outset,
he gave little evidence of talent beyond his extraordi-
nary fondness for mechanical science. His desk was
full of mysterious fragments of springs, pulleys, wood-
work, and what not, and of scientific books, such as
came to hand. But the régime of Winchester told on
his mind in after-life for good and for evil; first by
arousing in him a stern horror of injustice (and 1in
that alone he was stern), which showed itself when
he rose to the higher forms at Winchester, by ma-
king him the loving friend and protector of all the
lesser boys; and next by arousing in him a doubt of
all precedents, a chafing against all constituted au-
thority, of which he was not cured till after long and
sad experience.

From Winchester he went to Cambridge ; and none
who knew him there but must recollect with pleasure
his graceful figure, slight and delicate, yet trained to
all athletic sports, and of an activity almost incredi-
ble; his forehead full and high, and yet most bland ;
his fair locks; his finely-cut features, most gentle and
most pure; his eyes beaming with thought, honesty,
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humour, and a superabundance of genial life, such
as I who write have never beheld in any other man.
None can forget the brilliance of his conversation,
the eloquence with which he could assert, the fancy
with which he could illustrate, the earnestness with
which he could enforce, the sweetness with which
he could differ, the generosity with which he could
yield. Perhaps the secret of that fascination which,
even at Cambridge, and still more in after-life, he
quite unconsciously exercised over all who really knew
him (and often, too, over those who but saw him for a
passing minute, or heard him in a passing sentence,
yet went away saying openly that they had never met
his like), was that virtue of earnestness. Never have
I met a human being to whom, as clearly as to him,
the thing which seemed right was a thing to be
done forthwith, at all hazards and any sacrifice. Even
where most mistaken, truth seemed his only goal;
and, thank God, he reached truth, and had rest at
last, though too late, perhaps, for this his short mortal
stay. Such a man would hardly find himself at ease
in any of the now recognized professions. And in
fact he tried more than one, medicine especially, and
after mastering the elements of each sufficiently to
show that he might have excelled in any, settled or
rather unsettled himself into a purely scientific course.
One profession—holy orders—in which I think that
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he might have done more and been more, whether
among the most cultivated or the poorest congrega-
tion, than almost any man I ever met, was closed
to him till a comparatively late period by doctrinal
doubts, which arose rather from intellectual than
from moral difficulties. Those doubts vanished at
last : but the scar given in youth was not healed till
mature manhood, when his profession in life was fixed,
and a noble worker lost to the English priesthood.
From the time of his leaving Cambridge he devoted
himself to those sciences which had been all along his
darling pursuits. Ornithology, geology, mesmerism,
even old magic (on which subject, as on others, he
collected a curious library) were his pastimes; che-
mistry and dynamics his real work. The history of
his next ten years is fantastic enough, were it writ-
ten, to form material for any romance. Long periods
of voluntary penury, when (though a man of fair
worldly fortune) he would subsist on the scantiest
fare, at the cost of a few pence a day, bestowing his
savings on the poor; bitter private sorrows, which
were schooling his heart and temper into a tone more
truly angelic than I have ever seen in man; magnifi-
cent projects, worked out as far as they would go, not
wildly and superficially, but on the most deliberate
and accurate grounds of science, then thrown away
in disappointment, for some fresh noble dream; an
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intense interest in the social and political condition
of the poor, which sprang up in him (to his great
moral benefit) during the last five years of his life;
and in the meanwhile, as a recreation from mingled
toil and sorrow, the voyage to Paraguay described
in the following pages;—here were the elements of
his schooling,—as hard a one, both voluntary and
involuntary, as ever human soul went through.

At last, when he was six-and-thirty years of age,
the victory seemed complete. His enormous and in-
creasing labour seemed rather to have quickened and
steadied, than tired his brain. The clouds which had
beset his path had all but cleared, and left sunshine
and hope for the future. His spirit had become puri-
fied not only into doctrinal orthodoxy, but also into
a humble, generous, and manful piety, such as I can-
not hope often to behold again. He had gathered
round him friends, both men and women, who looked
on him with a love such as might be inspired by some
being from a higher world. He was already recog-
nized as one of the most promising young chemists
in England, for whose future renown no hope could
be too high-pitched; and a patent for a chemical
discovery which he had obtained, seemed, after years
of delay and disappointment, to promise him what he
of all men coveted least—renown and wealth. There
is no bathos, as will be seen, in mentioning this the
last of all.
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In February, 1855, he was at work on some
experiments connected with his patent, in a room
which he had fitted up near the Regent’s Canal. By
a mistake of the lad who assisted him, the apparatus
got out of order; the naphtha boiled over, and was
already on fire. To save the premises from the effects
of an explosion, Mr. Mansfield caught up the still
in his arms and attempted to carry it out; the door
was fast; he tried to hurl it through the window,
but too late. The still dropped from his hands, half
flayed with lignid fire. He scrambled out, rolled in
the snow, and so extinguished the flame. Fearfully
burnt, bruised moreover about the head whilst esca-
ping, he had yet to walk nearly a mile, leaning upon
a woman’s arm, to reach a cab, and was taken to the
Middlesex Hospital, where, after nine days of fearful
agony, he died like a Christian man. His servant
died in the course of the same night.

Oh fairest of souls! Happy those who knew thee
in this life! Happicr those who will know thee in
the life to come !

C. KinGsLEY.
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ERRATUM.
Page 222, in the title of Chapter VIIL, for “Western South

America,” read “ Eastern South America.”
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LETTERS

FROM

BRAZIL AND PARAGUAY.

CHAPTER I.*
VOYAGE TO PERNAMBUCO.

BEST OF LODGINGS AT SEA.—WEATHER.—FELLOW PASSENGERS.—
ARRIVAL AT LISBON.—SIGHTS THERE.— WHOALES. — LIFE ON
BOARD SHIP.—THE HORSE LATITUDES.—ST. VINCENTS.—NEO-
PHRON VULTURES.—DELAYS IN COALING.—A CONSULAR DIPLO-
MATIST.—THE THRASHER.—THE REGION OF CALMS.—FLYING
FISH.—THE EQUATOR THROUGH A TELESCOPE.—THE SOUTHERN
CROSS.—ARRIVAL AT PERNAMBUCO.

May 15, 1852.

My pEar :
WE started from Southampton, May 10th, 1852, at
half-past two o’clock p.m., with a pretty strong wind
right ahead, which of course very soon shut us up;
but I believe that it is much the best plan to have
rough weather at first, as one gets off the queasiness

* The diary of the outward voyage was contained in three letters
posted at Lisbon, St. Vincent’s, and Pernambuco respectively ; they
are printed in one chapter, to avoid interrupting the continuity of
the narrative.
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2 VOYAGE TO PERNAMBUCO.

soon. I did not make any attempt to hold out, as I
have always done on former occasions, but retired to
my berth, went to bed, and remained there till I was
well, which was in about thirty-six hours. Now as
to the steamer and my berth. I, having come late,
had obtained, as per ticket, as was to be expected, the
worst berth on board ; but as it has turned out, with-
out any great efforts of diplomacy, I believe I am now
better off than any one in the ship, not excepting the
Captain. In the first place, you must know that what
I paid for was the half of a double second-class berth,
according to which I was liable to be chummed with
anybody. IHowever my berth was choke-full with
parcels (I suppose, because it had not been taken
sooner, and was supposed not likely to be taken) ; so
the stewards, almost without my asking them, no
doubt. for their own purposes, put me into another
berth, not a double one, which I have wholly to my-
self, and for which I should have had to pay, if I had
secured it, ten pounds more than I have paid. Of
course I accepted the change with very little grum-
bling.

It is not a first-rate lodgment. The heat (even
when it was so cold on deck that a great-coat and
plaid were requisite to keep one comfortable) was
scarcely tolerable, when I was only covered with a
sheet ; what it will be under the Equator, I have not
yet calculated. Added to the heat, every ill odour
that you can imagine about the lower deck of a
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steam-vessel floated freely in the air, and hung lov-
ingly about the bed-clothes. Nevertheless I spent
thirty-six hours there very pleasantly in a state of sea
sulkiness; not suffering at all, I am glad to say, but
simply sulky ; indulging, according to A ’s advice,
in occasional libations of arrowroot, and reproducing
the same as soon as possible. By this means I got
my brain in good order by yesterday morning, and
am now, I believe, ready to circumnavigate. As soon
as I got well I managed to improve my condition still
further by making the steward carry my bed into
Power’s berth, which is in the afterpart, not intended
for a double berth, but with plenty of room on the
floor, and a port in it for the admission of any amount
of fresh air. So now I have both a bed-room and a

dressing-room, a luxury which not even the Captain
enjoys. On the floor then, underneath Power’s mat-
tress, I have passed the night. The day passes plea-
santly, with cating continually, and talking in the
intervals. I cannot say much for the eating, as the
kitchen fare is not only not intended for vegectable
fecders,* but for animal eaters of rather a coarse
order, so that I am not much tempted to transgress
my usual habits. However, having gone without food
for two days and two nights, I was rather hungry on
the third, and found four meals, after I had eaten
them, rather too much.

Next, as to the weather. We had, as I have said,

* The writer did not eat animal food.—EDb.
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a head-wind, which lasted us till we had got across
the Bay of Biscay. The passengers were all sick ; but
I cannot say I thought much of it, but rather consider
the terrible Bay must froth of small beer; for the
stewards considered the passage a bad one, and it was
nothing like what I expected.

Next, as to my fellow-passengers : most of them are
French or Portuguese merchants, one or two English.
My great ally is a young Englishman named De
Mornay, of French lincage, who has lived in Brazil
for thirteen years; an engineer by profession, and
a very gentlemanlike fellow, acute, clever, and very
observing, and who seems to know the interior of
some parts of Brazil very well. He has already made
my eyes itch by his accounts of the wonderful trees
in the forests, where he says he has cut down trees
six or seven feet in diameter to get the orchises from
the top. He says he can give me introductions to
sugar-planters up the country from Pernambuco, who
will entertain me joyfully, and show me wonders ; and
that two of his friends, to whom he will introduce
me, having adjoining estates, are at deadly warfare,
having been out armed day and night for years, under
vow to slay every living being of each other’s houses.
Pleasant state of things! However we are talking of
making an expedition up the country together, as he
will have to go on business to some sugar-plantations
soon after he gets there. He has just been over to
England about a patent which he has lately taken
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out for some improvement in the sugar machinery.
His turn of mind coincides singularly with my own
in many ways, except that he is a good hand at get-
ting on in the world.

We arrived at Lisbon on Saturday, May 15th. It
1s a very beautiful place. I was never so agreeably
surprised. I expected to find it dirty and miserable :
contrariwise, however, it is a very magnificent town :
the larger streets very clean, and the houses lofty and
handsome. The small streets, nevertheless, were in
many instances in a dreadful state of filth: dead
dogs lying about here and there. Dogs asleep in the
middle of the streets anywhere,—a striking symptom
of the inactivity and lifelessness of the town. The
few carriages to be seen about are of three or four
most wonderful species; exactly the same as were in
use in England early in the last century; just such
cabs as Hogarth would have drawn. That the people
are very sober may be inferred from the fact, that in
the evening we found in the Great Square men
standing about, each with a large pitcher full of water
and a tumbler, selling Adam’s wine by the glass. The
great want of Lisbon, and of the country round, is
tree-shade ; there are almost no trees in the town,
and none on any of the hills in sight from the river.
Almost the only trees we saw were those (chiefly cy-
presses) in the English Cemetery, which 1s a beautiful
little garden; geraniums are climbing up in the cy-
presses to twenty feet from the ground. We slept on
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shore, at an hotel in the upper part of the town; the
view from our windows, at the top of the house, was
most glorious. It was much hotter there at eight in
the morning than we found it at noon in Madeira.
What struck me most on going up the river, and on
approaching and entering the town, was the utter ab-
sence of all the enormous advertisements and notifi-
cations of names, trades, and goods, which one sees
in every English town, and in almost every other
that I have ever been in. So that it is quite evident
that whatever other cause may have reduced the
prosperity of Lisbon, it is not to competition among
themselves that their depressed state is owing. Not a
single word of announcement is to be seen on the walls
from the river, and scarcely any in the town, except
here and there where ¢ Neve” (snow) appears in small
letters over a café window, or where a hairdresser
(whose trade is the most employed, by all appear-
ances, in Lisbon) has written up his invitation to the
lazy Lisboners to come and get shaved or cropped.
The banks of the Tagus consist of undulating hills of
no great height; but the sweep of the shores and the
extent of the town—a large portion of which is built
of white marble (a coarse kind)—gives a very splen-
did panorama. The very mouth of the Tagus (above
which Lisbon lies nine or ten miles up the river) has
upon its northern side a great pile of mountainous
hills of volcanic origin,—the heights of Cintra, of a
most barren and rugged aspect. There is said to be
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a splendid view from the summit, but we had not
time to go there. Quantities of delicious oranges are
selling in the streets of Lisbon, some of them with
the leaves on, and very large, which gives a foreign
look to the baskets which are loaded with them.
They are much softer and more ragged than the
oranges that come to England; and the rind, which
1s very thick, is so full of oil, that on peeling them
one’s fingers are smeared all over with it.

We landed at Lisbon just after sunset, on Satur-
day, and had to be on board by one p.m. next day;
S0, as you may imagine, we did not see much of it.
Such momentary peeps as we have had of it and
Madeira are very tantalizing. So the engines were
started again at two .M. on Sunday (the 16th), as
soon as the mails came on board, and we repassed
the promontory of Cintra, and were soon out at sea.
And so we steamed on till ten a.M. on Wednesday,
the 19th, when we dropped anchor in Funchal Bay.
The chief variations of the monotony of our voyage
have been the seeing of some whales, amongst a
shoal of which we passed; we saw their backs and
their spoutings a mile or so from the ship; but
they did not seem to be very mighty Behemoths;
and on Monday afternoon a smart wind (the Captain
called it a summer gale), which gave us a taste of
what rough weather meant. It was a rough sca, with-
out mistake ; the waves were high enough to bound
our view by the crest of the nearest one, when the
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ship was in the hollow; and when the ship pitched,
the end of the bowsprit sometimes descended through
a depth of forty feet at least (judged by the eye).
But the sun was shining brightly, and it was by no
means unpleasant; especially as the seamen assured
us the wind would fall at sunset. And so it did,
and next day nothing remained but a long swell on
the water. It was so rough however on Monday af-
ternoon, that Mr. L——, the Admiralty agent, con-
fessed to being sea-sick, and to wishing very much he
was ashore. This, by the way, is the most simple-
hearted, amiable man I ever met with, and is great
fun, especially when he talks big about how he would
blow other nations’ ships out of the water if he was
in command of one of Her Britannic Majesty’s ships,
and how he has butchered crocodiles in Nicaragua :
only his stories are a little too long, especially when
he is upon the Turkish service (in which he was), or
his sweetheart, whom he wants to get back to. Itis
quite refreshing to meet with such a piece of nature ;
he being too a perfect gentleman, and full of infor-
mation. The Captain is a capital fellow, very good-
natured, and an excellent seaman no doubt. There
are some agreeable people among the passengers, who
have all now well shaken into their places.

My friend Mr.De Mornay, whom I before mentioned,
is very well informed about everything connected with
Brazil,—birds, beasts, reptiles, and plants; though
he is not scientific about it, which is a great blessing.
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I must not omit to mention, that besides there are
two more Consuls on board, going to their stations,
a Frenchman and an Italian (from Turin). We oc-
casionally enliven the time by a game of Bull, which
consists in pitching bits of lead upon a board marked
with certain figures: people at sea are easily amused.
I am continually making vigorous efforts to read;
first Gardner’s Travels in Brazil, then Portuguese
Grammar, then something else; but my talkative
friend puts books to flight altogether, and I have
only yet learned two words of Portuguese.

On the 19th, knowing that we were to rcach Ma-
deira before noon, we looked out of the port-hole in our
berth, and saw an island. So we rushed up, dressed,
and went on deck ; but we found that it was only one
of the Dezertas, a group of rocks like Sark on a large
scale, lying north-east from Madeira, which was still
some twenty-five miles ahead. 'We were passing be-
tween the Dezertas and Porto Santo, which is another
rugged-looking island more to the west. Madeira
was ahead of us, enveloped in clouds. We gradually
crawled up to it (the ‘Tay’ only crawls), and as we
reached it the mist cleared away, leaving only a veil
of clouds hanging over the tops of the mountain. I
need not say how beautiful the view was. The bay
itself was very lively : an American frigate was lying
there, and a large English man-of-war steamer, and
two or three yachts. We went on shore by the first

boat after the mails went off; but as we only had
B 3
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two hours and a half leave, we had no time to rush
up the mountain on pony-back, according to custom.
Altogether our visit to the island was a failure, for it
ended in our hurrying from one part of the town to
another, and spending an hour of our two hours and
a half at the grating in the reception-room of the
Convent, waiting till the old fat nun had done talk-
ing, and would bring us the sweetmeat we wanted.
I wished to get up on the hill outside the town to see
something of the vegetation, but was disappointed,
and obliged to content myself with looking at the
bananas in the gardens, and noting the prickly pear
cactus on old walls, and a sort of potato, with a very
curious leaf, with lots of thorns on its ribs, and large,
tempting-looking fruit, which I was told were deadly
poison, and called the Devil’s tomatas. This was
growing everywhere in the outskirts of the town, and
no end of little lizards were cutting about in the sand
among their stems. Immense branches of bananas
were imported into the steamer: those who are ac-
customed to them say they are delicious; I do not
above half think them so at present. At Lisbon and
at Funchal we took in great fat green peas nearly
over-ripe ; likewise a small bean, which comes up to
table jet black, and is very good. Mr. De Mornay,
who is suffering from Brazilian liver complaints, is
turning vegetable eater, in imitation of me, being
fully convinced it is the right plan.

We got into the trade-wind soon after leaving
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Madeira,* and had a beautiful run to Teneriffe. 1
have been much surprised at the coolness of the air.
One day the wind, which affected us only as a light
breeze from the east, was quite cool, and the same
evening I found two coats desirable on deck. How-
ever Friday the 21st was piping hot, there being for
some reason or other no wind. We have seen just
nothing at all of Teneriffe, which I wanted to see
more than any of the places we stopped at. We arrived
there at ten p.Mm. We saw nothing of the Peak, though
we had seen the island for five or six hours before
we came close to it : this, as we were running about
nine knots, and the weather was cloudy, will give you
a notion of the height of the land. All that we saw
of it was the rugged outline of the mountains, tower-
ing up into the clouds. When we came close to it,
all we saw was the black mass of cliff and mountain,
under which we ran, after rounding the Cape at the
eastern extremity of the island. We secemed to be
close under it, but as it turned out, when we had to
go on shore we were about three miles off, so decep-
tive is the height. There were a number of fisher-
men’s boats all along the coast, each with a beacon-
fire burning at the bows, for the attraction of the fish.
They looked like big fire-flies or suns, while the water
under the bows and paddle-wheels of the ship was
just like the Milky Way, not shining with a feeble
phosphoric light, as the water about our coasts often

* No, we didn’t—it was not the Trade.—C. B. M.
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does, but spangled all over with bright dots of bril-
liant light, exactly as if the stars were reflected in
the water. I have never seen this in our seas, but it
seems the regular amusement here, as I have observed
it ever since we crossed the Bay of Biscay; and the
blobs of animated moonshine seem to get bigger as
we get more south. Then as we drew near the town
(Santa Cruz, on the south side of the island), to
which we were guided by the few lamps in the streets,
a blue light or two were burned on board, and some
rockets sent up from the ship to give notice of our
approach, which enlivened the scene.

We did not anchor at all at Teneriffe, but the en-
gines were stopped, and the ship lay on her paddles,
while we went ashore. “ We” means the Admiral
(as we call the good-natured Lieutenant, who says he
was an Admiral in the Turkish service), and the three
Consuls who are on board, and two other passengers
whom the Admiral asked to accompany him, of whom
I was one. None of the other passengers landed.
It was rather good fun, for we could not find the
landing-place at once, and it was quite dark, the sky
being clouded. The Admiral had to deliver and re-
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