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ight up his fires; otherwise the voyage 
that led them through straits and inland 
seas might have rivalled in length the pere- 
grinations of Ulysses. As it was, they 
passed eleven months in their “home on 
the ocean.” 

If Mr. Brassey had superintended the 
architecture of the yacht, his wife had pre- 
sided over the arrangements and decora- 
tions. ‘‘ A cosy corner,” with the marque- 

terieand ormolu, the cushions, the old china, 
and the flowers, is a bit out of the brightest 
of London boudoirs. When they sailed 
from Cowes, they shipped roses sufficient 
to carry them comfortably on to the relay 
in the blooming gardens of Funchal, so that 
the cabins were swept out with rose instead 
of tea leaves. The graceful vessel, designed 
by practical experience, was a rare com- 

bination of speed and comfort. Whenever 
they came to an anchor, they were boarded 
by the troops of friends that they made 
everywhere, and they repaid the hospitalities 
that welcomed them on shore to guests who 

came on board by promiscuous invitation. 
From the head-quarters of their floating 

hotel they made exciting expeditions, while 
Mrs. Brassey, with her children and the 

passengers, would cut: off corners from port 

to port, travelling under the most intelligent 
guidance available. Wherever they went, 
whether at the Government-house in the 

colonies, at the residences of the English 
consuls, or of rich and hospitable foreigners, 
they seem to have been invariably enter- 
tained with equal cordiality. They saw 
wild horses lassoed and broken by the 

guachos; they climbed to the glowing 
craters of volcanoes ; they made pilgrimages 
to the most commanding points of view; 
they went botanizing and butterfly-hunting 
in tropical forests; they got up picnic 
parties in the cocoa-nut groves of the South 
Seas, where the dessert was gathered from 
the tree overhead; they went shopping 
everywhere in the bazaars and markets, to 
come back laden with curiosities living and 
dead ; they even did a passing stroke of 
trade with naked Patagonians, who put off 
in canoes in the Straits of Magellan; until 
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the Suxbcant must have been turned into a 
floating international exhibition, with collec- 
tions of natural history caged on her deck. 

But although they had a time of enjoyable 
intellectual excitement, it was not all smooth 
sailing by any means. Mr. Brassey, as we 
said, sailed his own yacht, and, although 
the sense of responsibility may have been 
pleasurable in the main, it must often have 
made him anxious enough. It was no joke 
navigating the labyrinths of intricate reefs 
and sandbanks, in land-locked estuaries, 
among treacherous currents ; nor steering 
across the lonely expanse of the Pacific, or 
along the rugged shores of Southern Amer- 
ica, where the charts were sometimes proved 
to be inaccurate, with an occasional mistake 
about a non-existent lighthouse. Night 
after night the master had to pass upon the 
bridge, for his officers were not invariably 
to be relied upon, and he seldom shipped 
a pilot when he could help it. 

The successful accomplishment of the 
voyage was a skilful and daring piece of 
seamanship, nor need we have any great 
fear of our naval supremacy so long as we 
can produce yachtsmen like Mr. Brassey. 

And more than once they were exposed 
to imminent dangers that no seamanship 
could foresee. They were caught in a 
squall in mid-ocean, between the Sand- 
wich Isles and Yokohama, that carried 

away their jibboom and foretopmast, ham- 

pering the ship awkwardly with the fallen 
lumber. They had two alarms of fire. 

Once it broke out under the flooring of the 
nursery, and then they owed their safety to 
their admirable appliances for extinguishing 
it. There is a capital picture in the book, ofa 
couple of the children being hurried upstairs 
by the doctor, with a pair of sturdy little 
legs dangling under each arm. And more 
than once in the South Seas and Patagonia 

they had to indulge their curiosity in 
landing with an armed escort where the 

natives were unmistakeably hostile, or were 
better known than trusted. There was 
variety enough in the voyage, and Mrs. 

Brassey has made the very most of it. 

The great charm of her style is in its being 
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