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so perfectly easy and unstudied ; she faith- 

fully reflects the shifting impressions that 

struck a lively and versatile mind. She 

tells you just what you care to hear, chang- 

ing the subject before it has begun to bore 

you; she has quick artistic perceptions, 

with a subdued sense of humour ; and there 

is a freshness even in the descriptions of 

the scenery that has been made familiar to 

us in the writings of innumerable travellers. 

Above all, she appears to be blessed with 

excellent health and unflagging spirits, 

although one would be more astonished 

at her powers of endurance did we not 

remember those long intervals of enforced 

repose which gave time for recruiting 

against the next excitement. 
Each successive stage in the voyage 

brought its own responsibilities of sight- 

seeing. When you are due in England 

nearly at a certain day, there is little time 

to be lost, even though you may have 

eleven months to come and go upon. The 

relaxations at Madeira, after the first long 

sea run, were agreeable and _ leisurely 

enough; and it must have been delightful 

to set foot again upon firm ground, under 

those sunny skies and in those fragrant 

gardens, after the stormy voyage down the 

Channel and the tossing on the billows of 

the Atlantic. Mrs. Brassey, by-the-by, is by 

no means the best of sailors, so that there 

were a good many crumpled rose-leaves 

even in that “cosy corner” of the cabin. 

If you go shopping on a pleasure cruise 

round the world, and wish to carry away 

satisfactory specimens of the most choice 

of the local specialities, you ought to be 

provided with the purse of Fortunatus. 
Whether it is jade in China, or lacquer-work 

in Japan, hats in Panama, or ponchos on 

the River Plate, the masterpieces of trop- 

ical manufacture are all extraordinarily 

expensive ; but then, on the other hand, 

even the more perishable materials seem to 

last practically for ever. At Rio de Janeiro 
Mrs. Brassey paid the first of her visits to 

the artificial-flower shops, where the colours   are borrowed from the undyed feathers of 

the gorgeous birds, each separate petal | 

consisting of the throat or breast of the 
humming-bird, while the leaves are the 

glossy wings of the beetles. ‘The prices 

asked astonished us greatly; the cost of 

five sprays which I had been commissioned 
to buy was £29, and the price of all the 
others was proportionately high. But then 
they wear for ever.” Zz revanche, some of 

the other markets were more interesting, and 

their contents cheaper and more curious. 

The fish-stalls exhibited the quaintest and 
most grotesque monsters, from a rockfish 

of 300lb. weight downwards, including 
singularly hideous specimens of the prewvre, 
while there were prawns even bigger than 

the land centipedes and millipedes, eight 
inches or ten inches in length, and with 
antennz measuring fourteen inches. The 

fruits were as varied as the fish; while in 
another part of the market there was a dis- 
play of live animals. 

At Buenos: Ayres they had opportunities 
of adding to their zoological knowledge in 

a visit they paid to the agricultural show. 
The horses and cattle were small, and the 

fine fleeces of the merino sheep were thickly 
plastered with mud ; but there were vicuiias, 
llamas, bizcachos, and various species of 
deer. It was there that they made invest- 

ments inthe costly ponchos, one of which 
was subsequently stolen. Like the Spanish 

capa, “everybody wears one, from the 

beggar to the highest official The genuine 
article is very difficult to get, even here. 
In the shops the price usually varies from 
430 to £80. They are soft as silk, per- 
fectly waterproof, and will wear, it is said, 

for ever.” 
Next, to change the scene from cities to 

the pampas, we have a touching account of 

an incident that was witnessed in a ride 
through one of the villages of the bizcachos, 
where those prairie dogs live in the happiest 
relations with the owls and the rattle- 

snakes :— “ As we were riding along, the 
dogs found and killed a bizcacho in a bank. 
Just as Mr. Elliot had pulled it out, and laid 
it dead in the field, its little companion owl 

arrived, and appeared to be in a most dread- 
ful state of mind. It shrieked and cried as


