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EXPLANATOKY NOTE TO THE OHEAP EDITION,

HE low-priced edition of “ Our Journey Around tlie
World” of which this volume is a copy— is illus-
trated with all of the text illustrations contained in

the higher-priced editions. But it does not oontain any of
the full-page engravings, the steel-plate portraits, or the Map,
all of which are omitted from this tow-priced edition. The
reading matter, however, is exactly alike in both editions,
for both areprintedfrom the same electrotype plates.

In the more fully illustrated and higher-priced editions
the full-page illustrations and portraits are paged in with
the jtext, and their omission in this low-priced edition will
account for an occasional skipping of pages which, however,

in ho wdy affects the narrative.
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In the Office of the Librarian of Congress, at Washington, D. C.

Ko ‘Clllbom It /fftfID GOttCEtR ! — Notice is hereby glven by the publishers that the

K sale of thisbook, “ OUR JOURNEY AROUND
THE WORLD,” by subscription only, is protected by decisions of the United States Courts.
Tliese decisions are by the U. S. Circuit Court of Ohio, rendered by Judge Hammond, and by
the U. S. Circuit Court of Pennsylvania, rendered by Judge Butler, and are that “ when a sub-
scription book publishing house, in connection with the author, elects to Bell a book purely
by subscription and does so sell it, through agents that are agents in the legat sense and not
independent purchasers of the books, the house and author are entitled to the protection of
the Courts against any bookseller who invades their rights by an attempt to buy and sell a
book so pubfished and sold.”

Hence, this is to notify booksellers and the public that all our agents are under contract,
as our agents, to sell this book by subscription only. They have no right whatever to sell it
in any other way, as books are furnished to them only for delivery to individual subscribers;
and any interference with our agents to induce them to sell contrary to their contract obliga-
tions and our rights, or any sale of this book by any one not an authorized agent will entitle
us to the protection of the Courts.

Notice isalso hereby given that this copy of “OUR JOURNEY AROUND THE
WORLD ” ean be identified wherever found together with the name of the agent to whomthe
publishers supplied it; and the detection of the person selling it to the trade, and the offer-
mg of it for sale by a bookseller will be sufficient justification for us to institute summary
proceedings against both bookseller and agent.

We trust this notice will be received in the kindly spiritin which it is given, as it is made
simply to protect the author, ourselves, and our agents against infringements which rob us of
the legitimate fruits of our labor and inrestment.

Agents and all other persons are reguested to inform us at once of the offering of this
book for sale by any bookseller, or by any person not our accredited agent.
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book is a record of a long

journey, such as, owing to the

peculiar circumstances attending

it, does not often fali to the lot of

man to make. The ordinary trip

around the world —a common

enougli thing in these days—

largely follows certain well-de-

fined routes of travel from Amer-

ica to Japan, China, India, Egypt,

Palestine, and tlience to America

again, ma Europe. The traveler

necessarily is obliged to keep in these lanes of travel,

especially in the far East, and the objects he sees are largely

those which the guide-book and a paid conductor point out
to him.

In the journey described in these pages we were “ per-
sonally conducted” by kind friends, familiar residents of
<gvery country which we visited. We were able to see
phases of life and national characteristics usually denied the
hasty traveler, and we have tried to share them with our
readers, and in our tour to conduct them over the same
route made so pleasant for us.



Some months before this journey began we received
numerous pressing and hearty invitations to visit Christian
Endeavor conyentions in the different colonies of Australia.

These invitations were supplemented by many others
from missionaries and other residents in Japan, China, India,
Turkey, Spain, France, and England. It was to attend
these conyentions and to visit these mission stations that the
journey was undertaken. At the same time, though the
conyentions and other engagements were very numerous,
leisure was afforded between the meetings for sight-seeing,
which was made doubly yaluable by our kind and generous
hosts who seryed so often as our guides, piloting us to the
very spots we wanted to visit, and showing us the oddities
and unigue customs and ways of liying which otherwise we
should have missed. They often took us into the homes of
the natiyes, and introduced us to their manner of domestic
life.

To these hosts and guides, whose kindness, if space per-
mitted, | should like to acknowledge in detail, and whose
names | should like to record in fuli, is due anything of
special or unique interest that may be found in these pages.

Little is said about the special object of the journey, or
the scores of meetings we attended, or the many delightful
conyentions in which we had part. The relation of the
journey to the Christian Endeavor moyement lias been dis-
cussed in other publications, and this yolume is distinctly a
book of travel.

Yet, though it contains little moralizing, it is devoutly
hoped that these pictures of life and scenes in many landis
may create a warm interest in the heart of eyery reader iu
the people to whom English-speaking missionaries ha\c
gone, and in the noble work that these missionaries aie
doing; and that these pictures may also illustrate the world-



wide brotherhood, and blessed international and interdenomi-
national fellowship, of the Christian Endeavor movement.

It only remains to be said that the names of two of the
« pilgrims” may be fonnd upon the title page, and that “ the
little pilgrim” was a lad of thirteen, who, to say the least,
got quite as much fun out of the trip as did his father and
mother.

As may be imagined, the journey was not, by any means,
a mere holiday trip, though the holiday side of it is usually
presented in these chapters.

A supplementary chapter will give members of En-
deayor societies, and 'others particularly interested, some
knowledge of the results of the journey; while the addi-
tional chapters from the feminine pilgrim will show her sis-
ters some glimpses of life in far-off lands, and tell how the
wide world looks through a woman'’s eyes.
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thence to Honolulu, Sandwich Islands; thence to

Samoa, Navigator's Islands; thence to Auckland,
New Zealand; thence to Sydney, Australia ; thence by rait
to Melbourne and Adelaide, and return same way to Bris-
bane ; from Brisbane by sea to Port Darwin; thence to
Hong Kong; thence by land to Oanton, and return to Hong
Kong; thence to Yokohama; thence by rait to Tokio;
thence by rait to Kioto and Kobe; thence to Shanghai by
sea; thence to Hong Kong again by water; thence to Co-
tombo, Ceylon, through the Straits of Sumatra; thence to
Tuticorin, in Southern India; thence by rait to Madras;
thence by water to Calcutta ; thence overland across North-
ern India, via Lucknow and Agra, to Bombay; thence
across the Arabian Sea and through the Red Sea to Ismalia;
thence by rait to Cairo; thence by rait to Alexandria;
thence by sea to Jaffa; thence to Jerusalem and back to
Jaffa by rait; thence by sea to Beyrout; thence by sea to
Mersin; thence overland through Turkey, through the
Cilician Gates, ma Cassarea and Angora, to Constantinople;
thence by water to Athens; thence by rait to Patras;
thence by water to Brindisi; thence by rait to Naples,
Rome, Genoa, and Marseilles, to San Sebastian in Spain;
thence to Paris, London, Glasgow, Belfast, and Dublin;
thence to Liverpool; thence to Queenstown; thence to New

York.

FROM Boston to New York ; thence to San Francisco ;
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HE traveler on his way around
the world is always journeying
homeward. Every revolution
of the car wheels, every vibra-
tion of the steamer’s propeller
brings him nearer to the point
of his departure. He has no
weary miles of sea or land to
retrace. "When deserts daunt
his spirits, and dreary wastes of
interminable, tumbling waves
oppress the very imagination,

as they are sure to do before his journey ends, he can say
to hirnself: “ 1 shall not go this way again. | have but
to keep on and the desired home haven will be reached.’

| assure my readers that before the wide open doors of
3 (37)



the Golden Gate had been left many days in the distance,
we had reason to summon all our philosophy and to extraot
all the sunshine whicli we conld obtain from such sentimen-
tal cucumbers; for, to make the best of it, there are, on such
a journey as this book relates, monotonous days and home-
sick (not to say seasick) hours, and discomforts in abun-
dance, to offset the new experiences, novel sensations, and
charming memory pictures whicli such a journey also affords.
But it shall be my object on this “ personally conducted”
trip which 1 invite my readers to take with me, to elimi-
nate from tlieir journey just as many of these disagreeable
and monotonous features as possible, and to give them the
pleasures of travel without its discomforts; as many roses
and as few thorns as may be in my power to pluck.

The preface tells the reader of the chief object of this
journey ; and the purpose of this book is to take my friends
with me over sea and land and show them the objects and
the people, the customs and the manners, the homes, streets,
and native life that most interested me. ITow often~have
| wished that these friends were with me as | have silently
called the roli of their names— hundreds and thousands
of them; that sonie fabulously ricli Count of Monte Cristo
might put a steamer or a whole fleet of steamers at our
disposal so that we could make the journey together. But
since that could not be, we will go together in the pages of
this volume if they will kindly follow me.

We started — but where shall | say we started? From
Boston, where our trunks were first checked, or from Jersey
City, where hundreds of generous friends from [New Jersey
and New York and Brooklyn gave us occasion to remember
the parting scene as long as we live; or from Chicago,
where equally warm welcomes and warm farewells were
extended; or from Denver, or Salt Lake City, or Santa



Cruz or San Jose, or Oakland, or San Francisco? If one
r orts from the place where lie leaves dear friends and

eives kind and affectionate adieus, then we started from
all tliese places, and many otkers which it is impossible to
mention.

However, since the trip across the American Continent
is a matter of daily occurrence to liundreds of trarelers, and
sifice 1 need not weary you with such a twice-told tale, we
will start, dear reader, as, in fact, “ we ” actually started from
tlie Golden Gate on Friday — by no means an unlucky day,
let us hope.

The “we” is not altogether an editorial we, but refers,
when particular designation may be necessary, to the three
indmduals whom we will cali the Pilgrim and Mrs. Pilgrim
and the Young Pilgrim, whose personality is explained a
little more fully in the preface.

This book is not to be a journal of what these pilgrims
did and said and how they felt and what kind of weather
they experienced, and how many times they paid tribute to
Neptune, and so forth. Such diaries are apt to become
jgotistical and wearisome; but this shall be made up of
experiences and pictures which we would have live in your
memories and ours.

It matters comparatively little whether the Pilgrim had
a fit of indigestion on the 20th of September, or whether
Mrs. Pilgrim had an attack of the blues (as though such a
thing were possible) on the 25th of November, or "whether
the young Pilgrim caught the measles from a too close
inspection of the steerage; such facts may have appropriate
place in a priyate diary, but only old Samuel Pepys could
make them interesting to other people.

But we shall take you all into our confidence in regard
to matters of common interest. We will, in other words,



look for you through the most powerful field-glasses we can
command, at eyerything high and low, commonplace and
extraordinary, which we think would interest you. We will
not merely gaze at the sun, moon, and stars, the lofty moun-
tain peaks, and sublime characters which eonie within our
range. We will look for you at the common people and
their common ways; at the little Street gamin as well as the
lords and ladies of high degree ; at the trivial things which
many travelers think beneath their notice; and especially
at the unusual and the uncommon which it is necessary to
trayel ten thousand leagues of sea and land to view.

Now that we understand each other so fully, dear read-
ers, let us take a parting look at “ the land of the free and
the home of the brave,” which we shall not see again for
nearly a twelvemonth.

The steamship Mariposct is moving away from her
San Francisco pier. The fluttering white handkerchiefs of
the crowd of Californian Endeayorers on the dock, whose
welcome has partaken of all the unbounded hospitality of
the Golden West, are growing dimmer every moment, their
“ God be with you till we meet again” sounds fainter and
fainter, until at last they are lost to eye and ear, and with a
lump in our throats at the thought of the land and friends
we are leaving behind us, we turn to look at the good sliip
which for nearly a month is to be our home, and at the
passengers who are to be our neighbors.

Not a matter of smali moment is this of home and neigh-
bors on such a voyage as that from San Francisco to Syd-
ney. On a little run of live or six days on an ocean grey-
hound across the Atlantic, it matters little, comparatiyely,
what are one’'s surroundings. One can misanthropically
take to his berth or shut himself up in his stateroom for
such a journey; but wlien it comes to the magnificent dis-



tMg Of tbe Pacific it is quite a different thing, and one
meels almost as much interest in his surroundings as a minis-
ter in his new parish or a freshman in his new classmates.

I all modern ocean steamers for passenger travel have
many things in common ; they are all long and narrow, with
gtaterooms and dining saloon belom, and a promenade deck
or social hall above. The Pacific liners, especially those for
the Australian ports, are built more for hot weather than
the Atlantic fleet, with the most desirable staterooms on
the upper deck, and with awnings to keep off the sun which
on the North Atlantic is always more agreeable than other-
wise.

But let us look at our fellow passengers. As all Gaul
was dmdecl into three parts, so all the passengers on an
ocean steamer may be divided into two parts; the gamblers
and the non-gamblers. | am sorry to say that on our steamer
the former outnumber the latter. Not that they are pro-
fessional gamblers for the most part; they would be shocked
at any such remote suggestion, but they help make up “ the
pool,” take a chance in the “ Calcutta Sweep,” and eagerly
scan the record of the ship’s run each day to see whether
they have lost or won.

The morat sense, on the matter of gambling at least,
seems to be blunted on shipboard; the sea air has a demoral-
izing effect on the finer sensibilities. There is Lord ——— ,
for instance, who looks like a green country youth from the
backwoods of America, only that his clothes do not fit so
well as the average cowboy’s fit him. One would think, to
look at his innocent face, that no guile lurked behind it, but
he spends day after day in the reeking atmosphere of the
smoking room, with his pile of money and “ chips” before
him, as eager over the cards as though his life depended on
them. There, too, is Sir---—--—---—- ,a great man in his own



land, I understand, who, doubtless, poses every year at elec-
tion time as a model of all the yirtues, and an example to
all the youth. lie can find nothing better to do than to bet
on every day’s run, and to abet the young lord whose tem
porary guardian lie is, and before whom he sliould set u
good example, in all his gambling operations. There, too,
is Mrs.-——------ , who doubtless, considers lierself a perfect
lady. Alas, | believe the register says slie is from Boston !
She is eagerness itself to know whether lier little venture in
the Calcutta Sweep is like to yield her any dividends.

But there are sonie, 1 am glad to say, who have as much
principle on sea as on land; who are not tempted to lay
aside their ordinary morals because of the comparative
seclusion of an ocean steamer.

The fact is, a voyage of this sort brings out and accent-
uates the traits which on shore are covered up by the
conventionalities of life. An ocean trip is a kind of a
judgment day in its revelation of character. In this little
company of a few score of people is a little world with all
the hopes, fears, joys, and ambitions of the larger world
from which we have eonie. The gambler at heart, who on
shore has not a cliance because of public opinion to risk a
nickel or tum up a card, is here a gambler in reality; the
tippler, who at liome seldom takes a drink, here without any
reproach can liave his bottle at every meal as well as be-
tween meals; the impatient mother (we almost always find
one such) here has little to do save to scold her unfortunate
babies; the devoted lover can liold his sweethearfs liand all
day long; the flashy novel reader, with no bread and butter
to earn, can peruse his “ penny dreadfuls” from morning to
night.

The real lady and gentleman, | am glad to say, are also
on board, and their kindness and unassuming unselfishness



aiso accentuated as tliey show us liow, amid the trying
BLmstances of life on shipboard, tnie courtesy can exist.
mPerhaps you would like to know how we pass the day.
L  urw disce omnes (from one learn all) is a Eoman proverb
applies particularly to life on a Pacific Ocean steainer,
where the monotony of daily life is scarcely ever broken
even by the unwelcome advent of a storni. Bright skies,
brisk hut not riolent trade winds, dancing white caps, and a
perpetual, long, nauseating swell, are the characteristics of
sea and sky, and one day is as much like another in all out-
ward aspects as the proverbial two peas in a pod.

Before daylight we hear the deck hands washing off the
decks, for scrupulous neatness is one of the yirtues of these
ocean steamers, then we know that there is time only to
stretch and yawn and coguette with Morpheus for a little
while before rising, for the early morning hours in these
tropical latitudes are the choicest of the day and we would
make the most of them.

At six will come the salt water plunge. A huge canvas
bath tub is arranged on the after-deck, well screened from
eyes polite by sail cloths; and toward this novel bath may
be seen stealing in the early hours certain nondescript mate
figures clad in Indian pajamas. A large hose brings the
water in great yolume straight from the briny ocean to the
flexible bath, so that every few minutes the water is
changed. Into this cool and wholesome tank we plunge,
while the undulating deck continually splashes the water of
our bath into the sea again. But there is plenty left. We
need not fear a famine of salt water, or be sparing of the
refreshing fluid. If there is one thing of which there is
enough in this world, it is the Pacific Ocean. We are glad
to make such good use of a little of it. After the bath we
dress for breakfast, promenade, read, write, or watek the



ever restless ocean, as tlie mood seizes us, until tlie gong for
breakfast sounds.

The meals on shipboard are much lilie hotel meals on
shore; the different steamer lines vaiy just as hotels vary,
some having a good, some a bad, and sonie an indifferent
cuisine; but eveh on the best of steamers an appalling
monotony comes to prevail after a little. The meals seem
to accentuate the sameness of the voyage. The fried sole
tastes like the mullet and the mullet lilie the cod ; the chops
and the steaks seem to be cut olf of different sides of the
same animal, and to have been coolied in the same frying-
pan; the tea and the coffee are often of the railroad eating-
house order, and, on the whole, the less said about breakfast,
dinner, and supper at sea the better. Let the gourmand
and epicure beware of a long ocean voyage. Even the most
uncomplaining man may be excused for sighing for his
mother’'s home-made bread and butter, and for milli drawn
from a cow instead of from a tin can.

Breakfast is soon over and then the passengers, except
those who find their pleasure in the smoliing-room, stretch
out their steamer chairs and in turn stretch themselyes out
on them, and the lazy life of a lazy day at sea begins.

“ But why do you not arouse yourselves to intellectual
actiyity % 1 hear Mrs. Bostonese Brains inguire. “ What
glorious hours to read! What\ high communion you may
iave with Shakespeare and Milton, with Dante and Goethe!
What rare opportunities for writing and meditation and
communion with nature!” “ Ah, yes, my dear Mrs. Brains,
that all sounds very well on paper, and doubtless if this
were a work of fiction it would contain some rare passages
concerning the intellectual actmty of its traveling hero and
heroine; how they learned three languages by the Meister-
schaft System and conquered the intricacies of the IntegraJ



Calculus and became proficient in Astronomy and Theoso-
Phy during a four weeks’ yoyage to Australia. But this is a
yeracious chronicie of actual fact, and, if it is not very flat-
t. ring to the voyagers to say it, it must be confessed that
Hijere is very little stimulus to intellectual exertion on ship-
board. Even the best sailors aeknowledge this, and the

Orst are too much occupied with agonized thoughts of their
stomachs to expend much on the cultivation of their minds.
So instead of tinding the deck transformed into a busy hive
of intellectual workers after breakfast, you will see a long
line of steamer chairs, each with its lolling occupant, who
looks as though the chief end of man was to pass away the
time as comfortably and expeditiously as possible.

“ Books and worlc and healthful play” are represented,
however, even on shipboard; the former, it must be con-
fessed, mostly by volumes clrawn from the MariposcCs
library, which is significantly made up, nine parts of novels
and one part of books of travel. The “work” is repre-
sented by the crochet and embroidery of the ladies, and
“the play” by the two or three smali boys whose natures
seem to be the same in mid-Pacific as anywhere else.

My young readers will like to know what games are in
YOgue on shipboard. The standard games outside of the
smoking-room are ring-toss and shuffle-board. Bing-toss
is too familiar to need description, but shuffle-board seems to
belong peculiarly to the ship’s deck, and furnishes excellent
exercise for those who have some little muscle at command.

The game reguires not only considerable muscular
power, and hence furnishes good exercise, but gives oc-
casion for much skill in knocking the opponent out, and
oecupying the highest sguares, for the motion of the ever-
undulating deck must be calculated, the roli to right or left
must be considered, and a light or heavy stroke with the



cue must be given, according as the vessel pitches backward
or forward.

Four usually play the game, and the implements are six
black and six white disks of solid wood, about six inches in
diameter and an inch thick, and four crutch-like cues or
sticks with which to push tliem along the deck. A space on
the deck is then marked off with chalk and numbered as
foliows:

The players stand some fif-

10 ON teen feet from this chalk-lined
figure on the deck, place their

disks on a line and try to

8 1 6 . . .
sliove tliem into the squares
marked witli the highest num-
3 5 7 bers. The great object is to
shove the enemy out, and land
4 9 2 your own disk within the cov-
eted square. At the end of
each bout the whites and
10 OFF

blacks reckon up their gains,
counting only the disks that
SHUFFLEHOARD. are wholly within the squares
and not touching any ling, and the side that obtains sixty-one
points first is the winner.

I do not know who the champion shuffle-board player of
the world may be, but lie deserves to liave his name in-
scribed on the immortal roli of base bali and tennis cham-
pions, who, | suppose, have made up their minds that their
earthly fame, at least, is secure.

At two helis (one o’clock) usually comes lunch, and at
four bells (six o’clock) comes dinner. These are more or less
imposing formalities, the social customs on sonie steamers
requiring evening dress for dinner. After dinner come the



choice hours of all tlie day. The glaring tropical sun has
unk to rest, the monotonous voice of tlie pool auctioneer is
stilled, the passengers become social and friendly. All
nature is aglow; the phosphorescent gleam appears where-
ever the ship’s prow parts the waves, the eyening clouds
assume fantastic shapes on the western horizon, the rosy rays
of departing day foretell a bright to-morrow, one by one the
Southern stars come out and twinkle down upon a tliousand
dancing wayelets, wliich, like so many tiny mirrors, catch up
their broken light and send it heayenward again.

Back and forth, back and fortli, over the unsteady
deck, tramp the passengers, taking their eyening constitu-
tionals, while the piano-girl thrums the keys inside the
social room, whicli is too warm in these latitudes to
attract many vyisitors. In this way the eyening passes
until bedtime comes, early or late, while the good ship
plunges on and ever on into the darkness, and through
the inky waves with their silver edges. Thus one of the
prosaic twenty-five days between San Francisco and Sydney
is numbered with the past.

But one day of the weelc on sea, as on shore, is unlike
every other. Hard as men try to secularize it, desperate as
the efforts are to degrade it, on sea as on shore it is still
George Herbert's —

* Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so briglit ;
Bridal of earth and sky.”
At least, such is it to the Christian heart. Whether the sun
shines, or the clouds lower, or the winds blow, it is still the
Sabbath, “ bridal of earth and sky.” Even the inveterate
gambler feels the difference. He dares not outrage the
senthnent of the day by rattling his poker chips, so lie puffs
his cigar and sits around disconsolately on deck, complain-
ing that Sunday is the dreariest day of all the week.



Tlie ship must plow on her way, the sailors and deck-
hands and stewards must go through their daily routine of
work, but even they seem to feel a different atmosphere, and
some of them join the worshiping passengers, who, at
eleven o’clock, assemble in the social hall for divine seryice.
How different from our Sunday surroundings on shore!
This unsteady cabin for our sanctuary, a flag-draped shelf for
the pulpit, a few devout souls of different nationalities, and
creeds almost as yarious as the indiyiduals, for worshipers.
And yet there are some things that are ever the same. God
is here. The boundless sea and infinite sky only seem to
bring Him nearer. Christ is here, and “ Jesus, Lover of mA
Soul,” and “ Kock of Ages,” never sounded more sweet on
land. The spirit of deyotion is the same when accentuated
by the solemn reguiem of the sea and the ceaseless swash of
the waves, as when borne aloft by the musie of the deep-
toned organ.

What is the meaning of that text— “ There was no more
sea” ? Some of the homesick, seasick passengers would like
to take it literally and belieye that the Reyelator meant to
state a fact in the physical geography of heaven. But with
yision clarified by many days on the ocean wave, can we not
see other meanings in the familiar text? The sea is a
symbol of separation. In the fair country of wliich John
wrote there will be no separation of friend from friend; for
“there was no more sea.”

The ocean is typical of isolation. On this long yoyage
we have not seen a single sail for weeks on the far-off
horizon. We have been completely shut off from all man-
kind. The redeemed soul in heaven can never be set apart
by himself. He is not shut up in solitary confinement.
There is no isolation of the “ Saints in Light.” “ There was
no more sea.”



I The sea is symbolic of mystery. Straight on into tlie
anknown we liave been plunging ever sinice leaying San
Francisco. Only ten or a dozen miles into the west toward
which we are constantly hastening can we see from the
gteamer’'s deck; all beyond the horizon is profoundest
mystery, typical of mysteries no less profound in science
and faith, which surround us on every hand. In the land of
which John wrote all problems will be solved, all mysteries
will be cleared up. “ There was no more sea.”

The sea, to the landsman at least, will always mean
danger. Until he becomes accustomed to their baseless
terrors the herce gale, the sudden hurricane, the treacherous
wave, all seem waiting to engulf him. To the ancients in
their little shallops these dangers must have been intensihed
and aguadrupled. But John in the Revelation saw a
country wliere the inhabitants were never afraid — “ There
was no more sea.”

“Lord, bring us, when our yoyage of life is ended, to
that blessed Land of Friendship supernal, of Knowledge un-
bounded, of Security eternal,” is our prayer on this Sabbath
on the sea.



CHAPTER Il.

ACROSS THE PACIFIC OCEAN—WELCOME AUSTRALIA.

The Joys of Terra Firma—The Playground of America— Bewildering
Vegetation — Brown-skinned Divers— Rum and Missionaries— Ten to
One— The Future of the Hawaiian — Our Departure — “ Fire, Fire”
— Between the Flames and the Sea— An Exciting Race for Life —
The Navigators Islands — The First Glimpse — The Samoans as Nature
Made Them — Stalwart Oarsmen— On Shore Again — Costumes not
from Paris—Babies in Brown Coats— The Great Event of the Month'
— A Splendid Race— The Sabbath Day Hoiy in Samoa— A Kingly
Romance— A Royal Salary— Tappa and Kava—An Appetizing Pro-
cess— Farewell to the Oasis— An Awful Storm— A Mournful Spectre
— Our Frolicsome Companions—A Week without a Wednesday —An
Exaggerated English Channel—New Zealand's Stern and Rugged
Shores— Goodbye Mariposa.

»H AT the green oases of the des-
3l ert with their sweet fountains
11 and their sentinel palm trees are
K to the trayeler across the sandy
i. Sahara, such are two ports at
fj whicli the Oceanie steamers cali,
| to the voyager on Pacific waters.
These two oases are Honolulu in
1 the Sandwich Islands, and Apia
in the Samoan group.
After only seven days on the wil-
derness of waves we can truth-
fully say with Tennyson:

“ We have had enough of action and of motion ; we
Rolled to starboard, roll'd to larboard, when the surge was seething free,
Where the wallowing monster spouted his foam fountains in the sea.”



Lnd now, very early on tlie seventli morning after the “ God
r with you” sounded in our ears from the San Francisco
jer we see a faint cloud-like form in the dim horizon. s it
clond or a mountain? Is it a mist-bank or solid terra
jfcrma?  The strengthening daylight soon and joyously
Olves our doubts. That blue cloud-like mountain is land ;
solid, substantial, stable soil; good gritty ground, which we
LSe eager to tread at the first possible moment.

~We do not have long to wait, for soon the Mariposa
steams majestically into the harbor, dwarfing with her huge
bulk all the little pigmy boats that come out to meet her,
and very quickly she is made fast to the Honolulu pier.

What a new world we are in! How suddenly our green
oasis has risen out of the blue desert of the waters! It can-
not be that we are only 2,100 miles from San Francisco.
By all the ordinary analogies of travel we have come, at
least, twenty millions .of miles. We could easily imagine
ourselres on a different planet.

The vegetation is strange, the people are unigue, every
thing is different from the land we have left. The drive,
rush, and neryous haste of an American city has given way
to the languor and luxurious ease of a tropical pleasure
resort.

As Switzerland is the summer playground of Europe, the
Sandwich Islands some day will become the summer and
winter playground alike of America, for, with its delicious
air and eguable temperature, rarely too warm and never too
cool, all seasons are its own.

What magnificent palm trees are these of almost count-
less yarieties! Cocoanut palms, tali and stately, with the
yellow nuts hiding far up under the tufted fronds; date palms
with their clusters of golden fruit ; royal palms with their
weeping plumes and tassels; breadfruit trees, alligator



pears, tamarinds, and featliery algeroba trees (on whose
“ liusks ” the prodigal of tlie parable would fain have fed).
The yariety is bewildering to a trayeler from temperate
cliines.

The people, too, always more interesting than trees or
yegetables, are as yaried as the trees whieh wave tlieir
“fronded palms” aboye them. The little naked, brown-
skinned diyers on the wharf attract our attention first.

YOUNG SWIMMERS OF HONOLULU.

They are all ready, like little lads of fairer skins, to pick up
an honest penny wherever they can find it. So we toss a
nickel into the water and over they leap. A dozen brown
heads disappear beneath the waves, two dozen whitey-brown
soles appear wriggling yigorously whei'e a second before
the heads appeared, a momentary but unseen struggle for
the coyeted nickel takes place beneath the water, and then



little brown heads bob up serenely, and tbe brown hand
of~he yictorious urchin appears above the brine, holding up
the piece of money to show that he is the winner, before he
deposits it in that ever ready bank— his mouth. Then,
with his companions, he is ready for another dive and
another struggle for the coveted piece of silver.

But we niust not linger on the steamer or on the wharf,
for there are equally novel sights on shore. There is China-
town with its swarming Celestials, Portugnese settlements
with their swarthy, gaity bedecked inhabitants, beautiful
American and English homes embowered in palms and trop-
ieni plants of all kinds, and the quarters of dnsky natives in
scanty clothing and with gay wreaths aronnd their liats,
happy, improvident, good-natured, and lazy.

The lover of the picturesgne in human nature, as well as
in nature physical and geographical, can find enough to
interest him for many a day in Honolulu.

Are the natives destined to extinction? Ah, that is a
question that only time will solve. But, if they are, it niust
be remembered that it will be due to civilization’s vices and
not to civilization’s virtues or Chrisfs religion.

When it is borne in mind that even before Capt. Cook’s
adveut, the islands and the islanders had passed the climax of
their giory as a race; that they were engaged in destructive
wars with each other wliicli were sometiines wars of extermi-
nation; when we remember that probably ten ship loads of
rum have been sent out from Christian England and America
for every missionary they have dispatched; that it lias taken
the Latin races eighteen centuries, and the Saxon races
nearly as long, to reach their present unstable Christian
equilibrium, and their still imperfect ciyilization; we are
surprised, not that the islanders are so imperfect and so

prone to fetishism and idolatry, but that in a few years
4



they have acguired so much of the Spirit of Him who was
pure and harmless and undefiled, and who went about doing
good. The missionary influence is still strong in this beauti-
ful land, and it shows no signs of waning.

Many of the most beautiful residences are owned by
missionaries’ sons, who are loyal to the faith of their fathers,
and much of the business of the islands is in the hands of
these Christian men. They are influential in the halls of
legislation and shape the affairs of government. So long as
such men are to the fore there is confident hope for this
lovely oasis of the Pacific Desert.

But the Maripom'n warning whistle sounds; we must
hasten to the wharf. As we stepped aboard, our friends,
according to the beautiful Hawaiian custom, covered us with
garlands of jasmine and sweet-scented leaves, and loaded us
with fruits and beautiful flowers. The royal Hawaiian band
of forty pieces played “ God Save the Queen” and “The
Star Spangled Banner,” and we were off once more across
the watery waste, bound for another paradise of the Pacific
— Samoa.

At about equal distances are these two oases situated
between San Francisco and Sydney,— Honolulu twenty-one
hundred rniles from America, Apia twenty-one hundred
miles, or seven days, further. But, though we are sailing
over summer seas and there is little to disturb the dreamy
monotony of this particular journey, let not the reader think
that the yoyages are always uneventful.

Such was not the case on that voyage of the Mariposa,
when very early in the morning, so early in fact that only
the sailors of the morning watch heard it, the dreadful ery
of “ Fire— fire” resounded throughout the ship, and, on
opening the hatchway, a dense volume of black smoke
poured up, stifling all who came too near. The hose was



fcurned on, but the huge stream of water had no efFect on
the burning flax which composed the cargo. Then the
hatches were battened down, a smali hole bored through
Stre partition, and a steam pipe turned in upon the tire, but
ithat was egually useless. Several men who went below to
hoist up the burning bales of flax were asphyxiated, and
Lith much exertion were brought back to life again. At
length the captain, seeing that nothing could prevail,
stopped up every possible crevice leading to the cargo,
turned his vessel about, and steamed for Auckland, the
nearest port, more than three hundred miles distant.

What can be more awful than a ship on lire in mid-
ocean? Between the two devouring elements, who can hope
io escape \ The unpitying fire within, the remorseless sea
without! For those who knew it, what an awful secret
must the knowledge of that smouldering cargo have been?
But few comparatively knew of the disaster. With rare
presence of mind Capt. Hayward and his officers kept the
matter to themselves. The good ship fairly seemed to leap
through the water. Never did she do better credit to her
builders. She seemed to realize that she was racing for life.
The passengers — most of them — did not notice that she
had turned about and was lieaded west instead of east.
The captain suggested a concert in the evening to divert
attention, and it was carried out in the highest style of
nautical art. The awful secret was blazing in the hotd,
and the tell-tale smoke sometimes escaped and wreathed
itself above the deck. And still the Mariposa plowed on
and on and on, until at last the welcome headlands of
Auckland harbor loomed up and the wharf was safely
reached: the treacherous cargo was discharged, and two
hundred lives that hung on a thread so slender were
saved.



It was soon after noon on a gray and squally day that
we first caught sigtit of the hills that rise behind the town
of Apia, and, after that, with the eagerness of landsmen
long at sea, we could not keep our eyes off the enchanting
spectacle. Little by little, the encircling bay of Apia with its
fringe of majestic palms, its outer coral reef on which the
surf was dashing high, and its row of native huts interspersed
with afew European cottages, came into view, and we feasted
our eyes to our hearts' content on this lovely shore. Imme-
diately behind the village rises a conical hill, some six
or eight hundred feet high, and in front the shore is lapped
by the bright azure-tinted water, whose depths sparkle with
coral and sea anemones and bright-colored fish.

But we are still more interested in the Samoans than in
Samoa; in men and women and boys and girls, than in hills
and palm trees and coral reefs and fishes. And here they
come : Samoans of both sexes and of all ages, for the arrival
of the monthly mail steamer is a great event in Apia. Some
of them are in neatly painted white rowboats, but most of
them put off to meet us in their native dug-outs, long, shal-
low, and exceedingly narrow boats that would tip over in a
twinkling, even thougti the oarsman’s hair miglit be parted
in the middle, were it not for the inevitable outrider with
which they are all rigged. This outrider consists of a long
piece of light cork-like wood, nearly the length of the canoe,
attached to it with braces at each end. In these light, frail
canoes the natives ride in the greatest security and go
through the heaviest surf. What a picturesque sight it is!
There is a young girl with a bright shawl about her waist
sitting as composedly and as self-poised as a queen in her
little canoe, while around her feet is a wealth of cocoanuts,
mangoes, pineapples, and bananas, which she offers for sale
in a dignified way; a whole buncli of the latter “ for two



bits” (twenty-five cents). There is another large boat ap-
Loachinf bearing sonie official from the island, and rowed
b half a dozen stalwart, bronze-colored natives, whose bare
U ins rupbed down with abundant cocoanut oil, glisten in
jie suniic-ht.  Their muscles stand out like whipcord as
they row in perfect time and splendid form, the despair of
> y yaie Or Harvard crew tliat might witness the sight.
There is another native boat loaded with fresh fish, neatly
bundled up in huge green leaves, while sparkling shells and
coral branches make up the rest of her little cargo. And here
is a native who somehow has scrambled aboard the Mariposa
in spite of the efforts of the crew to keep him off, and he
jabbers and gesticulates at us in true hackman style. We
could not understand a word he said, but the unspoken
language of a cabmon is the same the world over, so we
accepted his offer, wliicli we understood was to take us
ashore for “two bits,” the universal standard of value in
these regions. We crawled down the ship’'s side by the
rope ladder, aided by two strong pair of arms, and were
soon landed at the little pier.

There a strange and novel sight, indeed, greeted our
eyes. The wharf and the streets were swarming with
natives, young and old, in all kinds of costumes and in no
costumes at all, who had come down to the water’'s edge to
see the great event of the month, the arrival of the mail
steamer from America. If ever there was a picturesque
throng of people this was one. The Mother Hubbard dress
seemed to be the most popular for the women, and for some
of the men, too, for that matter, but as few could indulge in
such yanities as an everyday affair there were all kinds of
variations from the standard mode.

One man strutted proudly by with as much dignity as a
Beau Brummel or a Lord Chesterfield could assume, with a



piece of the native tappa thrown negtigently across his
shoulders; another stalked past with a bright red tablecloth
about bis loins; a group of young girls evidently just out
from tbe mission school, went tripping past arrayed in a
piece of wbite cloth, witb a beautiful garland of flowers
across their shoulders, while babies were invariably arrayed
solely in the beautiful brown coat which nature first gave
tbem.

The Samoans are a splendid race, physically considered;
tbe most stalwart, as well as the most gentle of all the
South Sea Islanders. | did not see a single ugly or ma-
lignant face during my stay at Apia. Homely features
there are as in every crowd, but few malevolent, vicious,
sinister faces; smiling looks, unsuspicious manners, intelli-
gent and even courtly politeness | saw everywhere.

After seeing these men and women | could easily believe
what had been told me— that all the natives were Chris-
tians. About five thousand of them are Catholic, five
thousand more are Wesleyans, and the rest of the forty
thousand inliabitants are under the care of the London Mis-
sionary Society, which, through its excellent missionaries,
most admirably looks after their spiritual interests. “ Oh,
but they are only nominat Cliristians,” | can hear my skep-
tical reader exclaim. Weil, dear reader, if we may judge
them by their fruits their Christianity is not so “ nominat”
as that of most of the people who live in New York and
Boston, Chicago and San Francisco. If our steamer had en-
tered the harbor of Apia on a Sunday not a single canoe or
gaity decked native woutd have come out to welcome us.
Not a cocoanut or a bunch of bananas would have been
offered for sale. All the canoes would liave been hauled up
on the beacli, high and dry, and at church time every man,
woman, and child in the place, barring the sick, would have



heen seen wending their way to church. Not such a nom-
inat religion is that which thus remembers the Sabbath day
to keep it boly.

Tf we sbould enter any one of these natiye huts at break-
fast time we sliould see all the heads reverently bowed
while the Divine Blessing was asked, and afterwards all the
family would come together for morning prayers. |If we
should liye among them we should find them honest, gentle,
peaceable, kind-hearted, affectionate neighbors. Not merely
nominat Christian graces are these.

To be sure they have their faults. They are lazy and
improvident. The family tie is not observed as it should be,
and doubtless they have minor blemishes. But tell me, dear
Mrs. Beacon Street or Mr. Fifth Avenue, are you ready to
cast the first stone? The wbite liglit of Christianity has
been beating upon your head and the heads of your ances-
tors for eighteen hundred years. It is but little more than
sixty years since the Sun of Bighteousness arose upon
Samoa. You, all your lives, have been inhaling the air of
Christlike devotion, which once made the martyrs strong to
do and dare for God. These people, until within sixty
years, have lived in the fetid atmosphere of heathenism.
For many generations your forefathers have been growing
strong while feeding on the Bread of Life. Only one gener-
ation has passed away since the symbolic bread Avas broken
and the emblematic wine was first poured in Samoa. Who
will doubt the power of Christianity, or deride the value of
missionary labor after studying the history of Samoa? And
yet there are self-sufficient, purblind people who, with an air
of knowing all about it, will tell you that the missionaries
have done more harm than good, that they are responsible
for the gradual extinction of the natives, and that when
converted, the natiyes are not worth the labor expended.



One finds many men and women who talk in this way
on the very steamers which visit tliese islands, and among
those who actually see these transforming wonders of Chris-
tianity. | have always noticed, however, that the men who
talk tirns spend most of their time in the smoking-room
playing poker or betting on the ship’s run, while the women
who express such opinions seem to have no souls above. the
fancy work or the pack of cards they hotd in their hands.
I, for one, should be perfectly willing to set olf Samoan
morality against theirs.

The Mariposa only remained in Apia long erough to
exchange mails and discharge a little freight, so we had but
one or two brief, delightful hours on shore. But these wer?
enough to fili us with a longing to spend as many weeks.
However, we had time to see the long straggling Street; the
new native church, a beautiful and commodious stone struct-
ure; the consulates and land commissioners’ offiees of
the three powers, America, England, and Germany, that
really govern Samoa; the beautiful grounds and pleasant
buildings of the London Missionary Society, and the royal
hut of King Malietoa surrounded by palm trees and luxuri-
ant tropical plants of all kinds. This good King, like some
sovereigns of more extensive domains, has had his ups and
downs. Kearly twenty years ago he was elected King, and
for about ten years he reigned in tranquillity, protected by
treaties with Germany, England, and the United States.
Then, however, owing to the interference of the Germans,
who had cast a covetous eye on Samoa, which Uncle Sam
was nono too quick to see and to resent, feuds arose, a rival
claimant tried to seize the sceptre, and King Malietoa was
sent as an exile to a distant island in the western Pacific.
But Germany’s avaricious plans were frustrated, the spuri-
ous claimant whom she had supported was defeated, and



t lietoa was brought back and re-established on his throne,

hich was then protected by the presence of a man-of-war
from the United States Xavy. He is a good and thoughtful
Christian man, who sets a kingly example to all his people.
1 am glad to hear that his salary has just been raised and
that he now receives the royal sum of one hundred dollars a
nionth.

m\While we were on shore a slight shower arose — a very
common occurrence in Apia— and as we were without
umbrellas or mackintoshes we sought shelter in a friendly
native hut, which consists simply of ? thatched roof open on
everv side to the winds of heaven. We were received with
the utmost politeness, and though there were no chairs or
lounges, and we were obliged either to stand or to sit on the
floor, we felt none the less welcome. While thus taking
shelter we bought from one of the natives a large sguare of
tappa, the native cloth, which is ingeniously made of the
inner bark of a mulberry tree. This bark is first laid in the
bed of a running stream to soak. After a sufficient time the
pieces of bark are laid, layer by layer, upon a log, and
then beaten out to the width reguired by keavy wooden
mallets. When the strips have been beaten for some time
they become blended into one mass, which, by the addition
of fresh bark, can be increased in length and width as
required.

In the beautiful museum at Honolulu the Curator has
arranged squares of this tappa, which are dyed in all imagin-
able beautiful colors, in a window through which the
western light shines. At a little distance one can hardly
beiieve that it is not delicate stained glass.

Another peculiar product of Samoa is kava, the South
Pacific native drink. Miss Emma A. Adams in her pleasant
little book about Fiji and Samoa tells how it is made: —



“ Kava is prepared from the root of a species of pepper
tree, found on most of these groups. The shrub attains a
height of five or six feet, and has a pretty green foliage,
tinged with purple. The root, having been thoroughly
washed, is cut in smali slices, which are distributed to young
persons with perfect teeth to be masticated, by which prc
cess they are reduced to a complete pulp. Mouthful after

SAMOAN GIRLS MAKING KAYA.

mouthful of these little pulpy masses is thrown into a large
bowl, ceremoniously placed in front of the one who is to
serve the beverage, and water is then poured upon them.
The mass is now worked with the hand until all the strength
and virtue of the libre is expressed, when it is deftly strained
away with a bunch of long fibre from the inner bark of the
hibiscus, and the liquid is now ready for drinking. Its
appearance is like that of weak tea, its taste like that of
medicated soapsuds.” Will you have a cup, my reader ?



But our brief respite from tlie desert of tlie sea is nearly
over Our bour in the Oasis is spent and the deep-toned
whistle of the Mariposa calls us on board again.

Reluctantly we tear ourselves away from our briei
glimpse of paradise, but go we must. On the way bach to
the steamer we pass the gaunt and mournful spectre of ‘I>
Adler, one of the unfortunate German men-of-war, whbicii, in
the awful gale of March 15, 1889, was lifted bodily from the
water and with great fury cast upon the top of the reef and

ALL THAT EEMAINS OF THE “ ADLER.”

turned over on lier side. There slie still lies, ber poor ribs
exposed and bare, with the daylight shining through tliem
eyerywhere, an awful spectacle of the fury of a tropical
storni in this quiet bay. JSTear by, but under the waves, lies
ber companion gunboat, the Eier, and tire two United States
steamers, Yandalia and Trenton, which were wrecked and
utterly destroyed in the same fearful gale in which there
perished four American officers and forty-seven men, and
nine German officers and eighty-seven men. Nino Imndred
men were saved from the wrecked shipping in the harbor,
who were proyided for with tlie utmost generosity and



humanity by the native Samoans and the foreign residents.
As the Mariposa steams out of the quiet coral reef with the
frail native boats dancing all about her, it is hard to realize
that this peaceful bay was ever the scene of such devastating
fury.

How we may congratulate ourselves that we are more
than half way to Sydney, more than five thousand miles
behind us, less than three thousand miles before us. Bound-
less skies above us, endless seas around us; that is the
history of the next six days. Boundless skies flecked by
many a cloud and sometimes gray and angry with the Storm
King's wrath ; endless seas flecked by never a sail and dark-
ened by no trailing steamers’ smoke, for, saving the Arctic
and Antarctic seas, we are on the loneliest ocean of all.

Only an occasional sehool of gamboling dolphins, “ skip
jacks " the sailors appropriately cali them, enliven the scene.
In the perfect abandon of good spirits they chase each other
through the water, tumbie over each other, dive under each
other, and sometimes bear down upon the ship, leaping high
in the air and turning their yellow bellies to the sun for the
mere fun of the thing, as boys dive olf a log one after the
other to work olf their animal spirits. Then after chasing
the ship for a dozen miles or more they disappear as
suddenly as they came and leave us to the sole companion-
sliip of the mild-eyed, curious albatross, wliich circles
around and around and around and sometimes falls behind
but never allows the steamer to get out of sight. The last
thing at night our albatrosses are there, sometimes follow-
ing in our wake, sometimes circling over our very heads.
The first thing in the morning, however early we rise, there
they are again, the most graceful birds that fly, just lifting
their wings and steering their course and allowing the wind,
apparentir. to do all the work of fiying for them.



Tlius convoyed ayg ssflilcd 01l ovge tli© w/tCcry weastc.
The necessities of longitudinal reckoning gave us one week
without a Wednesday. We went to bed one Tuesday night
>ind waked up on Thursday morning and yet we had oniv
Siept our regulation eiglit hours. My readers, who wili
remember that we pass the 1S0° meridian of longitude
between Samoa and Auckland, will understand the reason

A MAORI HOUSE.

for this week witli only six days in it. But this week was
quite long enougli. We ave very ready to spare one day out
of it, and very willing to welcome tlie bluff and rugged
shores of New Zealand on the sixth day out from Samoa.
This wonderful island, whose shores look not unlike the
roclcbound coast of our own Mew England, deserves to have
a whole book devoted to it. Its wonderful natural re-
sources, its curious yegetable and animal products, its war-
like race of natives, the herce Maoris, and its intrepid and
enterprising colonists, who have already made New Zealand



one of the brightest jewels in Her Majesty’s crown, tempt
the cbronicler’s pen to linger long. But we only had time
to see the ling, solidly built streets of Auckland, with its fine
business blocks, its handsome government buildings, and its
great tabernacle erected by liev. Thomas Spurgeon, a son of

MAORI IDOLS.

the famous preacher; to receive a most hearty welcome
from Auckland’'s ministers, and lay Christian workers, to
attend a thoroughly enthusiastic Christian Endeavor meet-
ing in the Ponsonby Baptist Church, and then we were off
again; always oif, for the restless Mariposa will never
be satisfied until she reaches her dock at Sydney.

Then came five days more of ocean traveling across the



tjde and turbulent channel that stretches between New
Bealand and Australia. This particular strip of water has
Bery bad reputation. It is considered a kind of exagger-
Lted Emdish Channel, and my readers who have experienced

ijitterness of that piece of salt water between Newhaven
and Eieppe, or Dover and Calais, will understand all the
'miseries which such a voyage implies. TIliink of spending
tflve days tossing about like an intoxicated cork on the
English Channel, and you will know something of what the
foyage between Auckland and Sydney often is. But, fortu-
nately, on this yoyage Neptune did not seriously test our
oourage or our seamanship. We had bright skies and com-
paratively smooth seas, and on the morning of the fifth day
from Auckland and the twenty-fifth from San Francisco,
“land ahead” was the welcome ery; Sydney Heads loomed
up in the distance; we found our way through the narrow
channel which Capt. Cook so narrowly missed a hundred
years ago, and, after three and one-half weeks of rolling and
tossing and pitching and heaving on the vast Pacific, found
ourselves safe within the splendid land-locked harbor of
Sydney, to which our good pilot had steered over 7,000 miles
of trackless lonely waves.

Goodbye, Mariposa. Welcome, Australia.
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coming a Literary New Chum.

TRAYELER’S first impressions

of a new land, while not always

the most accurate, are usually

the most vivid and interesting.

How many pulses have thrilled

with curiosity and pleasure as

they have seen the rougli coast

of old Ireland for the first time

when approaching the Old World

from the Rew, for there in the

shadowy distance, somewhere be-

hind the frowning cliffs of Erin,

lies all the mystery of antiquity, all the historie associations
of 2,000 years. In fact, the accumulation of 6,000 years of

history and oivilization are represented by tliat little stormy
(68)



strip of Irish coast to tlie yoyager from the land which has
few monuments and no ruins, and only a brief liistory.

With every new land one approaches, these first itnpres-
sions are renewed, and so when the bluff lines of Sydney
Heads rear themselyes on the horizon we eagerly crane our
necks and strain our eyes for a glimpse of the new Australian
continent which is about to open before us. We do not liave
to wait long for a fuller revelation of the fair vision, for
very soon after the headlands are sighted we steam in be-
tween the two sentinels that guard the magnificent land-
locked harbor of Sydney.

No wonder that the New South Welclmien are proud of
their harbor, “ as proud as though tliey had scooped it out
themselves,” as some one has ill-naturedly remarked. It is
one of the harbors that cannot be overpraised. A smali dic-
tionary of adjectiyes might be emptied upon the description
and it would scarcely be oyerdone.

It has hundreds of miles of coast line, and on the map
looks like a great octopus which has been flattened out by
some tremendous kind of hydraulic pressure, whose arms
and tentacles run far up into the country, affording nurnber-
less beautiful bays and lovely retreats, which, in many
places, are as wild and rugged as when Capt. Cook first
sailed by the narrow entrance; for it is a singular fact that
this bold nayigator, though he discoyered Botany Bay only
a few miles distant, entirely passed by this most wonderful
harbor, so straight and narrow is the way that leads to it
from the open sea.

In fact, the early nayigators all seem to haye had diffi-
culty in finding this great continent. One would think that
a magnificent stretch of land which occupies so large a por-
tion of the jarth’s surface could haye been easily discoyered,

especially by those who are searching for it, but in those
'5



clays in the little shallops that were at the command of the
explorers, it was no easy thing to discover even such a vast
island as Australia.

To-day the navigator sets sail from San Francisco, .7,000
miles away, and, precisely on Schedule tirae, to a single hour
probably, with trusty compass and skillful pilot, he will steer
straight through the middle of the narrow passage that
leads to the city of Sydney. But 300 years ago, without
chart or pilot, it was a different thing to feel one’'s way
across these misty, unknown seas at the mercy of the uncer-
tain sails and the certain gales of the Southern Pacific.
Although it seems that he could not have missed the island
continent he was searching for, yet it is said that Torres, the
bold nauigator, sailed directly through the narrow strait
which now bears his name, and which separates Australia
from New Guinea, without knowing that there was land on
either side; certainly without knowing that he was almost
within sight of one of the mightiest divisions of the earth’s
surface. He missed the glory by a hair’s breadth, as it were,
of adding to his laurels and perhaps giving his name to a
continent.

Other early navigators had the same difficulty in finding
this elusive land. The Dutch in the Dreyfhen, or Dom, a
little vessel which stretclied its wings and flew away from
Holland in the year 1606, first saw the main land of Aus-
tralia, but the Dutch had no use for it, and did not think it
worth while to claim possession.

Perhaps from their standpoint of a home-land half sub-
merged with water, they did not appreciate such a high and
dry continent as Australia proved to be. At any rate they
made no attempt to explore or colonize the land, and it was
left to Captain Cook, more than 150 years later, to make the
first discovery which was really of value to the European



I rld He setsail in the little ship Endeavor; suggestive
£ me that, eonsidering the purpose which has taken the
mwriter of this chronicie to Australia. His principal purpose
Was to make observations in regard to the transit of Yenus
which was not visible in the Western Hemisphere, but he
combined discovery with astronomy, and not only proved
from the transit of Yenus that the sun was something more
than ninety millions of rniles aivay from the earth, a dis-
tance which, up to that time, had not been accurately meas-
ured, but also proved that there was a vast unknown land in
in these Southern seas waiting for the first occupant who
might raise the national flag and take possession in the
narne of modern civilization and Christianity.

Geologically, Australia is said to be one of the oldest
portions of the earth’'s surface, and in its physical aspects
and natural products it is extremely interesting to the nat-
uralist. In fact, it is a kind of Hoah's Ark in which has
been preserved the animals and the plants which long ago
died out of Europe and America. The animals which in
the older world flourished in the secondary and tertiary
period, but which are now as extinct as the Dodo himself,
are still found in large numbers in this land. The kangaroo
and the wallaby and all the albed races of marsupials which
once were common in Europe and America, are distinctiye
and characteristic animals of Australia.

The reason, says the naturalist, for this strange survival
of these great-grandfather animals which long ago gave up
the ghost in Europe, is, that Australia has not been sub-
jected to such fearful convulsions of nature as the rest of the
mffld. She has not been drowned out by the flood or
grouna down by the glacier, or had all her animal and vege-
table life frozen up in a great ice age ; so these interesting
toirnals of a pre-historic period still live and flourish on her



vast inland plains. Australia, however, could never beconae
a great and important factor in tlie workhs progress without
thc aid of civilized men. Her natural resources, though
great, required to be developed. The rainy seasons are
uncertain over a large portion of tlie continent, and the
droughts alone can be relied upon. Tliey come with pro-
yoking regularity.

MALE ABORIGINAL AUSTRALIAN.

The savage could not tickle this ground with a hoe and
expect it to smile with a harvest. He could not plant a
cocoanut tree and liYe under its shade and on its nuts all the
rest of his days. The arid soil, the intense heat, and the
lack of moisture were against him, and as he could not cope
with these natural disadvantages without the appliances of
civilization, the poor fellow became a very abject and
wretched specimen of a human being; not herce and strong
like the Nortli American Indian, not yigorous and warlike



L e the Zulu, not gay and careless in the abundance of trop-
u j bounty like the South Sea Islander; he degenerated
<to a poor, miserable, abject bushman, who has already

n for the most part, “ civilized” off the face of the earth.
JBut poor aswas the country for the untutored savage
hen the white man came with his plow and his spade,
his steam drill and his locomotive, this neglected continent

FEMALE ABORIGINAL AUSTRALIAN.

became a new land and has yet a great place to fili among
the nations of the earth. Civilized man with the history of
the ages behind him, was able to make the desert blossom as
the rose ; to store the water of the wet season for the exi-
geneies of the dry; to find in the nutritious buffalo grass the
best fodder in all the world for his sheep, and to discover in
the bowels of the earth the richest stores of gold that have
ever been unearthed since the days of King Solomon.



"Where savages could not live tlie Englishman has built some
of the most magnificent cities on the surface of tlie glohe;
whero the poor bushmen grew thin and emaciated, with
scarcely strength or spirit left to spear a kangaroo, tlie Eng.
lishman has grown stout and healthy, hearty and happy
and is founding a new nation which will surely be in the
future ages the greater Britain.

When one tirst comes to Australia many things strike
him as being strange and out of place, but be soon begins to

ask whether possibly his notions
and ideas are not at fault, and
not the country, and whether he
is not carrying his traditional pre-
judices around with him. Why,
for instance, should not the trees
put forth their buds and leaves

ABORIGINAL METHOD OF in September instead of in April;

PKODUCING FIRB. It looks odd enough at first
when the traveler reaches Australian sliores after the scorch-
ing days of midsummer and the early breezes of fali have
begun to blow, to find that summer is not beliind him but
before him, that it is not autumn, but spring; that the trees,
instead of doffing their fali livery, are donning- their spring
dresses, and that all nature is waking up for a new year of
growth and activity.

It is said that the trees that are transplanted from
Europe or North America, are themselres very much con-
fused by this change in their surroundings; that at first
they make a few feeble attempts to bud forth in May and
drop their leaves in October, but they soon accept the Aus-
tralian seasons as they are made for tliem.

A most excellent tliing it is for a man of unreasonable
prejudices and provincial proclivities, to take such a journey



thisi AU his preconceived Nnotions are knocked on tke
tn sneak. His ideas of what is fit and proper for
Ifature to do are completely upset, and if he is a wise man
he Will begin to say, perhaps, after all, wisdom will not die
AWt me, possibly my ancestors did not know everytliing
there was to be known, and there may be new ways and
methods which are not to be despised simply because | was
not educated in them. | know of more than one good man
whose eminently respectable ideas | would like to have
turned topsy-turvy by some sucli transition from a northern
to a Southern hemisphere of thought.

But it must be confessed that in otlier ways besides turn-
ino- the seasons end to end, Australia works havoc with our
preconceived notions of tliings. The cherries, for instance,
instead of covering up their stones with a good layer of flesh,
wear their hearts upon their sleeves, so to speak, or at least,
bear their pits upon the outside, instead of beneatli the skin,
as all well-regulated cherries are supposed to do. The
Eucalyptus trees, and some other varieties, instead of shed-
ding their leaves, have a strange fashion of shedding their
bark, and one sees great forests of them standing bare and
gaunt, with the bark falling off in shreds and ribbons while
they stretch their wliite arms heavenward, but their tops are
always covered with a duli green leaf which they never part
with under any circumstances.

Much of the Australian wood, instead of floating as all
well-regulated wood should float wlien thrown into the
water, sinks to the bottom. Many of the flowers cover the
outside of their petals with bright colors instead of the in-
side, as modest English flowers almost always do, and there
are varions anomalies of this sort, which, however, are only
anomalies, | suppose, because of our imperfect and narrow
vision. | did not liear that water ran up hill in Australia, or



that rain was dry and snéw hot, but | should scarcely have
been surprised to learn of such discrepancies before | went
away.

After all, oivilized human nature is very much the same,
however natural products and inanimate nature differs in
different parts of the world. Love and hate, joy and sor-
row, fear and hope, | find, are exactly the same at the
Antipodes as in the countries with which I am familiar.
Human nature does not differ in its characteristics by bdng
transplanted from one hemisphere to another. The English-
man is Aery much the same sort of a creature wherever
he is found, whether transplanted to America to acauire the
alleged “ Yankee drawl” and the sharp features which I
must say | think exist largely in the humoristfs novel, or
whether he crosses the Southern seas to take up his abode in
Australasia; — he is the same sort of a being— resolute,
aggressive, pushing, fearless; sometimes haughty and arro-
gant in his treatment of inferior races, often prejudiced and
unjust in his judgment of others, but nevertheless a mighty
and potent factor in the world’s civilization. "Without him
what would be the vast prairies of America, or the mighty
sea-girt continent of which I am writing ? If ever there was
a providential race raised up of God to do a particular work
in the world and exert a mighty civilizing agency, that race
is the Anglo-Saxon.

| feel that it is necessary to be cautious in recording my
impressions of the English race in Australia lest | lay mysetf
open to the same charges which | am tempted to bring
oftentimes against other hasty travelers who have skipped
through America at the rate of a mile a minute and then
made up their minds that they know all about it. My warm
American blood sometimes boils with not a little indignation
as | hear our institutions slurred and our public men de-



famed by those who know nothing about either one or the
tjier g,,i must be careful not to raise the blood of anyone
else t<the boiling point with unfounded criticisms.  Still, as
veryone must give his impressions, I would say that tin
Oolonies, so far as | have seen them and talked with repre-
entative Australians, strikes me as being in a period corre
sponding to the Colonial days of America before the gloriom
era of 1776 dawned upon us.
Not that the Australian Colonies are 100 years behind

IN THE GROUND8 OF GOVERNMENT IIOU&, SYDNEY.

the times by any means. They are fully abreast of the most
recent civilization. Ali the appliances and inventions and
elegancies of civilized life are found here, and | imagine that
a new invention of Edison, or a labor-saving contrivance of
McCormick, would be introduced quite as soon into these
progressive, go-ahead colonies as they would in any part of
America, and far more rapidly than they would be likely to
be introduced into England. The fashions, too, are as recent,
for aught 1 know; the store Windows are certainly as ele-
gant. the streets of such cities as Melbourne are as wide,
and the public buildings as magnificent as any that can be



found in all the world. Yet | am reminded every day tliat in
some respeots Australia is very much like Korth America
“In the good old Colony days
When we lived under the King.”
The population of these Colonies is very nearly the same as
of the 13 original States that made up the Union in 1776,
something like three or four millions of people forming, a
fringe of settlement along the seashore for thousands of
miles. The far interior, for the most part, is a terra incog-
nito,, waiting for the hardy pioneer and the adventurous
settler.

"When | was a boy, and that is not so very many years
ago after all, the old geographies still had a tract of land
covering nearly the whole area west of the Mississippi,
labeled “ The Great American Desert.” Gradually this
great American Desert has grown smaller by degrees and
beautifully less until it is now confined to a comparatively
narrow strip of outlying plains, which tliemselves are not be-
yond hope of ultimate redemption. So | have no doubt the
vast deserts and unwatered plains of the unexplored interior
of this mighty land will one of these days yield to the
prowess of the pioneer and the sturdy toil of the settler until
all Australia blossoms like the rose.

In its political features, too, the Australasian Colonies are
not at all unlike the American Colonies before the Revolu-
tion. Jealous of their rights, tliey brook no interference
from the Mother Country to which they still owe allegiance.
If she should attempt to impose a tax on tea there would be
the greatest tea-party in Melbourne Harbor that was ever
seen. The Boston tea-party would scarcely be a circum-
stance to this Australian “ tea-meeting.” If an obstinate
King George 111 was on the throne instead of ber Gracious
Majesty (“ her Goodness-Gracious Majesty ” some of the



Australian papers cali her) Queen Yictoria, it would not
be lon®', probably, before these Colonies would set up house-
keeping for themselves, and cut themselves wholly adrift
from Mother England, that keeps house at home. But, as it
is they feel no pressure of maternal authority.

The old lady sometimes scolds, to be sure, and is some-
times considered indifferent to her cliildren’s welfare, but
she never attenipts to “ boss” them (“ boss,” by the way,
is as good Australian as it is American), and so the Colo-
nies give a willing, if not in all cases a very enthusiastic,
alleo-iance to the Mother Land.

In the “ good old Colony days,” too, of which we sing, if
I read history aright, our different colonies were very jeal-
ous of each other — each afraid that the otlier would gain
the advantage and obtain some predominant power.

History is repeating itself again in this Southern world.
Whether the principle of free trade or protection is the true
one | have no occasion to say in this chronicie, but it does
seem very strange that the Colonies should protect them-
selves so zealously one against another. They are raising
their tariff duties higher and higher, | understand, not only
against all the rest of the world, but against their sister
colonies. The oranges of New South Wales must be taxed
before they can eonie into Yictoria, and the rugs of New
Zealand must pay a heavy duty before they can be wrapped
round Australian knees. It is as though New Hampshire
should protect herself against the dread incursions of Yer-
mont mapie sugar, and Yermont should set up a barrier
against the exportation of New Hampshire granite, and
Florida should object to Maine ice unless it was duty taxed,
and Maine should retort by putting an impost on Florida
oranges. However, federation is in the air just as it was in
the North American air in the latter part of the last cen-

tury.



There is federation already in sentiment and purpose
against the aggression of all the rest of the world. There is
federation of Christian sentiment and religious purpose, and,
doubtless, before the 19th century comes to a close there will
be political federation, just as the close of the 18th century
marks the political federation which has ever sihce been
growing stronger and stronger between the states of the
American Union.

Another impression which | have received is that Aus-
tralia is a mixture in about equal proportions of British
conservatism and American aggressiyeness, a splendid mix-
ture that, since both agualities are needed to make up the
ideat race, and either alone, though admirable in itself, can
be carried too far. Sydney is said to be very English, Mel-
bourne very American, and | think there is some reason for
this distinction, which the Australians often comment upon
themselves. Sydney was settled 100 years ago, and its nar-
row streets and crooked lanes reinind me of the picturesgue
city which, like all loyal Bostonians, | regard, of course, as
the “ hub” of the Uniyerse.

Melbourne, on the other hand, is a modern city built
within the last 50 years, and its wide streets and elegant
bouleyards, its magnificent public buildings, and extensiye
Stores, would lead one who was set down in it with his eyes
blindfolded to imagine he was in any one of half a dozen of
our most wide-awake western cities. To be sure he would
find it rather cleaner than most of them, and with no dense
pall of smoke hiding its beauties. He would heave a sigh
and wish that our streets might be as well paved and kept
as clean, but, with the exception of a few minor matters of
this sort, he would be eminently at home in the beautiful
city of Melbourne.

In Sydney almost every house has its balcony, and this



e also a common metliod of architecture in Melbourne.
Houses in Australia are built for liot weather (throughout
the largest part of the American continent they are built for
old weather) hence the slight dilferences of architecture
which we notice.

There are, indeed, very many things tliat remind me of
the old country, but tliese are all balanced by Americanisms
which appear at every corner.

For instance, I have more than once seen the sign

Mangling done here,” which always reminded me of the
unfortunate Mr. Mantalini. We should cali the establish-
ment a laundry, | suppose. The druggists are almost all
“ chemists,” and they have no extravagant marble fountain
with forty-two different kinds of American drinks issuing
therefrom, in the front part of their stores. *“ Beef and
ham” shops 1 liave often seen, but why a man who sells
ham should not also sell lamb or other butclier's meat | can-
not quite determine.

The street cars are all “trams.” The elevators are all
“ lifts,” and the railway cars are all “ coaches.” “Why is it
that you Americans always give such a big name to every-
thing,” said an Australian gentleman to me the other day.
“Why do you cali a lift an ‘elewator,’ and why is your
‘classroom’ a ‘recitation hall,” and why is your barber's
shop usually a ‘tonsorial patace’?” 1 am still pondering
these cpiestions, and have not arrived as yet at any satisfac-
tory answer.

But, if there is much that is English there is also as
much that is distinctively American about these colonies.
Upon a dozen articles of common use | have seen the name
“Salem, Mass.,” or “ Springfield, Mass.,” or “ Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania,” or “ Chicago, Illinois.” American books,
American watches and typewriters, American lamps and



bicycles, American incandescent lights and telephones, and
alas! many “ American bars” from which, as the signs tell
us, American drinks are dispensed, are to be seen every-
where. | am not at all proud of this last Americanism, but
in many of the Continental cities of Europe the American
bar is the only American thing that you will see in all the
city.

On the railway between Sydney and Melbourne, Pull-
man cars of the very best construction are used, and on the
Melbourne streets the swift cable cars which | think must
have been made in Troy, Mew York, give one the impression
that he cannot be far from Kansas City, or Omaha, or San
Francisco. In one very important way, liowever, the Aus-
tralian colonies differ from our early American colonies, and
that is in the predominance of the city life over the country
life. | should think that fully 50 per cent. of the people of
Australia live to-day in the cities, large or smali; nearly
one-half of the inhabitants of Yictoria are gathered together
along the beautiful streets of Melbourne. So in Mew South
"Wales, Sydney absorbs a large proportion of the population,
whil.e in South Australia, Adelaide is not only the Capital
and metropolis, but the one center for a vast territory.

The rural population of America is in sonie sections
sadly on the wane. The great cities are great magnets
everywhere which draw the people from the country to
themse”es. Until the poles of this magnet can be reversed
in some way, both in Australia and America, and the people
find that their happiness is not in the crowded streets of an
orerpopulated city, but amid the peace and plenty of coun-
try life, a great danger will always menace these two great
continents. Discontent, anarchy, and revolution, witli all
their hideous evils, are breathed in the great cities; the fresh
country winds blow the cobwebs out of the brain, and dis-



Until both Australia and America

content out of the Il'oart.

become filled witli smali landholders, each cultivating his
ov\//\*“ttle piece of God’s earth, the problems of their fu-
ture destin)j will not all be solved.

But, predominant as city life is in Australia, the influ-

IN THE BUSIIL

ence of the early settler, the sguatter, and the bushman is
still felt. Most of the distinctive' Australian slang wliich 1
have heard can be traced back to these sources — tlius the
“ billabong” is the backwater of a river; the “ lagoon,” we
should. cali it at home. The “ bluey” is the blanket of the
frontiersman in wliich he wraps himself at night and lies
down to sleep wherever he may be, under the silent stars.



The “ billy ” is the can in which he cooks first his tea and
then his meat. We may be sure he relishes them both be-
cause of the splendid appetite sauce which was always upon
his table. These terms have now degenerated to denote the
properties of the tramp, and the bundle which he carries
upon his back is his “swag.” The “larrikin” is the Street
loafer, and a very unpleasant type of Street loafer he is, too,

P o e e e

“

as deyeloped in these colonies I, myself, am a “ new I

chum,” as every new arriyal is styled in Australian dialect;
and, until 1 had been here at least fiye years, | could be |
only a “ new chum,” corresponding to the “ tenderfoot” of

our mining camps. It is surely becoming tliat a new chum |
should be carefui in his commendations and modest in his i
criticisms. Perhaps it is high time, therefore, that | should
bring this chapter to an end, before I commit the usual indis- j

cretion of a literary “ new chum ” in a strange land.



CHAPTER 1Y.

AUSTRALIA AND AUSTRALIANS —LITTLE MATTERS ABOUT
A GREAT COUNTRY.

The Houses the People Live in— Stone Instead of Wood — An English-
raan’'s Castle— Plenty of Soil — “ Strathroy ” versus “ 1229 E. 341 St.”
— “ Bacchus, Cestus, Festus” — How They Travel — The Railways—

I jngiJe tjie House —At the Dinner Table —A Pleasant Custom—

f Scarcity of Cold Water—The Newspapers— Sometimes Duli but
Seldom Sensational — Some Budding Poets— Specimen of Obituary
Poetry__Outdoor Life— National Games—A Mighty Curse—The
Turf Adviser—The Totalisator — Cliurch Life — Great Conventions—
The Singing— Cable Absurdities— A Mexican Invasion— Kissing his
Wife on the Street— Gum-ehewing Girls— Chicago Girls and Boston
Maidens — Introducing Friends.

OME of the little things that seem
to me to be characteristic of
Australian life may seem hardly
worth mentioning in serious con-
verse, and yet it is tliese little
matters that differentiate our
Australian cousins from their
American relatives.
In other lands it is easy to
paint the picture with broad
touches of the brush, but in a
country so much like our own,
and among a people who, so far as all outward characteristics
go, live across the Street, instead of across the Pacific ocean,
we find peculiarities and differences only in minute things.
The house in which the Australian lives, for instance,
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though a most comfortable one, and often an elegant man-
sion, is different in soine slight particulars from that in
which his American relatiye would take up his abode. It is
almost invariably built of stone or brick, even in the coun-
try, instead of wood; the reason being, | suppose, that
timber is scarce and high, comparatively speaking, and the
native woods do not easily lend themselyes to the house-
builder's art.

At any rate, one sees very few modern houses of the
style which make our subnrban cities and country yillages
so bright and attractiye, with their many colors and their
yaried styles of architecture.

Many of the houses here, even of the better class, are one-
story buildings, with bedrooms as well as parlors and din-
ing-rooms on the ground floor, but they are high and com-
modious apartments and doubtless haye sonie adyantages in
this hot climate over the many-storied structures with which
we are acquainted. Moreoyer, for every Australian his
house is his castle, and in this matter he shows his English
breeding and training. lle shuts liimself in from all the
world with high hedges and fences. The crusade for the
abolishment of fences and hedges, with which we are so
familiar, would meet with no favor in this land.

So it comes about that the streets of the suburban towns
have a more forbidding and unsocial aspect than our streets
at home. There is none of the park-like effect which is
given to a beautiful suburban town, by remoying all fences
and obstacles to the view, and allowing the premises of ad-
joining neighbors to come together with only an imaginary
line between them. But after all when you once get behind
an Australian’s fence or an Englishman’s liedge, there is a joy
in the sense of seclusion and quiet retirement which one can
hardly experience in the open thoroughfare of an American



to™'n.
r onjy a national reserve and that the warmest kind of hos-

itality is extended to those who get behind these forbidding

y ou fm(l; too, that what you took for exclusiveness

fences.
The Australian believes in having plenty of land about

hira and why shouldn’t he? If there is one thing of which
there is enough in this great continent, it is Mother Earth.
Only a little fringe of her soil here as yet has been subdued.
Ifo wonder that the Australian householder chooses to have

IN ADELAIDE.

a good generous quota for his house-lot and garden. The
result is that these cities spread out enormously, and Wash-
ington must yield the palm of being considered “ the city of
magnificent distances” to Melbourne and Sydney and Ad-
elaide and Ballarat. In Melbourne, for instance, there seems
to be no residential portion of the city for the better classes
within less than tliree or four miles from Collins Street, and
thousands of the business men live half a score of miles or
more away from their offices.

When we get to their houses we find that each one lias a
distinctive indmduality of its own, which is very pleasing to
one accustomed to residences known only by an unsympa-



thetic number. For instance, it is much more pleasing, jn
my estimation, to live at “ Strathroy,” or “ St. Kilda,” or
“ Haroldine,” than to have your abode at “ 1229 East 3ilst
Street.” How can children ever have an affection for “ No.
627”? How can the household gods ever be permanently
set up on a six-story fiat in “ 4291 A, 79tli Avenue” ?

But to have a home of your own with its distinctive
name which is appropriated by no one else! Ah! there is
a sensation of homeliness comes over one when we but see
the name upon the gate post!

Tlowever, some of these names, | must say, strike me as
peculiar. In order to get a different home designation from
any one else, children’'s names are sometimes used, and |
have seen “ Emma House” and *“ Alice Terrace” and
“ Maudina” and “ Susana.” One row of houses which |
have seen was named “ Yoltaire,” “ Rousseau,” and “ Renan.”
How any builder could hope to let such houses to a Chris-
tian, 1 do not understand.

Still another terrace of houses | have seen labeled
“ Bacchus,” “ Cestus,” and “ Festus.” ‘'With all my love
for indiyiduality and for distinctiye names, | must say |
think that this is a little overcloing it. | should always feel
ashamed to live in a house that bore the name of the old
inebriate “ Bacchus” ; and as for dating my letters from
“ Festus,” | would pay a largely increased rent rather than
submit to any such indignity.

I have found the modes of roadway traveling in Aus-
tralia much like those to which we are accustomed, with the
exception that our friends here very much affect a certain
species of English trap which | have never seen at home, in
which the driyer has the best seat of all, and the people
whom he driyes, if there is more than one, get along as best
they can on a kind of perch with their backs to the horses,



K il they are careful to avoitl the driver's reins which are

' in close proximity to their ears. However, this trap
KtJie aclvantage of being roomy and easy to enter, and for
Edier and mother and a smali family of children is just the

~AThe railroads seem to me well managed and well
~tipped. The road beds are splendidly ballasted, the sta-
tions are substantial though not elegant, and everything
t tpe rolling stock is on a par with onr first-class Amer-
ican roads.

F ip0 pe sure they cling to the old, exclusive, English com-
partment system for the most part, but the cars are well
upholstered, and nearly all who can afford it seem to ride
first-class, whereas in England it is a common saying that
only lords, fools, and Americans ever patronize the first-class
railway carriage. | have seen no third-class cars, and the
second-class are very comfortable, though far outnnmbered
bv the first-class compartments.

On some of the roads Pullman cars are in constant use.
On others, Mann boudoir cars are preferred. Grade cross-
ings are abolished as far as possible, and more care is taken
of life and limb tlian on our average railway lines. Here
one steps immediately from the platform into the car, in-
stead of going up two or three steps as in our cars, and a
beli about the size of a dinner beli, yigorously rung,
armounces the hour of departure.

To show how much custom has to do with our views of
the fitness of things, | was amused to hear an Australian
friend, who had been traveling in America, say that it
seemed strange to her to climb a short flight of stairs before
getting into our cars, and that it seemed preposterous for
the engineer to ring a beli as big as a church beli \vhenever
the train started. 'Well. | had always regarded the three



or four steps as the most natural means of getting into a
railway car myself, and as for the church-bell to which she
alluded, 1 had never regarded it in that preposterous light.
But | tkought I would be careful after hearing her remark
about saying anything about the Australian .railway dinner
beli, or any other little peculiarities which struck ine as
oddities.

We have found now our Australian home and the means
of locomotion by which we reach it. As we enter the aver-
age home of the well-to-do, we find a large and commodious
parlor, a well-stocked library, a dining-room and a breakfast
room, which in the season (and almost every season in Aus-
tralia is the season of flowers) are gay with blossoms from
the abundant garden.

The dining-room always interests the hungry traveler, so
we will enter it. A beautiful fashion, which 1 have never
seen practiced to the same extent elsewhere, is that of deco-
rating the table, for it is typical of the Australian as of the
Englishman that he makes a good deal more of the dining
table than is usually done by the average American family.

He indulges in four meals instead of tliree, though the
late supper at night is often a very informal affair, and he
freguently finds room for a cup of tea between meals. As
for getting along on two meals a day, as some of our more
aesthetic New Englanders are accustomed to do, he would
spurn the idea. The center of the table is beautifully deco-
rated with bright velvet or brilliant cloths of other kinds,
and is gay with flowers, and often in the evening with fairy
lamps, which add to the brilliant effect. The average Aus-
tralian does not indulge in so many hot biscuits, porterhouse
steaks, buckwheat cakes, etc., as his friends across the sea,
but his table is always abundantly and often laviskly spread
with cold meats, bread of different kinds, pastries and pud-



.dings, j usweets” under which generic term are grouped
inala.de and jam, jellies and syrups of various kinds.

m Of course tke teapot is there, occasionally the coffeepot,
very often tke syphon of seltzer water and ginger ale, and,
r trarely of all, the water pitcber. In fact, I think that

me of my Australian friends scarcely know the taste of
unaclulterated water, and, as for ice water, | imagine they
would abominate it as an invention of the arcli enemy of
niankind. | have seen liands held up almost in horror at the
thouo-ht of the dreadful American practice of drinking ice
ivater on all possible occasions, and under all circumstances,
and it seems to be a standing wonder with many, how any
of us manage to survive the period of infancy with all the
yarious iced drinks and the vast amount of plain water that
we make way with.

After breakfast we, of course, take np our morning paper,
and here it is, damp from the press. | inust say, that to my
somewhat yitiated taste, perhaps, some of these daily papers
seem extremely duli, but 1 am inclined to charge this im-
pression to two facts. In the first place, they contain almost
no American news, unless, possibly, John L. Sullivan, or
some such slugger, happens to liave received an unmerciful
pounding (in which result we all devoutly rejoice). In the
second place, a stranger never knows where to look for what
he wants in an unaccustomed newspaper, so, though it may
contain many morsels which he would be glad to read, he is
apt to throw it aside impatiently with the reflection that it
is duli and stupid.

But if this charge can be preferred with some force,
there is something far worse than dullness, and that is the
outrageous sensationalism Avhich disgraces many of our own
papers. These papers are at least dignified, and, for the
most part, high in tlieir morat tone. Some of the afternoon



journals, to be surg, are imitating a bacl American exainple)

and deal in “ scare heads” and “ penny-dreadful ” stories,
but the leading papers are all eomparatively clean, if not
aggressiyely on the side of religion and morals.

The Melbourne papers pay exceedingly little attention to
religious matters, and seem to ape the “ London Times” in
the silent contempt that they visit upon anything or any.
body that is not patronized by an earl or a lord at the very
least. Their snobbishness is often spoken of by the people
of Melbourne themselves, and it is not shared, I am glad to
say, to any extent by the leading papers of Adelaide or Syd-
ney. These are quite as good as newspapers, and far better
as morat agencies in supporting and advancing the great
religious movements of the day.

In addition to the column of births, marriages, and

deaths, a “ memoriat ” column is published in many of the
papers, and anybody can get his funereal lucubrations pub-
lished at so much a line. 1 do not know but thi$ is wise
forethought on the part of the newspaper publishers. If
their subscribers work off their poetic affiatus in some dog-
gerel verses concerning a deceased relative, they are not so
likely to deluge the editorial sanctum with poems on
“ Spring,” “ Love,” and such threadbare subjects. 1 think
some publisher could make his fortune by collecting the
choicest of these verses under the title, “ Funekeal P oetky
as She is Composed.” llere is one that I have found, and it
is quite equal to the average, neither better nor worse. |
commend the use of the verb in the last line to all our bud-

ding poets.

* Farewell, Mother ; we did not know thy worth,
But thou art gone, and now 'tis prized,
Ttras angels walked unknown on earth,
But when they flew were recognized.”



I Liother one, for whieh a friend of mine youches, read as

follows:
“ | heard tliat my Mother had met with a sprain,
| left Ballarat by the 4.50 tram,
At Melbourne a cab took me quick to lier side,
But wlien | got there, alas, she had died !”

L , friend suggests that no wonder the good lady departed
this life before the arrival of a daughter who could perpe-
trate such verse.

After the breakfast and the paper have been disposed of,
we will go out to see something of the national life, for
there is a vast amount of outdoor life in Australia; too
much, 1 am told by those who know it best, for the young
men and worrien, in consequence, often spend too little time
at home. The fine climate makes very much of outdoor life
possible and delightful; and athletic sports have been
carried to an extent that is not known in America or in
England. This devotion to athleticism will, doubtless, pro-
duce a line race of men physically. May this development
not be gained at the expense of morat gualities which are
vastly more important.

As baseball is the national game in America, so football
is the great national game of Australia. To be surg, cricket
is played and famous elevens have beaten the best English
cricketers.  Australian oarsmen are renowned throughout
the world, but football is the national game par excellence.

The betting on these games, and especially the gambling
on the horse races, are the worst features of outdoor life in
Australia. It seems to me that | never saw the gambling
spirit so rampant, even in England itself, as it is here. It
certainly has not taken hotd of the better classes in America
as here. In some guarters there seems to be very little
conscience about the matter. The races are patronized by



the governor-generals and the leading men in political iife,
and the protests which are raised by Christian people are
sneered at by many of the papers as the feeble atteinpt of
“ sniveling parsons.” A premier of one of the leading col-
onies, himself not averse, as | found upon the steamer, to a
chance in the “ Calcutta Sweep,” assures me that tlie spirit
of gambling is the awful and growing curse of Australian
youth. This testimony, certainly, is not from an unduly
prejudiced source.

Not only do the wealthy classes and the bookmakers bet,
but the clerks and schoolboys and the ragged little boot-
blacks themselves invest a shilling in the sweep. Immense
prizes, sometimes as high as $50,000 each, tempt the cupidity
of rich and poor alike. In fact, these horse-races are simpH
huge Louisiana lotteries legalized, and established in all the
coionies, which must debauch the youth by the Wholesale if
they are allowed longer to exist.

| have seen a sign over a very respectable looking house
in Melbourne which read “ Turf Aduiser.” It was not, as
the uninitiated might suppose, a landscape gardener’s office,
or the establishment of one wlio gave instruction in regard
to a model lawn, but of one who professed to have some
special knowledge in regard to the races, and gave the
unwary a supposed “tip” as to the winning horse. Such
establishments, under one name or another, are very com-
mon, and even in times of depression and suffering the horse
races and the bookmakers are the last to feel the pinchJ
Every little town has its own races and its own betting
establishments, and the work of the Devil goes on in hun-
dreds of different places at the same time.

A very long Australian word, and one which for
some time | could not understand the meaning of, is “ total-
isator.” The papers are fuli of arguments for and against



the “totalisator.” The ministers denounce it from the

ulpits and the religious press score it in their columns, for
it is simply a legalization of gambling, in which the govern-
ment steps in and guarantees fair play; that is, if there can
be sucli a thing as “fair play” in gambling. At least the
gorerninent guarantees that professional sharpers sliall not
“fleece” the immature little gamblers, but that they shall
here an equal chance at the unrighteous winnings of the
lottery.

But it is pleasant to turn from the horse race and the
gambling heli to the church; and to record that the church
]ife of Australia seems to me vigorous, genuine, and aggres-
sive. Nowhere are earnest Christians more numerous; no-
where are the churches better managed or more liberally
sustained. Some of the metropolitan churches are immense
establishments, with lecture rooms and class rooms, large
libraries and parlors, and offices for all kinds of religious
and beneyolent enterprises. Some of them are practically
theological seminaries as well, where the minister of the
church, with some assistance perhaps from brother ministers,
instructs young men for their future work.

The singing for the most part is magnificent. No thin
warbling; no operatic airs; no display of organist and
choir, such as is sometimes so painful in churches on our
om side of the Pacific ocean; but hearty, whole-souled,
devotional, congregational singing obtains everywhere.

The ministers, for the most part, are well-educated and
able men, eloguent in defense of the truth, and outspoken
for all righteousness. Especially in connection with the
conventions for the Society of Christian Endeavor, which
it was my happy priyilege to attend during almost everv
day of my stay in Australia, was this deyotional spirit most
delightfully prominent. Never have | seen greater en-



ttmsiasm or more intelligent piety; or greater throngs, oon-
sidering the population to be drawn upon, or a more intense
interest in the practical phases of religious life. And among
all the happy weeks of my life | count those spent at the
Australian Christian Endeayor Convention among the
brightest and best.

I need not here repeat the story of these delightful gath-
erings, which, in fact, occupied all my time when in this
land. With strong religious fervor and outspoken devo-
tion; with the vast materiat resources of the new continent
to draw upon; with the sturdy British charaoter forming
the basis of the population, I cannot help feeling that the
ontlook for this fair land materially, moraliy, and spiritually
is as bright as for any country on all the face of the earth.

There is no spot on earth where democracy is more ram-
pant than in Australia. With all the talk about “ home”
(i. e. England) and all the sentimental love for the mother
country, a very sturdy independence is cultivated, and a
kind of individualism which is said by those who know best
to tend to irreverence and disregard for authority. Young
Australia is complained of by old Australia for its precocity
and unpleasant development of beardless mannishness, just as
young America is often twitted with the same fault by its
elders. But | must say | have seen little of this priggish-
ness among young Australians, and | have met many of
them, and, as for young America, | thinlc it has often been
sadly maligned in this same way.

Eor the secret ballot we have to thank Australia, for a
simpler way of registering our deeds, which it is hoped will
soon be universally adopted, and for other improvements in
municipal and civil government which naturally have origin-
ated with this fresh and independent people.

On the other hand, Australia has adopted many Ameri-



can iucog and is very ready to credit every new inyention
and bright idea as a “ Yankee notion,” in whatever corner of
the world it may have originated. Bnt there are still many
misunderstandings to be corrected and many prejudices to
be overcome.

There is a great need of a better understanding betwee”
these two English-speaking nations on botli sides of tbe
Pacific ocean, They have far more in common than most
people believe. To understand these common character-
istics one must be in sympatlietic relations to each. The
newspapers on eitlier side of the ocean seem to do their best
to give a distorted and unworthy picture of life both in
Australia and America. In our American papers how little
do we see of real importance concerning the Australian
colonies? In the Australian, one may search the cable mes
sages for weeks for information concerning America and
find little besides accounts of horrid murders, desperate
suicides, and brutal prize figkts, witli here and there a dis-
torted political item miscalled “ news.”

It has been grayely said to me by ayoung Australian,
with an air of knowing it all, that no decent man went into
politics in America. He had fuli means of knowing wliat
he was tallcing about, he said, and he was assured that no-
body but scoundrels and “ scalliwags” eyer ran for a politi-
cal ofiice in the States. As | thought of our Christian gov-
ernors and congressmen, senators and representatives whom
I know are devout men and supporters of their churches, |
could only smile at his ignorant conceit.

And yet this young man doubtless represents many
whose views of American life have been altogether gained
through the opague and distorting medium of the submarine
cable. One of the American consuls in Australia told me
that he was conyinced that news was willfully distorted by



cable managers in Great Britain for political effect, to lead
the colonists to thinlc that America is inhabited chiefly by
cut-throats and assassins. This | cannot believe, however,
though the kind of news that is most often cabled gives
some color to the supposition.

This same consul told me that on one occasion he saw a
cable dispatch saying “ that the Mexican Garcia and the
black rascal Ormond, with a band of followers, hacl invaded.
Missouri, and had captured and sacked the town of In-
dependence.” He could not believe that this was true, sifice
the town in guestion was more than one thousand miles
from the Mexican border and the bandits would have to go
through a thickly settled region to reach it. However, he
had no means of disproving the assertion, but a few days
after came the news that the telegraphic cipher had been
misinterpreted, and that it should have been interpreted to
mean that a certain horse owned by the Duke of Westmin-
ter and the black filly Ormond, had captured all the sweep-
stakes at a certain race in England. | do not suppose that
the cable dispatches are often quite so absurdly mistrans-
lated as in this case, but it would be strange if there were
not numberless mistakes.

I remember searching all through the London Times on
one occasion, for news from my own country, and the only
bit of information I could find was to the effect that a man
had been arrested on the streets of Boston for kissing his
wife in public. This absurd canard, the invention of an idle
reporter, was accepted by “ The Thunderer” as a solemn
truth, and constituted the sole allowance of American news
for that day.

Said a young man to me, “ | understand that all Ameri-
can girls are given to chewing gum, and that they go around
spitting upon the streets promiscuously.” He could hardly



be convinced when | told him that no American young lady
I had ever seen was guilty of the latter heinous offense
crainst good manners. He had probably seen some joke in
n American paper about girls cliewing gum, and | suppose
that from the same yeracious source of information, he

ouUld make up his mind that the Chicago young ladies all
wear Ho. Id boots; and that every Boston girl is a spinster
in spectacles, with a Greek lexicon under one arm and a
Latin dictionary under the other. Yery likely the views
which our papers give of Australian life, whenever they
take the pains to give any (which | fear is not very often),
are egually distorted and fragmentary ; and if tliis chapter,
in regard to the little tliings in Australian life and customs
and manners, shall serve to introduce to any of my Ameri-
can friends the country which I have come so highly to
honor and respect, | shall be exceedingly glad.



CHAPTER Y.
AUSTRALIA THROUGH AMERICAN EYES.

An Early Definition— A “ Personally Conducted” Trip — A Peaceful Land
— Oneof its Neighbors — Australia’s Only Battle — The Eureka Stock-
ade — Unwarlike Weapons — Hot, Hotter, llottest— Summer the Pre-
vailing Season— Ragged and Tattered Trees— A Eucalyptus Country
—Many *“ Botany Bays” — Imported Pests— A Pugnacious Little
Briton — One of Australia’'s Expensive Problems — The Gentle, Peace-
loving Bear— The Kangaroo and the Emu— The Kangaroo's Smali
Brother — The Laughing Jackass— A Land of Cities— Talesof Politi-
cal Corruption— An Exploded Boom— Melbourne the Magnificent—
Sydney the Picturesague — Adelaide the Lovely — Ballarat the Golden
—Down in a Gold Mine— Getting Ready to Descend —In Motley
Array — The Cage— Brave Women— United We Drop — Suppose !—
Everything but Gold—A Brave Miner— Risking Life fora Friend—
That Man was a Christian.

STORY is current here in Aus-
tralia that an American geogra-
phy was once published which
contained this extraordinary piece
of information concerning this
vast continent. “ Australia is a
place to which England sent her
oonyicts, sonie of whom have been
converted and have become her
leading citizens.” It was in this
same geography, doubtless, that
England was described as a
“ smali island off the coast of France.”
Absurd as such a description seems after one has yisited.
these colonies with their thriying cities and bustling, cosmo-

politan, modern life, which, for energy and vigor, is not
(100)



Ljrpassed anywhere in the world, it is typical of a vast deal
of misinformation that prevails on both sides of tlie Pacific
ocean concerning the great countries on the opposite shores.
par too little of Australia is known in America, far too
little of America is known in Australia. These two peoples
of a common stock, a common language, and a common
destiny, should know each other as they have not as yet
be<mn to know each other; and if these notes of a traveler
in Australia shall do anything toward introduoing these two
branches of the English-speaking race to each other, the
author will feel (as authors are accustomed to say in pre-
faces) that “ his work has not been altogether in vain.”

The area of Australia is almost exactly the same as of
the United States, exclusive of Alaska, and about three-
guarters as large as Europe. But do not be alarmed, dear
reader, for I am not going into weary particulars, historical,
geographical, biographical, or ethnological. | am only
o-oing to tell you of those things which impress a traveler in
a journey through this new land; in fact, to take you with
me on a personally conducted trip. You remember how this
great island looks upon the map. It is roughly heart-
shaped, but across the breadth of this heart is a journey of
2,300 miles, wliile from the top to the bottom in its very
narrowest length it is over 1,000 miles.

It is not a country of vast and stupendous mountains, or
mighty rivers, or belching volcanoes. It is eminently a
peaceful, quiet, pastorat country. It has, to be sure, some
fine mountains, and one or two large rivers, and some mag-
nificent scenery, but there is more scenery which a tourist
would seek in a single canton in Switzerland than in this
wkole continent of the Southern seas.

However, if Australia is not a Switzerland, it has a

Switzerland at its doors, for one of the Australasian colonies,
7



New Zealand, can boast of as magnificent mountains and
glaciers, lakes and waterfalls as Switzerland, and precipices
and fiords like those of Norway. | have said that this Aus-
tralasian Switzerland was at the doors of Australia, and yet
it is a good wide doorway; for 1,200 miles of stormy ocean
rolls between tliese islands. However, this is a country of
magnificent distances and as New Zealand is the largest
neighbor of Australia we may be pardoned for thinking
of her as a near neighbor.

As is becoming a peaceful, pastorat country, the history
of this land since civilized man first came here to abide is
far from warlike. In fact there is no nation on the face of
the earth whose history has been so little stained with blood
as this land. | visited the only battle-ground on Australian
shores, the Eureka Stockade, so called, near Ballarat. This
battle-ground is not a Waterloo or a Gettysburg, by any
means. It is simply the scene of a brisk skirmish between
sonie riotous miners and the autliorities, which resulted in
few fatalities on eitlier side. Nevertheless an heroic monu-
ment marks the spot, and some unwarlike cannon, which
probably could not be fired, show their muzzles from the
historie hillock. Except for this brief skirmish the history
of the country has been absolutely bloodless. The Austra-
lians liave no one to fight and no one to fear. No nation
would think of sending an anned force to these shores, and
even if sent it would be routed in even quicker time than the
Hessians who were sent to conguer the American colonies a
century ago.

What is the climate of this country, do you ask, my curi-
ous reacler? Weil, you might as well ask, “What is the
climate of the United States.” You will have to come down
to particulars, and we shall ask you whether you desire to
know about the temperature of Texas or of North Dakota, of



Florida or of Maine. llere, too, there are all climates and
all temperatures. South Australia is hot, New South Wales
. jiOtter, Queensland is hottest. Yictoria has a more tern-
perate climate and so has Tasmania, while sonie parts of the

ountainous region of New Zealand are Arctie in theb
temperature.

But take Australia throughout, we may say tliat it is a
sunnier clime and far more summer-like than the same area
of habitable Nortli America. Summer is here the prevail-
111" season, and when it is not summer time it is either late
in the spring or early in the fali.

The yegetation of Australia seems to a stranger to be
rather meagre and monotonous; not tliat anything will not
grow which is planted and well watered, but indigenous
trees are largely of the eucalyptus class, and though sonie
of tliese are the tallest trees in the world, and magnificent
specimens of treehood, yet, for tlie most part, they are
scrawny and scraggy, and as they slied tlieir bark, they
have a peculiarly ragged and unkempt look, like Street
gamins whose clothes are hanging in tatters from tlieir
limbs. The botanists tell us that there are 150 ditferent
kinds of eucalyptus trees, most of which belong to Australia
alone.

But, after all, these are splendid trees for the country,
and are, like most other inventions of Mother Nature, exactly
adapted for the worlc which they have to do. They have
verv long tap roots, which suck up the moisture from a
great depth, and tlieir tough. leathery leaves lit them pecu-
liarly for the dry climate. But though the eucalyptus is
more largely represented in the native forest than any other
tree, yet it is not fair to say that the vegetation as a wliole
is of a duli, lifeless, and uninteresting character.

Nowhere liave | seen such gorgeous flowers; no land can



boast more magnificent gardens. Nature, seeming desirous
of compensating the country for the usual lack of variety in
deciduous trees, bas fully made up for this loss in tlie shrubs
and fiowering plants with whicb she lias so plentifully car-
peted the earth, especially during tlie spring months, when
sufficient moisture makes tlie blossoms possible. “ Botany

ABORIGINAL AUSTRALIAN.

Bay” may be found in many places along the shores of
Australia. The Wasatah is a most brilliant, showy, red
flower wliich grows on a tali spike, while another famous
native of New South Wales is the modest flannel flower, a
beautiful relative of the edelweiss of Switzerland, wliich it
much resembles.

Many of these brilliant fiowering plants are indigenous
and others have been imported, such as tlie gorgeous golden
gorze, and the egually golden cape-weed, whicli, however
beautiful it looks when the sun shines upon it of a briglit



rjno morning, is a pest as utterly detested by the farmers
ts the wbite weed in our northern meadows. By the way,

hen will people learn to experiment less recklessly with
the products of other zones? When will we learn the les-
son that for the most part, the trees and plants and birds
and insects which God has settled in the land, are best
adapted to that country, and that we are running great
risks when we try to naturalize other citizens that are for-
eign to these climes ?

Kot only has the cape-weed become an unutterable nui-
sance, but the English sparrow is almost as great a pest in
Australia as in our own country. Why could we not haye
been content to have left the chattering, mischieyous, pug-
aacious little bird at home, instead of spreading his rayages
through two great continents. The gipsy moth seems to be
avery harmless insect when you look at him with the dis-
passionate eye of a naturalist, and yet what havoc he has
madg, and how many thousands of dollars has his unfortu-
nate advent cost the goodly State of Massachusetts!

Could anything be more harmless in appearance tlian
the timid rabbit, and yet the introduction of a few pair of
these “ feeble folk,” has cost these colonies millions of pounds,
and the end is not yet. HHow to exterminate the pests the
colonists know not. They multiply faster than the hunter's
gun and the hunter's dog can extirpate them. A vast re-
ward has been offered to anyone who shall invent a poison
potent enough to rid the country of them, but the reward
has never been earned as yet. The oni}- way to secure
immunity from them is to build a “ rabbit fence” around
any particular field, sunk a foot or two below the surface of
the ground under which the rabbits will not burrow. But
to do this on any large scale is manifestly impossible, and
the reward aforementioned still awaits the inventive Pas-



teur or Edison, who may discover the deadly rabbit extermi
nator,

I have said that tbe geological and political history ol
Australia bave been alike of a peaceful character, markec
by no great upheavals of nature or of man. This gentU
cbaracteristic extends to the animal life of Australia as well
for there are no native animals of a fierce and savage nature
no lions or pantliers, no wild cats or grizzly bears. Tht
kangaroo is the typical animal, and the emu is the typica.
bird, and they are found one on either side of the New
South Wales coat of arms, Avhile both are dignified by s
place on her postage stamps as well. There is, to be sure, &
native bear, called the koala, but it is a mild and peace-
loving animal that ctimbs sluggishly about at night on trees
in search of fruits and seeds.

The kangaroo is the typical Australian animal, beyond
all others, and with his smaller cousin, the wallaby, has
alforded me no end of amusement as | have seen them in
the well-kept zoological gardens of the country. With their
puny little forelegs wliich seem so utterly inadeguate to the
occasion, and which as often as they stand up on their liind
legs droop down in a helpless, lackadaisical way, they are
the very pictures of innocence and helplessness; but | am
told tliat a blow from the hind leg of an “ old man” kanga-
roo, or even a stroke of its powerful tait is not to be des
pised, and when angry and fearful for their young, thev
will fight in desperate fashion. The most stupid animal
whose acquaintance it was ever my pleasure to make, is the
wombat, a kind of duli, listless woodchuck, with a most
uninteresting countenance, who burrows in the ground like
his American cousin, but is not nearly so vivacious and
enterprising. Among the birds is a very solemn-faced
creature called the laughing jackass, who looks as though he



nOt an idea in his heacl or a friencl in the world, as lie
sits rierched all day immovable in his large cage in the
rdens But |l am told that when in his native haunts, he
= a different sort of a creature, and is gifted with a loud,
sardonic laugh, wliich is very startling as one passes his
haunts. For just as the traveler lias got by his habitat, this
'ronical, chuckling laugh bursts out as though sonie demon
F  pejoicing over the traveler's progress to the City of
Destruction.

Much of the liuman life of Australia, aside from the
Aborigines, is found in the large cities. In fact, far too large
a proportion, as | liave already remarked, of our Australian
friends live in the cities, and too smali a proportion for the
best and truest prosperity of the country cultivate the soil.
This fact is acknowledged and mourned over by thoughtful
Australians everywhere. If Paris is France, much more is
Melbourne Tictoria, and Sydney is New South Wales, and
Adelaide is South Australia. In fact, not far from 50 per
cent. of the people live in cities, and nearly that percentage
of the whole population is found in these great leading cities
or their immediate emurons.

The usual tales are told in the papers about political cor-
ruption and incompetence of premier and councilors and
members of the Colonial Parliament. | have learned to put
very little confidence in these newspaporial wails about the
decadence of legislation and legislators. | have heard so
many of tliem in my own country that I am inclined to dis-
count those that | read in any other. Like the man who
was not frightened by ghosts because he liad seen so many
of tliem, I am not greatly alarmed when | see the opposition
papers telling the country that it is going to rack and ruin
as fast as the other party can carry it.

However, there liave doubtless been some sad revelations



of late in political life, and Yictoria especially is suffering
terribly from an exploded “ boom.” Three years sirce, so
the Yictorians tell me, it was supposed that the golden gates
of prosperity were wide open for all the colonies, and would
never be closed, and that all that any one had to do was to
enter in and help himself to as many millions as he was
smart enough to grab. Eeal estate went up to a fabulous
price, wildcat schemes were entered into with a recklessness
worthy of South Sea Bubble years. Many men in each
large city were supposed to be veritable descendants of
Croesus and whatever they touched, it was thought, would
turn to shining gold. But the inevitable crash came which
always follows an extravagant boom, and for the last two
years Yictoria and New South Wales, especially the former,
have been suffering sadly from the collapse.

However, this depression must be merely temporary.
With the magnificent country to be developed behind the
large cities, with an indomitable people, and English pluck
and perseverance to work upon, there is no doubt concern-
ing the future history of these colonies. As it is, they
have made marrelous progress during the last forty years,
for it is only sinice gold was discovered in 1851 that the
great future of Australia has been assured. Within that
time Melbourne has grown from an insignificant village
to a vast and beautiful city. The word “ magnificent” is
scarcely too large a word to be used in describing this me-
tropolis. Some of its streets are equal to the best that can
be found in Paris or London, New York or Philadelphia,
and, take it throughout, it has a cleaner, fresher, and more
wholesome appearance than either of these cities. Its public
buildings are massive and imposing, its stores are spacious, and
much of the architecture of its principal thoroughfare, Col-
lins street, can scarcely be matched elsewhere in the world.



Sydney is not so well laid out as Melbourne, for, like
ujugt growed” instead of being planned carefully
architects and surveyors; but it is a more picturesgue
city by reason of its irregularity, and in most respects fully

as interesting as Melbourne.
Adelaide combines city and country in a charming way,

IN ONE OF MELBOURNE'S PARKS.

and is surrounded on all sides by a wide park filled with
beautiful trees and brilliant shrubbery. Beyond this park-
enclosed area are the suburban cities and yillas, and back of
all is a lovely range of green hills that encircles the city
most lovingly round about. Adelaide seemed to me pre-
eminently a city of homes, and the religious influences are
strong and abiding.

Another remarkable city that | yisited is Ballarat, the
center of the gpld-mining industries of Australiay or at least



one of the centers, for Bendigo, which | did not visit, is
equally famous in its way as a golden city.

Ali my preconceived notions of a mining town were
rudely destroyed by Ballarat, for, instead of belching chim-
neys and barren hillsides, bedraggled streets and dirty
kouses, such as | have always associated in my imagination
with a mining town, | found here one of the handsomest of
modern cities with splendid streets, tree-lined and statue-
adorned; fine public buildings and business blocks, and a
charming residential guarter where sonie of the most refined
and hospitable people on the face of the earth have their
homes. But despite these delightful surroundings, one sees
at a glance that Ballarat is a city of mines. Huge heaps of
yellow earth, almost mountainous in their size, surround the
city in every direction, and these show where the mines
have been and in many cases still are worked. Brom sonie
of these fabulous sums of gold liave been extracted, and the
supply seems practically inexhaustible, for, however far the
miners have gone, they have not found the end of the gold-
bearing quartz.

Let us go down together, dear reader, into this dark hole
in the ground, for we will never have a better opportunity
to see agold mine. As we go into the office of the com-
pany to don our underground costumes, we see a great pile
of apparent golden ingots,— plaster representations of the
gold that has been taken out of this mine during the last
three or four years. These bars are piled up under a glass
case, and represent hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth
of yellow metal which has eonie out of this one hole in the
ground.

But we will not linger on the surface, for here are the
clothes that we are to put on, a motley array of all sorts
and sizes : battered hats, ragged coats, trousers that reach



balf way below the knee, and boots hopelessly run
down at the heels; but no matter, for we are not going into
polite society for the next few liours.
1 g0 picturesque, however, is our rig, tkat we pause to haw
our photographs taken before descending into the bowels of
Mother Earth. Then we find the entrance to the mine an i
the cage waiting to carry us down. It is a pokerish looking

READY FOR THE DESCENT INTO A GOLD MINE.

hole, indeed, and reguires sonie little nerve on the part of
the ladies of our party. But | have always noticed that a
genuine woman, though she may run from a snake, and pos-
sible give a little scream at the sight of a mouse, always
braces up wlien lier genuine courage is reguired. And first
of all, the ladies step upon the platform of the cage and
stow themselres away in the smallest possible compass, four
going down at a time. A cord is passed around them, tying
them all together, so that not only united tliey stand, but
United they drop down into the lower regions wliich yawn



beneath them. The signal is given and down wE go. Itis
an awful plunge into the depths of the earth. Light and
hope we seem to leave above us, and a pitchy blackness that
may be felt is all that seems to be below us. However, we
have not time for any very long-continued dismal reflections,
for in less than three minutes we are at the bottom of the
shaft, and picking our way gingerly over sharp pieces of
quartz, and through pools of muddy water, following our
guide who goes before us with his flickering candle at
which we have all lighted our own torches.

If not heroic, there is something picturesgue and weird
in the sight of a file of men and women stumbling along in
a narrow passage a thousand feet below the surface, lighted
only by a few gleams that serve to make the darkness visi-
ble. Even the stoutest hearted cannot help thinking:

“ Suppose the fire damp should explode !” “ Suppose the
flood gate should give way and pour their whelming floods
of water into this hole while we are here!” “ Supposing

these wrnoden supports that wali us in should yield to the
tremendous pressure above them and collapse, who would
carry the tale of the imprisoned Yankees in a Ballarat gold
mine ?”

However, none of these things occur or are very likely to
occur, for the utmost precaution is taken, and | imagine that
life is quite as safe in this underground hole as it is on
Broadway or Washington Street. Afteer stumbling around
in the different passages for an hour or two, looking for
nuggets which never appear, and searching the walls dili-
gently for specks of gold which we can never see, we return
again to the shaft that will take us up to air and sunlight,
convinced that about the only thing one cannot find in a
go]d mine is gold.

Yet all this innocent-looking white quartz which seems



contain not even a scintillation of the yellow metal, is
fhar”~ed with it, and when it is crushed, flooded with water,
Lnd strained through blankets, and treated with quicksilver

bose deft fingers pick out every little particie of the pre-
cious ore, it is found to be extremely rich in tliat commodity
Ifor which so many men are willing to make slaves of them e
selves all their lives long.

The miners themselves, however, get no extravagant
wa”es; though tliey work in gold and for gold, they can
only daily line their pockets with about $2.50 worth of the
metal for which they delve. So true is it in gold mines as
in every other industry, and every other effort morat, spirit-
uah and materiat; “ other men labor and we are entered
into their labors.”

“That man must have been a Christian,” said our guide,
as we were going up from the bottom of the mine to the
daylight again.

“What man?” we inquired.

“Why, the fellow that saved his chum’s life in one of the
mines a little while ago.”

“Tell us all about it,” we said, and before we got up to
daylight we had time to hear the brief and graphic story.
Two miners were recently going up the shaft together in a
bucket, when one of them accidentally fell off. They were
hurrying up to get out of the way of four charges of rend-
rock which had been put into the drilled holes to blast away
a portion of the wali of the mine. The fuse had been
lighted, and these men, scrambling into the bucket, had
giyen the signal to be hoisted up, when, as | said, one of
them fell out. Quick as thought his brave companion gave
the signal to lower the bucket again.

It had gone some twenty or thirty feet only, and the
man who fell from it, though stunned and bruised, was not



killed. liis companion felt around in the awful darkness
for the charges of rendrock in order to puli them out and
prevent the explosion. He found three of them, but the
fourth he could not find in the darkness and confusion of the
moment. He had but a few seconds to work for the fuse
was burning toward the explosive with frightful rapidity.

Finding that he could not lay his hand upon the last
charge, he drew his senseless companion into a niche in the
rock, shielded him as far as possible from the fiying frag.-
ments, and waited the dreadful moment of the explosion.
Was ever k man placed in a position of more awful ex-
pectancy? Did ever a braver soul court death for the sake
of saving a fellow-man? The fearful explosion came. The
mine was filled with suffocating fumes, the rocks flew in
every direction, but, strange to say, neither of these men
were killed. They were bruised and cut, and much shaken
nervously, as can be imagined, but the brave deliverer was
able to crawl to the bucket again when the explosion was
over and to carry his wounded friend with him, and both
were hoisted into God’s sunlight again.

With all our hearts we agree with our guide’s remark:
WThat man must have been a Christian!”



CHAPTER VI.

THE CRUISE OF THE CHINOTU—AN INTERESTING YOYAGE

IX STRANGE COMPANY —IN TIIE GOLD FIELDS OF
AUSTRALIA.

Beofnning Our Log-book— Mrs Pilgrim’s Resolve —The Chingtu— A

[

Lniane and Unusual Journey— Our Stearaer —Our Stewards—
“ Loast Beef,” “ Olange Flittels” and “ Lice Cakes” — Preparing for
Hot Weather— Our Fellow Passengers— Life in the Steerage— Mr.
Ah See and his AVives— Mrs. Ah See Number One — Pliotographing
the Family —The Ruler of the Roost—The Black Fellows— Ce-
lestials Returning llonie — Taking Home Their Own Bones— The
Chinaman at Dinner — A Race of Sguatters— The Fan-tan “ Layout”

_ Chinese Passion for Gambling— Within the Barrier Reef— “ Wiliite

Man, He too Salt” — Glittering Gold Fields— How Gold was Discov-
ered in Australia— Nash and His “ Find”— “ AYelcome Strangers” —e
Gold on Brogans — The Romance of the Morgan Ming— A Yisit from a
Natire Bushman—''Backy, Backy, Backy” —White Ant Hills.

start fairly with our log-book
we must tell you that the
Chingtu sails from Melbourne to
Hong Kong, but that we dicl not
join her until she had plowed her
Avay for a thousand miles along
the waters of the Australian
coast, and had reached Brisbane,
the Capital of Queensland.

Mrs. Pilgrim had declared
that nothing would induce her to
go a mile by water that could be

traversed by land. So we had traveled by rait from Ade-
laide to Melbourne, from Melbourne to Sydney, from
Sydney to Brisbane, a long eighteen hundred miles in all;
had attended most enthusiastic and long-to-be-remembered
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Christian Endeavor Conventions in all these cities; and on
the afternoon of October 22 were ready to embark on the
trim and staunch Chingtu; “ the magnificent steamer,” as
the newspaper advertisements called her, of the China Navi-
gation Company.

I should hardly term her “ magnificent” but she was an
exceedingly comfortable vessel, and for three weeks ajforded
us a very restful and pleasant home after the labors of six
weeks of continuous convention-going. s

Now before us is a Yoyage worth taking indeed. None
of your every-day trips across the Atlantic that you can
make in the fraction of a week; none of your common
jaunts across the long ferry between San Francisco and
Hong Kong; but a unique and unusual journey is this
within the Great Barrier Keef, and through the maryelous
Malay Archipelago, and the many seas and straits which
form the water-way between two of our five continents.

Here is a new sensation for the blase traveler; a journey
at which every scribbling voyager from the time of Colum-
bus has not had a hack. Here is a trip over unruffled
seas and on an even keel, such a trip as one freguently reads
about in flaming descriptions of rival steamboat lines, but
very rarely experiences after one has taken passage on one
of the aforesaid rival steamships.

Before we get out of Moreton bay, into which the Bris-
bane river debouches and which is the point of our embarka-
tion, let us take a loolc at the Chingtu, our floating home for
the next three weeks. It is a long, low-built, somewhat
rakish-looking steamer, with a huge black smoke-stack, a
large amount of awning to ward off the rays of the Herce
tropical sun, and large steerage accommodations for John
Chinaman, who always extensively patronizes this line, as he
goes back and forth to and from his native land.



Being built largely for freiglit, tlie first-class passenger
mlLcommodations are somewhat limited, but tliey are quite
ufficient for the passenger traffic of this remote corner of
the world, and tliey make up in guality what tliey lack in
uuantity. Everything is exquisitely neat, the table is abun-
dant and excellent, and the seiwice of the Chinese stewards
leaves nothing to be desired. Quick, observant, quiet, cat-
like in their tread, these China boys are the perfection of
ship seiwants.

AU our sailors, as well as cooks, waiters, and stewards
are Chinese or Malays, and even the librarian of the Chingtu
is “ Number One Boy” as his fellow-stewards cali him. At
the table the watehful “ Boy” who is detailed to look after
our comfort stands at our elbow to replenish our tumbler, or
to fili our teacup, or to pass us the toast wheneyer our empty
cup or pigte suggests any lack, and gently to insinuate the
bill of fare under our nose when we pause for a moment in
our gastronomie efforts.

Order for “loast beef” and “olange flittels” are contimu
ally sent back to the cook in the galley, and | know of
a smali boy who finds it very hard to repress a snicker when
at the breakfast table tlie frequent order for “lice cakes”

is heard.
In every way we are reminded that the ship is built for

tropical weather. The double awning oyer tlie promenade
deck, through which even the awful sun-glare of Northern
Australia finds it hard to pierce; the heavy Indian punkahs
over each table, which, during the meals, are swung by
hmsible coolies ; the hard beds on which are no blankets or
spreads or even sheets, all tell us to make up our minds for
hot weather. And well we may, for the cruise of the
Chingtu is almost wholly within the tropics.

The only drawback (and in this imperfect world there



must be some drawbaclc even to such a sumrner voyage as
this) is the continuous heat. Not that it is remarkabty in_
tense at any one moment, but it is so unremitting and ener-
yating that one longs for an ice patace and a toboggan slide
many times every day. Eighty-fiye degrees in the morningj
and eighty-seven degrees at noon, and eighty-five degrees
again at sunset, and eighty-four degrees at midnight, when
continued day after day, are calculated to reduce the pity
one has always felt for the Esguimau in his snéw hut.

Now let us take a look at our fellow passengers of the
Chingtu. Not the Europeans with their Continental dress
and their chimney-pot hats and their calf-skin boots: we
will not waste our time upon such common people (by the
way, your point of view makes all the difference in the
world as to who the common people are), but we will look
on the afterdeck and on the poop for the second and third-
class passengers, if we would forage in fresh fields and
human pastures new.

There on the poop deck we shall find Mr. Ah See with
his two wives and his four children; the prosperous Chinese
merchant of Sydney, who has made his little pile in Aus-
tralia, and is going home to spend it in Canton, where ke
will be a great and wealthy man among his almond-eyed
confreres.

Mr. Ah See is fat and good-natured, and seems very fond
of the four little Ah Sees, even though two of them are
girls. Like the model husband that he seems to be, he has
one of the children in his arms most of the time, even
though he has two wives to care for them.

But “Tommy” and “Fleddy,” and “ Maly” and
“ Eliza” are all yery nearly of an age, and are quite bright
and pert enough to do credit to their English names. Mrs.
Ah See Number One is a stout woman Ayith a pleasam,



otherly face, slant eyes, and two Imge shell rings in her
ears, ,>uii,, her hair is done up in a most fearful and wonder-
ful fashion, quite equal to the coiffure of an American belle
mnwhen chignons were in fashion a few years since.

m She evidently “ rules the roost ” in the Ah See household,
while s, Ali See Aurnber Two is like an older daughter,
tbouo-h more submissive and bidable than sonie elder daugh-
ters whom | know.

When | desire to take their pictures, Mrs. Number One
steps forward, takes little Eliza from Mrs. Aumber Two, who
is giving the baby her morning meal from the maternal
fount, and is ready to pose before the kodak in her appro-
priate place as the rightful liead of the family and the
mother of all the children; and, in a certain sense, of all
the other wives as well.

Here, also, are three “ black fellows” arnong the third-
class passengers who are going to Port Darwin with a cattle-
drove, and from thence into the uninhabited wilds of South
Australia. Quiet, stolid, undemonstrative fellows are these
“tanie blacks,” who seem to care for nothing but to be
stretched on the hatchway all day iong, and to sit up long
enough to eat an enormous piate of beef and potatoes and
cabbage three times a day. Their skins are jet black; such
a depth of lustrous blackness as I have never seen except in
Australian aborigines; their eyes are as black as their skins,
and glow like two stars in a setting of alabaster ;. while their
woolly hair that stands up on end is as black as everything
eise about them excepting the whites of their eyes.

Their faces are not yicious, howecer, and they make
faithful shepherds and herdsmen who will defend their mas-
tera against their ferocious brethren, who stilk mfest the
northern portion of Australia.

Interesting as are our second and third-class fellow pas-



sengers, our friends in the steerage are more interesting stilt;
for liere we bave John Chinaman, in all his heathen unlove-
liness, to he sure, but at the same time, in all Ins picturesque
barbarity. Here are some lifty or sixtv Mongolians going
back to China once more. More tlian Mecca to the Moham-
medan, more than Paris to the Frenchman, more than
London to the cockney, is China to the Chinaman. His
cupidity will tempt him to go away, but notliing can pei;-
suade him to stay away from his beloved land, and every
returning ship is loaded with returning Celestials. If, by
any mischance, he dies away from home, his bones are
never allowed to rest in peace except in the soil of the Flow-
ery Kingdom.

So it happens that many of our passengers on the
Chingtu are old men, decrepit and feeble, toothless and
almost blind, who are evidently taking tlieir bones home for
burial, thus getting a last glimpse of their native land and
saving the expense of an embalming surgeon at the same
time.

But others among our passengers are stalwart, lusty
young Celestials, with neatly-braided pig-tails coiled under
their caps or thrust into a side-pocket of their white blouses.

It is an unending source of enjoyment to go into the
steerage at any hour of the day or night, a free play-house,
where the actors are all entirely unconscious of liistrionic
effort, and thus attain the perfection of good acting.

To go down the companion-way which separates the
cabin passengers from the steerage, is a swift descent from
Europe to China, and at meal-times the visit is always espe-
cially interesting. In their very impromptu meals, first a
big wicker basket of rice, the great staple of Chinadom
everywhere, is brought in from the galley and set down
anywhere on the steerage deck. Then a smali dish of meat



tged in plenty of gravy follows, then another dish of
boiled oreens and a bottle of Chinese wine isset on the deck,
dinner is served. A dozen bare-legged Chinamen, clad
hiny black waterproof blouses, squat around these four
lishes and prepare for business. Eacli has a china bowl and

o cjlopSicks in his hand. First be fills his bowl to the
Lfim with boiled rice, and then how he makes the chop.
r ksflyi Putting the rim of the bowl close up to his lips,
he showvels his mouth fuli of rice with his rapid little sticks.
(Wiien it can hotld no more he pauses for a moment for
breath and for mastication, and then picks up most dexter-
ously a morsel of meat and a wad of greens which he crowds
into the interstices of the rice-filled cavern which he calls his
mouth.

After munching this mixture with evident satisfaction
for a minute or two, he again raises the rice bowl to his lips,
crams the cavern again with the utmost alacrity, adds a
little spice in the way of meat and greens, and enjoys an-
other rapturous period of mastication until that, too, is dis-
posed of. It is wonderful how long these fellows can squat
on their haunches. A position which would cramp our mar-
row bones in half a minute they will maintain throughout a
long meat, apparently with the utmost ease and composure.

Just beyond the dinner party is a circle of gamblers
around the fan-tan “lay out”; for John is an inveterate
gambler. He will work like a slave for years in some
foreign land, save and scrape and hoard and live on next to
uothing; and then gambie away all his little hoard on his
journey back to China. First, he will bet all his money,
men wager his clothes, and then his wife and children,
(vhile, if his soul were'at his own disposal, I have no doubt
ae would wager that in his passion for gambling.

Squatting on their haunches in a corner of the steerage



deck is another circle of Chinese gamblers, throwing dice
and playing cards, with a dexterity acquired only by long
experience. They are smoking cigarettes, or curious pipes
with minute bowls, which when not in use they tuck hehind
their ears, until they desire another whiff.

But it must not be thought that all the passengers of tlie
Chingtu are gamblers. A traveler in foreign lands is only
in duty bound to describe the unusual and picturesgue, and
he need not waste his space upon the manly but everyday
officers of the Chingtu, or the very pleasant, but auite un-
noteworthy Englishmen and Australians, Americans and
G-ermans and Frenchmen who make up her smali first-class
passenger list,

Now it is quite time that we turn our tliouglits from the
little world of the Chingtu to the larger world around us.

We were just steering out of Moreton bay, Aere we not,
when we went below to look at our strange assortment
of passengers?

The water is smooth and glassy, and over just such an
unruffled sea the captain tells we are likely to sail for more
than two weeks, for, during the first week, we shall keep
well within the Great Barrier reefs which effectually prevent
the rude Atlantic waves from buffeting our progress; and
during the second week, the many islands off the coast of
Northern Australia and the Malay Archipelago act as break-
waters for our course, so that, practically, with the exception
of the last three days, the whole cruise of the Chingtu is
within landlocked seas. This assurance is a great delight to
some of our company, for even the most indifferent sailor
cannot fail to enjoy such a trip as this.

Those sunbaked, blistered mountains on our left mark
the coast of Queensland, and what a tremendous colony it
is! More than five times the size of Great Britain and Ire-



m d the geographies tell us, and we can well imagine that
r ™ rare ; ot exaggerating the truth, as we sail on, day after

dav, day after day, in
vain effort to get beyond
the northern point of
Cape York.

Far off yonder in
Northern Australia are
unexplored wilds and
savage black men, who
would not only take
pleasure, so our captain
tells us, in flaying us
alive, but in eating a
good tender dankee after
he has been well flayed
and cooked. These blacks
prefer Chinamen, how-
ever, so he assures us, to
Yankees or to people Of ABORIGINAL AUSTRALIAN.
European extraction of any kind, for they are much
“fresher” says our epicurean aboriginal. “White man, he
too salt,” is the yerdict of this fastidious savage. Weil, we
will rejoice in our saling characteristics, for if we should be
cast ashore on this inhospitable coast, salt, as is its nature,
may preserve us.

On the left or Australian side, as we steam northward,
headland succeeds headland; on the right, island succeeds
island, and so all day long and all the days long, we glide on
with never enough of a pitch or a roli to disturb the most
sensitiye stornach.

Early in its history the government of Queensland
offered rewards, yarying from a thousand to five thousand



deck is another circle of Ohinese gamblers, throwing dice
and playing cards, with a dexterity acquired only by long
experience. They are smoking cigarettes, or curious pipes
with minute bowls, which when not in use they tuck behind
their ears, until they desire another whiff.
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noteworthy Englishmen and Australians, Americans and
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kiow it is quite time that we turn our thoughts from the
little world of the Chingtu to the larger world around us.

We were just steering out of Moreton bay, were we not,
when we went heléw to look at our strange assortment
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than two weeks, for, during the first week, we shall keep
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Those sunbaked, blistered mountains on our left mark
the coast of Queensland, and what a tremendous colony it
is! More than five times the size of Great Britain and Ire-



land the geographies tell us, and we can well imagine that
they are not exaggerating the truth, as we sail on, day after
day, day after day, in
vain effort to get beyond
the northern point of

Cape York.

Far off yonder in
Korthern Australia are
unexplored wilds and
savage black men, who
would not only take
pleasure, so our captain
tells us, in flaying us
alive, but in eating a
good tender Yankee after
he has been well flayed
and cooked. These blacks
prefer Chinamen, liow-
ever, so he assures us, to
Yankees or to people Ot ABORIGINAL AUSTRALIAN.
European extraction of any kind, for they are much
“fresher” says our epicurean aboriginal. ‘“‘Whbite man, he
too salt,” is the verdict of tliis fastidious savage. Well, we
%iill rejoice in our saline characteristics, for if we should be
cast ashore on this inhospitable coast, salt, as is its nature,
may preserve us.

On the left or Australian side, as we steam northward,
headland succeeds headland; on the right, island succeeds
island, and so all day long and all the days long, we glide on
with never enough of a pitch or a roli to disturb the most
sensitive stornach.

Early in its history the government of Queensland
offered rewards, varying from a thousand to five thousand



dollars for the discovery of payable gold fields. As can
easily be imagined, this offer, combined Avitli the certain
wealth which a great gold mine would assure, set many men
to searching witli all their eyes over the hot plains of
Queensland. But fortune is proverbially capricious with
the gold seeker, and it so happened that not one of these
scientific gold hunters, but a poor vagabond, named Nash,
who toward the end of 1867 was wandering about in an aim-
less sort of way in the neighborhood of Gympie, about 130
miles from Brisbane, found “an auriferous region of great
extent,” as the Australian histories put it. In other words.
he had struck gold and struck it rich. In a day or two his
empty pockets were heavier by several thousand dollars
worth of gold than when he made his great “find.” At first
he set to worle to gather it all in for himself, but his gold
field was near a traveled road, and he was freguently
obliged to crouch among the bushes until the distant foot-
steps told him that the departing traveler was far on his
way. Then he would go to work with feverish haste to
scrape together a few more shining flakes of the precious
metal.

At length, however, he found that he could not keep his
precious gold field all to himself any longer, and, going to
the nearest town of Maryborough, he proclaimed his discov-
ery, and received his reward.

As can easily be imagined, a rush at once took place to
Gympie, and one of the early gold birds found a most re-
markable worm very near the surface of the ground, in the
shape of a nugget of pure gold that weighed nearly a hun-
dred pounds.

Even this nugget, however, is eelipsed by several that
have been found in the colony of Victoria, such as the
“Welcome Stranger,” found in 1869, which actually



weighed in the scales 190 pounds, and was worth about
forty thousand dollars. Besides the “ Welcome Stranger”
was the “ "Welcome ” nugget, found in 1858, and only smaller
bv six pounds than the great golden lump | have already
described, while still another, found in 1853, weighed almost
132 pounds.

« 'Welcome strangers,” indeed, were all these nuggets to
the weary and often discouraged miners. But those discov-
eries were made in the golden age of Australian gold min-
ing. A friend of mine who lived in Ballarat during this
golden age, tells me that freguently, when a boy, lie has
borrowed the muddy boots of the miners after their return
from a day’s work in the alluvial gold fields, for the sake of
scraping the mud off their dirty brogans ; and that he has
frequently scraped five shillings worth of gold from a single
pair of boots.

He was an honest, truthful man, moreover, who told me
this story, and he would not be guilty of presuming on the
gullibility of a credulous Yankee. So my readers may
accept his astounding story as absolute truth.

But to return to the Queensland gold fields. The
romance of the Morgan mine eclipses all the rest. In 1858,
a young squatter bought from the government a section of
fi40 acres near Bockhampton. When he carne to “squat,”
however, he found that his selection was a barren, rocky bill,
and that it was quite useless for agricultural purposes. So
he thought himself very lucky when he found three brothers
named Morgan, who would take his unprofitable purchase
off his hands for about three thousand dollars. Hugging his
precious three thousand dollars, he left that part of the coun-
try foreyer, shaking its unproductive dust from his feet.

But the Morgan brothers found, that though they could
not raise cabbages among the dirty gray rocks of their new



purchase, they could get out of them something vastly' more
valuable, for in every cart load of the rock there was more
than one hundred dollars’ worth of gold; in fact, they found
that they had on their hands the richest gold mine ever dis-
covered in the history of the world.

A year or two after this the hill was sold for forty mil-
lions of dollars, and already dividends to the amount of
nearly fifty millions of dollars have been paid by the Mor-
gan mine, and still there are “ millions in it.”

But to skip from shore to sea again. As the Chingtu
makes her slow and tortuous way along the coast, avoiding
sunken reefs, dodging islands, and threading intricate pas-
sages, we see very little of human life except that which our
polyglot and cosmopolitan passenger list contains. Forhun-
dreds of miles there is no white settlement, only a parched
and howling wilderness, into which it is not safe for a white
man to penetrate unless with a strong guard. Here and
there a bush-fire shows us the location of a native encamp-
ment, and once we descried on the water horizon a black
speck which seemed to be moving nearer. Anything
unusual at sea attracts attention, and it was not long before
half a dozen opera glasses were trained upon the spot. The
speck soon resolved itself into a native canoe, and the canoe
was seen to contain four naked blacks. Their craft was
simply a hollowed-out log pointed at the ends, with a long
outrider which prevented it from rolling ovcr as it certainly
would have done otlierwise. As the blacks came nearer, we
saw that they were bearing down upon our ship and pad-
dling with all their might. When they got within ear shot
they all lifted up their voices and cried: “ backy,” “ backy,”
“ backy ” (tobacco).

But the Chingtu majestically kept on her way. The pit-
iful ery, “ backy,” “ backy,” “backy,” became fainter and
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fainter, the log canoe facled into a speck again, and the speck
yanished altogether.

What a perfect type, | said to myself, of the vanishing
bushinen in the presence of the majestic wbite race. What

BACKY, “ BACKY.”
the feeble little dug-out is to the full-powered ocean steamer,
so is the remnant of this aboriginal nation to the all-conquer-
ing whites. As the Chingtu contemptuously leaves the
canoe in the distance without even slackening speed to listen
to the appeal of its occupants, so the contemptuous English-
speaking races in all parts of the world leave their colored
hrethren behind or spurn them from their presence. As
“ backy ” was the one corrupted English word which these
black fellows seenied to know, so the vices of the dominant
race first become known and assimilated. As the canoe van-
ished into the hazy distance while the Cliingtu held strongly
on her appointed cruise, so the black races are disappearing,



while the Anglo-Saxons keep steadily on their way, conguer-
ing and to conquer.

But while we are musing about these black fellows, the
Chingtu has been plowing ber serpentine way along' the
much-indented coast of this huge colony.

We bave left the sandy reach where Capt. Cook more
than a hundred years ago beached bis famous ship, the
Endeanor, which bad been sadly disabled in trying to find
an entrance througb the Barrier Keef; we have steamed for
a wbole week since leaving Brisbane, along these unending
shores; and now, just seven days from the start, the Chingtu
cleaves ber Avay through Albany Pass, a narrow strait
between two verdure-clad islands, at the very tip end of
Northern Australia.

On either hand as we went through Albany Pass, we
saw bundreds of curious red mounds, which at first we took
for decaying tree stumps, so regular and symmetrical were
they. But on examining tbem more closely througb our
glasses we found that they were wbite ant hills, and a most
singular appearance they gave the land, as tliough it had
been hastily cleared by settlers wlio had left the stumps
about four feet high to rot away at their leisure.

Soon after passing through Albany strait, the gaunt,
spectral yards of a four-masted, square-rigged ship appeared
on the horizon, fixed and motionless as they have been for
five years past, ever since the good ship Volga struck on the
coral reef and sunk in a few fathoms of water, leaying ber
yards and masts above the waves, a sad monument to the
power of the unseen foe beneath.

Then a few more hours of sailing and we drop anchor in
the roadstead of Thursday Island at the northern extremity
of Cape York, and at this safe anchorage, the first part of
the cruise of the Chingtu has come to an end.



CHAPTER YII.
THE CRUISE OF THE CHINOTU.— CONTINUED.

Ajj the Days of the Week— A Convenient Nomenclature— A Diet of Sea
Worms — Trade in Bloodsuckers — Reminiseences of My Boyhood — A
Hideous Delicacy— The Pearl Fisliery— Plums in the Pudding— The
Pearl Diver's Equipment — A Short but not a Merry Life — A Baking
Day and Steamy Night — The Aborigines— In tlie Celebes Sea— The
Connecticut of the South Sea— The Nutmeg at Home — The Possibili-
ties of a Bali of Twine— How the Bride Wore the Trousers— Buro-
pean Clothes and Civilization— A Snake Story— An Unwelcome
(Juest— Dislodging his Serpentsliip — A Battle witli a Python—The
Spicy Breezes—The Noble Work of the Missionary— How the Chief
Took the Census— At His Wit's End—A Shrewd Rajah— Some
Passengers — Some Members of the Feline Tribe —The Tale of Tor-
toise-shell Tommy.

ISLAND is the only
island in the little archipelago to
the north of Australia that con-
tains any considerable settlement
of Europeans, but the other days
of the week are not neglected by
any means, for there is Priday
Island and Saturday Island, Sun-
day Island and Monday Island,
Tuesday Island and Wednesday
Island; and the Chingtu steams
by nearly all of them in going in

or out of Thursday Island harbor.

A convenient method of nomenclature this, whicli we
would commend to geographers who have lands to name, if
there remain any new lands to be discoyered. Then, when



the days of the week have been exhausted, they would find
an almost unfailing source of supply in the days of the
month, as, for instance, the “ Fifth of November,” and the
<£Twenty-third of July,” and “ January Eighteenth”

Then the hours of the day might be resorted to, and we
should read upon our maps “ Four O’clock Island,” and
“ Midnight Bay,” and “ Six-thirty Biver.” What a pity
this pioturesgue system suggested by Thursday and her sis-
ter islands was not thought of before we had disfigured our
maps with so many Smithtowns and Brownsvilles and Jones-
ports, and Clark counties!

Soon the Chingtu is not only anchored, but made doubly
secure by being tied up to an old hulk which is anchored in
the roadstead for a sort of cargo-receiving ship ; and by the
kind thoughtfulness of friends in Sydney, who had “ wired”
that we were coming, we are taken ashore by the agent of
the chief mercantile house of the place, and are shown
everything that the resources of Thursday Island have to
offer.

What are the great staple exports of Thursday Island,
my readers? |If | should give you twenty or a hundred
and twenty guesses, you would not solve the conundrum.
Not gold or silver, or tin or copper, or wool or mutton, or
wheat or corn, or machinery or cotton goods, or sugar or
spice, or rice or Yankee notions, but— do you give it up?
Beche de mer and mother-of-pearl; or, in other words, sea
worms and oyster shells.

The Beche de mer is a long, slimy, nasty (in the Ameri-
can, not the English, sense of the word) stug, which looks
for all the world like an exaggerated leech — the loathsome
bloodsucker that used to fasten itself on my iegs when | was
a smali boy and “ went in swimming,” as smali boys love to
do. But the Chinese consider this hideous stug a great deli-
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cacv and a very large commerce in it has sprung up, for
nowhere does it grow so fat and luscious as on the Aus-
tralian coast and the adjacent islands.

There are yarious kinds of JBdche de mer, which experts
distinguish as white, red, blacie, etc.; and it brings from
|150.00 to $750.00 a ton. Just now, | believe, the red
species of hideousness is most affected by Chinese gour-
mands. | saw tons of these slugs dried and baled, and
waiting for transportation to the Flowery Kingdom.
« pihed fish” is the euphonious but commonplace name by
which this article of export is known in Thursday Island.

But the pearl fishery is, after all, the largest industry,
important as is the Beche de mer trade. Three hundred
smali boats are engaged in the pearl fisheries, and very
profltable they often prove to their owners, for not only is
there a steady demand for the mother-of-pearl shell, but
single perfect pearls are sometimes found worth. from $1,000
to $3,000 ; so that always there is the excitement of possible
sudden wealth connected with this pursuit.

But the mother-of-pearl is the staple of trade, the pearls
themselves being only the plums that are found in the pud-
ding at rare intervals. Of these shells there seems to be
an inexhaustible supply, and though the three hundred ves-
sels engaged in the trade bring almost countless tons to the
surface, there are still countless tons to be won from the
ocean’s depths.

Our own vessel adds to her cargo more than seventy
tons of shells, which will eventually reach Birmingham and
Sheffield, to be made up into knife-handles and card-cases,
inlaid cabinets, and other articles of vertu.

The pearl diver's equipment is a most ungainly and curi-
ous affair, for the shells are found in water many fathoms
deep, and the heayiest of woolen clothes are used to protect



the diver from the pressure of the water, while the'shoes
with leaden soles which lie uses to sink him to the bottoiu
weigh fully ten pounds each, and the helmet which he dons
weighs as much as both his shoes put together.

But, even with the best of diving gear and the most ap-
proved appliances, the diver’s life is shoi't and risky. He
seldom is able to follow this pursuit more than five or six
years, and no divers reach old age.

Thursday Island is a place of great expectations rather
than of vast performances. Though at present there is
only a single row of straggling shops, with a few pleasant
bungalows behind them, and a pathetic little “ School of
Arts,” which contains two pictures, a few dilapidated curios,
and a smali library, it expects to be a great metropolis one
of these days; and, in fact, has an excellent location as
calling port for steamers going to various parts of the world.

Our cargo of mother-of-pearl is soon safely stowed away
in the hotd, the Chingtu weighs anchor again, and we are
on our course once more, across the great Gulf of Carpen-
taria and the Southern portion of the Arafura Sea, about
eight hundred miles, as the crow flies, to Port Darwin, the
northern capital of Horth Australia.

If Thursday Island has its greatness in the future, Port
Darwin has had its day in the past. Great dreams were in-
dulged in by its inhabitants in early days. A railroad was
to connect it with Adelaide across the whole length of the
continent of Australia. Ali European steamers would make
it their port, instead of going around the stormy Southern
coast. Passengers and mails would be transhipped hence to
all parts of the world. Its early-discovered gold mine
would make everybody rich, and Palmerston, situated at the
head of the Port, would be one of the great commercial
capitals of the world.
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r But this dream has not materialized. The railroad '
cross the continent has not been built nor is it likely to be
built The only railroad of which Port Darwin boasts is a
discouraged sort of an affair, that runs a hundred miles into
the interior and then stops, not because it has reached an

A YOUNG CITIZEN OF PORT DARWIN.

important terminus, but because it has not energy to go any
further. It cost a frightful amount of money, on which the
South Australian people still have to pay interest, for it is
a government affair, as all Australian railroads are. The
two trains a day have dwindled down to two a week, and it
bids fair soon to rival the famous “ tri-weekly ” road, whose
president explained the title by saying that he sent a train
down the line one week and tried to get it back the next.
The gold mines could not be worked at a profit by
Europeans, and have all fallen into the hands of Chmamen,



and the five or six thousand Englishmen and Australians
who used to walk the fine, broad streets of Palmerston, and
live in its pleasant houses, have dwindled to a few hundreds
who grumble at the goyernment and shake their heads

A NORTH QUEENSLAND ABORIGINAL.

dismally, saying that Port Darwin’s golden opportunity has
gone by, never to return.

If it is always as hot in Port Darwin as on baking
day and the steamy night that the Chingtu lay at her
wharf, while we were her passengers, | do not wonder that
Europeans who object to being both baked and boiled m the
same twenty-four hours refuse to make it their home.

The climate, however, seems exactly to suit the Aborigi-
nal Australians who are found here in large numbers. Tali



en with long, thin legs, intensely black skins, and wiry
crinkly hair, tali women equally black and egually thin, and
absolutely naked little boys, percbed on their mother’s necks
or trotting by their mother’s side, as happy as boys of a
cloudier clime, are seen everywhere.

A few hours of intensely hot daylight and a long, in-
sufferably hot night were quite enough of Port Darwin for
us and glad we were to hear the Captain’s order the next
morning to “ cast off the bow line ” and get under way.

For the next twenty-three hundred miles the cruise of
the Chingtu is between tropie islands and across tropie seas;
the Arafura and the Banda and the Celebes and the Sulu
and the China seas, one after the other following each other
in quick succession.

A most lovely sail it is, and one that would be taken far
oftener than it is by pleasure seekers if its joys were known.
Scarcely a day of rough weather need be apprehended until
the China sea is reached, and a most wonderful series of
archipelagos is passed, any one of which might well delay
a naturalist or ethnologist for years had he the time to
spare.

Our course at first lies among the Austro-Malayan group
whose forests contain many of the typical Eucalyptus trees,
and whose birds and insects are nearly allied to those of the
great Australian eontinent which once doubtless extended
much further north than it does at present.

After we get into the Celebes sea we have touched the
borders of the Indo-Malayan region where the islands are
less affected by the blasting hot winds that cross the seas
after sweeping over the Australian deserts, and where the
birds and beasts, the trees and fiowers, are more allied to
those of India.

Some of these islands are of vast extent. If you should



draw a map of Borneo, for instance, you would fincl that
it was not unlike in shape the United Kingdom of Great
Britain and Ireland, but vastly larger, for you could set
England, Scotland, Ireland, and Wales inside of Borneo, and
have a great rim of green trees and yerdure kundreds of
miles wide surrounding that mighty little kingdom.

New Guinea is probably stili larger than Borneo, though
its irregular coasts and unexplored territory make it difflcult
to tell to a certainty.

Many of tbese islands are under Dutch control, and very
good masters on the whole do Dutclnnen make. It would
be difflcult to know what the doughty little kingdom behind
the dikes would do were it not for these spice islands of the
South seas, where it coins gold out of nutmegs and cloves,
cinnamon and allspice.

The island of Banda is the greatest nutmeg region of the
world, barring Connecticut, and many years ago the Dutch
attempted to secure a monoply of this product by cutting
down the nutmeg trees on the other islands where they
grew naturally, in order that they might be confined to
Banda, where the monopoly could be protected.

Nutmeg trees are very symmetrical in shape, with bright
glossy leayes. They grow to a height of twenty or thirty
feet, bearing smali yellow flowers. The fruit looks much
like a peach in size and color. "When it is ripe it splits open
and shows a dark brown nut within.  Still, we have not got
to the nutmeg itself. The fruit is like a nest of Chinese
boxes, for within the thin hard shell which is now disclosed
is the nutmeg of commerce.

Towards eyening of the third day from Port Darwin we
passed between the great islands of Ceram on one side and
Bouro on the other. Nestling in the lee of Ceram is the
little island of Amboyna, which contains one of the oldest



European settlements in the South seas. Here the Dutch
overnor is Lord of all he surveys, and is only disturbed
in his solitude by a few yessels that come on their spice-
laden errands once or twice a year.

The inhabitants of these islands may, in a generat way,
be dmded into two great types, the Malayan and the
Papuan. A rough classification gives the eastern islands to
the Papuan races; the western, which lie nearer to Ohina
and India, to the Malayan races. The Malay has been
described as of “short stature, brown-skinned, straight-
haired, beardless, and smooth-bodied. The Papuan is taller,
is black-skinned, frizzly-haired, branded, and hairy-bodied.
The former is broad-faced, has a smali nose, and fiat eye-
brows; the latter is long-faced, has a large and prominent
nose and fiat eye-brows. The Malay is bashful, cold, un-
demonstrative, and quiet; the Papuan is bold, impetuous,
excitable, and noisy. The former is grave and seldom
laughs; the latter is joyous and laughter-loving —+the one
conceals his emotions, the other displays them.”

Perhaps this epigrammatic description by one who spent
many years among these islands will serve to introduce our
neighbors on either side of the Chingtu to my readers,
better than any words of mine.

There is little need to describe the clothes of either of
these neighbors, for they seldom consult Paris modes or New
York tailors. A friend of mine who once lived in New
Guinea was consulted by a tailor of London as to whether
there would not be a good opening for a man of his craft in
that great island. My friend replied that a bali of twine
would afford ample clothing for half a century for all the
natives on the island, and he could scarcely encourage the
knight of the goose and the shears to remove from the
capitol of cockneydom.



The stor} is told of a bridegroom who was presented on
his wedding-day with a pair of European ti'ousers. In Ehe
exuberance of his early love, he presented them to his bride.
who appeared at the wedding ceremony, heated and per
spiring, with the trousers drawn on as far as possibje ovei
her head, while the legs hung down like two huge, hollow
tails, on either side.

For my part | do not see the necessary connection oi
European clothes and European ciyilization. The natknij,
can be civilized and christianized just as quickly, | belieye
while allowed to wear their native costume, a loose piece
of cloth tucked about the waist, as when arrayed in “ boited
shirts” and swallow-tailed coats.

The only grotesgue and ridiculous natives | have seen,
are those who ape European costumes and try to combine in
a most laughable way New York and South Sea Island
fashions.

The islands between which we are continually passing,
and wliose sides we almost graze at times, abound in bright
plumaged birds, parrots and paroguets, lyre birds and birds
of paradise of every imaginable lovely hue.

Beasts of prey are not very common, though tigers and
orang-outangs are found in sonie of the large islands, and
huge crocodiles abound in many of them. Snakes, however,
are numerous and venomous, and a sharp lookout must be
kept by the traveler, lest tliat innocent-looking fallen limb,
on which he is about to put his foot, proces to be a huge
python or boa constrictor.

A famous naturalist tells a gruesome story about a great
snake which he found in the thatched roof directly over his
head one morning as he awoke. Ile had heard a rustling
noise the night before but paid little attention to it. The
next morning, howeyer, the cause of the noise was rerealed,



for “looking more carefully,” lie says, “ 1 could see yellow
f ncl black marks and thought it must be a tortoise shell put
up there out of the way between tbe ridge-pole and the roof.
Continuing to gaze, it suddenly resolved itself into a large
nake compactly coiled up in a knot; and I could detect bis
head and bis bright eyes in the very center of tbe folds.

“ A pytbon bad climbed up one of tbe posts of the bouse;
liad made bis way under tbe tbatch within a yard of my
head, and taken up a comfortable position in tbe roof, and I
liad slept soundly all nigbt, directly under him.

“1 called to my two native ‘boys’ wbo were skinning
birds below, and said, ‘ Here's a big snake in the roof’; but
as soon as | had sliown it to them they rusbed out of tbe
bouse and begged me to come out at once.

“ Finding tbey were too much alarmed to do anytbing,
we called some of the laborers in the plantation, and soon
bad half-a-dozen men in consultation. One of these said be
would get him out, and went to work in a business-like way.

“ He made a strong noose of rattan, and witb a long pole
poked at the snake, which then began slowly to uncoil itself.
He then managed to get the noose over its head, and slip-
ping it well over its body began to drag tbe animal down.

“ There was a great scuffle as the snake coiled round tbe
cbains and posts to resist his enemy, but at lengtli the man
caught hotd of bis tait, rusbed out of the house so guickly
that tbe creature seemed quite confounded, and tried to
strike its head against a tree. He missed it, however, and
iet go, and tbe snake got under a dead trunk near by. It
was again poked out, and again the man caught hotd of its
tait, and running away guickly dashed its head with a swing
against a tree, and it was then easily killed with a hatchet.

“I1t was about twelve feet long and very thick, quite
capable of swallowing a dog or child.”



But this pytlion was only a baby compared with another
which this same yeracious naturalist saw a little later, which
was not less than twenty feet long, and fully able to tackle
an ox or a borse if it got the chance.

It would scarcely be proper to sail through this serpent-
infested region without telling at least one snake story, but
the above, vouched for by the highest authority, will per-
haps suffice.

After a twenty-four hours’ run across a comparatively
open piece of water we passed between the Spanish convict
island of Mandanao on one side, and Basilan on the other.
On the other side of this passage we found the open waters
of the Sulu sea awaiting us, and then, coasting up the long
shore of the Philippine islands, we have come at length out
into the rough waters of the China sea, and are striking
across this much-dreaded passage to the port of Hong Kong.

Ali these islands which we pass are famous for their
spicy tropical products.

“The spicy breezes” blow soft not only over Ceylon’s
isle, but across Ceram and Bouro, Banda and Amboyna,
Mandanao and Basilan.

Every prospect pleases and even man is by no means as
vile as he was a hundred years ago, for the missionary is
abroad in most of these islands, the natives have responded
most readily to his kindly touch, and, in many cases, whole
islands are Christianized and are occupied by respectable,
God-fearing, church-going races. Even the degradation
which usually follows in the wake of commerce has not been
entirely able to drag down these simple natives to the level
of their white conguerors, and the most godless trader who
knows what he is talking about can sometimes be found who
will acknowledge that the missionary has transformed many
a barbarous tinbe of cannibals into an intelligent people,



livin®. in orderly villages; in pleasant, whitewashed houses,
vith flowering vines growing over the cool yerandas.
Moreover, in some places good roads and careful cultivation
of the soil are found, all due to races tliat have emerged
froin the lowest barbarism within the memory of living
men.

I would like to take some of the shallow worldlings
«wliom |1 have seen eleyate their tip-tilted noses at missions,
and whom | have heard sneer at every effort to make the
heathen better, | would like to take them, | say, to some
of the beautiful, orderly yillages of Celebes, and stop their
profane lips with a sight of what Christianity actually has
done and is doing for these savages. | am doubtful if even
this vision would do much good. Such men and women are
too densely wrapped up in their impenetrable conceit to be
disturbed by facts or figures, or conyinced even by that
which their own eyes might obserye. They would not be-
lieye “ though one rose from the dead.”

Most of these islands, though nominally under the pro-
tection and control of different European powers, to which
they are obliged to pay some smali tribute, are still practi-
cally under the power of these native chiefs and princes, some
of whose dynasties run back for many generations.

A good story is told by the naturalist Wallace of the
way in which one of these native chiefs took the census of
his unsuspecting subjects.

It seems that this chief or Rajah relied for his revenues
upon the rice tax which each one of his people in all the
yillages of his domain was supposed to pay into his treasury
eyery year. But he soon became conyinced that his under
officers were not treating him fairly, and that a good deal of
the rice which ought to have found its way into the treasury
of the Rajah was stopped on the way, either by the Kapata



Kampong, tlie head man of the yillage, or by the Waidono
who is oyer the district, or by the Gustis or head chief, who
received the rice from the "Waidono.

But the Rajah could not proye the peculations, because
he did not know how many people there were in his domain,
and he could not tell how many people there were unless he
took a census, and he could not take a census without putting
all the under officers on their guard, for they would be sure to
make the number of people in their districts correspond with
the amount of rice which they turned over to His Majesty.
So his problem was to take a census without having the
people who were enumerated know anything about it.

The poor Rajah was at his wit's end. He smoked and
chewed betel nut all day long, and still was no nearer to
the desired solution. At length, howeyer, a bright idea
struck him. He would go up into the great mountain of
Lombock tliat belched out lire and vapor, and consult the
deity of the mountain, for it was in the old days of heathen
superstition and heathen worship. The awe-struck people
followed him part way up the yolcano, and then they dared
to go no further. But the Rajah pressed on up into the
region of perpetual smoke, and here he stayed for a long
while, communing with the Great Spirit of the mountain.

When his people who were waiting about the base of the
mountain began to be thoroughly uneasy about their chief,
he appeared again among them, and told them in solemn
tones that the Great Spirit had revealed to him that a time
of terrible pestilence was coming, and that the only way to
avert the pestilence was to make twelye sacred krisses or
daggers, to be sent, in case of need, to the plague-stricken
yillages. Moreoyer, these krisses must be of a peculiar kind,
made of a great number of needles, eacli needle represent-
ing one man or woman or child in his domain.



Tliere must be no mistake, either, in the number oi
eedles for, if there was, tlie krisses would not avail, and
the plague could not be ayerted.

So the Gusti and the Waidonos and the Kapata Kam-

ngs went to work very busily to collect in their different
yillages a needle from every man, woman, and child in all
of Lombock, and they were very careful not to make any
mistake, for fear the kris would not work properly. At
len°th the needles were all collected, and were welded into
bright, shining daggers before the Rajah’s own eyes, and
then carefully wrapped in silk and laid away for use against
the time of pestilence.

The pestilence did not come, however, but the time of
the rice harvest did come; and when only a smali guantity
of rice was presented by any Gustis, the Kajali mildly re-
marked that “ there were five thousand needles sent from
vour province, and it ought to yield far more rice than
this.” Then the Gustis said the same thing to his Waidonos,
and the Waidonos repeated the remark to the Kapata Kam-
pongs; and the result was that the foliowing year the Kajah
had four times as much rice as ever before, and he was able
to give all his wiyes beautiful earrings, and to buy many
more black horses from the white-skinned Dutchmen than
ever in the past— all by reason of the remarkable interyiew
he had with the Great Spirit in the mountain that sent out
jfire and smoke.

I haye spoken already of the human passengers of the
Chincjtu— f\\e Chinamen, and Malays, Jews, Christians, and
Buslimen. Besides these, we liaye some dumb passengers
who are quite as interesting in their way. Among them a
flock of merino slieep that were unceremoniously tied to-
gether by their four legs and bundled oyerboard into a
lighter at Thursday Island ; a dog whose master, the cattle-



drover, was taking into the bush to herd sheep and fight
the Blacks.

But, poor fellow, he scarcely lield up his head after Com-
ing aboard. A Kkick or bruise of some kind just before em-
barkation had injured him internally. He bore his pain,
which was evidently intense, without a whimper or a groan
for seven days, and on the eighth day turned his patient,
aifectionate eyes upon his master with a look of trustful love
for the last time — and died.

“1 can't bear to go aft any more where my poor dog
lay,” said the cattle-drover, and | didn’'t wonder.

Besides the dog and sheep, we had, at the beginning, sev-
eral specimens of the feline tribe. Two or three forlorn
little kittens haunted the steerage belonging to the China-
men. For two or three days they prowled disconsolately
about, evidently aware of the fate that awaited them, and
then they mysteriously disappeared, leaving no trace behind.
The gastronomie Chinaman could, perhaps, have explained
their disappearance, for all is soup that comes to his pot.

But besides these wretched, woe-begone little kittens, we
had on board a magnificent, stately, tortoise-shell cat, as
handsome a pussy as ever trod a ship’s guarter deck. He
would watch the second-class passengers at their meals in a
very dignified way, and would even accept a gratuity from
their hands in the shape of a savory titbit, once in a while.
He would jump through our extended arms, and do every
trick that a well-educated pussy is supposed to know. One
evening the northeast monsoon was blowing a stiff gale, and
had spattered up the salt spray until every rait was wet and
slippery. Tommy was unusually frisky. He jumped from
spar to hatchway, ran up the rigging, and worked off his
high spirits in every way known to a cat. But, alas! he
jumped once too often, for leaping from the hatch to the



Bfruard rait, he lost his balance, clawed for a moment help-
~ssly at the wet, slippery wood, and fell off into the engulf-
ing sea.

It is hoped that sonie passing shark cut short his misery,
and that he was not obliged to struggle for hours with the
waves, drowning by inches.

That day was Election daj' in the United States. The
jni~hty quadrennial struggle between the two great parties
ivas being decided as the hours went by. To the English-
men, Australians, and Chinese, who made up our passenger
list, this struggle was absolutely uninteresting. Thongh it
afleets the lives of nearly seventy millions of people, it did
not create as much excitement as the death of a tortoise-shell
cat. Such is the relatire importance of an event. So de-
pendent is it on geography and ethnography.

Our captain had a yague idea that one or the other of
the leading candidates had before been nominated for elec-
tion. When | explained that one of the candidates was then
president, and the other had held that office, he was quite
amazed, but remarked: “ Oh, well, hit wont make much
hodds, | suppose, they're both proper rascals.”

I resented the imputation against these excellent and
honorable men with the utmost warmth, and yet it is of
little use to wax hot, for the ingrained and unremovable
British opinion of American politics is, that all our politicians
are rogues and knaves. | scarcely wonder at this, for the
British press does its utmost to foster this impression, and
our own sensational journals, with tlieir scurrilous attacks
on public men, only strengthens the same impression.

Three days more with this gentle monsoon blowing
across the wide China Sea will bring us to Hong Kong, and
then the cruise of the Chingtu will be ended.



FIRST GLIMPSES OF THE CELESTIAL EMPIRE.

Cosmopolitan Hong Kong— The Cabmen of the Orient— A Ride in a
Sedan Cliair — Uplifted in Spirit — Sidewalk Shops— Pennsylyania Oil
in China— Fairyiand under the Lanterns— Incense Offerings to the
Gods — Novel Sights and Scenes— Oriental Sharpers— Unblushing
Swindlers— Toboggan Sliding— AU Aboard for Canton— Justice
Swift and Severe —Executions in Cliina— Heads Chopped off with
Neatness and Despatcb — The River God at the Prow — The Fatslian—
River Robbers and Pirates— A Floating Arsenat— The Riee llarvest—
Threshing Out the Rice —*“ Chinaman Makee Glow” — Three Crops in
a Season — Water Buffaloes— Christianity and Butter— Up the Pearl
River — Junks and Flower Boats, Sampans and Slipper Boats— The
High Road of Canton— A Novel Pontoon Bridge— A Family Picture
— Cantonese Jade — Off in a Sampan.

as the sun was setting after

a gray and turbulent day, the

Chingtu, reached the outer har-

bor of Hong Kong. The waning

light held out barely long enough

to discover our anchorage ground.

What a sight was the first glimpse

of life in Asial On the Hong

Kong shore were thousands of

twinkling lights, reaching far up

the hillside. The magnificent

warehouses and residences of the

foreign merchants give it the appearance of a modern city, as
indeed it is, but, together with this modern and cosmopolitan
air is mingled the antiguity of the far East. On every side
were Chinese junks, whose style is the same as in the days of



fthAM ayflO™6r" ~je Ninta, an# the Nina; the same
jn fact as when the Eoman galleys vexed the waters of
the Mediterranean.

Little boats, too, sampans and still smaller row-boats,
swarmed about the Chingtu. As it was now growing
dark they Avere all illumined with Chinese lanterns of every
yariety cf style and shape, and yells and cries, and invita-
tions from the occupants to take their boat to the shore,
rerninded us of the uociferous cabbies at the G-rand Central
Station in New York. But there was little else to remind
us of New York. We had indeed reached the Orient.

Taking a steam-launch sent out by the Hong Kong
Hotel we were soon on shore. Then all the sights and
sounds, to say nothing of the smells, rerninded us that we
were on Asiatic soil. A crowd of jinrikisha and sedan chair
men besieged us on every side. A throng of half-naked
coolies jabbered and crowded and fought with each other
and insisted on being our porters. But, though it reguired
soine rough usage on the part of the hotel porters, we at last
escaped their clutches and reached the hotel, which is but
a few steps from the landing. A European hotel, however,
was altogether too commonplace an affair to engage our
attention for any length of time, and after we had taken
a hasty dinner we were soon upon the Street again.

Will you not go out with us while we view these unac-
customed sights ?

Now again as we step out of the hotel door, there is a
great hubbub and hullaballoo, for scores of chair-men and
jinrikisha-men rusli upon us as their right and lawful prey.
Let us take a chair this evening since it is more in accord-
ance with the genius of the country. The jinrikisha is a
Japanese institution and a very recent importation into
China, and we will patronize home industries.



So, with many polite gestures and genuflections on the
part of our bearers, we crawl into one of the little boxes5
take our seats, and are immediately hoisted upon the
shoulders of three stalwart coolies, two in front and one be-
hind. The skin on their accustomed necks is hardened and
calloused by many such loads which they have borne, and at
first a feeling of great compassion and pity for them arises
in our hearts, as thougli we were treating human beings as
we would treat a horse or an ox. W e almost feel as though
we ought to step down from our exalted position and apolo-
gize to the bearers for loading them down as we would
“ dumb, driven cattle.” But, after all, the sensible traveler
reasons with himself, this is an honorable and reputable way
of earning a living. Ho opprobrium or disgrace attaches to
the palanquin-man. He would bear the people of his own
race and station in society as quickly as he would bear the
Emperor, and would have no sense of degradation. It
alfords a great multitude, who perhaps would otherwise
starve, an excellent living. So we will dismiss our scruples
and enjoy the novel sights around us.

Then, perhaps, so sharp are the revulsions of feeling in
weak human nature, one begins to have a wealthy and
lordly feeling, as though he were being borne through the
streets on the shoulders of an admiring crowd because of
some great achievement. However, the tlirongs are not
very demonstratire in their admiration, for they take no
more notice of you than a Kew York crowd would take of a
Broadway street-car. In fact, we aylio are perclied up in
these chairs are far more interested in the crowds beneath
than they are in us, for foreigners are no novelty in Hong
Kong.

Let us go down to the Chinese quarter and get out of
this liunidrum European life as soon as possible. It does



ot take us long to do tliis, for there are only eigkt tkou-
and foreigners in the city and some two kundred thousand
tives E\rerything is of interest to our unaccustomed eyes.
]3ut we must record our impressions guickly before custom
dulls the edge of amazement, or it will seem as though we

A CHTNESE FORGE.

had always lived in the midst of these sights, and shall not
be able to describe them with any vividness to our friends at
hoine.

The first thing that strikes us as strange is, that every-
thing is done out-of-doors. The shoemaker cobbles his
shoes ; the fish merchant peddles his fish ; the cabinet-maker
fits together his chest of drawers; the tailor shoves his
needie; the carpenter draws his piane (toward himself in
genuine Chinese style), but all upon the sidewalk as it

seerns.  There are, to be sure, smali recesses whick are
10



called stores and shops, but they are very diminutive and
scarcely seem necessary to the carrying on of business.

Over every shop door hangs a paper lantern, some of
them huge affairs as big as smali balloons, others more mod-
est in size, while here and there one sees a yulgar kerosene
lamp. It is said that the oil wells of Pennsylyania are driv-
ing the old-fashioned lanterns out of the market. Ali who
desire picturesgueness of eifect will certainly regret this, for
there is nothing which gives the streets such a charming,
fairy-like effeet as the Chinese lanterns, painted in every hue
of the rainbow, and twisted into every conceivable shape.

Not only has every shop its lantern, but every shop has
its shrine as well, and the smell of burning incense pervades
the air wherever we go. This is rather fortunate, perhaps,
for it obscures certain other odors which are not so pleasant.

If you look closely, eyen in the darkness of this first even-
ing’s ride, you will see a stick of incense burning beside
every doorway, the little spot of fire at the end glowing like
a tiny jewel in the night. These are all offered to the gods
of prosperity and good luck in the hope that the business
ventures carried on within will turn out successfully.

But after all, novel as are the sights about Hong Kong,
it is one of the least interesting cities, in many respects, in
all China. It is too much Europeanized to afford a true idea
of the way in which the natiyes live and conduct their busi-
ness. It has all the vices of a city in the far East, and not
all its yirtues by any means. Eyerything is frightfully dear
at the European stores, and in this free-trade possession of
Great Britain, the shop-keepers will unblushingly charge you
four or fiye times as much as an article is worth anywhere
else. The hotel-keepers will fleece you out of your last
dollar if tliey can. Photographers will charge you as much
for a single picture as would buy a dozen better ones in



Japani anc' your morning paper, which will cost you ten
Icents will not contain a farthing’s worth of news. Hothing
more barren and ineager and utterly nninteresting than the
gono- Kong newspaper has it been my lot to find in any
part of the civilized or onciyilized world. Society is decid-
edly “ fast,” as in all such foreign settlements, and were it not
for the saving salt of missionary life and influence, 1 am told
bv those who know, Hong Kong, and Yokohama in Japan,
and other such treaty pérts, might easily out-rank Sodom
and Gomorrah and the Cities of the Plain.

There is one place, however, which we must visit before
leaving Hong Kong for the far more interesting city of
Canton, and that is Yictoria Peak, which towers up for a
thousand feet or more directly beliind the city. This is a
beautiful, conical mountain, exceedingly steep and precipi-
tous, but the way up has been made easy by a cog-wheel
railroad, which affords, certainly, the most abrupt climb
with which | am acquainted. Far steeper than the Eigi or
the Mt. Washington railroad or Pike's Peak is the railroad
that climbs Yictoria Peak. Nervous wornen sometimes
grow quite hysterical as the train begins to move up an
incline steeper than the roof of a house. But the railway is
managed with great skill and with erery precaution to insure
safety, and there has never been here any loss of life, so far
as | know.

As one climbs this famous mountain, a magniflcent pano-
rama unfolds before him, of city and sea, of embracing
mountains and yet higher distant peaks. Every view is a
little more entrancing than the last, until one stands at the
very summit. Then, on every hand, is a landscape which
one can expect to see but seldom in a lifetime. Such a vast
and stupendous combination of ocean and mountain is almost
worth a stormy journey across the Pacific to behold.



We have reached the spot near the top where the rait.
road stops, and where our foot-journey begins, unless w;:
choose to take a sedan-chair, which, for thirty cents, wi] |
carry us to the topmost point. We refused, however, to bo
borne up this magnificent mountain in any such ignominiou i
way. The chair is all very well for level ground, or for get
ting through the crowded streets; but the true mountaii.
climber would feel ashamed of himself to be borne aloft or
men’s shoulders up these rugged paths as long as he has twe
good legs to carry him. The road, though very steep, h
well made, and affords so many exquisite views from every
angle and turn of the twenty minutes’ climb to the pealr
that it is a continual delight.

But the wind is blowing shrewdly from the top, and we
do not linger long, even though the view is entrancing ; but
soon descend, take the train once more, and in eight min-
utes slip down this tremendous toboggan-slide on to level
ground again.

To-morrow morning we will take the river-boat for Can-
ton, a journey of about one hundred miles, and one which
affords us vast delight. The steamers on the Pearl Biver
are excellent side-wheel boats, not unlike the best river-boats
in America, officered by Europeans, though manned by
Chinese crews. There are some things about them, how-
ever, which would remind us that we are still in Ohina. At
the prow is a large image which | took for a figure-head, but
was soon informed that it was the riyer-god, who must be
propitiated even by this modern steamship company; so
they had placed his obese figure in a little shrine at the
very prow of the Fatshan.

Looking within the cabin, too, we see a stack of rifles,
and are assured by the Captain that they are necessary in
case the boat should be attacked by the river pirates — a not



=1 ,icejvable impossibility. A few months ago one of these
Ir"ners was captured by a swarm of these robbers, who
ad come aboard as second-class passengers. The officers

re Overpo\vered, and the passengers were shut up in a
Lht and close cabin, where they barely had air enough to

A CHINESE EXECUTION.
(Froni an instantaneous photograph.)
keep thera alive, while their pocketbooks were rifled and the
stearner plundered by these systematic knaves of every pos-
sible thing of value. Tlien they took themselves off, mak-
ing sure that they should not be pursued until they had
gotten well out of the way. Chinese passengers are not
now allowed in the tirst cabin, and every steamer goes well
armed with a smali arsenat of modern weapons.



Swift justice is dealt out to Chinese criminals, and only
a short time elapses after sentence before the head of the
condemned person is severed from the body by a single
stroke of the executioner’s keen sword.

Prisoners under sentence of death wear bamboo yokes
when they are taken to the place of execution. The head

PLACING THE HEAD OF AN EXECUTED CRIMINAL IN A BASKET.
(From an instantaneous photograph.)

of the prisoner is placed between two rigid bamboo bars,
one in front and the other at the back of the neck, while
two shorter bars rest across the shoulders and fasten the
long side bars together. The headsman accompanies the
procession to the field of execution, holding his blade aloft,
followed by a crowd of spectators. The execution is public,
and generally takes place in an open. field accessible to all.



The prisoner kneels, bends forward a trifle, bows his head,
and in an instant all is over.

The sail up the river is a most interesting one, following
the windings of the great stream, which sometimes broadens
out into a lake miles upon miles in extent, and sometimes

narrows again with frowning peaks close overhead. Every.
where are the swarming villages— thirty thousand, I am
told, in a single province — each one occupied by from one
to ten thousand people.

The rice crop was just being cut as we sailed up this
noble river, and down to the very verge hung the ripened
grain on heavy stalks. This was the second crop of the



year, and laborers, men and women, were busy eyerywhere
harvesting it— just as for three thousand years past, per-
baps, their ancestors had haryested a similar crop. After
cutfing the rice-straw near the ground with a smali sickle
and piling it in beaps, they grasp a good-sized handful of
the grain and thresh out the rice by the simple proeess of
beating the heads over the edge of a stone or a piece of
board armed with iron teeth. A little screen keeps the rice
from flying far in any direction, and on both sides we
could see hundreds of these little screens and these primitiye
harvesters gathering the great staple crop of China.

Wonderful gardeners are these Cantonese in any part of
the world. Whether in America or Australia, the Sandwich
Islands or on their own native heath, they can coax the
ground to yield to them what she would never give up
to the more ciyilized races, who, perhaps, look down on
them as ignorant barbarians Even in tropical Australia, in
the dryest of the dry seasons, they can make things grow if
only water can be had with which to drench the soil. “ Me
no likee lain,” said a Chinaman to me; “ lainey time anyone
laise things; dly time only Chinaman makee glow.”

But here along the banks of the great river they find
not only plenty of water, but a most fertile soil, and any
Chinaman who does not get at least three crops oif of eyery
inch of land which he possesses is thoroughly ashamed of
himself. Two crops of rice and one of yegetables is 'the
regulation thing, while some farmers force even four crops
every year from the same piece of ground.

Another interesting feature of the landscape is the huge
water-buffaloes which love to wallow along the banks of the
river. They look more like the rhinoceros than like the
buffalo of our plains, with thick welts of hairy skin hanging
on their sides and legs. Howeyer, they are a yery useful



nimal though rather hideous in appearance. They are
eroployed in plowing and working the rice fields, and afford

n excellent milk which is used by the foreign residents ot
feanton and vicinity, where there are no cows. The Chinese
themselves, however, after they are weaned, have no use for
food of this sort, and took upon the rest of us, | suppose, as
poor “inilk-sops” for demanding it on our tables morning,
noon, and night.

Nor can they understand how we find it difficult to
exist without butter and cheese. A recently converted
Chinaman, explaining to his neighbors the joys of Christian-
ie said to them, “ Now Christianity is not like butter, for
you have to learn to like that before you can eat it. Itis
horrid tasting stuff when you first try it, and you can only
endure it after a good many efforts. But Christianity is
something that you do not have to learn to like. It is just
as good the first time you taste it as it is the last.” A good
hint here for public speakers to adapt their illustrations to
the people who listen to them.

But all this time we are sailing up the great Pearl river,
with its interminable rice fields and its clustering villages
nestling behind them at the base of the mountains.

At last the Fatshan reaches her wharf in Canton, and
we find ourselves at once in one of the strangest and most
remarkable cities on the face of the earth. Around us are
swarming junks and flower-boats, sampans and slipper-boats
of all sizes, as thickly as their struggling owners can crowd
about the Fatshan.

They row and pole, and hook on to their neighbors and
grab our steamer’s chains in their mad and eager scramble
to get some passengers or freight for other parts of the city;
for this great river is the high road for all Canton. Fully
seventy-five thousand people live in these boats on the river



at Canton alone all the year round. Tlie number is usually
put much higher, but | am assured tliat this is a very mod-
erate estimate.

As the steamer is being tied up to her dock let us peer
over into one of these little boats that is struggling to get
near us. It is like a thousand others that are wedged
so closely together that one could easily walk for miles over
their little roofed decks without getting his feet wek It
seems like a continuous pontoon bridge, though none of the
boats are tied together, and all are struggling to move in
sonie direction and for sonie purpose.

But look down into this particular sampan which we
have chosen to interview. A brawny woman wields a long,
heavy oar in front. She is evidently captain, first offlcer,
and cook, as well as chief engineer of the little craft. On
her back is strapped a baby whose little head bobs and
sways with every motion that its mother makes in sculling
the boat. The handle of the huge sweep which she uses just
escapes the top of his hald little head. Her glossy black
hair is done up with great skill and neatness into the shape
of a “tea-pot handle,” as a little boy by my side declares.
Through this tea-pot handle is stuck a green jade pin, and in
both ears are huge jade earrings. No woman in Canton
seems too poor to afford these precious jewels. Of all the
thousands of women of high grade and low whom | have
seen in Canton, | scarcely remember one without the na-
tional jade ornaments.

On the stern of this little craft are four children, one boy
of eight years of age, who, manly little fellow that he is,
assists his mother with an oar three times as long as him.
self. Another boy of four is feeding with kernels of rice
some chicliens which are tied by the leg to one side of the
boat. Still another little olive branch that can just toddle,



nd is possibly two years old, istied by a string to the rool
f the deck, which allows him to go to the very edge of the
boat but insures his being pulled in if he should happen tc
fali overboard. In the stern of the boat also are all the.
culinary arrangements for the family; all tlie pots and
kettles and crockery ware and chop-sticks tliat are needed
for a family of six. Behind the kitchen is the shrine, and as
the door is open we can get a peep within at the gilded god.
who is sitting complacently on his haunclies, while two
sticks of incense are burning before him.

In the center of the boat, covered witli a low roof, are
seats on two sides for five or six passengers, for it is the bus-
iness of this family, while the husband is at work on shore,
to get all the passengers it can and to eke out their liying in
this way. | must fali back on a generat reputation which |
trust |1 have for sobriety and truthfulness when | tell you
that this boat by actual measurement is only fourteen feet
long and four feet wide in the widest part. Even this
sampan is larger than many others which crowd about our
steamer’s side, but it looks so clean and roomy, the children
look so good natured, and the mother smiles so pleasantly,
that we will take this boat and give the woman ten cents (a
liberat sum) to take us to our friends soine two miles up the
river.



CHAPTER IX.

IN CANTON THE CROWDED — CHINA AND THE CHINESE.
— CURIOUS SCENES AMONG A CURIOUS PEOPLE—IN
THE TEMPLE OF IIORRORS.

Ah Cum, Jr. — A Courteous and Faitliful Guide — Aimless Wandering__
The Birthday of the Fire God — Turning out for a Sedan chair— Close
Quarters— A City of Temples — Streets witli Odd Names— “ Lon-
gevity Lane” — “ Heavenly Peace Street” — A Cliangiug Panorama —
Outrageous Odors — A Pestilential Place witliout Pestilence — A Puz-
zle for our Doctors — People wlio Never Heard of a Plumber— The
Live Fisli Market— Candy Stands — How Much can you Buy for a
Cash?— Going to Market in Corea— A Royal Present— Juvenile
Curiosity — That Little “ Foreign Devil” — The Cat and Dog Meat
Store — The Original of the Willow Pattern— The Five Ilundred
Buddhists — Worshiping the Gods of Good tuck and Prosperity —
Business-like Methods of Worship— The Tempie of Horrors— A
Necklace of Teeth — Some of the Tortures— Sawing a Man in Two —
Boiled in Oil — Punishments of the Buddhist Heli.

were exceeding fortunate, ori our
arrival at Canton, in fmding tlie
best guide it has ever been our
good fortune to secure. Mr. Ah
Cum, Jr., deserres to bave his
name embalmed in history. Just
before our visit a famous Ameri-
can traveler had yisited the same
city, and he wrote in the guide’s
book, a la Isaac Walton: “ Doubt-
less God could make a better
guide than Ah Cum, Jr., but
doubtless he never did." We feel like endorsing this com-
mendation to the fullest extent after spending a few hours
in Ah Cum’s society. Ile not only knew everything in
Canton, but could speak intelligcnt English to explain to us
(164)



bat we saw. He knew how to keep the lancl sharks who
snap at every innocent traveler away from us, and though
he doubtless piloted us to Stores which paid him a good
commission, he would not let us pay more than twice what
a thing was wortli, even to his friends.

As We take this journey through Canton’s crowded
streets, the three pilgrims require sedan chairs, with another
one for Ah Cum, Jr.; but in the train of this short proces-
sion we can take a hundred thousand of you just as well,
without crowding anyone. At first we say to Ah Cum
that we do. not wish to go anywhere in particular ; “ just
take us through the streets; let us see how the people live,
how they buy and sell and get gain ; let us see how they
pound their meal, and sell their fish, and make their shoes,
and shave their heads, and paint their pictures, and do their
ivory work, and fashion their jewelry, and turn out their
pottery.” It is not necessary to stop and go inside of any
building to see all of these things, for, as in all Chinese
cities, these handicrafts are carried on in shops out of which
the front has been completely taken. There is a rear wali
to these shops and two side walls, but no front wali in
the daytime; and passing through the streets of Canton
seems like going through a never-ending arcade. The streets
are so narrow and so covered overhead with awnings and
immense signs that one can scarcely realize that he is in
the open air. The dim light streams down from above, mel-
lowing and tempering even the most hideous things, while
the gay costumes and fabrics, and gold-lettered signs, give a
holiday air to the whole city.

Moreover, it is the birthday of the Fire God when we
ehance to go through the city, and the people are celebrat-
ing his nativity with an unceasing fusilade of fireerackers.
Whole bunches of the snappiest kind of crackers are thrown



recklessly into the streets under the very feet of our coolie
bearers, which make them dance and caper, though they
take it all very good-naturedly. Each of us on this journey
has three bearers, two in front and one behind; and the
streets are so narrow that it is with the greatest difficulty
tliat two chairs can pass each other. Indeed, when two
chairs approach from opposite directions a catastrophe seems
unaroidable, but somehow or other it is always avoided.
The people fiatten themselves against the walls on either
side, taking up as few cubical inches as possible; and at
length, oftentimes with a good deal of turning and twisting
and engineering, the chairs commg from opposite directions
pass one another.

Oanton contains about one million people, so conservative
writers say, though the number is placed by many at a far
larger figure. As the more accurate census of later years
is taken, the population of China is dwindling somewhat,
and the enormous figures that were believed by our fore-
fathers are scarcely borne out by the enumerators. Peking
is not so enormously large as has been supposed, while
Canton, which used to be said in many guarters to have
two millions of inhabitants, is found to have only about
one million. However, this is quite enough for the area
that is inhabited.

If ever people were packed together like sardines in a
box, or peas in a pod, it is in this same city of Canton.
No superfluous room, as | have said, is taken up by the
streets, and this city which, if it was spread out like
Washington or Melbourne, or even New York, would re-
quire a wali something like one hundred miles in length,
s encompassed by a wali less than six miles in circuit.
This wali was built in the eleventh century, and was
finished as it now stands more than five hundred years



t in it are sixteen gates, besides two water gates.
m~'ton became a port of foreign commerce more than a
thousand Yyears ago, but it was not until 1637 that a fleet
f En~Mish vessels entered the river. Since tben the trade
has largely been in the bands of the English, who seem,
in whatever part of the world they go, to get their fuli
share of the good things of this life.

Thore are 125 temples in the city of Canton, and every
little shop has its altar, before which the daily incense is
burned. 1 am told that more is spent for incense and
candles at these attars than is given for foreign missions for
tke whole world by the great Congregational and Presby-
terian boards of the United States.

Some of the streets through which we pass have odd
names ; for instance, one of them is “
another, “ Heavenly Peace Street,” while “ High street” and

Longevity Lane” ;

“ Market street” sound very familiar. | wish in our own
country we might have more streets of “ Benevolence and
Love.” We will at least pass through this street in Canton,
even though it belies its names.

We shall never get accustomed to this constantly chang-
ing panorama; these odd people; these queer costumes;
these strange sights; these outrageous odors! Cologne
itself, with all its seventy smells, cannot for a moment
compare with Canton.

It is a wonder that the people are not exterminated by
typhoid fever and diphtlieria. There is no drainage to
spealc of, and what little there is lies immediately below the
flagstones over which we pass, and is very rarely, if ever,
flushed by running water. Strange to say, however, we are
told that the rate of mortality is not especially high in Can-
ton ; that there are many old people in the city and that it is
not often yisited by any sweeping pestilence. What wili



our doctors and sanitary engineers and plumbers, who make
life miserable for the householder, say to this?

If ever we have a little scarlet rash in tbe bouse amono-
tbe cbildren, or if the doctor can discover a wbite patch in
our tbroats, be at once declares tbat the plumbing is out of
order and tbe Health Department compels us to rip up the
floors and discover the cause of the affliction in some hidden
and undiscoverable lead pipe. The plumber is called in and
he declares that his rival who plumbed the house was a per-
fect idiot and knew nothing about sanitary engineering.
That means a bill of several hundred dollars for the most im-
proved style of pipes and traps and drains, and, as likely as
not, the next year scarlet fever attacks another child and
a white patch appears on the other side of our throats. Yet
these benighted people of Canton, who never heard of a
plumber, who know not liow to build a decent drain, and
are not initiated into the mysteries of patent traps, cut-offs,
and counter vents, live on century after century in their ill-
drained, foul-odored city, in blissful ignorance of what they
escape by not being sufficiently cmlized.

Some of the shops which interest us most as we pass
along the streets are the fish markets. The fish are all
brought to the market alive and wriggling. When a cus-
tomer comes along, he picks out the fish which he fancies in
the tank; the dealer dextrously captures him with a net,
splits and beheads him in sight of the customer who goes on
his way rejoicing, knowing that at least he will have fresh
fish for dinner.

The many little candy stands and booths for selling nuts
and cakes also interest us. There is a kind of soft yellow
cake made of beans which is greatly affected by the lower
class of Chinese, and which always bas a Ciiinese character
stamped on the top; there are peanut venders on whose



are arrangecl little piles of peanuts which are worth
one lcasp” (one-tentli of a cent) each, while other dealers
- nfine their attention to betel nuts, of which they carry
Lgtock in trade consisting of half a dozen nuts cut into

FISHING WITH CORMORANTS.

they are masticated. In other places we find row after
row of toy shops and little earthenware establishments,
where the largest thing of value will cost about one cent.

In fact, it would be interesting to see kow many things
on the streets of Canton could be bought for a cash. A
collection of suck articles would fili a cabinet with rare
curiosities. But let not any foreigner think he could make
such purchases. The thrifty Chinese dealer is sure that the
said foreigner’'s pockets are lined with gold and will charge
him at least ten times the true value of any article desired.
He can only get what he wants at a reasonable price by
sending a Chinaman for it and paying him a commission for
buying in the cheapest market.

In the large stores the “ cash” is not very much used,
but smali silver pieces, pennies and huge, dirty, ragged bank
bills; but the Street yenders and cheap Jacks on the side-



walk tracie, for tke most part, in cash alone, and one neetls
to carry an extra sedan chair to hotd his money if he
expects to make many purchases with these cumbrous coins.
The smali coinage, hovvever, is not so large here as it is
in Corea, or at least the precious metals are more used. |
am tolcl that in Corea the purchaser who goes to market
drives a cow before him to carry his cash, and if he expects
to make any considerable purchases, he must load two cows
with the necessary money. The cows carry his coins, but
he can carry his purchases home in his hands.

The royal family of Corea, it is said, desired to make a
missionary a present on the occasion of his marriage, since
the missionary had been serviceable to the emperor’s wife
when ill. What was the missionary’s surprise to find six
coolies come to his house each loaded down with a huge
chest of money whicli was all they could stagger under.
When he came to count his treasure, he found that his pres-
ent was a generous donation of $300, all in copper cash.

As we go along the streets in our sedan chairs, we excite
a great cleal of comment and amused attention from the
passers by and from the store-keepers as well. The little
Pilgrim, especially, attracts the notice of all the boys and
girls in Canton. When they catch sight of him in his chair,
they chuckle and giggle and point their fingers at him, and
laugh as if he was the funniest object they ever beheld. A
little imp with a long queue will scuttle into the house as we
go by, and cali his father and mother, his uncles and aunts,
and his brothers and sisters and cousins, to look at that
strange cavalcade, and especially at that little “ foreign
devil,” as he persists in calling the juvenile Pilgrim.

One would suppose that foreigners were so numerous in
the yicinity of Canton, they would excite no interest, but, as
a matter of fact, comparatively few of them are seen on the



ts of the native city. Ladies are an especial curiosity,

nd American boys are evidently most amusing and long-to-

h remembered creatures. It is very probable that some of

those slant-eyed little Celestials are still talking about that

smali boy in the Boston High School cap, and those absurd

short trousers and long stockings, and that queer American
reefer, who once passed through their streets.

mrSONERS IN A CANTON JAIL.

There are a few “ show places” in Canton, as there are
inevery city, wliich the traveler must not neglect, though |
must say that | always prefer first to get an idea of the way
the common people live, rather than to be dragged from
tempie to pagoda, and from pagoda to uniyersity b}r the
eager and loquacious guide. But that is one of Ah Cum’s
good points. He is wiiling that you should see what you
"a