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    Across Patagonia turns the restless desire to move freely into a sustained contest with the vastness of the southern continent, where wind-scoured plains, glacial valleys, and river-cut deserts press upon the traveler as surely as Victorian conventions about who may venture there, and the narrative sustains its energy by measuring courage against exposure, curiosity against risk, and the exhilaration of discovery against the limits—bodily, cultural, and cartographic—that make every mile both an act of self-definition and a negotiation with forces larger than any individual, as provisions, horses, weather, and uncertainty reshape intentions into improvised paths across an austere, mesmerizing horizon.

Across Patagonia is a travel memoir by Lady Florence Dixie, first published in 1880, that chronicles an expedition through the far south of South America, across regions now divided between Argentina and Chile. Situated firmly within nineteenth-century exploration literature, it balances personal adventure with observational reportage. The setting ranges from treeless steppe to mountain approaches and cold lakes, a geography whose harsh clarity gives the book its form. Written by a Scottish aristocrat who rejected the confines of conventional travel, it offers a rare perspective on Patagonia from a woman traveler in the late Victorian period, without casting itself as mere novelty.

At its simplest, the premise is direct: a small party undertakes an overland journey to experience Patagonia first-hand, traveling by horseback, camping in the open, and following rivers and passes toward less-known interiors. The narrative moves briskly, alternating daily progress with compact digressions on terrain, wildlife, weather, and the mechanics of travel. Lady Florence writes in a clear, forthright voice—practical in detail, exact in distances and time, yet able to turn suddenly expansive when the landscape demands it. The tone is confident and unsentimental, with flashes of dry humor, giving readers a vivid, physical sense of motion without romantic haze.

One of the book’s abiding themes is the testing of identity against place, particularly a woman’s claim to space historically reserved for men. Without ceremony or polemic, the narrative treats competence on horseback, endurance, and decision-making as simple facts, thereby unsettling expectations about femininity and fragility circulating in its era. Risk is acknowledged, but fear is kept on a short leash; fatigue, cold, and hunger become measures of resolve rather than excuses for retreat. This quiet reconfiguration of authority—earned through observation and action—makes the memoir a cornerstone in the history of women’s travel writing and adventure narratives.

Equally central is the book’s attentiveness to nonhuman forces. Weather is not backdrop but protagonist; wind dictates pace, water decides route, and distances stretch or compress according to light and footing. Horses, gear, and food are treated with the same precise care as rivers, birds, and the color of stone. Moments of pursuit and provisioning appear, reflecting practices of the day, yet the prevailing note is disciplined observation rather than spectacle. The result is an early example of travel writing that documents a demanding environment with clarity, inviting readers to consider how description, measurement, and movement create knowledge on the ground.

Because it emerges from a nineteenth-century imperial world, the book also carries the assumptions of its time. Encounters with local communities and references to Indigenous peoples are framed by the language and hierarchies familiar to Victorian readers, and modern audiences will recognize perspectives that warrant scrutiny. Reading Across Patagonia today involves appreciating its reportage while questioning the power dynamics that inform what is seen, valued, or omitted. The memoir thus functions as a rich historical document: it records landscapes and practices from a specific moment while underscoring how narratives of exploration participate in broader debates about territory, representation, and authority.

For contemporary readers, the memoir matters because it joins kinetic storytelling to a plainspoken record of confronting scale, limits, and possibility. It offers a model of travel writing that privileges doing and noticing over spectacle, and it invites reflection on gender, endurance, and responsibility in remote places. Its pages anticipate modern conversations about how to move through wild regions attentively, how to balance awe with care, and how to read accounts shaped by their contexts without losing their vitality. Approached critically and openly, Across Patagonia remains a bracing companion for anyone drawn to landscapes that expose and enlarge the self.
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    Published in 1880, Across Patagonia recounts Lady Florence Dixie’s overland expedition in southern South America, undertaken with a small party in the late 1870s. Writing as both participant and observer, she frames the journey as an inquiry into a region long distorted by rumor: a land of windswept plains, distant mountains, and supposedly fearsome inhabitants. The narrative opens with preparations and the motives that draw her south—curiosity, the appeal of open country, and a desire to test prevailing assumptions. She outlines an intended route from the Atlantic and the Strait of Magellan toward the interior, where lakes and the Andean foothills promised difficult travel and rare vistas.

Sea travel brings the party to the southern latitudes, where the weather, light, and sheer scale of the landscape make their first impression. Arriving at the settlement of Punta Arenas, known to mariners as Sandy Point, Dixie records the practicalities that shape exploration: procuring horses, hiring local expertise, and assembling provisions durable enough for weeks on the move. She weighs the colony’s precarious comfort against the uncertainties beyond its limits, noting how wind, cold, and sudden squalls govern every plan. Early reconnaissance along the coast and nearby plains introduces the wildlife and ground conditions that will define the tempo and risks of the expedition.

Once inland, the narrative settles into the cadence of travel across the pampas, with detailed accounts of loading pack animals, establishing camp, and navigating by river valleys and low ridges. The party relies on game for sustenance, pursuing guanaco and rhea while remaining wary of puma and foxes, and Dixie pauses to classify the animals and plants that break the seeming monotony. Bogs, gravel flats, and braided streams test horses and riders, while unrelenting wind punishes any exposed ridge. Through self-possession rather than bravado, she portrays endurance as a habit, recording mishaps, repairs, and small triumphs that slowly convert distance into knowledge of the ground.

Encounters with Indigenous Patagonians, often called Tehuelche, form a central strand of the book. Dixie describes camps, equestrian skill, and trade practices with attention to everyday detail rather than sensationalism. She disputes popular European exaggerations about stature and ferocity, emphasizing ordinary scale and the expectations of reciprocity that govern hospitality. Communication through interpreters and gestures allows for exchanges of food, horses, and news of routes, while also revealing how colonial incursions and commercial hunting unsettle older ways of life. Her tone seeks fairness, acknowledging curiosity and caution on both sides and urging readers to replace borrowed myths with observed realities.

As the expedition presses westward, mountains begin to dominate the horizon, and the narrative sharpens into a sequence of approaches and retreats dictated by terrain. Dixie charts routes along major rivers and towards large interior lakes, noting water color, shorelines, and the sudden appearance of forest after endless grass. Glimpses of ice-clad summits and drifting cloud convey proximity to the Andean wall without banishing uncertainty about passes or distances. River crossings become set pieces of calculation and risk, with swimmers, ferried gear, and watchful horsemanship. Storms test tents and tempers, and brief calms permit catalogues of birds, rock, and changing light.

Pivotal decisions about whether to advance or turn back illuminate the expedition’s inner dynamics. Equipment failures, supply shortages, and fatigue force careful triage of objectives, and Dixie records both the exhilaration of progress and the prudence of restraint. She treats her own role as a rebuttal to fashionable doubts about women’s resilience, not in manifesto form but through an accumulation of hard miles and competent judgment. The narrative balances sporting episodes with reflective passages on risk and responsibility. Without turning the book into a survey report, she nonetheless fixes key bearings, adds to geographic knowledge, and marks routes that later travelers would recognize.

The closing chapters follow the return to settled ground and the voyage away, drawing out the contrasts between frontier exposure and the ordered routines of a port. Dixie’s concluding reflections stress how attention, persistence, and courtesy yielded more than bravado ever could, and how firsthand observation corrects exaggerations about climate, people, and distance. Across Patagonia endures as an early English-language account of the far south by a woman traveler who writes with clarity about both hardship and pleasure. Its broader resonance lies in challenging complacent narratives—about geography, gender, and empire—while preserving the immediacy of campfire, saddle, and horizon without exhausting their mystery.
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    Across Patagonia, published in 1880, records Lady Florence Dixie’s journey through the southern reaches of South America in the late 1870s. Dixie, a Scottish-born aristocrat, journalist, and advocate of women’s rights, traveled with a small party across territories now divided between Argentina and Chile. The setting is the windswept plateaus, river valleys, and Andean foothills collectively known as Patagonia. Her account emerged from Victorian Britain’s vigorous market for travel narratives, fostered by newspapers, circulating libraries, and geographical societies that popularized exploration. The memoir situates a British traveler within sparsely administered frontier zones, where local authorities, military garrisons, missionaries, traders, and ranchers operated with limited oversight.

During Dixie’s visit, Patagonia lay at the center of state-building drives by Argentina and Chile. In Argentina, the Conquest of the Desert advanced between 1878 and the mid-1880s under Julio Argentino Roca, expanding national control over indigenous lands in the Pampas and Patagonia. Chile consolidated authority in Magallanes and intensified campaigns in Araucanía. The international boundary in the south remained unsettled until the 1881 treaty clarified large sections. Indigenous peoples, including Tehuelche and Mapuche groups, navigated shifting alliances and pressures from military columns, settlers, and traders. This volatile backdrop shaped routes, supplies, and local intermediaries available to foreign travelers moving across the region.

British economic links to the Southern Cone contextualize Dixie’s itinerary and audience. By the 1870s, British capital financed Argentine railways, ports, and meat- and grain-export infrastructure, while British merchants dominated shipping and insurance. In the far south, sheep ranching expanded across Santa Cruz and Tierra del Fuego, drawing on techniques and investors connected to the Falkland Islands. Punta Arenas, founded as a Chilean penal colony in 1848, evolved into a provisioning and trading center astride the Strait of Magellan. Before the Panama Canal opened in 1914, this strait carried significant international traffic, bringing naval vessels, steamers, and migrants to remote Patagonian anchorages.

Victorian gender norms made women’s independent travel exceptional, yet a growing readership embraced female-authored journeys. Figures such as Isabella Bird published bestselling accounts in the 1870s, demonstrating a market for women’s voices in exploration literature. Dixie herself worked as a journalist and later reported from South Africa for the Morning Post, underscoring her professional engagement with news and empire. Field sports, natural history, and endurance tests were celebrated in British periodicals as markers of character. Against that backdrop, a woman leading or co-organizing arduous travel and hunting in Patagonia challenged expectations while still speaking to familiar genres prized by metropolitan readers.

Patagonia had long occupied British scientific and literary imagination. Charles Darwin’s Voyage of the Beagle (1839) drew attention to its geology, fossils, and fauna, while Robert FitzRoy’s hydrographic surveys charted coasts and channels. Later explorers, including Francisco “Perito” Moreno in the 1870s, mapped interior lakes and passes, and George Chaworth Musters’s At Home with the Patagonians (1871) offered ethnographic observations of Tehuelche life. Mission efforts, notably those linked to the South American Missionary Society, maintained outposts in Tierra del Fuego. This scientific, cartographic, and missionary context supplied references, routes, and expectations for travelers, shaping how landscapes and peoples were described.

Steamship networks connected Britain to the Río de la Plata and onward to the Strait of Magellan through companies such as the Royal Mail Steam Packet Company and the Pacific Steam Navigation Company. From coastal hubs, travelers secured guides, horses, and pack animals to cross trackless steppe and ford braided rivers. Sparse settlements—Chilean administrative posts at Punta Arenas, Argentine outposts along the Santa Cruz, and scattered estancias—provided supplies and news. Seasonal weather, sudden winds, and limited cartography complicated logistics. Telegraph lines were expanding elsewhere in the Southern Cone but remained thin in Patagonia, reinforcing reliance on local knowledge and self-sufficiency.

Late Victorian readers consumed exploration, big-game, and natural-history writing alongside moral debates about empire. Humanitarian organizations such as the Aborigines’ Protection Society, founded in 1837, publicized abuses and urged restraint in colonial frontiers, influencing public discourse without halting expansion. Learned societies promoted collection and classification, while illustrated weeklies amplified sensational feats. Within this media environment, authors blended observation with performance of credibility—citing distances, bearings, and specimens—to satisfy skeptical audiences. A female author operating in that sphere negotiated both curiosity and condescension, positioning her narrative to command authority while acknowledging the hazards and contingencies of travel far from metropolitan oversight.

Across Patagonia preserves a snapshot of the southern frontier just before accelerated pastoral expansion and firm national boundaries transformed it. The work reflects late nineteenth‑century British fascination with wilderness, sport, and science, while its author’s presence complicates gender conventions by claiming space in activities coded as masculine. Descriptions of landscapes, animals, and encounters draw on prevailing scientific and ethnographic frameworks, revealing the assumptions and curiosity of the era. At the same time, the narrative records logistical realities and local intermediaries that underpinned travel, offering insights into a region in transition and into how Victorian observers interpreted distant territories and peoples.
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WHY PATAGONIA?—GOOD-BYE—THE START—DIRTY WEATHER—LISBON—THE ISLAND OF PALMA[1]—PERNAMBUCO[2].





"Patagonia! who would ever think of going to such a place[1q]?" "Why, you will be eaten up by cannibals!" "What on earth makes you choose such an outlandish part of the world to go to?" "What can be the attraction?" "Why, it is thousands of miles away, and no one has ever been there before, except Captain Musters, and one or two other adventurous madmen!" 

These, and similar questions and exclamations I heard from the lips of my friends and acquaintances, when I told them of my intended trip to Patagonia, the land of the Giants, the land of the fabled Golden City of Manoa. What was the attraction in going to an outlandish place so many miles away? The answer to the question was contained in its own words. Precisely because it was an outlandish place and so far away, I chose it[2q]. Palled for the moment with civilisation and its surroundings, I wanted to escape somewhere, where I might be as far removed from them as possible. Many of my readers have doubtless felt the dissatisfaction with oneself, and everybody else, that comes over one at times in the midst of the pleasures of life; when one wearies of the shallow artificiality of modern existence; when what was once excitement has become so no longer, and a longing grows up within one to taste a more vigorous emotion than that afforded by the monotonous round of society's so-called "pleasures."

Well, it was in this state of mind that I cast round for some country which should possess the qualities necessary to satisfy my requirements, and finally I decided upon Patagonia as the most suitable. Without doubt there are wild countries more favoured by Nature in many ways. But  nowhere else are you so completely alone. Nowhere else is there an area of 100,000 square miles which you may gallop over, and where, whilst enjoying a healthy, bracing climate, you are safe from the persecutions of fevers, friends, savage tribes, obnoxious animals, telegrams, letters, and every other nuisance you are elsewhere liable to be exposed to. To these attractions was added the thought, always alluring to an active mind, that there too I should be able to penetrate into vast wilds, virgin as yet to the foot of man. Scenes of infinite beauty and grandeur might be lying hidden in the silent solitude of the mountains which bound the barren plains of the Pampas, into whose mysterious recesses no one as yet had ever ventured. And I was to be the first to behold them!—an egotistical pleasure, it is true; but the idea had a great charm for me, as it has had for many others. Thus, under the combined influence of the above considerations, it was decided that Patagonia was to be the chosen field of my new experiences.

My party consisted of Lord Queensberry and Lord James Douglas, my two brothers, my husband, and myself, and a friend, Mr. J. Beerbohm, whose book, Wanderings in Patagonia, had just been published when we left England. We only took one servant with us, knowing that English  servants inevitably prove a nuisance and hindrance in expeditions of the kind, when a great deal of "roughing it" has to be gone through, as they have an unpleasant knack of falling ill at inopportune moments.

Our outfit was soon completed, and shipped, together with our other luggage, on board the good ship "Britannia," which sailed from Liverpool on the 11th December 1878. We ourselves were going overland to join her at Bordeaux, as we thereby had a day longer in England. Then came an unpleasant duty, taking leave of our friends. I hate saying good-bye. On the eve of a long journey one cannot help thinking of the uncertainty of everything in this world. The voice that bids you God-speed may, before you return, perhaps be silent for ever. The face of each friend who grasps your hand vividly recalls some scene of pleasant memory. Now it reminds you of some hot August day among the purple hills of Scotland, when a good bag, before an excellent lunch, had been followed by some more than usually exciting sport. The Highlands had never looked so beautiful, so merry a party had never clambered down the moors homeward, so successful a day had never been followed by so jolly an evening; and then, with a sigh, as your  friend leaves you, you ask yourself, "Shall I ever climb the moors again?" Now it is to Leicestershire that your memory reverts. The merry blast of the huntsman's horn resounds, the view-halloa rings out cheerily on the bright crisp air of a fine hunting morning; the fox is "gone away," you have got a good start, and your friend has too. "Come on," he shouts, "let us see this run together!" Side by side you fly the first fence, take your horse in hand, and settle down to ride over the broad grass country. How distinctly you remember that run, how easily you recall each fence you flew together, each timber-rail you topped, and that untempting bottom you both got so luckily and safely over, and above all, the old farm-yard, where the gallant fox yielded up his life. Meanwhile, with a forced smile and a common-place remark, you part; and together, perhaps, you may never hear the huntsman's horn, never charge the ox-fence, never strive to be foremost in the chase again!

With these thoughts passing through my mind I began to wonder why I wanted to leave England. I remembered for the moment only the pleasant features of the past, and remembering them, forgot the feelings and circumstances which had prompted me to embark on my present enterprise. The  stern sex will possibly reprehend this exhibition of female fickleness of purpose. May I urge in its palliation that my weakness scarcely lasted longer than it has taken me to write this?

14th December.—On a cold, rainy afternoon we steamed down from Bordeaux in a little tender to join the "Britannia," which was anchored off Pauillac. We were soon alongside, and were welcomed on board by Captain Brough, under whose guidance we inspected, with a good deal of interest, the fine ship which was to be our home for some time. It would be superfluous for me to describe the excellent internal arrangements on board; few of my readers, I imagine, but are acquainted, either from experience or description, with the sumptuous and comfortable fittings-up of an Ocean passenger-steamer.

Soon the anchor was up—the propeller was in motion, and our nerves had hardly recovered from the shock inflicted by the report of the gun which fired the parting salute, ere Pauillac was scarcely distinguishable in the mist and rain astern. By the time dinner was over we were altogether out of sight of land, the rain was still falling heavily, and prognostications of dirty weather were being indulged in by the sailors. Giving a last look at the night, I turned into the  captain's cosy deck-house, where I found my companions deep in the intricacies and wranglings of a rubber at whist, in which I, too, presently took a hand. As time went on, indications that it was getting rather rough were not wanting, in the swaying of the ship and the noise of the wind; but so comfortable were we in our little cabin, with the curtains drawn and lamps lit, that we were quite astonished when the captain paid us a visit at about nine o'clock, and told us that it was blowing a regular gale.

The words were hardly out of his mouth when the ship heeled suddenly over under a tremendous shock, which was followed by a mighty rush of water along the decks. We ran out, thinking we must have struck a rock. The night was as black as pitch, and the roaring of the wind, the shouts of the sailors, and the wash of the water along the decks, heightened with their deafening noise, the anxiety of the moment. Fortunately the shock we had experienced had no worse cause than an enormous sea, which had struck the ship forward, and swept right aft, smashing whatever opposed its destructive course, and bending thick iron stanchions as if they had been mere wires.

As soon as the hubbub attendant on this  incident had somewhat subsided, thankful that it had been no worse, we returned to our game at whist, which occupied us till eleven o'clock, at which hour, "all lights out" being the order of the ship, we turned into our cabins to sleep the first night of many on board the "Britannia."

The next day was fine and sunny, and so the weather continued till we reached Lisbon, three days after leaving Bordeaux, when it grew rather rough again. At Lisbon we remained a day, taking in coal and fresh provisions—and then once more weighed anchor, not to drop it again till the shores of the New World should have been reached.

Just as it was beginning to dawn on the morning of the second day after leaving Lisbon, I was awakened by the speed of the vessel being reduced to half its usual ratio, for so accustomed does one become in a short time to the vibration of the screw, that any change from its ordinary force immediately disturbs one's sleep. Looking out of my cabin-window I could see that we were close to land, so, dressing hurriedly, I went on deck. We seemed to be but a stone's-throw from an island, whose bold rugged heights rose up darkly against the pale light that shone in the morning sky. At one point of the shore the  revolving light of a beacon flashed redly at intervals, growing fainter and fainter each time, as day slowly broke, and a golden haze began to flood the eastern horizon. In the darkness the island looked like a huge bare rock, but daylight showed it clothed in tolerably luxuriant vegetation. The presence of man was indicated by the little white houses, which could be distinguished nestling in crannies of its apparently steep green slopes. This was the island of Palma, one of the Canary group, and small though it looked, it numbers a good many inhabitants, and furnishes a fair contingent of emigrants to the River Plate, where "Canarios," as they are called, are favourably looked upon, being a skilful, industrious race.

The days slipped quickly by, and soon, as we neared the equator, it began to grow intensely hot. Christmas Day spent in the tropics did not rightly appear as such, though we kept it in the orthodox manner, the head-steward preparing quite a banquet, at which much merriment reigned, and many speeches were spoken.

We arrived at Pernambuco on the 28th December, but did not go on shore, as we were only stopping in the port a couple of hours, and were told, moreover, that there is nothing to be  seen when one is there. We amused ourselves watching the arrival of some fresh Brazilian passengers, who were going with us to Rio. The extensiveness of their get-up might have vied with that of Solomon "in all his glory"—but tall hats, white trousers, and frock-coats seemed ludicrously out of place on board ship. Not less funny was the effusiveness of their affectionate leave-takings. At parting they clasped their friends to their breasts, interchanging kisses in the most pathetic manner, and evincing an absence of mauvaise honte in the presence of us bystanders, which was at once edifying and refreshing. Autres pays, autres mœurs.

Some boatmen came alongside, bringing baskets of the celebrated Pernambuco white pineapples. We bought some of this fruit, which we thought delicious: it is the only tropical fruit which, in my opinion, can vie with European kinds. "Luscious tropical fruit" sounds very well, as does "the flashing Southern Cross;" but nearer acquaintance with both proves very disappointing, and dispels any of the illusions one may have acquired respecting them, from the over-enthusiastic descriptions of imaginative travellers. Very soon the captain came off shore again, with the mails, etc. A bell was rung, the fruit-vendors  were bundled over the side of the ship, chattering and vociferating—last kisses were interchanged by the Brazilian passengers and their friends, up went the anchor, round went the screw, bang! went our parting salute, and, thank God, we are off again, with a slight breeze stealing coolingly over us, doubly grateful after the stifling heat which oppressed us while at anchor. 
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BAHIA—RIO DE JANEIRO—RIO HARBOUR—THE TOWN—AN UPSET—TIJUCA—A TROPICAL NIGHT—MORE UPSETS—SAFETY AT LAST.





A day after leaving Pernambuco we dropped anchor again; this time in the magnificent "Bahia de todos los Santos," the ample dimensions of which make its name a not inapposite one. Bahia itself is built on a high ridge of land, which runs out into the sea, and forms a point at the entrance of the harbour. The town is half hidden among huge banana trees and cocoanut palms, and seen from on board looks picturesque enough. After breakfast our party went on shore, accompanied by the captain, and for an hour or so we walked about the streets and markets of the lower town, which stands at the base of the ridge above mentioned. We found it as dirty and ugly as could well be, and our sense of smell had no little violence done to it by the disagreeable odours which  pervaded the air. There was a great deal of movement going on everywhere, and the streets swarmed with black slaves, male and female, carrying heavy loads of salt meat, sacks of rice, and other merchandise to and from the warehouses which lined the quays. They all seemed to be very happy, to judge by their incessant chatter and laughter, and not overworked either, I should think, for they were most of them plump enough, the women especially being many of them almost inconveniently fat. Finding little to detain us in the lower town, we had ourselves transported to the upper in an hydraulic lift, which makes journeys up and down every five minutes.

Then we got into a mule-tramway, which bowled us along the narrow streets at a famous pace. Soon getting clear of the dirty town, we drove along a pleasant high-road, on either side of which stood pretty little villas, shaded by palms and banana-trees, and encircled by trim well-kept gardens, bright with a profusion of tropical flowers. Now and then we could catch a glimpse of the sea too, and as we went along we found the tram was taking us out to the extreme point of the ridge mentioned above. Before we reached it we had to change our  conveyance once or twice, as occasionally we came to a descent so steep that carriages worked up and down by hydraulic machinery had been established to ply in conjunction with the ordinary mule-trams. At last we were set down close to the seashore, near a lighthouse which stands in a commanding position on the point. The view which was now before us was a splendid one; the immense bay lay at our feet, and beyond spread the ocean, dotted with the tiny white sails of numberless catamarans, as the queer native fishing-boats are called, which looked like white gulls resting on its blue waters. But the heat in the open was so overpowering that we soon had to take refuge in a little café close by, where we had some luncheon, after which we went back to Bahia the way we had come, by no means sorry to get on board the cool, clean ship again. Half an hour after our arrival the anchor was weighed, and we steamed off, en route for Rio de Janeiro.

New Year's Day, like Christmas Day, was passed at sea, and we celebrated it with much festivity. Altogether our life on board was a most agreeable one, thanks to the kindness and attentions of the captain and his officers, and the days flew by with surprising rapidity. Four days after leaving Bahia we sighted land off Rio, at an  early hour of the morning. Anxious to lose nothing of the scenery, I had risen at about four o'clock, and certainly I had no reason to repent of my eagerness. We had passed Cape Frio, and were steaming along a line of coast which runs from the cape up to the opening of the bay. Thick mists hung over the high peaks and hills, shrouding their outlines, and along the shore the surf broke with a sullen roar against the base of the cliffs which fell abruptly down to the sea. As yet all was grey and indistinct. But presently the sun, which for a long time had been struggling with the mists, shone victoriously forth; the fog disappeared as if by magic, disclosing, bathed in the glow of sunrise, a grand scene of palm-covered cliffs and mountains, which rose, range beyond range, as far as the eye could reach. In front of us lay Rio Harbour, with the huge Paõ de Agucar, or Sugar Loaf Mountain[3], standing like a gigantic sentry at its entrance. In shape it is exactly like the article of grocery from which it takes its name, and rises abruptly, a solid mass of smooth rock, to a height of 1270 feet. Its summit, long considered inaccessible, was reached by some English middies a few years ago. Much to the anger and disgust of the inhabitants of Rio, these adventurous youngsters planted the Union Jack on the  highest point of the Loaf, and there it floated, no one daring to go up to take it down, till a patriotic breeze swept it away. Directly opposite is the Fort Santa Cruz, which, with its 120 guns, forms the principal defence of the harbour. Soon we were gliding past it, and threading our way through the numerous craft which studded the bay, we presently dropped anchor in front of Rio, and found ourselves at leisure to examine the harbour, one of the finest and largest in the world. Covering a space of sixteen miles in a north and south direction, it gradually widens from about three-quarters of a mile at its entrance to fifteen miles at its head. The town stands on the western side of the bay, at about two miles from its entrance. It is backed by a high range of mountains, and, as seen from the bay, nestling amidst oceans of green, presents a most pleasing appearance. The harbour is dotted with little islands, and all along its shores are scattered villages, country seats, and plantations.

As soon as the captain had got through his duties we took our places in his boat, and started off for the shore. On landing at a slippery, dirty, stone causeway, we were surrounded by a crowd of negroes, who jabbered and grinned and gesticulated like so many monkeys. Making our way  through their midst, we passed by the market-place, and then, threading a number of hot, dirty, little streets, we at last got into the main street of the town, which was rather broad, and shaded on either side by a row of trees.

The public buildings at Rio are all distinguished by their peculiar ugliness. They are mostly painted yellow, a hue which
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