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was certainly more luxuriant. One

curiously rounded mountain peak

went by the name of The Devil's

Thumb. We landed at seven o'clock,

in the cool of the morning, and the

delicious fragrance of the air left an

abiding impression. After some dis-

cussion as to the best manner of

spending our last day ashore, we

decided to hire a little steam launch

and go up the River Rewa as far

as the sugar factory and .antation.

This we did, and saw amongst other

novelties the scarlet and black land

crabs that live in holes along the

mud banks on either side, as well as

the oysters clinging to the branching

roots of the mangroves.
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