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be hoped that every steamer that crosses the

Atlantic does something similar.

I must own, however, that the nearer I

approached England the more I felt ashamed

of my native land. The weather was

villainous. It rained every day, and the

worst of it was, I had had the audacity to

assure the Americans on board that we had

dry weather in England, that occasionally we

saw the sun, and that we were not a web-

footed race. Fortunately, at the time of

writing this I have not yet encountered any

of my American friends, or I should feel, as

they say, uncommonly mean. However, the

weather was fine enough to admit of a good

look at Bishop's Rock, the name of the

lighthouse at the Scilly Isles, where we got

our first sight of land
;
you can imagine how

we all rushed on deck to see that. In fine

weather, I say, by all means return from

America in one of the fine, steady, well-built

ships of the Monarch Line The scenery is


