
Tu£ MONTKLY RECORD or

the Bay of Bengal we sailed, now as
calma a duck-pond, but at timesdread-
ed by mariners, swept as it is at certain
seasonu by gales and cyclones, and
abounding in treacherois and constantly
shifting currents. The first point we
touched at was Akyab, in the province
of Âaracan, conquered by us in the first
Burmese war in 1824. In the harbour,
the Stars and Stripes were fly ing from
three masthcads. 1 acarcely k new witb
what feelings to regard this national
emblema of your neighibours. The first
feeling was aLmnost one of affection; it
seerned as if an old friend was near.
But this feeling did flot lat long. If the

1.S. are our neighibours, they are not
neighbourly; you cannet long regard as
a friend the people ivho encourage eut-
tbroats, and receive at their "lWhite
Bouse" ,jail-bird scoundrels, who, if they
had theïr due, would neyer sce the sun,
gave through prison-bars. If the U. S.
would only Illet us alone," one could
without difficulty preserve at least an
equilibrium of mine tbcmwards, or even
get up a positive liking; but as itis,I1
confeu, tat, as a Caiàadian, 1 have a
somnewhat positive feeling towards thein
that iS NOT a liki ng So 1 soon turned
the beau away,' siînghing to think that as
a patriot I could not fel kindly towards
a neighbou.

Landing in the afternoon, I drove up
to the Telegraph Office to send a tele-
grain bark ïo Calcutta-for therc was
somne one bhere who had a right to be
anXiOus-s.ayi,.n that 1 was gettin~
stronger evcry lour, in proof of %vhic
was the fact, Most significa-it to smokers,
that on the prcvious evc'iing I had
smoked a cheroot, a feat I hall not ae-
complished for wecks. Driving through
Akyab, one was struck by the varc-ty of
the nationalities and mixed races reprvsented ini its streets. Ilere was John
Chinaman with his broad, good-humour-
ed, materialistic face, shaved pate and
long pig-tail, industriously hammering
away at hisboots, for John is a born slioe-
maker, there was awily Bengali Mahajun
(merchant) swindling the "Inarives ;"
here wcre representatives of the abori-

ginal'tribes, Mujgs, Howlong, &c. ; there
were Mfussulmans and low castes from
Madras, energetie workers; and there,
too, were the Buirmese wbose specialty
everywhere seema to be the saine, doing

notbing. Besides these, you could de-
teet signs of combinations between ail
these races, resuits of inter-marriages
that seemed to recognize no huaiit.-
Akyab is itself a beautiful spot, and is
the port of a magnficenkt rice-growingp
district; but I fancey there is little in
connection with it which would l>e
interesting, to the readers of the Record;
so !et us on to Ranqon, the capital of
British Burmah. A city tbiî ii nuaruy
ways rcmarkable-note-worthy for its
trade, its rapid inecase, its manifest
signs of future greatness, and above aIL
for its Il Grand Pagoda," or Budidiuiçt
Temple, the centre of the reverence and
worship of ail the Burmnese. Probably
the first tbing that strikes a stranger ini
Rangoon is that thougli you are in the
capital of Buruah you seldoni sec a
Burmese engagced in any wrork. 'ley
are nîaghty at smoking tieir littlc blatck
knock-down cigars, at Sitting on their
haunches, and at doing nothing. Prob-
ably tLere is not a lazier race en the
globe. You look at the men who art
dischargng the c.argo; they are al Ma-
drassees. 'You drive along the strand;
ail the enterprising SI opkeepers are
Chinainen. You enquire for a skilled
labourer; every SUI. d labourer is ci ther
a Madrassee or Chinainan. Where are
the Burmese, then, and what do tlaey
do? They qre everywhere, and, as far
as a stranger can sec, they do nothing.
Thscre is a great row of thein Sitting
along the wharf, staring ini an abstracted
way at thre passengers; in the Bazaars
you vrull see multitudes of theun, but so
uttcrly abstracted, so, apparently unin-
tere.-ted in mundano matters, that you
feel it would be breaking in uponi the
enjoymients of a yhilosopher, or recalling
froru Isful Nirvana (the Buddhis:
futur(- rzate and very closely reseînbling
annihilation) to ask thse price of that
handkcerchief of Chinese stik, or tîsat bis
vits a series of boxes inside of curious
native manufacture. The Captain of
our steamer told mne that lie had neyer
seen a Burmese put a hand to thse loading
or unloadling of a 'vesse). Fine, stal-
worth fcllows thcy are, too, and quite
able to work if only wilhing, and un-
able only with thse inability of unwilliAg-
ness. I don't won(ler at thei accspting
Buddhismn. Perfect RtEPOSE is what
they desire, and thse Nirvana of Buddha


