
A LL HALLOWS IN THE WEST.

walked all round the walls and got into the chairs again and went
down very steep steps until we got to the level ground, and then
we wet to the "City of the Dead," which was really wonderful. It
was a snall, walled city, all the floors were paved, and the houses
were all white, and there were flowers in pots on flower stands on
both sides of the streets. Each house was just one roomn witb the
door open, so we went i, and all we saw was a bare table with a
cup of tea on iL. It was in front of a chair with a tablet giving
the person's pedigree. On eit-her side of the roon was a curtain
before a little opening. In the one on the left there was a bowl of
water on a siall table, and against the wall on either side was a
little table wtib two chairs for the dead man's spirit to cone and
talk confortably with bis friends. Tbhen bebind the other curtain
was the coffin, raised on blocks of stone. Somne of these coffins
are very valuable, oie tiat we saw cost $3000, that is, $1500 Cana-
dian money. It vas that of the late Viceroy's wife, and was made
of plain black lacquer.

After this we went througb the Tartar city, where the streets
were wvider, and the people are taller and fairer than the Cantonesz,
but very lazy. They are all soldiers, but wvear no uniforis and
are badly paid.

After this we made our way back to the ship again in the iiatii,
and rain it was, with, a veangeance! We got soakld throughi,
though the chairs had covers, and the people ini the streets Lad to
take off tieir rain hats to let us pass, or lift their unibrellas hligh
up over us. Vhen we got to the slip we met sone people we
knew who lad got lost, and one man missed the boat altogetier
and lad to get a late boat to Hong Kong.

'Tlhe wind is blowing pretty liard now, but on the "Chita'' we
had a typhoonî. I feel so proud of having been iii oune. It was lot
serious, but quite bad enougli. I wanted to be in ene, but I do iot
want a second-it stove iii two portholes in the saloon. Father
and I were on deck and a wave came over on our backs before wc
knew where we were, and floated our chairs, but it did iot do more
barm than give us a ducking.

Y ours............
Maud lamersley.

(Fromt a girl-friend living on one of the Sandwich Islands.)
Suva, Sandwich Islands. Janutary 28, 1906.

Dear J--
Thank you so mucli for the postcard, I ani so glad to have a

picture of your school.

You cannot know how nucl we miss the Canadian seasons.
Witlh us January is harvest time! Last Sunday we lad a larvest
Anthemî, "While the Earth Remaineth." They crush the sugar
cane here also this nonth; the drought has beei disastrous to all
groving things.

My sister and brother are away spending the holidays in Van-
uca Lebi, the second largest islanîd in this group. J is staying
at Lanbasa at a sngar estate, and A- is at Bau-lai-lai, on a
cocoaiut plantation.


