
Th~e nocktxw

where a deep, deep blue. As our
tcurse was out of the route of usuat
'.cean traffic, we sighted only two
vessel% belo'iging to our line. And
then %ve hiad opportunity to take ini

We are judges rit last, wve have
beten fascinated. The beautiful

i enoritas! What delirious eyes,
%vhat depth of olive co.mplexion.
%what wvealtb of expression, wvhat
uharm of mnanners! I no longer
wonder that Byron lost bis head.

%hnhe described the affluence of
Spansh charms. And yet 1 haven't
altogether rid myseif of admiration

4f-hLaof taie n ows. fBot
Lad be y of thien Sn. But

Parisian Schools rit New York
Colleges, for their homes iii Cur-
acao nearly made me traitor. A
'iew scene opened up, for wve
ighted land rit last. St. Domingo
)> the right, Puerto Rica to the
-ft, and Noua to the front of us.

W e'ither, July like, air halmy,
invigorating. Sea a deep fatbom-
less blue, sky clear, trade wirds
beginning to be feut. Nothing but
ece.sl Eeee beth is adet
eces caud eedth is erfet

jsweet life. The sea bas embraced
my spirit. I amn wedded to its
burnisbed blue. Does a tropical

mi sun set? It slowly glides into the
furthest beavens on our horizon,
wthrmometero sboled8 n theOu
tha blaeof niolten go2 inurh

shade, 82 in the water. The negro
deck-wenches slopped about bare-
fouted, sbirtless, wearing little more

~tthan a picturesque grin. Passen-
ti gers lolled in the sweet breev'e,

[~arrayed in clothing of spotless-
white. And as t1ue sun sank like a
brand of living flame, burniniz its
way into the sea, I feit that 1 had
experienced the beginning of a
newv life, if flot an entrance to a
better world. On Friday Curacao
Island wvas sighted, and we reg-

tr'etted that the termination of our
pleasant voyage bad corne all too

-soon. Vie land. Wbat a change?
SHere is a street before us filled

with burros, women, boys, dogs,
Sramshackle carniages, hens, goats,

naked girls, sl1irtless babies, vege-
tables, sacks, cask.7, barrels-alI
redolent with nauseating odors.
NL1egrcsses bear on their heads
loaves of black solid bread frorn
the early morning ovens, wbile
their hands are occupied in the
manufacture of huge cigarettes for
imniediate home use. Children
dart betwveen your legs in chase of
stray goats and cbickens. Young
and hîdeously pretty negresses ply
their needles awkwardly as tbey sit
upon the pavement, wearing a
length of gaudy cotton wound
around their beads, with niuch less
upon their bodies. They srnoke
rnonstrous cigars continuouisly. A
crowd of squalling Spanisb, French
and Hollanid speaking negroes and
%vhites follow us as if we were a
circus. The wvhole of the narrow
street is occupied by a tramway.
A car drawn by two jackasses,
runs every baif hour, and when it
does everyone leaves the street to
]et it pass. The track is two feet
%vide, and tbe car wbich is covered,
bas a width of four feet, and
accommodates a dozen passengers.
We accept its service, and after
niaking a good start are detained
on a back street while the con-
ductor takes bis dinner. This
consumes tinie, but gives oppor-
tunity for observation. We se
that every tradesman plies bis
occupation on the street. The
tailor is working rit bis clotb, the
blacksmith at bis forge, the watcb-
maker rit bis wares, and the baker
at bis oven. Filthy bouses have
drîven then out of doors. But I
rnust refrain, and leave to another
letter a relation of my furtber
experien ces."


