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L
EN ROUTE

A tropicaL Christmas on Long Island,
and a New Year's day in New York that
might have passed muster for a Flonda
May-day, had only whetted our thirst for
a Southern winter. This could not last
long; such weather was unseasonable ;
we wanted to go where it was seasonable,
A trip in Southern waters ; warm weather
the second day out; no fogs, no Banks
to pass, none of the terrors of the North
Atlantic, — that was our happy pro-
aramme.

We sailed out of the harbor en a balmy

morning, straing of music and scent of
I



A CORNER OF SI'AIN

flowers filling the ajr. The Kuser is a
fine ship, the cabing are full of apphances
for comtort, enough furniture for an ordi-
nary sleeping-room, and as much free
space [or moving ahout as in an average
New York drawing-room,  We sat down
toour first meal with a buoyant fecling
that we had macde a wisc choice in taking
the Mediterrancan route; our fellow-
vovagers' faces expressed the same happy
conviction.

Adas, belore nightfall, we saw it all
o ‘ww antre arl. Fo be bocel, *the North
Pole wasn't in it as our jaundiced
Woestern neighbor at table saul.  Give
me the North Atlantic every time. Give
me Banks, fogs, iccbergs. I know all
about "em, and I have n't expected any-
thing clse, but deliver me {rom “trips in
Southern waters ' crustad  with icicles,
from “warm weather the second day out’
that cuts like n kunife, and from all such
"tropical seas ' as these "
For s dreadbul days, no one, not even
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the embittered Westerner, left his berth ;
in all the abject misery of prolonged
seasickness there was plenty of time to
ask, Had the decision to leave home been
such a wise one? In the dead unhappy
nizht the great waves broke on the deck
over the cabin with the roar of artillery.
With nerves grown wild listening to the
racing of the screw, your imagination was
not above dwelling upon possibilities of
all kinds. Might there not be a secret
bit of mechanism hidden hy anarchist
fiends in some innocuous-looking bale of
merchandise m the hold, ticking its way
out, till it struck the ship’s hour of doom ?
Might there not be some low-lying derelict
stealthily coming towards us under cover
of the inky blackness, to stab our good
Kaiser under the filth rib like another
Joab and send us to the bettom? Put-
ting derelicts and dynamite and home-
sickness out of the question, we were
paying a high price for the subtle plea-
sure of foreign travel and its mental
3
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stimulus, The abandoned squalor and in-
delicacy of a scasick cabin; the crash-
ing of crockery; the rolling about of
steamer-trunks, valises, medicine-chests :
the discomiort of wimatte berths, and
sore amd Dbruised limbs; the horror of
cold scraps of food swallowed without
lifting the head; a dominant sense of
degradation and diserder, —all this had
to be paid for the coveted enlargement
of experience, for gratifying the lust of
change, for the sweetness of going where
by nature and Providence we did not scem
intended to mo,

Six, nearly seven days of this, and then
the storm abated and the sea went down.
Sick and wretched betngs crawled on
deck into the brilliant sunshine ; the deck
stewards  began  their  belated  reign g
steamer-chairs and rugs became matters
of interest.  Late on Friday we passed
in and out among the ravishing Azores,
not near enowrh “to see the whites of our
encmy’s eyes,” but quite close enough to

4
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atlmire the whiteness of his pretey houses,
and the picturesquenecss of his mountain
roads, and to hear the roar of the great
surf that beat upon his rocky sides,

By this time the air was balmy, and
from that on, *“ Southern waters "' were no
fiction. People walked about the broad
decks without wraps and without hats in
the equally exquisite sunlight and moon-
light. We dined on deck, and lay in our
steamer-chairs till all hours at night
Every day some new “stowaway ™ crept
up and looked about; there was good
music, there were pretty children, there
were queer people to look at, and even
pleasant ones to talk to. The jolly cap-
tain rolled about and chaffed everybody.
It was the very poetry of sea-going : never
such stars, never such soft life-giving
winds ; what one ate and drank was nec-
tar and ambrosia, and ene had the appetite
of childhood to eat and drink it with.
But it was not the second day out, as the
prospectus said, and it was on the teath
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