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ROUND ABOUT RIO.

GETTING TO A NUNNERY.

One seldom finds in Italy a spot of ground more agreeable than
another that is not covered with a convent.—ADDISON.

“TS it snow?”

““No, it is a convent,”” answered the old sea
captain, in response to the questions of his little
group of passengers, as they were slowly steamning
into the harbor of Rio de Janeiro on a very fair mnorn-
ing in June.

They were looking at something white which
crowned the extreme point of the mountain behind
the city.

““ Ah-ha!” muttered the young man of the party,
withdrawing from the circle, and beginning to disfig-
ure a page of his diary with a slashing sketch of the
view in question.

The young lady of the party put her finger to her
lip, enjoining silence, and softly stepped behind him.
This was what she read underneath the picture:

¢« South side of this nun’s-nest, perpendicnlar rock.
A thousand feet high, or more. Points straight to
Heaven, like a sinner’s prayer. No show to get up
there. North slope more favorable. Steep, but not

J




O ROUND ABOUT RIO.

too steep for the legs of true chivalry. Covered with
green. Look out for snakes. Convent is of white
marble apparently. Think I can make out a window.
A damsel appears. She reaches forth her hands as if
in distress. She is a prisoner. Her hair is dishev-
elled. Iler eyes are red with weeping. Patience,
fair lady, yet another day. I come, I come.”’

*“I wouldn’t make any rash promises, Henry,
said the practical young lady behind him. I
wouldn’t specify the date. You know you haven’t
got through the custom house yet.”

““Oh, Stacy, Stacy ! IHow can you be so cold and
soulless as to talk of custom houses and convents in
the same breath ? And now you have interrupted this
fine flow of feeling, and all the inspiration is gone.
Oh, I'll pay you for this yet. I’l1l--I'll introduce the
price of coffee into our next moonlight talk.”’

““Do. It would be a welcome change. But now
give me your arm and let’s walk around our old
promenade once more.

‘““I wish to talk to you,” she continued. ¢TI wish
to tell you that you are making yourself supremely
ridiculous with this nonsense. You have been read-
ing ¢ Don Juan’—no, don’t deny it —and your head
is full of stuff about convents, and nuns, and foreign
ladies. / have been reading my guide-book and my
history of Brazil and a missionary pamphlet, and I
know all about these things. Charming young ladies
don’t go to convents now-a-days ; they get married.
Or, if they do go to convents it’s because they’re
dying for some young man they can’t get; and do
you think one of those broken-hearted creatures

'
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would smile upon an overgrown foreigner like you,
that weighs a hundred and eighty pounds? No, in-
deed, Mr. Robinson.”

Stacy paused, and Robinson groaned.

¢ Go on,” said he. ¢ Dash the rest of my visions
to the ground.”

““ The women in a convent are old and thin. They
live on bread and water, and get up at four o’clock
in the morning, and snuflle when they talk.”

«“T believe I catch your idea. They say, *Go
away, you bad man!’”

¢« And now about those young lady Brazilians. In
the course of our voyage down here I have heard you
pleasantly allude several times to the possibility of
captivating the heiress of a coffee-plantation, or some-
thing of that sort. Of course you can do as you
please. I don’t care. But I guess you would re-
pent it soon enough, and find out that a foreign wife
was not all that your fancy has painted her.”

¢« What a delightful little tyrant you are, Stacy,”
said Robinson, turning to look her in the face.
«“And how prettily you can scold when you take a
notion!”’

«“T do not scold; I advise. I am not a tyrant;
merely a friend of your sister’s.”

««Oh, don’t misunderstand me. I am not com-
plaining. I rather like that kind of bondage. Op-
press me some more, will you?”

She leaned a pound or two more of her weight
upon his arm, and they drew near a ladder, at whose
foot a small boat was discharging its passengers.

« Here are the custom-house officers,” cried the
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girl.  *“What a handsome fellow their chief is!
And so polite! I wish he was the one who had to
examine my trunks. I know he wouldn’t be rude to
them. What an air, and how neat those narrow
black neck-ties are! Mr. Robinson, I do wish that
you would cultivate a foreign air.”

‘“ O Stacy, Stacy!’’ he groaned; ** have we brought
you all this distance to fall in love with a custom-
house clerk ?”’

‘“ Not yet, of course not. But then the possibility
does not seem very dreadtul to think of,”’ she added,
naively. ‘I wonder which he is, a count or a
baron ¢”

‘““ Be not deceived, Stacy. At the highest estima-
tion these fellows are not more than remote cousins
and nephews of the nobility. The reason they flock
to us in so great numbers is because they are sure of
getting a good breakfast here.”

“* Well, you must admit that these gentlemen are
nice, any way. Just look at our fellow-passenger
from Bahia. He is reading ZLes Miserables in the
original, so he must be cultivated. I wish my Irench
was better. I would say good-morning to him. You
have noticed him, haven’t you??’

*“ Noticed him? Yes — I have noticed this gentle-
manly person at dinner make every other course out
of tooth-picks — palitos, he calls them. If you will
be so kind as to make the necessary observations
you will probably notice a tooth-pick at rest over his
left ear at the present moment.”

**That is a national peculiarity. All nations have
their peculiarities. The especial weakness of our
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young men is a habit of wearing all kinds of hats.
Besides, our young men are so dreadfully jealous on
the slightest provocation.”

Then she gave her companion no time to reply,
but hurried him away to where her father and
brother were standing.

¢ Papa,” said she, ‘‘let me have your glass,
please. And if ever you see Mr. Robinson taking
a walk to that mountain with a guitar under his arm,
bring him back immediately, or he will make him-
self ridiculous.”

The ship’s doctor, who throughout the voyage had
been observed to take an undue interest in this
young lady’s health, now came forward with the
intent of making himself useful.

«“Is it the Corcovado that you are speaking of?
The one with the white wall around the top ?”’

«A white wall 2*’ repeated Robinson, disdainfully.
¢ No, a convent.”

«“] beg your pardon, sir,”’ said the surgeon.
¢ But where did you get that information #”

«“ From the captain,” answered Robinson. ¢ He
ought to know.”

The surgeon lowered his voice.

¢« T thought as much. It’s another of the skipper’s
romances. He has a playful fancy, and he is so tied
down to fact and figures out at sea that he loses no
opportunity to let his imagination go ashore and
sport about. IIe is not to be relied on at a distance
of half a mile from salt water; and that is a good
mile and a half from here.”

“‘And it is not a convent?” Robinson was dis-
appointed.
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““No. It is a parapet built around the mountain-
top, to keep the people fromn falling off.”

“And those marble walls 2

““They are whitewashed. It looks just as well,
though, at this distance.”

““‘And the fair damsel —*’

““I guess that’s me,” said Stacy, demurely.

““But you must go up there,” continued the sur-
geon. ‘‘Lverybody goes up there. You see the
city from the bay here and think it is perfectly
lovely.  And so it is — from a distance — and it will
be wise for you to go at once to Corcovado, and, so
to speak, clinch the favorable impression before you
see much of the dirt and discord of the streets,
Everybody goes to Corcovado, and for their con-
venience the paternal government of the empire has
constructed a fine highway to the summit, and built
a wall of protection around the top. All of the sub-
urbs of Rio are one grand park, and Corcovado is its
belvedere.”

“What did yon say Corcovado means? Bel —
what?” inquired the boy of the party. Ile was get-
ting his first rudiments of his first foreign language.

““Oh, no; Corcovado means The Humpback,
Chester.”

““But it’s not a Humpback ; it’s a Pullback. See,
sis! Look at it!"’ cried the boy. clapping his hands
in the ecstasy of discovery.

““Be still, Chester ; don’t be a barbarian. 1 saw
it long ago, but I was not brave enough to say so.
Pm glad that you have come to my support.”

““O Stacy, Stacy!” groaned Robinson, ¢ What a

AN
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GETTING TO A4 NUNNERY. 11

trivial mind is yours! Others have seen The Sleep-
ing Giant, The Church Organ, The Ship under Sail,
The Two Brothers, and The Padre’s Hat, in these
magnificent piles of mountains around us; but it was
reserved for your intellect, feminine that it is, to
trace the shape of a lady’s dress there—and of the
latest fashion, too. 1 verily believe that if you were
cast away upon some lone island of the sea you would
find a parasol in the tree-fern, false hair in the tree-
moss, diamonds in the fire-flies, and striped stock-
ings in the jaguar’s skin.”

%_ < Miss Smith is right,” said the Doctor, coming to
her assistance. ‘¢ It requires no powerful imagina-
tion to see this freak of nature. Others have noticed
it before ; and from the hills beyond, from the Chi-
nese View, as they call it, the illusion is still more
perfect.”’

«¢ Tt is there, as plain as day,” persisted Stacy.

<« Or a shop-window,”” continued Robinson. **Sure
enough, I see it now. Straight up and down in
front, and sloping elegantly away to the rear. This
proves that this mountain can’t be very hard to
climb, for at my last ball I walked right up the back
of a lady’s dress that was a good deal steeper than
this, and without the slightest effort on my part. Oh,
this must be a very easy mountain to climb.”

««T think,” pursued Stacy, musingly, ¢‘that I will
write home to a friend of mine who knows a lady who
edits a fashion magazine, and she can get her to start
the Corcovado skirt. It would be all the rage, I
know.”

«Do, my child,” said Mr. Smith, patting her
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head, ‘“and a nation of husbands and fathers will
shower blessings upon you. Anything to relieve
this terrible dearth of new styles in millinery.”’

““I think,” continued this artistic young lady,
‘“that to be truly natural it ought to be a green robe,
like this, and with flecks of white, as we see here. [
suppose that is green grass with daisies, isn’t it,
Doctor 2’

““No, Miss Smith. The verdure of that mountain
is of the tallest palm and most luxuriant jungle, and
it is dappled with trees of white blossom.”

““ Are there any monkeys there ? asked the boy,
eagerly.

‘“ Monkeys, scarce. Parrots, plenty.”

*“Thank you. No more parrots for me. The
steward has a parrot,” and in proof of his statement
he exhibited a triangular gash in his right index
finger. ¢“The parrot is not an amiable bird. I say,
Doctor, did you ever hear the story about the par-
rot and the monkey 2’

““ Ches-ter!” said his sister, severely.

““I don’t care ; it had a moral to it, but I won’t
tell it now if you ask me to,” sulked the boy.

Robinson was looking gloomily across the water.
His eyes saw the glories of rock and forest and villa
before him, but his soul refused to consider them.
There was an expression on his face that was by no
means a reflection of the morning sunlight on the
mountains ; it was rather the vacant and unapprecia-
tive stare of one who has missed his breakfast in his

cagerness to see all of the vaunted beauties of the
harbor of Rio de Janeiro.
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GETTING TO A NUNNERY. 13

«ITe can’t forget the convent ; that’s what makes
him look so glum,” suggested the irrepressible boy,
in a whisper.

¢« As for convents,” said the Doctor, ‘‘there are
convents right in the city, with street cars at their
doors; but if you go to serenade there you will be
taken for an Italian mendicant, grinding for charity.”

¢« And the nuns #’ asked Robinson.

¢« Well, it must be confessed that they are rather
along in years. It has been some time now since
they were forbidden to receive recruits, by some kind
of a decree issued by somebody —”

¢« Tt must have been a nuncio,” interposed Robin-
son, putting the truth in jeopardy for the sake of
a pun.

There was a momentary lull in the conversation,
and a deeper solemnity fell upon the party as they
endeavored to understand the joke. As no one suc-
ceeded, the Doctor resumed:

«“ The consequence is that the present inmates are
past the age of romance, and the convents themselves
are becoming slowly depopulated as these good souls
die off.”

¢« Alas, alas !’ murmured Robinson.

«“But there was a time when the convent was a
scene of romance, incarceration, and tears, with an
unbounded supply of gratitude for the knight who
should come to deliver the fair lady from prison.”

‘“ And that was—"’

«“ When jealous husbands were going to spend the
summer in Europe, they would take their young
and pretty wives to the convent, and, in polite lan-
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guage, secure apartments for them until their re-
turn.”

““ Which means that while these far-seeing gentle-
men were larking around Paris their cherished con-
sorts were languishing in the dungeon,” explained
Robinson. ‘And was there no chivalric spirit to
rescue them? Oh, why didn’t I take an earlier
steamer ?”’

‘¢ Still, that system was not altogether without its
advantages,” said the practical Mr. Smith, slowly
and cautiously, as if aware that he was on dangerous
ground.

‘“Papa! If you dare to talk that way!” threat-
ened his danghter, ¢ I’ll write to mamma.”’

The valiant colonel retreated.

““Oh, of course, I didn’t mean that. Your mother
is a remarkable woman, my dear. I wish she was
here now, to take care of you.”’

““Thank you. papa, for your kind solicitude, but
Pauline will take care of me, won’t you, my pre-
cious? I don’t care much if papa does forget me,
and Mr. Robinson laughs at me, and Chester tor-
ments me, as long as I have you to love me.”’

¢“Stacy, we all love you, I am sure,’”’ answered
her little sister. ¢‘And I think Rob does, too,” she
added, confidentially.

Stacy frowned, blushed, and then lifted her shoul-
ders in the true Portuguese style of disapproval.
Robinson observed this shrug, more eloquent than
words.

‘¢ Speak for yourself, Paul,” he said.

Pauline looked mystified and grieved; she feared .

sk
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that she had not been discreet in this little speech of
hers, though in what her error consisted she was too
young and unpractised to know.

She was a shy and silent child of seven, with a
habit of stealing out of the way, so that she will
probably be overlooked throughout a large part of
this history. Now she turns to the vessel’s side, and
leaning upon the railing, with her cheeks buried in
Ler hands, she attentively considers the black rowers
in the boat below. They, looking up, see a very
pretty and refined child’s face, blonde, surrounded
by a flurry of hair to match.

They lift their hats in reverence and admiration.
Accustomed as they are to the dusky brunette chil-
dren of their country, they take this radiant stranger
for a superior being, perhaps of a celestial order.
Pauline is surprised at these tokens of homage, but
she responds with graceful bends of the head, and
would like to smile if she were sure it was the proper
thing to do.

Let us not be astonished at this instance of mis-
placed adoration. In appearance Pauline was infi-
nitely the superior of those insipid and homely wax
figures which fill the niches of the Rio churches.
Besides, her clothes were in good taste and fitted
her, which is more than can be said of the apparel of
the canonized figures that wear long hair and gar-
ments that are a quarter of a century out of date.

«“See what I’ve found!” cried Chester, who had
been turning the leaves of a book of travels in Bra-
zil. *“Rob, it makes me ashamed of you. Ilere
you’ve only been up from five o’clock till nine, gaz-
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ing at the beauties of nature, and you’re already
disgruntled.”’

‘“ Not disgruntled, whatever that means; only
satiated. But what have you found ¢”’

Chester read as follows :

““ More than one have had to confess that their
first twenty-four hours before Rio have been spent
in a perpendicular position with the eyes wide
open.’’

““ Now I wouldn’t like to believe that if a preacher
hadn’t written it,’’ added the boy.

““1 believe he also compliments the odoriferous
breezes of this bay, doesn’t he ¢”

Robinson’s nose worked in disgust, as the sicken-
ing smells from the fish-market and sewer-mouths
floated across the water.

Chester continued to read:

““ When the land-breeze began to blow, the rich
odor of the orange and other perfumed flowers was
borne seaward along with it, and, by me at least,
enjoyed the more from having been so long shut out
from the companionship of flowers. Ceylon has
been celebrated by voyagers for its spicy odors; but
I have twice made its shores, with a land-breeze
blowing, without experiencing anything half so
sweet as those which greeted my arrival at Rio.”

‘““ Doctor,” asked the simple-hearted Pauline,
‘‘why don’t travellers tell the truth?”



G
THE SMITII FAMILY AND ROBINSON.

Who was her father?
Who was her mother?—Hoop.,

INCE there are many readers whose .refined
tastes will rise up in just indignation at the idea
of making the acquaintance of such ordinary people
as the Smiths and Robinsons of this world must be,
it 1s to be regretted that the leading characters of this
history should have been endowed with the name of
Smith, and that they should be supported by a young
man encumbered with the name of Robinson. Per-
haps, however, the evil has been modified by pre-
senting them singly and by degrees, instead of copy-
ing their passport descriptions upon the opening
page, thus administering too sudden a shock to that
large and growing class of American people who
make it their glory that it was not their fathers, but
their grandfathers, and, in some rare and illustrious
instances, their great-grandfathers, who built up a
fortune and position upon the narrow basis of a retail
trade or a daily labor.

It is now time, however, that, while making what
defence of them he can, the writer should frankly
confess that he knows nothing of the antecedents of
these good folks, and so cannot afford to stand spon-
sor to themn to any great extent. They seemed to
be sensible people, as the Smiths did not spell their

9 17
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18 ROUND ABOUT RIO.

name with a 7 and a final ¢, while Robinson wrote
his signature in bold and free characters which indi-
cated that he was by no means ashamed of it. Evi-
dently they were rich, as, although they made no
display, they never appeared to want for anything;
and, as money seemed to be no novelty to them, they
were probably rich before the war. They were cer-
tainly well-bred, and it is not altogether impossible
that they came from an old stock, as there have been
Smiths that have filled a respectable position in
history all the way back to Adam —meaning, of
course, Adam Smith.

Taken as a group, they were handsome, though it
must be confessed that the boy Chester was an ex-
ception to the general good looks; but then the live
and enterprising boy of his age is seldom a beauty.
Chester was freckled, round-faced as the full moon,
and persisted in having his hair sand-papered down
to the scalp by the barber; it was less trouble to
comb it. He was careless about his boots, and con-
tinued to wear yesterday’s collar, day after day,
until Stacy made him take it off. His hands were
scarred with numerous bites, pinches, and cuts, re-
sulting from a careless handling of his pocket-knife
and the ship’s parrot. They were restless hands,
and when they were not in his pockets they were in
mischief. In short, he was

¢ —a school-boy; what beneath the sun
So like a monkey?”

On the other hand, the childish beauty of little
Pauline was more than enough to atone for her
brother’s roughness. And as for Stacy, hers was the

S a—————
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maturer charm of twenty, which we cannot describe
any more than we can put a flower or a May morn-
ing into print, while to her attractions of person and
manner she added an inflection of speech which
some people found very pretty. By this I do not
refer to her way ot saying ‘Ches-fer />’ when that boy
was engaged in doing wrong. With him her em-
phasis was imperative, for she was exercising a
motherly authority; but with all the rest of the world
it took the form of a plea, especially if she were ask-
ing a favor, and so irresistible could she make it that
if she had gone up to one of the weather-beaten quar-
termasters on deck, and said, ‘‘Now, my dear sailor,
won’t you please jump overboard and get me that
Jelly-fish?” the overpowered tar would have jumped,
just because he could not have helped himself.
Except with Mr. Robinson, who was understood
to be herlover, and, in a tacit way, her affianced, she
was most amiable and trusting. With him there was
a trifle of defiance in her attitude and a spice of rep-
artee in her conversation, which, however, was
forced and not natural ; she would rather have been
strictly at peace with the whole world, Robinson not
excepted, if it had been possible and strictly proper.
A transient acquaintance with this young man did
not reveal anything very wonderful or admirable in
him, but as Stacy had known himn for many years,
and still tolerated him and his nonsense, it is not un-
likely that there may have been some depth to his
character. Or perhaps she was influenced by her
friendship for his sister Louise, who, at the very last
moment, was prevented from accompanying this
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20 ROUND ABOUT RIO.

party — much to the desolation of Stacy, who wanted
a companion, to the griet of Chester, who wanted
some one to be gallant to, and to the profit of the
foreign mail service, which carried their letters back
and forth.

But Robinson, at heart, was not as bad as he
seemed. IHe was fond of sporting certain little pec-
cadillos of character in which he neither believed nor
participated. These were, for example, a fondness
for American mixed drinks; a horror for English-
men, and rankling thoughts of the Revolutionary
War ; and, as we have seen, some crazy plans for the
invasion of convents and the liberation of the beau-
tiful creatures which, in his fancy, were imprisoned
there. Ile was well built and good looking. If he
belonged to any particular type in appearance, it was
that of the well-paid commercial traveller of the
United States. While he had not yet reached the
ineftable elegance of an eye-glass, his dress and
manners were in other respects above reproach, if we
except a weakness for the soft and easy felt hat. He
knew a smattering about horses, actresses, society
belles, politics, and other objects of public interest ;
he could dangle his arns gracefully and be properly
stupid in a ball room ; and he could participate in a
game of billiards with elegance and success. I may
add also, although I fear it will have but little influ-
ence with the class of readers whom I am trying to
propitiate in his favor, that he had been through col-
lege, and had seen the time when he could tell the
meaning of a Latin quotation. So much for Robin-
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son ; he is made as presentable as the truth will
allow.

As to Mr. Smith, the father. He was a bluff and
hearty man of forty-five, with a gray moustache
shading a fine mouth, and a good color in his face,
indicating that he lived well, and, since this had not
all settled in his nose, it indicated that he had lived
within bounds. In other words, he had steered clear
of the Scylla of dyspepsia without being laid up on
the Charybdis of gout. Mr. Smith was good-natured
and practical, was fond of Stacy, idolized Pauline,
had hopes of Chester, and could not get along with-
out Robinson.

What took this group to Rio de Janeiro, when all
the rest of the world were off to California and Italy ?
So erratic was this course of theirs that they could
hardly be classed among that vast army of restless
spirits known as tourists for pleasure. A study of
the head of the family revealed no clue to his profes-
sion. 1Ile came from a country where a man of en-
ergy is farmer’s boy, school teacher, lawyer, general
in the army, senator, capitalist, and railway presi-
dent, all in one lifetime. So there was but little hope
of finding the stamp of any particular calling in his
genial face; and since he was never heard to talk
shop, his business will have to remain a mystery to
us. It would be very gratifying to make him a min-
ister plenipotentiary to Brazil, and assign Mr. Rob-
inson to him as secretary of legation ; but an examin-
ation of the diplomatic archives at Washington would
reveal the absence of the names of Colonel Dunkirk
Smith and Henry Clay Robinson from their pages.
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Possibly they came to Brazil to inspect a diamond
mine, to buy coffee, to establish some new industry,
to collect a claim against the government, to find
ground for a colony, to convert the natives — but no,
Robinson was not made of missionary stuff; and as
for the Colonel, he was a profane swearer, not as a
pirate or a mule driver, but in genteel and moderate
language, as was becoming to a member of good
standing in the Episcopal church.

There was at least a general understanding that
Robinson and Stacy were to be married some day.
This union was not an absolute certainty, but then
such things very seldom are certain until the saying
of the priestly words of which there can be no recon-
sideration. The arrangement was evidently an agree-
able one to all parties concerned, either directly or
indirectly. For the Colonel to hear of an estrange-
ment between his Rob and his Stacy would have
shocked him as much as a legal notification that his
good wife at home had instituted proceedings of di-
vorce against him during his absence. The love of
the young couple was probably deeper than they
knew. It was not the passionate and absorbing sen-
timent of a two weeks’ acquaintance, but was the
quiet, steady, and undemonstrative attachment of
years of growth, during which Robinson had been on
intimate relations with the Smith family. The boy
Chester was delighted with their matter-of-fact con-
duct. Ile viewed with unspeakable contempt the
lover’s language of sighs and groans which was in
vogue in the Elizabethan age, and still prevails in
some unhappy parts. A man, he justly reasoned,
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has no more business to sigh when heisin love than
to snore when lhe is asleep or to snutile when he re-
turns thanks. Perhaps out of consideration for
Chester’s feelings, perhaps to avoid introducing a
topic foreign to the general interest of the family cir-
cle, they were not anxious to hasten the day of full
and final reconciliation which must occur when the
engagement is announced. Bondage is bondage,
even if its fetters be of clasped hands and orange-
blossoms ; and so long as each was sure of the other,
that was sufficient. Perhaps, as Stacy had often
hinted, Robinson had treacherous thoughts of find-
ing among the daughters of Brazil some one whose
¢ olhos tdo negros, tiao bellos, tdo puros,
De vivo luzir,”

would fascinate and overwhelm him, making himn for-
get this slender blonde at his side. Stacy, also, since
there is a grain of perfidy at the bottom of every
woman’s heart, may have entertained ideas of an
affair of sentiment with the descendant of some noble
Lusitanian line, whose very long name and respect-
able ancestry would compensate for his slender legs
and want of income, health, and brains. IIim she
would take proudly home to exhibit to her friends,
in the same category with her parrot, feather fan, and
other trophies of foreign travel. Stacy, it is well to
remember, was but mortal, and an American mortal
at that.
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THE BLACK PRINCE.

When, weening to return whence they did stray,
They cannot finde that path which first was showne,
But wander to and fro in waies unknowne.—SPENSER.

WIIEN a family arrives in Rio from the steady
Saxon countries of the North, there are but
few hotels from which to choose. For a young man,
or an old gentleman who has left his wife at home, or

“perhaps for the ladies of those Latin nations of the

South who are languidly indifferent as to whom they
brush garments with, the list may be a longer one.
But for a group like the Smith family, not to men-
tion Robinson, there were but few places to go, and
they elected the Hotel of the Strangers.

“I like this place,” said Stacy, approvingly, as
they wandered through the large and lofty rooms.
““It is so quiet and cool and full of peace. I am
tired of the Grand Hotels and the Palace Iotels
and the Ilotel Splendids of this world, with all of
their magnificent discomforts. I want to rest now.
The Hotel of the Strangers! What a hospitable
name. I thought from what they told me that
everything was a hurly-burly of wickedness in this
place, and here it is as peaceful as at our Quaker
Aunt Esther’s.”

‘““And as sleepy,” said Robinson. ¢ However,
even that has its benefits. I can’t imagine a noisy
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varlet coming around at half-past four in the morn-
ing to wake up No. 417, next door. I don’t believe
they have any late arrivals and early trains here. I
dare say the average travel in and out of the city
is not more than six and a quarter people a day.”

«It’s awful slow,”” added Chester. *‘Poky is no
name for it. Let’s go and wake up a servant, just
to make him mad.”

T like that, too,”’ said Stacy. ‘I hate tele-
graphic promptness. I always receive a nervous
shock from the suddenness with which a New York
hall-boy makes his appearance when you touch a bell.
Just as if you had pressed the spring of a Jack-in-a
box.”

«“And there’s no elevator, so I can ride down the
stair-railings, can’t I, pa?” begged Chester.

‘“Yes, my boy.”

«“And there’s no carpet, so I can dance in the hall,
can’t 12’ he continued, anxious to get all the con-
cessions possible.

¢ Referred to the porters and chambermaids,”
answered the Colonel. ¢ By the way, things do
look a little bare. Are you cleaning house, my
man? Where are the carpets gone?” addressing
the English attendant.

« Please, sir, it’s the pulgas,” replied the domes-
tic, meekly.

¢«“Eh! What?”

“The pulgas, sir; the fleas. They lives in car-
pets, sir.”

Stacy was visibly shocked by this crude explana-
tion. Robinson changed the conversation.
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““I was about to suggest, Stacy,”’ said he, ¢ that
it would be a tasty idea for you to work a motto,
like we used to see at home, and hang it up there. |
This will be our principal parlor, you know. Only
don’t make it ‘Ilome, Sweet [Home.” That sort of
thing is getting rather stale. Make it ¢ Be Not For-
getful to Entertain Strangers.” Particularly appro- |
priate, is it not¢ I flatter myself that it was a |
brilliant thought in me. And for the other side of
_ the window you might knit a companion-piece, ‘For
j"' Thereby — what’s the rest ¢’
| ‘“““For Thereby Some have Entertained Angels
Unawares.’

““That means Polly,” cried Chester.

““No matter whom it means, you will get all the
benefit of it, Stacy, for every young man that comes
to call here would open the conversation by a neat
compliment and a hint that you were the angel of
this hotel.

‘I fancy we’ll teach the folks down here how to
fit up a room for Christian people to live in,” con-
tinued Robinson, with a self-satisfied air.

Then they had some lunch, for it was after noon.
It was composed of coffee, black, bitter, and strong,
but without any suspicion of chiceory or rye; flaky
cakes that fell to pieces in the grasp, like the petals
of an over-ripe rose; white and waxy bananas; a pan
o of the brown, sticky, goiaba paste, which is the
staple sweetmeat of Brazil; and immense golden
Bahia oranges, so plump and full of Juice that their
skins could hold no more. The servant in waiting
chose the fairest of these, sliced off the two ends of
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it, stuck a fork through it, and ran his knife up its
sides with a few deft strokes; the rind fell away from
it as if by magic, and its rich juicy heart was bare,
without the moil of a finger’s touch.

He gave it to Pauline.

«“That’s what you might call a full-dress way of
eating an orange, Stacy. Shall I prepare you one ¢”’
asked Robinson.

«“Rob can peel a watermelon pretty well, work-
ing from the inside, can’t you, Rob?’> The boy
Chester had spoken.

Nobody noticed him, but he was bound to have a
hearing.

““When we were up in the country last summuer,
me and Rob went out one night and — and —”

Chester stooped down to rub his shin, which
Robinson’s boot had chanced to strike,

« Where did you go?” asked Pauline, beginning
to take an interest in the story.

«« We didn’t go anywhere. We came back again.’

«“Oh! How funny!”

«« Now, children, Rob and I will have to leave you
for an hour or two,”’ said the Colonel. ¢ We're
going down to look after our trunks.”’

«“ But aren’t you afraid of getting lost, papa?
This is a big city.”

«“ Never fear, Stacy. Our new friend is going
with us. You have not seen him yet, have you? I
brought letters to him from New York, and met him
while you were in your room. He is a naturalist,
you know; a scientific gent, and that sort of thing.
I think you will find him interesting. I will intro-
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duce him when we come back, and give you a chance
to air your Darwin and Huxley and — and — and
Jules Verne,” said the Colonel, whose scientific
acquaintance was not extensive.

‘“ Do, papa; it would be so nice to meet a young
man who can talk sober sense.”

‘I think I have a Latin dictionary in my trunk,”’
sald Robinson to himself. ¢And if so, I will as-
tonish this young lady yet.”

““So, by-by, children. Study your Portuguese
lesson, Chester. I wouldn’t advise you to do any-
thing sensational, or you may get into trouble.”

““No show for that, pa. But I wish I'd brought
my galvanized battery along. I’d like to shake this
house up a little.”

No sooner had the gentlemen turned the corner
than Chester began to find life very dull at the hotel.

*“Come, Stacy, let’s go and take a walk and see
something. Rob and the Colonel are having the fun
all to themselves. Come, there ain’t a prettier girl
in all Rio than you are. T’ll be proud to be seen in
your company.”

“No, we’d better not, Chetty,” said his sister.

““Bless me! T'll take care of you, if you’re afraid.
You needn’t be afraid.” He spoke with some senti-
ment of scorn in his voice.

“Come, Polly! You'll go, I know. O, we’ll
see lots of beautiful things. We’ll see parrots and
buiterflies, and cocoa-nut trees with monkeys up in

them throwing down cocoa-nuts at you, and more
monkeys making a bridge across the river, and arma-
dillos rolling faster than a horse can run, and big
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snakes swallowing rhinoceroses, and bats as big as
barn owls, and wild folks without any clothes on
them —”

““Oh!” shrieked his sisters.

«« Well, we won’t go as far as that, then. We’ll
stop under a cocoa-nut tree and crack a nut and pour
out some milk, and have bread and milk for lunch.”

«“ But where is the bread?’’ asked Pauline, her
quiet little self becoming quite aroused with interest.

¢« The bread-fruit tree, child; that’s where. They
have things handy in Brazil.”

¢« Oh, Stacy, let’s go!” cried Pauline, clapping her
hands.

That decided the question.

As the three stepped out into the street, some
languid gentlemen, overpowered by the influence of
the climate, who were lolling upon the upper bal-<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>