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In "With Grenfell on the Labrador," Fullerton L. Waldo presents a poignant account of the North American wilderness, intertwining the rugged beauty of Labrador's landscape with the compelling narrative of Dr. Wilfred Grenfell, a missionary and medical doctor dedicated to the region's underserved communities. Waldo's writing is characterized by vivid descriptions and heartfelt reflections, employing a lyrical style that draws readers into the profound majesty of the natural world alongside the human spirit's resilience. Set in the late 19th and early 20th centuries, this work acts as both a travel memoir and a social commentary, delving into the challenges faced by Grenfell and the people he served amidst the harsh realities of life in one of the most remote locations in North America. Fullerton L. Waldo was not just a contemporary of Grenfell but also an ardent admirer of his humanitarian efforts. Born into a milieu of exploration and inquiry, Waldo was deeply influenced by the ideals of social reform and compassion. His first-hand experiences in the region, coupled with a profound respect for Grenfell'Äôs legacy, propelled him to document these significant, albeit often overlooked, narratives of empathy, sacrifice, and community. This book is an invaluable read for those interested in the intersections of adventure, humanitarianism, and the natural world. Waldo's rich prose and deep emotional resonance make "With Grenfell on the Labrador" a compelling exploration that invites readers to reflect on the complexities of service, the beauty of the wilderness, and the enduring impact of one man's dedication to uplifting others.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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The "BEATRIX POTTER Ultimate Collection" is a comprehensive anthology that presents twenty-two enchanting children's stories, each illustrated with Potter's intricate, original artwork. This collection showcases her whimsical narratives, filled with a blend of anthropomorphic animal characters and pastoral settings, reflecting the early 20th-century British countryside. Potter's literary style combines a simple yet engaging prose, making her tales accessible while also rich in moral lessons and life reflections. The stories, deeply rooted in natural history and ecological awareness, provide both entertainment and education, making them timeless classics in children's literature. Beatrix Potter, an esteemed author and illustrator, was born in 1866 into a well-to-do family in Victorian England. Her upbringing in the Lake District inspired her love for nature, which profoundly influenced her storytelling. A naturalist and an early advocate for conservation, Potter's experiences with animals and her keen observations of their behaviors are beautifully woven into her narratives. Her unique background and artistic inclinations allowed her to craft stories that resonate with both the innocent curiosity of childhood and broader environmental themes. This collection is highly recommended for readers of all ages who wish to immerse themselves in a world of imagination and nature. The exquisite illustrations and delightful tales serve as both a nostalgic reminder of childhood and an invaluable resource for parents seeking to cultivate a love of reading in their children. Potter's stories are not merely entertainments; they are an invitation to experience the beauty of the natural world, making this ultimate collection a must-have addition to any library. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A comprehensive Introduction outlines these selected works' unifying features, themes, or stylistic evolutions. - The Author Biography highlights personal milestones and literary influences that shape the entire body of writing. - A Historical Context section situates the works in their broader era—social currents, cultural trends, and key events that underpin their creation. - A concise Synopsis (Selection) offers an accessible overview of the included texts, helping readers navigate plotlines and main ideas without revealing critical twists. - A unified Analysis examines recurring motifs and stylistic hallmarks across the collection, tying the stories together while spotlighting the different work's strengths. - Reflection questions inspire deeper contemplation of the author's overarching message, inviting readers to draw connections among different texts and relate them to modern contexts. - Lastly, our hand‐picked Memorable Quotes distill pivotal lines and turning points, serving as touchstones for the collection's central themes.
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    A private yacht becomes both a home afloat and a moving vantage point from which a Victorian traveler measures the vastness of the world and the intimacy of daily life. Annie Brassey’s narrative of seaborne discovery invites readers into the rhythms of voyage, where the wake behind a vessel frames encounters with coastlines, people, and weather. The book’s appeal lies in its balance of curiosity and composure: an eye alert to small domestic details and broad maritime horizons alike. Without straining for drama, it presents travel as sustained attention—patient, sociable, and observant—guided by a writer attuned to the textures of place and the temper of the sea.

The Last Voyage: To India and Australia, in the 'Sunbeam' belongs to nineteenth-century travel literature and grows from the journals of Annie Brassey, a prominent English voyager and writer of the Victorian era. Centered on the family yacht Sunbeam, it follows a route that threads from Britain toward the Indian Ocean and onward to Australian shores. The book appeared posthumously in the late 1880s, and its pages bear the immediacy of a personal record shaped for publication. As a maritime travel narrative, it situates readers amid shipboard routines, shifting climates, and the busy traffic of imperial sea lanes while preserving the intimacy of a private diary.

The premise is both simple and generous: a household at sea chronicles its passage to India and Australia, recording the sights of ports, the cadence of days under way, and the conversations that animate a self-contained community afloat. Brassey’s voice is measured, hospitable, and attentive to detail, giving the narrative a steady, companionable tone. Readers can expect descriptive passages of landscapes and coastlines, sketches of social exchanges, and a quietly practical awareness of navigation and logistics. The experience is immersive without being sensational, favoring observation over spectacle and offering an inviting window onto long-distance travel before the age of flight.

Several themes steer the account. Domesticity at sea—meals, reading, repairs, shared rituals—anchors the extraordinary within the ordinary, suggesting that exploration need not cancel the rhythms of home. Mobility and privilege shape the vantage point, as a well-provisioned yacht moves with relative freedom along busy maritime corridors. Cross-cultural encounter is a constant, filtered through the conventions of its time yet guided by an ethic of curiosity. The sea itself emerges as a character, alternating between serenity and insistence. Together these elements produce a study in scale: the intimate life of a small community set against oceanic distances and the bustling variety of port cities.

The book also matters as a contribution to women’s travel writing in the nineteenth century. Brassey’s authorship brings a distinct sensibility to maritime narrative, attentive to care, comfort, and sociability alongside routes and charts. Her journals sustain a double focus—on the conduct of a voyage and on the crafting of a life—without sacrificing clarity or momentum. In this way the work extends beyond itinerary, offering a portrait of how observation, hospitality, and stewardship can organize experience. It shows the capacity of travel prose to be both documentary and reflective, recording the world encountered while making sense of what it asks of the traveler.

Contemporary readers may find in these pages a layered historical source and a prompt for reflection. As a record from the high tide of the Victorian era, it traces networks of trade, communication, and empire that shaped global movement. It invites engagement with the period’s assumptions while preserving the immediacy of place: wind patterns, harbor routines, coastal silhouettes, everyday exchanges. The book also speaks to questions that persist—how to travel attentively, how to meet difference with respect, and how to hold wonder and critique together. Its calm, observant mood offers a counterpoint to hurried itineraries and a reminder of travel as patient learning.

Approached today, The Last Voyage offers companionship rather than spectacle: a steady hand on the rail, a thoughtful voice pointing out what the eye might otherwise miss. Knowing it was published after the journey gives the narrative a quiet poignancy without disturbing its forward motion. Readers are invited to embark not for suspense but for texture—the feel of days at sea, the blend of routine and surprise, the meeting of private life with public waters. In the Sunbeam’s wake, the book leaves questions of perspective, responsibility, and delight that remain timely, and a durable sense of the world’s breadth made legible by attention.
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    The Last Voyage: To India and Australia, in the 'Sunbeam' is Annie Brassey's posthumously published account of her final cruise aboard the family's steam‑yacht. Drawn from her journals and letters, it describes a late‑Victorian journey undertaken for travel and observation, following established sea routes from England to the Eastern seas. The book opens with preparations, the composition of the party and crew, and practical details of the yacht's fittings and stores. With the Sunbeam ready, the narrative notes departure, early weather, and the routine of watches, then sets its course through familiar staging points toward the Mediterranean and the canal to the East.

As the yacht proceeds, Brassey records the transit past Gibraltar and Malta to Port Said, the slow passage of the Suez Canal, and the stark heat and calms of the Red Sea. Short calls to coal and provision provide glimpses of garrison towns and wayfarers. Navigational details—soundings, winds, and the barometer—are entered alongside sketches of shoreline and passing steamers. Rounding Aden, the Sunbeam meets the ocean monsoon and runs east. This portion establishes the diary’s method: dated entries, straightforward notes on people and places seen ashore, and concise descriptions of shipboard work that frames each landing.

India forms the first major destination. Making landfall on the west coast, the party anchors in principal harbors, with Bombay receiving particular attention for its busy docks, civic buildings, and island scenery. Shore excursions by rail and carriage lead to temples, markets, and public institutions, while visits with local officials and residents are recorded with economy. The account notes formal receptions, charitable calls, and the logistics of obtaining pilots, water, and fuel. Health, heat, and dust are recurring practical concerns. The yacht then coasts southward, touching at other ports as weather permits, before departing the subcontinent for the islands beyond.

Ceylon provides a contrasting interlude of harbors, gardens, and hill stations, summarized through brief impressions of Colombo’s wharves and the interior’s plantations and views. The voyage then threads the Straits, with short stays at key colonial entrepôts that supply coal and fresh stores. In the Dutch East Indies, the narrative remarks on botanical collections, cultivated estates, and volcanic silhouettes seen from sea, with references to recent seismic changes still discussed locally. Throughout, the chronicle combines notes on harbor regulations and quarantine with observations of languages, dress, and trade, maintaining the steady pace of embarkation, excursion, and departure.

Turning south and east, the Sunbeam steers for Australia, making first landfall on the continent’s western or southern coast depending on winds and currents. Formalities at quarantine and customs precede tours of the principal port, shipyards, and public buildings. Brassey outlines colonial administration and commerce through meetings with governors, naval officers, and merchants. The crew refits, the bunkers are replenished, and the yacht prepares for coastal passages between the colonies. The account keeps to concise outlines of scenery, climate, and anchorage conditions, noting channels, lights, and pilotage, before shifting focus to life ashore in the larger Australian settlements.

Along Australia’s southern and eastern shores, the party visits multiple cities and nearby districts, traveling inland by rail or road to observe farms, mines, and nascent townships. The record includes receptions, museum and school visits, and observations on public works such as docks, bridges, and water supply. Natural history punctuates the itinerary: birds, marsupials, and coastal flora are catalogued in brief. Where encountered, Indigenous presence is acknowledged through period descriptions of missions or camps. Changing weather, fogs, and shoals test seamanship as the Sunbeam shifts between harbors, before preparations begin for the long return passage across the Indian Ocean.

Interwoven with the port‑by‑port outline is a picture of life afloat. Brassey notes the running of the yacht’s engine and sails, the division of watches, and the management of charts, chronometers, and signals. Domestic details—cabins, meals, and improvised comforts—appear beside lists of stores and medical precautions for tropical cruising. Religious services, shipboard amusements, and seasonal observances mark time for passengers and crew. Occasional acts of charity—gifts of books, medicines, or relief to institutions—are recorded without commentary. The steady emphasis remains on practical seamanship and orderly travel, presenting the cruise as a disciplined progression of distances, bearings, and calls.

After the Australian visits, the Sunbeam shapes a homeward course by way of island coaling stations. This leg brings alternating calms and gales, with attention to sail handling, rigging checks, and care of the sick in heavy weather. Landfalls at mid‑ocean colonies permit brief accounts of their harbors and administrations. Late in the journey, illness interrupts the diary, and the narrative thereafter is continued by family editors, who supply dates, positions, and the remaining ports of call from logs and letters. The closing pages outline the completion of the passage and summarize intentions for the voyage that could not be fulfilled.

Taken together, the book presents a concise record of a yacht voyage that links imperial routes, maritime practice, and descriptive travel. Its central purpose is to document places visited and the means of getting there, not to argue or theorize. By adhering to dated entries and practical headings—harbors, weather, formal calls, and local industries—it conveys the tempo of late‑nineteenth‑century ocean travel. As the last installment of Brassey’s seafaring chronicles, it preserves her method: clear, economical observation, a focus on logistics and hospitality, and an underlying message of mobility and connection across seas that were then central to British world traffic.
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    Annie Brassey’s The Last Voyage: To India and Australia, in the 'Sunbeam' unfolds in 1886–1887, at the zenith of late-Victorian imperial power. The private steam yacht Sunbeam threads a quintessential imperial sea-lane: through the Mediterranean to Port Said, along the Suez Canal and Red Sea to Aden, across the Indian Ocean to Ceylon (Sri Lanka) and British India, and onward to the Australian colonies. The temporal frame coincides with Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubilee in 1887, infusing ports with imperial pageantry. Steam propulsion, global telegraph cables, and fortified coaling stations render the route both practical and symbolic, and the book’s observational travel narrative reflects this tightly integrated maritime world.

The Suez Canal, opened on 17 November 1869, revolutionized Britain’s route to India by cutting roughly 7,000 kilometers from the voyage around the Cape. The British government cemented influence when Disraeli purchased the Khedive’s shares in 1875, and after suppressing the ‘Urabi uprising, occupied Egypt in 1882. By the Convention of Constantinople (1888), the canal was declared neutral, though British control persisted in practice. The Sunbeam’s transit, with coaling stops at Port Said and Aden (a British base since 1839), embodies this infrastructure of steam and coal. Brassey’s descriptions of cosmopolitan canal towns, lighthouse signals, and pilotage mirror the canal’s status as the Empire’s maritime artery.

British India after 1858 was governed directly by the Crown under a Viceroy—Lord Dufferin served from 1884 to 1888—over presidencies and provinces, while hundreds of princely states remained under British paramountcy. Railways expanded from the first 1853 line to more than 9,000 miles by 1880, including a through connection between Bombay (Mumbai) and Calcutta (Kolkata) by 1870. Public works like the Ganges Canal (1854) and Punjab canal colonies reshaped agrarian regions. Municipal legislation in the 1870s–1880s culminated in Bombay’s 1888 Act, championed by Pherozeshah Mehta. Brassey’s urban vignettes—railway timetables, cantonments, and civic institutions—register how imperial governance and infrastructure structured everyday colonial life.

The Indian National Congress was founded in Bombay in December 1885 at Gokuldas Tejpal Sanskrit College, with W. C. Bonnerjee as its first president and A. O. Hume as a principal convenor. Early leaders, including Dadabhai Naoroji and Pherozeshah Mehta, petitioned for Indian representation in legislative councils, simultaneous civil service examinations, and fiscal accountability. The Ilbert Bill controversy (1883) had already exposed racial inequities in the legal system. Brassey’s encounters with English-educated Indians and her attention to municipal debates reflect the ferment of the mid-1880s, when loyalist reform politics emerged in port cities that her voyage visited, offering a counterpoint to official imperial triumphalism.

Ceylon’s plantation economy was transformed when coffee rust (Hemileia vastatrix) devastated coffee from 1869; pioneers like James Taylor planted tea at Loolecondera in 1867, and by 1883 tea exports surpassed coffee. Rail links—Colombo to Kandy (1867)—and new roads enabled rapid expansion; by the late 1880s tens of thousands of acres were under tea. Labor came via the kangani system, recruiting Tamil workers from the Madras Presidency into harsh, tightly regulated conditions. The Sunbeam’s call at Colombo and excursions inland situate Brassey amid botanical gardens at Peradeniya, planters’ clubs, and lines of estate coolie barracks. Her pages capture both the scientific modernity and the coercive labor undergirding the tea boom.

In the Australian colonies—New South Wales, Victoria, Queensland, South Australia, Western Australia, and Tasmania—the 1880s were an era of urban growth and self-confident colonial nationalism. Melbourne’s Land Boom and spectacles such as the 1880 and 1888 International Exhibitions displayed prosperity and technology (cable trams appeared in the mid-1880s). The New South Wales Sudan Contingent (1885) marked an assertive imperial participation, while the 1887 Colonial Conference in London foreshadowed federation debates that produced a draft constitution in 1891. Brassey’s visits to Fremantle, Adelaide, Melbourne, and Sydney register this optimism; her husband Thomas Brassey (raised to the peerage in 1886) later served as Governor of Victoria (1895–1900), linking the voyage to colonial governance.

Public health crises profoundly shaped late-nineteenth-century travel and colonial life. The Fifth Cholera Pandemic (1881–1896) coursed along the very sea routes the Sunbeam sailed, from the Nile Delta through Indian ports and onward to the Pacific, prompting quarantine regimes, medical inspections, and sanitary cordons. Malaria remained a pervasive tropical scourge; Alphonse Laveran identified the parasite in 1880, but Ronald Ross would not demonstrate mosquito transmission until 1897 in Secunderabad, leaving 1880s voyagers with incomplete knowledge. Quinine prophylaxis, shipboard ventilation, and scrupulous cleanliness were advised, yet fevers persisted in low-lying, malarial districts and swampy anchorages. British India had convened sanitary commissions from the 1860s and strengthened municipal health powers through the 1870s–1880s, while colonial ports enforced maritime quarantines—Sydney’s North Head Quarantine Station had operated since the 1830s, and Western Australia established Woodman Point Quarantine Station in 1886. Brassey’s narrative is shadowed by these medical uncertainties. She fell ill after visiting India and died of malaria aboard the Sunbeam near Mauritius on 14 September 1887, her burial at sea emblematic of the risks entwined with imperial mobility. The book’s careful notations of climates, hospitals, and preventive routines, juxtaposed with the suddenness of her death, provide a vivid, first-hand documentary of how disease, science, and policy intersected in global travel at the time.

The book functions as an implicit social and political critique by juxtaposing elite leisure with the inequities sustaining imperial circuits. Descriptions of smooth passage through Suez, opulent colonial clubs, and exhibition halls are set against scenes of indentured Tamil labor on Ceylon’s tea estates, racialized legal debates in India after the Ilbert Bill, and exclusionary policies in Australia taking firmer shape by the late 1880s. Recurrent concerns about sanitation and fever expose the fragility of imperial progress narratives. Brassey’s attentive yet patrician voice reveals class divides and racial hierarchies embedded in empire, even as it records the administrative order and infrastructures that made such a voyage possible.
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	Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail,

That brings our friends up from the underworld;

Sad as the last which reddens over one

That sinks with all we love below the verge;

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more!
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In giving to the reading world these pages of the last Journal of one of the most popular writers of our day, no apology can be needed, and but little explanation.

A word had better perhaps be said, and said here, as to my share in its composition. It is now twelve years ago since my friend—then Mrs. Brassey—asked my advice and assistance in arranging the Diary she had kept during the eleven months' cruise of the 'Sunbeam.' This assistance I gladly gave, and she and I worked together, chiefly at reducing the mass of information gathered during the voyage. I often felt it hard to have to do away with interesting and amusing matter in order to reduce the book even to the size in which it appeared. It was a very pleasant and easy task, and I think the only difference of opinion which ever arose between us was as to the intrinsic merit of the manuscript. No one could have been more diffident than the writer of those charming pages; and it needed all the encouragement which both I and her friend and publisher, Mr. T. Norton Longman, could offer, to induce her to use many of the simple little details of her life, literally 'on the ocean wave.'

The success of the 'Voyage of the "Sunbeam"' need not be dwelt on here; it fully justified our opinion, surprising its writer more than any one else by its sudden and yet lasting popularity. Other works, also well received and well known to the public, followed during the next few years, with which I had nothing to do. This last Journal now comes before Lady Brassey's world-wide public, invested with a pathos and sadness all its own.

I venture to think that no one can read these pages without admiration and regret; admiration for the courage which sustained the writer amid the weakness of failing health, and regret that the story of a life so unselfish and so devoted to the welfare of others should have ended so soon.

On his return home, in December 1887, from this last cruise, Lord Brassey placed in my hands his wife's journals and manuscript notes, knowing that they would be reverently and tenderly dealt with, and believing that, on account of my previous experience with the 'Voyage of the "Sunbeam,"' I should understand better than any one else the writer's wishes.

My task has been a sad and in some respects a difficult one. Not only do I keenly miss the bright intelligence which on a former occasion made every obscure point clear to me directly, but the notes themselves are necessarily very fragmentary in places. It astonishes me that any diary at all should have been kept amid the enthusiasm which greeted the arrival and departure of the 'Sunbeam' at every port, the hurry and confusion of constant travelling, and, saddest of all, the evidences of daily increasing weakness. Great also has been my admiration for the indomitable spirit which lifted the frail body above and beyond all considerations of self. I need not here call attention to Lady Brassey's devotion to the cause of suffering shown in her unceasing efforts to establish branches of the St. John Ambulance Association[1] all over the world. It will be seen that the last words of the Journal refer to this subject, so near the writer's heart.

I have thought it best to allow the mere rough outline diary of the first part of the Indian journey to appear exactly as it stands, instead of attempting to enlarge it, which could have been done from Lord Brassey's notes. But, unhappily, the chief interest now of every word of this volume will consist, not in any information conveyed—for that could easily be supplied from other sources—but in the fact of its being Lady Brassey's own impression jotted hastily down at the moment. After reaching Hyderabad there was more leisure and an interval of better health; consequently each day's record is fuller. After August 29th the brief jottings of the first Indian days are resumed, but I have not felt able to lay these notes before the public, for they are simple records of suffering and helpless weakness, too private and sacred for publication. They extend up to September 10th, only four days before the end.

No one but Lord Brassey could take up the story after that date, and it is therefore to his pen that we owe the succeeding pages. All through the Journal I found constant references to what are called in the family the 'Sunbeam Papers,' a journal kept by Lord Brassey and printed for private circulation. With his permission, I have availed myself of these notes wherever I could do so, and I believe that this is what Lady Brassey would have wished. There were also, with the MSS., many interesting newspaper extracts referring to public utterances of Lord Brassey, but of these want of space compels me only to give three, specially alluded to by his wife, which will be found in the Appendix.

Lady Brassey had created an extraordinarily intimate and friendly feeling between herself and her readers all over the world. It has been felt in accordance with this mutual and affectionate understanding to give little personal details, and even a memoir compiled by Lord Brassey for his children during the sad days following the 14th of September, to the friendly eyes which will read with regret the last Journal of one who has been their pleasant chronicler and chatty fellow-traveller for so long. It must always seem as if Lady Brassey wrote specially for those who did not enjoy her facilities for going about and seeing everything.

I must express my thanks to Lady Brassey's secretaries for the kind help they have afforded me, not only in deciphering MSS., but in verifying dates and names of places.

M.A. BROOME.

London: March 1888.
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'The greatest benefit which one friend can confer upon another is to guard, and excite, and elevate his virtues. This your mother will still perform if you diligently preserve the memory of her life and of her death....

'There is something pleasing in the belief that our separation from those whom we love is only corporeal....

'Here is one expedient by which you may, in some degree, continue her presence. If you write down minutely what you remember of her from your earliest years, you will read it with great pleasure, and receive from it many hints of soothing recollections, when time shall remove her yet further from you, and your grief shall be matured to veneration.'

Dr. Johnson[2].



My dear Children,—In sorrow and grief I have prepared a sketch of the life and character of your dearly loved mother, whom it has pleased God to call to Himself. Slight and imperfect as it is, it may hereafter help to preserve some tender recollections, which you would not willingly let die.

I shall begin with her childhood. Her mother having died in her infancy, for some years your dear mother lived, a solitary child, at her grandfather's house at Clapham. Here she acquired that love of the country, the farm, and the garden which she retained so keenly to the last. Here she learned to ride; and here, with little guidance from teachers, she had access to a large library, and picked up in a desultory way an extensive knowledge of the best English, French, German, and Italian literature.

After a few years' residence at Clapham, your grandfather moved to Chapel Street, Grosvenor Place, and later to the house which you remember in Charles Street. At this period your mother's education was conducted by her attached and faithful governess, Miss Newton, whom you all know. She attended classes, but otherwise her life must have been even more solitary in London than at Clapham. Her evenings were much devoted to Botany, and by assiduous application she acquired that thorough knowledge of the science which she found so useful later, in describing the profuse and varied vegetation of the tropics.

And now I come to my engagement to your mother. How sweet it is to remember her as she was in those young days; in manners so frank and unaffected, and full of that buoyant spirit which to the end of her life never flagged. She enjoyed with a glad heart every pleasure. She was happy at a ball, happy on her horse, happy on the grouse-moor, devoted to her father, a favourite with all her relatives, and very, very sweet to me. Gladness of heart, thankfulness for every pleasure, a happy disposition to make the best of what Providence has ordered, were her characteristics.

We were married in October 1860. After our marriage we had everything to create—our home, our society, our occupations. We began life at Beauport[3]; and wonderfully did your dear mother adapt herself to wholly unanticipated circumstances. Beauport became a country home for our nearest relations on both sides. As a girl, your mother had been a most loving daughter to her own father. After her marriage she was good and kind to my parents. To my brothers, until they were old enough to form happy homes of their own, she was an affectionate sister.

At the date of our marriage, no definite career had opened out for me. To follow my father's business was not considered expedient, and I had no commanding political influence. In the endeavour to help me to obtain a seat in Parliament, your dear mother displayed a true wife-like devotion. She worked with an energy and earnestness all her own, first at Birkenhead in 1861, and later at Devonport and Sandwich—constituencies which I fought unsuccessfully—and my return for Hastings in 1868 afforded her the more gratification. It had been the custom in the last-named constituency to invite the active assistance of ladies, and especially the wives of the candidates, in canvassing the electors. Your mother readily responded to the call. She soon became popular among the supporters of the Liberal party[4], and throughout my connection with Hastings she retained the golden opinions which she had so early won. Her nerve, high spirit, and ability, under the fierce ordeal of the petition against my return, have been described in his memoirs by Serjeant Ballantine, who conducted my case. He called your mother as his first witness for the defence, put one or two questions, and then handed her wholly unprepared to the counsel for the petitioners—the present Lord Chancellor. With unflinching fortitude your mother endured a cross-examination lasting for upwards of an hour. Her admirable bearing made a great impression upon the eminent judge (Mr. Justice Blackburn) who tried the case, and won the sympathies of the dense crowd of spectators. I remember how gratefully your mother acknowledged the mercy of Heaven in that crisis of her life. 'I could not have done it unless I had been helped,' were her simple words to me.

Down to the latest election in which I was engaged, your dear mother, in the same spirit of personal devotion to her husband, wrought and laboured in the political cause. I have put her love for me as the prime motive for her efforts in politics; but she had too much intelligence not to form a judgment of her own on public issues. Her sympathies were instinctively on the side of the people, in opposition to the old-fashioned Toryism, so much more in vogue a quarter of a century ago than it is to-day.

In helping me to hold a seat in Parliament, your dear mother was inflicting upon herself a privation very hard to bear. Owning to the rapid changes in all the circumstances of our lives, it was difficult to preserve old associations. In the midst of new environments, to make her way alone was a great strain. It is some consolation to know what happiness I gave when, upon my release from the urgent demands of Parliamentary and official life, I was able to spend much of my time in her dear society. It is sad that this happy change should have come so late.

In addition to the share which she took in my Parliamentary labours, your mother undertook the exclusive management at home. This responsibility was gradually concentrated in her hands, owing to my long service in the House of Commons, combined with exceptionally heavy extra-Parliamentary work, finally culminating in my holding office at the Admiralty for more than five years.

How we shall miss her in everything! specially in the task of arranging in the museum, now near completion, the combined collections of our many journeys! She had so looked forward to being able to bring together these collections in London; one of her objects being to afford instruction and recreation to the members of the Working Men's Clubs[5], to whom she proposed to give constant facilities of access to the collection.

The same spirit, which made your dear mother my helpmeet in my public life, sustained her, at the sacrifice of every personal predilection, in constant companionship with her husband at sea. She bore the misery of sea-sickness without a murmur or complaint. Fear in storm and tempest she never knew. She made yachting, notwithstanding its drawbacks, a source of pleasure. At Cowes she was always on deck, card in hand, to see the starts in the various matches. At sea she enjoyed the fair breezes, and took a deep interest in estimating the daily run, in which she was generally wonderfully exact. She had a great faculty for seamanship, and knew as well as anybody on board what should be done and what was being done on deck.

The same eager sympathy with every interest and effort of mine led your dear mother to help me as President of the Working Men's Club and Institute Union. She attended the meetings, distributed the prizes, and on one occasion entertained the members and their friends at Normanhurst. Upwards of a thousand came down from London, and were addressed by Lord Houghton and by M. Waddington, the French Ambassador. She also did all she could to encourage the Naval Artillery Volunteers. For years she attended inspections and distributed prizes on board the 'President' and the 'Rainbow.' She was always present at the annual service in Westminster Abbey. She witnessed the first embarkation in a gunboat at Sheerness. She carried through all the commissariat arrangements for the six hundred naval volunteers who were brought together from London, Liverpool, and Bristol for the great review at Windsor, sleeping under canvas for three nights in our encampment, and personally and most efficiently superintending every detail. The men were enthusiastic in their appreciation of her efforts.

The same interest was shown in my naval work. Your dear mother accompanied me frequently in my visits to the dockyard towns at home and abroad, attended naval reviews, and was present at the manœuvres on the coast of Ireland in 1885, and in Milford Haven in 1886. At home and abroad she always aided most cordially my desire to establish kindly relations with the naval profession, among whom she numbered, I am sure, not a few sincere friends. The same spirit of sympathy carried your mother with me on dreary and arduous journeys to Ireland, where she paid several visits to the Lough Swilly estates. She called personally on every tenant, asked them to visit the 'Sunbeam,' treated them most kindly, and won their hearts.

Her reception of the Colonial visitors to England last year, when suffering from severe illness, and the visits to the Colonies, which were the last acts of her life, are the most recent proofs which your dear mother was permitted to give of her genuine sympathy with everything that was intended for the public good. The reception which she met with in Australia afforded gratifying assurances of the wide appreciation of her high-minded exertions on the part of our Colonial friends.

The last day of comparative ease in your mother's life was spent at Darnley Island. You remember the scene: the English missionaries, the native teacher with his congregation assembled around him, the waving cocoa-nuts, the picturesque huts on the beach, the deep blue sea, the glorious sunshine, the beauty and the peace. It was a combination after your mother's heart, which she greatly enjoyed, resting tranquilly under the trees, fanned by the refreshing trade-wind. You will remember her marked kindness of manner in giving encouragement to the missionaries in their work. It was another instance of her broad sympathies.

In attempting to give a description of your dear mother's fine character, I cannot omit her splendid courage. I have referred to it as shown on the sea. You who have followed her with the hounds, as long as she had strength to sit in the saddle, will never forget her pluck and skill. Her courage never failed her. It upheld her undaunted through many illnesses.

And now I turn to that part of the work of her life by which your dear mother is best known to the outer world. Her books were widely read by English-speaking people, and have been translated into the language of nearly every civilised nation. The books grew out of a habit, early adopted when on her travels, of sitting up in bed as soon as she awoke in the morning, in her dressing-jacket, and writing with pencil and paper an unpretending narrative of the previous day's proceedings, to be sent home to her father. The written letter grew into the lithographed journal, and the latter into the printed book, at first prepared for private circulation, and finally, on completion of our voyage round the world, for publication. The favourable reception of the first book was wholly unexpected by the writer. She awoke and found herself famous.

Her popularity as a writer has been won by means the simplest, the purest, and most natural which can be conceived. Not a single unkind or ungenerous thought is to be found in any book of hers. The instruction and knowledge conveyed, if not profound, are useful and interesting to readers of all classes. The choice of topics is always judicious. A bright and happy spirit glows in her pages, and it is this which makes the books attractive to all classes. They were read with pleasure by Prince Bismarck, as he smoked his evening pipe, as well as by girls at school. Letters of acknowledgment used to reach your mother from the bedside of the aged and the sick, from the prairies of America, the backwoods of Canada, and the lonely sheep-stations of Australia. Those grateful letters were the most valued which were received from the cottages of the poor. As old George Herbert sings,




	Scorn no man's love, though of a mean degree;

Love is a present for a mighty King.





It was natural that your mother, with her eager nature, should be spurred on to renewed efforts by success. She set out on her last journey full of hope and enterprise. In India, in Borneo, in Australia, she was resolved to leave no place unvisited which could by any possibility be reached, and where she was led to believe that objects of interest could be found, to be described to readers who could not share her opportunities of travel. The enlargement of our programme of journeys within the tropics threw a heavy strain on her constitution. In Northern India her health was better than it had been for years, but she fell away after leaving Bombay. Rangoon and Borneo told upon her. She did not become really ill until the day after leaving Borneo, when she was attacked by the malaria[6]l fever which infests the river up which she had travelled to the famous bird's-nest caves. She suffered much until we reached the temperate climate of South Australia.

On leaving Brisbane we found ourselves once more in the tropics. Enfeebled by an attack of bronchitis caught at Brisbane, your mother was again seized with malarial fever. On the northern coast of Australia such fevers are prevalent, and our visits to Rockhampton, the Herbert River, Mourilyan, and Thursday Island, where we were detained ten days, were probably far from beneficial. No evil consequence was, however, anticipated; and without undue self-reproach we must bow with submission to the heavy blow which, in the ordering of Providence, has befallen us.

Your dear mother died on the morning of September 14, 1887, and her remains were committed to the deep at sunset on the same day (Lat. 15° 50´ S., Long. 110° 35´ E.) Every member of the ship's company was present to pay the last tribute of love and respect on that sad occasion. Your dear mother died in an effort to carry forward the work which, as she believed, it had pleased God to assign to her.

From your mother's books let us turn to her charities; and first her public charities. You know how she has laboured in the cause of the St. John Ambulance Association, how she has taken every opportunity of urging forward the work in every place which we visited, in the West Indies, in the Shetlands, in London, at Middlesbrough, in Sussex. At all the ports at which we touched on our last cruise she spared no pains to interest people in the work. You heard her deliver her last appeal in the cause at Rockhampton. She spoke under extreme physical difficulty, but with melting pathos. As it was her last speech, so, perhaps, it was her best.

Your mother took up ambulance work at a time when it was little in fashion, because she believed it to be a good cause. By years of hard work, in speech, in letter, by interview, by pamphlet, by personal example and devotion, she spread to multitudes the knowledge of the art of ministering first-aid to the injured. We may rest assured that her exertions have been, under Providence, the means of saving many precious lives. In her last cruise you have seen how, when painful injuries have been received, she has been the first to staunch the bleeding wound, facing trying scenes with a courage which never faltered while there was need for it, but which, as the reaction which followed too surely told, put a severe strain upon her feeble frame.

Many could tell, in terms of deepest gratitude, what a true angel from heaven your dear mother had been to them in their hours of sickness. You will readily recall some of the most striking occasions.

That your mother accomplished what she did is the more to be admired when account is taken of the feeble condition of her health and of her many serious illnesses. She inherited weakness of the chest from her mother, who died of decline in early life. When on the point of first going out into society, she was fearfully burned, and lay for six months wrapped in cotton-wool, unable to feed herself. In the early years of our married life we were frequently driven away in the winter to seek a cure for severe attacks of bronchitis. In 1869 your mother caught a malarial fever while passing through the Suez Canal. She rode through Syria in terrible suffering. There was a temporary rally, followed by a relapse, at Alexandria. From Alexandria we went to Malta, where she remained for weeks in imminent danger. She never fully recovered from this, the first of her severe illnesses, and in 1880 she had a recurrence of fever at Algiers. It was followed by other similar attacks—at Cowes in 1882, in the West Indies in 1883, at Gibraltar in 1886, and on her last voyage, first at Borneo, and finally, and with the results we so bitterly lament, on the coast of Northern Queensland. Only indomitable courage could have carried your mother through so much illness and left her mental energies wholly unimpaired, long after her physical frame had become permanently enfeebled. Loss of health compelled her to withdraw in great measure from general society. She was unequal to the demands of London life, and from the same cause was unable to remain in England during the winter. Thus she gradually lost touch of relatives and friends of former years, for whom she had a genuine regard. In such society as she was able to see at the close of her too short life, she never failed to win regard and sympathy. There will be many sad hearts in Australia when the tidings of your mother's death reaches the latest friends whom she was privileged to win.

The truest testimony to your mother's worth is to be found in the painful void created in the home circle by her death. For me the loss must be irreparable. It would, indeed, be more than we could bear, if we had no hope for the future. We cling to that hope; and whatever our hand findeth to do, we must, like her, try to do it with all our might.

Such then was your dear mother: a constant worker, working it may be beyond her strength, yet according to the light which God had given her, and in the noblest causes. Your mother was always doing good to those from whom she had no hope to receive. She did not do her alms before men: not those at least which cost her most in time and in thought. When she prayed, she entered into her closet and shut the door, and, without vain repetition, presented her heart's desire in language most simple before the Father in Heaven. Her life was passed in the spirit of the Apostle's exhortation: 'Be ye kind one to another, tender-hearted, forgiving one another.'

In the last prayer which she was able to articulate with me, your mother besought the blessing of Heaven upon us both, praying that she might yet be spared to be a comfort to me and all around her. In that prayer was embodied the central aim of her existence. Her praise to God was sung in her work of practical good.[1q] Her psalm was the generous sacrifice of self to works which she believed would be for the advantage of others. This thoughtfulness was shown in the most beautiful way, when the last sad call had come. When, in reply to her touching inquiry, 'Is it quite hopeless?' the answer gave no encouragement to hope, you will not forget the tenderness, the unfaltering fortitude, with which she bestowed her blessing, and then proceeded, until articulation was denied, to distribute to each some token of her tender love. She died in perfect charity with all, sweetly submissive to the Divine Will, and consoling her afflicted husband and children to the very last.

Your mother's heart was as large as it was tender. She was devoted, as a wife, to her husband; as a mother, to her children. She was kind to dependents, ever thoughtful for the poor, and there was a large place in her heart for her dumb companions. Her presence will, I am sure, never fade from your recollection; and in all my remembrance of her I can recall no period of her life when her face was so dear to look upon as in the days after leaving Port Darwin. As she lay back on her pillows, a veil of white lace thrown round her head, her eyes so bright, her smiles so loving, not a murmur from her lips nor a shade of unrest on her serene countenance, the peculiar sweetness of her expression seemed a foretaste of the peace of heaven.

I do not recall these things solely as a tribute to the dear one who has passed away from among us, but for your profit and for mine. We have seen how your mother used her opportunities to make the world a little better than she found it. We may each do the same service in our own sphere, and so may best be followers of her good example. In tenderest love may we ever cherish and bless and revere her memory.

My dear children, I might write more. I could never tell you what your mother was to me.

Your very affectionate father,

Brassey.

'Sunbeam,' R.Y.S.: September 1887.
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WHEN the arrangements for a contemplated cruise to the East were being considered, towards the end of 1886, it was thought best for Lady Brassey and her daughters to make the voyage to Bombay in a P. & O. steamer. The 'Sunbeam' herself was to sail from Portsmouth by the middle of November. Lord Brassey, in the first paragraph of his 'Sunbeam Papers,' thus acknowledges the help he derived at starting, in what may be called the domestic department of the yacht, from Lady Brassey's presence on board for even a few hours.

'We embarked at Portsmouth on Monday, November 16th. The "Sunbeam" was in hopeless confusion, and it required no ordinary effort of determination and organisation to clear out of harbour on the following day. A few hours at Southampton did wonders in evolving order out of chaos. On the afternoon of November 18th, my wife and eldest daughter, who had come down to help in preparing for sea, returned to the shore, and the "Sunbeam" proceeded immediately down Channel.'

 [image: Portsmouth. H.M.S. 'Hercules']

Portsmouth, H.M.S. ‘Hercules’

At Plymouth Lord Brassey was joined by the late Lord Dalhousie and by Mr. Arnold Morley, M.P. The former landed at Gibraltar, and the latter at Algiers. Through the long voyage to Bombay the gallant little yacht held stoutly on her course, meeting first a mistral in the Mediterranean, then strong head-winds in the Red Sea, and having the N.E. monsoon in her teeth after leaving Aden.

 [image: ] [image: ] Tanks at Aden

In the meantime Lady Brassey, her three daughters, and some friends left England a few days after the yacht had sailed, travelling slowly, with many interesting stopping-places, and not finally reaching Brindisi until December 11th. Thence to Egypt was but a brief voyage, and the one day's rest (!) at Alexandria was devoted, as usual, by Lady Brassey to visits—so minute in their careful examination into existing conditions as to be more an inspection than the cursory call of a passing traveller—to the Soldiers and Sailors' Institute, and also to the Military Hospital at Ramleh. Arrangements had next to be made for the disposal of stores sent out by the Princess of Wales' branch of the National Aid Society; and all this constituted what may fairly be considered a hard day's work. Then came a well-occupied week in Cairo, where much hospital-visiting was again got through, and many interviews respecting the site for the new hospital at Port Said were held with the Egyptian authorities. This pleasant but by no means idle dawdling brought the party to Suez on December 23rd, where they embarked at once on board the P. & O. steamer 'Thames,' Captain Seaton, and started at midnight for Bombay.

Carefully and well had the plans for both voyages been laid, and successfully—by grace of wind and weather—had they been carried out. On January 3rd, 1887, Lord Brassey in the 'Sunbeam' and Lady Brassey in the 'Thames' exchanged cordial signals of greeting off the harbour of Bombay. The incident must be briefly described from the earlier 'Sunbeam Papers' (for of this first portion of the cruise Lady Brassey has unhappily left no notes). 'As we were becalmed off Bombay, waiting for the sea breeze which invariably freshens towards noon, the Peninsular and Oriental Company's steamship "Thames," with my wife and children on board, passed ahead of us into the harbour. We had a delightful meeting in the afternoon at Government House, Malabar Point, where we were greeted with a most cordial welcome from our dear friends Lord and Lady Reay.'

We are so accustomed nowadays to the punctual keeping of appointments made months before, with half the width of the world between the meeting-places, that this happy and fortunate coincidence will scarcely excite remark, even when the home journal dwells on the added joy of the arrival, that very same evening, as planned beforehand, of Lord Brassey's son, who had started earliest, and had been spending some weeks of travel, sight-seeing, and sport, pleasantly combined, in Ceylon and Southern India.
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