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CORRESPONDENCE.

OLD JAMAICA GINGER.

Kingston, Jamalea,Oct. 2, 1898.—Dawn
was breaking In the eaat and the Blue
mountains leaping out of their beds of
mistand tumbling their cloudy blankets
in every direction a result; but
in every direction we caught the
first glimpse of this far-famed bit of the
gueen's domain. One who s familiar
with our own great West, sees In Ja-
maiea a strong resemblance to the
Black Hlills of Dakota, set in an ocean
of laplz-lazult. Some of the peaks of the
central range are more than 7,000 feet
high, and eternally velled in clouds.
Their lower slopes and ridges are
clothed with mest luxuriant verdure of
the troplcs; and the foot hills trending
down to the coast in many sharp apurs,
llke a colossal vandyke pattern, have
emerald valleys between, fitled with
cane fields and coifee groves, NoO emer-
ald was ever half so green as the “liv-
ing green” of these deep valleys. They
are watersd by !nnumerable streams
that come pourlng down from the upper
heights, through canyons banked with
tree-ferns, glgantio bamboos, and a
hundred varieties of the great palm'-.
family. Xaymaca, “land of springs,
the aborigines called thelr !sland, you
know. The early Spanlards rendered
the word after thelr own musical fash-
lon—Hah-mack-ah; and it remained
for the English, who always ruin the
menclature and wring the last drop of
romance out of every place that comes
into their prosale hands, to flatten it out
to Jay-may-key.

Fo most of us, the name of this small
territory, associated with its celebrated
pinc-apple rum, or with remembered
palns under the apron in connectlon
with tts pungent ginger. Judging from
the enormous quantitles of “‘Jamaica
rum” and “Jamalica ginger,”" 'which
have long been used In all parts of the
civillzed world, one would expect to
find a fair-sized continent here, given
up to the exclusive production of those
useful articles—inatead of an extremely
rugged tract, 160 mlles long by ©60
broad, hardly one-fifth of which is vet
cultivated. Perhaps as with Panama
hats and Havana cigars and Mexican
fillgree work, the articlea are made al-
most anywhere else than in the place
whose name they bear.

Nearing Port Royal, the entrance har-.
bor to Kingston, we beheld the usual
West India scene-—a level stretch be-
tween the sea and the hills, formed in
the slow course of centuries Ly debris
washed down from abovc; the plain
covered with cane flelds, coffee groves
and cocoa palms, dotted with villas and
the tall chimneys of sugar factoriés.
Presently Kingston came into sight—
the white-walled clty of a dream as
geen from a dlstance, glorified in the
golden and rosy glow of the morning.
Between, stretched a sandspit, eight
miles long—a natural break-water, ris-
ing only a few feet above the water
line, in places barely twenty-five yards
across and nowhere niore than fifty:
vet the thundering swells of the Carib-
bean, pounding ceaselessly upon it,
never wear it any thinner. Just beyond
the curling surf, wherever the sand is
dry enough, cocoa palms grow thickly—
a long line of soft green, above which
appears the masts and spars of the
vessels, anchored on the other gide of
the spit and@ aparently mixed up with
the houses of Kingston. At the tip end
of the sand bank stands_ Port Royal,
the ancient Puerto Real, so fam-
ous in West Indian  Thistory. A
light-house rears its white bulk half
way down among the paims, and a gun
is fired from it whenever a vessel fiy-
ing the colors of Great Britaln appears’

but the banner of any other country is
not considered worthy that delicate
compllment. ‘Treacherous coral reefs
rise out of the deep water for several
miles, some forming low, wooded
islets, others Indlcated only by the
breakers dashing over them; and only
focal pilots can take a vessel through
these natural defences. There are two
channels through which the lageon can
be approached. The eastern passage,
along which we steamed, rung so near
the shore that an enemy’s ship would
be sent to the kingdom come by the
batteries hidden among the sand hllis,
long before it could reach the mouth,
The western passage s less intricate,
but that !s covered by powerful forts,
Thus nature and art have comblned to
render the position so strong that in
old times Kingston was considered un-
attackable. Nowadays a Dewey, Samp-
son or Schley could =shell It easily
enough over the spit from the open sea.
As we rounded the polnt and the lagoon
opened out before us, the Bcene was
most interesting. Directly In front
were the dock-yards, forts and towers
of Port Royal,with streets and terraces,
roofs and turrets, domes and steples,
all sharply defined In the exquisite
transparency of the alr. At the far-
ther end of the lagoon, Inslde the sand-
bar, lay Kingston-blue and hazy, six
miles distant, Baeck of Kingston, the
mountains, now plled in masses of
shadowy gray, streaked with orange
and amethyst by the newly-risen sun
behind them.

After we had beaten about for half
an hour, a pilot boat shot out from
shore with the swiftness of a racing
shell. The pilot, though of ebony
complexion, llke all of his calling in
these waters, was veneered with “Eng-
lish” from top to toe. His white duck
sult was of the nattiest, the trousers
with an exceedlng flare at bottom, and
his silk hat curtafled to the conven-
tlonal dimensiens of a low crowned
derby. His conversatlon was edifylng,
with a drawl and cockney accent which
would drive a New York Anglo-manijac
mad wih envy, though Issuing from
blackest lips, *“Oh say,” I can’t do it,
doncher yer know,” and numerous al-
lusions to '"'bloody rot' and “‘beastly
warm” and "“three penny ha' penny”
in change a "bob.”” His boat was an-
other ecuriousiy-—a canoe, 37 feet long,
hallowed out of the trunk of a cedar
tree, carrying 8lx oars and capable of
making seven knots an hour. Seeing
it skimming the waves llke a swallow,
one remembers the tales of the dis-
covererg about the !ncredible swiftness
of the cance in whieh the Arrowacks,
who inhabited Xaymaca, and the Caribs
of the Windward Island, went on their
predatory excursions against one an-
other.

An Engllsh guard ship is stationed in
front of Port Royal —an old three-
decker aflunting the broad white en-
sign, among i{hree or four gun bhoats
and half a dozen tenders. There are
batterles on the front and batteies on
the opposite shore; morning bugles
were ringing out unsparingly, and sun-
beams glinting upon the gold and sil-
ver lace and shining buttons and ac-
coutrements, as white-coated men
and officers passed to parade. No, it
would not be easy to take Jamalca—
hut all the same [t ought to belong to
Uncle Samuel, as a companlon-piece
to Cuba and Porio Rico.

At this entrance the channel is about
a mile wlide, the open part of the lagoon

belng perhaps seven miies long by as
many broad. The latier forms the
mouth of Qohre river, the largest In
Jamaica, on which, ten miles up,stands
Spanish Town, the original =seat of
government, established by the Span-
iards soon after the congquest. It was
the fashion then—come down from the

days of Thucydides and continued
to the end of the last century—
to bulld al important towns on

estuarles, at a distance from the sea,
for greater security agalnts pirates.
The Cobre river, runing down from
Spanish Town, converted the plain
through its flows into a swamp. ‘The
swamp is covered mwith mangrove
thickets, and the mangroves fringing
the circult of ¢he sal€* lagoon are en-
crusted wlith oyaters. What a crowd of
higtoric assoclations haunt this placel
Before the first hut was built in Kings-
ton, Port Royal was the rendezvous for
all the English ships which sailed the
Spanish maln for spoll or commerce.
Here, in later times, whole fleets were
gathered, to take In stores, or to refit
when shattered by engagements; and
here the jolly buccaneers sold their
plunder and squandered their dll-gotten
galn In gambling and riot. Here prizea
mwere hrought for adjudication, and pri-
rates to be trled and hanged. Here Nel-
son and Gordon and Collingwood and
Morgan and Drake all figured in their
time. Somehow such rolicking cut-
thoats do not sem like ordinary mur-
derers when thelr romantic adventures
and deeds of blood and lust are seen
through the glamour of two hundred
years! It is dnteresting to recall how
Morgan became dignifled and virtuous
“8ir Henry,” a plllar of church and
state, knlghted by the crown for the
?Frvices he had wendered to civiliza-
lon.

At the sacking of Pahama, you. re-
member, he got away with 175 mule-
loads of stolen +¢reasurc—a colossal
golden key which could not fail to un-
lock for himm the doors of respectability.
Having turned his baok upon his boon
compantons. this red-handed pirate be-
came a most popular governor of Ja-
malca and a vigorous prosecutor of
petty thieves. HIis prototype s not al-
together unknown today, In varlous
walks of lfe.

Since the day of Its discovery, thla
reef-beset lagoon has been considered
one of the safest naval ports in the
world, and the narrow sand-splt at its
entrance the key to the [sland. What-
ever power possessed '""Puerio Real,”
controlled the harbor and the capltal
of the island—"San Jago de la Viga,"
In the old days, rechristened Kings
Town after the great earthgquake in
1682. Thus, for many years, Port Royal
was the princlpal town In Jamalea.
If not In all the West Indies. When the
Spaniards were driven from the tsland,
they left behind & great many slaves,
who sought shelter In the mountalns
and defled the authorities. These
bandits, much mixed wih Spanish
blood.avere nearly exterm#nated soon af-
ter the English occupation; but later
the remnant grew to be powerful and
greatly disturbed the colony.

They ‘were ““The Maroons,” celebrated
In song and story, and the history of
their desperate struggles for freedom
read like a romance.

Today their descendants are a separ-
ate people, and still enjoy the privileges
granted to their forefathers in consider-
atlon of thelr services in suppressing an
uprising of the blacks. It would be
hard to find a more interesting people
than the Yamaicians of this generation.
The hlacks, which swarm Port Royal
and Kingaton, are like no other negroes
under the sun, yet have litile strain of
the old 8panish mixture nwith the In-
dians. The African blood, imported
when slave labor was one of the hless-
ings which white clvilization thrust
on the heathen, seems atit! to flow from



