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ALICIA is at last awakening from
G its long medi=val sleep and bestir-
ring itself to obtain recognition as
a beautiful country richly adorned and
bountifully blessed by nature, opening
its arms for admirers. I can safely say
that those who visit this Province of
Spain for health or pleasure, or both,
will not be disappointed. It is a country
of great interest also to the lover of un-
spoilt scenery—to the artist, for the
colouring is fascinating and baffling;
to the historian, for it figures promi-
nently in many a page of English his-
tory ; to the antiquary and archzologist,
for it contains monuments of priceless
value and of great antiquity.

I left Havre on the commodious and
exceedingly comfortable Booth s.s.
“ Hilary *’ at 8.30 p.m. on Friday night,
July 22nd, and reached Vigo on Sunday
night, the 24th July, at 9 p.m. The
** Hilary '’ had started from Liverpool
and proceeded to Havre, where I picked
her up. On Monday morning, the 25th
July, T saw Vigo Bay around the
steamer.

The town lies to the South—tall white
and grey houses rising up the slopes of
a hill dominated by an obvious walled
fort silhouetted against the sky line. To
the S.W. a range of deep grey serrated
edged hills running out seawards reminds
one of a similar range at Santa Cruz de
Tenerife, The Cies Islands, fifteen
miles away, at the mouth of Vigo

Bay, through which we had passed
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by the northern channel during the
previous evening, looked like low
lumps of almost black land deeply
denticulated on their sky-line edges. I
could count forty-seven small boats
dotted like black specks on the calm,
cool-looking surface of the sea. Some
had large round nets, some were using
hand-lines. Away to the East, at the
end of the harbour, peaked pine-clad
hills dovetailed with one another in a
series apparently stretching away in the
dim distance for many miles. In Vigo
itself, two tall round towers, dome-
capped, rising above the sky-line, showed
the position of the most prominent
church flanked on the sea side by a line
of neat ball-headed green trees, an
irregular strip of houses of various sizes
and degree intervening. Occasionally
the sound of a tin-kettle-like bell breaks
the silence, the rapid strokes being
taken up again by some other church in
the distance announcing early services.

The verdant north and south sides of
the Bay of Vigo slope gently when near-
ing the shore, and on these seaside
slopes lie scattered about several small
villages and many houses as if thrown
out promiscuously from a gigantic
pepper-box. A pretty scene it is, look
where you will.

The Bay of Vigo is so enormous—
fifteen miles from the guardian islands
of Cies, at the entrance from the Atlan-
tic, to the town itself—and so land-
locked that it could contain all the navies




































