
C H A P T E R I V . 

T H E M E S S A R I A . 

I H A V I N G passed a w e e k with our kind hosts, S i r Garne t 

and L a d y Wolse l ey , at Gove rnmen t House , which 

formed a most agreeable contrast to "the friendless 

[life that w e had been leading, the vans once more 

started en route for K y t h r e a , Famagous ta , and the 

Carpas district. I had hired a good , sure-footed pony 

ifor my wife and a powerful mule for myself, and, 

I having g i v e n the vans a start of several hours, w e 

'followed in the afternoon. 

T h e treeless expanse of the Messar ia produces 

nothing but cereals and cot ton ; teams o f oxen were 

at work in all directions ploughing, and otherwise 

preparing the thist le-covered surface, and the a tmo­

sphè re was so delusively clear that K y t h r e a , twe lve 

miles distant, appeared close to us. U p o n these 

boundless fiats an object m a y be seen as distinctly 

as though upon the water, and w e soon descried in 

the far distance a dark spot, which the binocular glass, 

if at sea, would have pronounced to be the stern of a 

'vessel that had lost her masts, keep ing the same course 

as ourselves ; this was the g ipsy-van , which should 

have already arrived at Ky th rea , where I had expec ted 

'to have found the camp arranged, dinner cooked, and 


