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Preface

LAST year, while travelling over Australasia collecting material for a
work then being prepared, I thought to score a point for my firm while
up in Northern Queensland by visiting that as yet considerably dark is-
land, New Guinea.

The Melbourne editor and agent at once consented to my proposal,
and considered, with me, that it would be of great advantage to the work
if I could make my notes and sketches from the savagesand their land
direct, if I thought it was worth risking my life for; but was it after all
worth the risk?

In Australia, New Guinea is a name to inspire fear and trembling; they
are much nearer to the dreaded cannibals, and hear more of their deeds
of atrocity than we in England are and do. Tales of death from fever to
those who luckily escape the spears and poisoned arrows float down
monthly.

"God help you if you go to that fever-stricken land," wrote a Victorian
friend, by way of farewell.

I considered it worth the risk, and as I had in former years lived with
the cannibals of New Zealand, besideshaving had some distant relations
wolfed amongst them in the good old days, I did not feel quite the same
shrinking as a new chum might.

It was rather amusing to hear the sad forebodings of casual friends
whom I picked up as I progressed towards my destination; the nearer I
drew to it, the sadder became the gloomy farewells.

"You are too plump to escape the natives."
"Just the temperament to catch the fever quickly." And so on.
I made friends at Thursday Island, and was fortunate enough to find

the mail-steamer going, not only to Moresby, but round the coast as far
as Teste Island; so Mr. Vivian Bowden, the plucky manager of the enter-
prising firm of Messrs.Burns, Philip, and Co., made up his mind to take
a little holiday and accompany me on the voyage round the British part
of the island.

I am indebted to his kindness in many ways; not less to his great pa-
tience, allowing me to use their vesselpretty much as I liked, but in giv-
ing me time to take as many sketches as I wished, besides introducing
me to the genial and generous traders throughout the islands of the
Torres Straits, and where they had ventured to establish stations in New
Guinea.
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I met with no mishaps from natives, nor did I catch the fever. Every-
where I was cordially received and overpowered with kindness: by the
Governor, his Excellency Sir John Douglas, the missionaries, white and
coloured, the traders, and those splendid man-eaters, the natives; so that
now I can hardly know which to admire or regret the most, since fate has
forced me to say "adieu."

I mixed with the traders and listened to their thrilling tales night after
night; I went amongst the natives, who gave me presents, looked won-
deringly upon my sketches,and treated me like a friend and brother, act-
ing with scrupulous honesty, and feeling my arms and legs with appar-
ent pleasure, but without desire.

The Kanaka teachers whom I met astonished me, without exception,
by their patience under no ordinary sufferings and their Christian hero-
ism; they had come to the land to lay down their lives, and went with
contented faces about their daily sacrifices.

With the missionaries it was the same,Protestant and Catholic; it was
not only a question of giving up the necessitiesof civilization, but the
yielding up of their lives.

To write a story about New Guinea and introduce fictitious characters
I found to be one of the most distasteful tasks I have ever attempted, as
the number of white men who have asyet beenthere are so few that they
are all known, with their characteristics, as well as the names of the is-
lands, with their differences of outline, which lie about the coast.

Again, when I tried to work out my characters, the men I had known
came up so vividly before me that I found it next to impossible to resist
describing some peculiarity when building up my heroes.

Therefore, if any one is inclined to take umbrage, or fancy himself to
be the person I describe, becausein some points he may trace a resemb-
lance, I trust he will exonerate me entirely as he reads, and believe me
when I tell him that "It is not you I mean."

There are no such characters in reality as Niggeree, Carolina Joe,Gen-
eral Flagcroucher, or Professor KillmannÑremember that always as you
read; they are entirely imaginary characters, or, rather, embodied prin-
ciples of what might influence the future of this great island, if lawless-
ness was allowed to run riot and religion and order were not in the
majority.

Yet I will, however, admit that there was a Toto at Hula. He may be
known to those who have been there, particularly to those who may
have been unjustly blamed for his iniquities.
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Regarding the geographical correctnessof locality, however, the truth
of colouring, and the habits and customs of the people, I have been most
rigid, and never for a moment permitted myself a licence; also I do not
think that I have exaggerated the murders. If the incidents did not hap-
pen while I was there, that they have taken place, and are taking place
weekly, a glance at the Government records of massacresand atrocities
will convince any one; so that, although I escapedhurtless, it might have
been otherwise I will at once admit.

Besides my own observations, I was indebted while in the Papuan
Gulf for much information from Mr. Andrew Golchi, botanist and natur-
alist at Port Moresby, who placed his diaries and experiencesof ten years
at my disposal; Mr. Cuthbertson and party of surveyors; Mr. Bruce and
the young missionary, Mr. Savage,at Murray Island; Father Virgirce at
Yule Island; Messrs. Gerise and Moresby, of York Island; Mr. Kissick, of
TesteIsland; and Mr. A. Morton, Curator of the Museum, Hobart, a New
Guinea traveller; besides many of the native teachers and traders with
whom I sojourned.

His Excellency Sir John Douglas and his representative, Mr. Milman,
at Thursday Island, also gave me the benefit of their experiences,and au-
thenticated the sketches and notes which I had taken.

The Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Lawes I only saw for a few minutes at Port
Moresby, as they had just returned from a coasting cruise; but when I
reached England I had the benefit of many hints and suggestions from
the Rev. James Chalmers, whom I met in London; also a very great
amount of valuable information from my lately-gained friend, the Rev.
Dr. S. Macfarlane, LL.D., whose long experience in the South Seasand
New Guinea fully warrants the trust which I place in his criticisms.

Details of the discovery of two important rivers since I left the Papuan
coast I received from my friend JamesBurnsÑto whom I beg to dedicate
my storyÑMr. Theodore Burns being the explorer, for particulars of
which discovery see note on New Rivers.

I admire the missionaries, as I admire the traders, when I can place
myself on their different platforms and look as they do; they are working
faithfully and well in their different ways to civilize the savages.Yet this
is not a missionary tale, but the words of one who believes as Professor
John Ruskin believes, that what the savagegains from religion and civil-
ization is not equivalent to his own benefits when left alone.

On the whole, I think we civilized savagesmurder as much and as at-
rociously as the so-called savagesdo in dark lands, even though we may
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not eat our victims; and, aside from this evil, I fancy that they are happi-
er in their simplicity than we are with our vaunted civilization.

Still, since we have souls to be redeemed, and if the penalty of ignor-
ance is damnation, then it is the duty of the missionary to enlighten the
dark races, and ours as Christians, to help them to our utmost in their
noble work.

Looking on the savagesof New Guinea from a material standpoint, I
think that they are much more comfortable as they now are than are our
English poorÑindeed, than many of our English middle-classesÑwho
are fighting so madly for an existence,while they, the natives, bask away
luxuriously on their coral-fringed and sunny strands.

Professor John Ruskin, the philanthropist and friend of mankind in
general, wrote to me on my arrival in England, saying, "I hope you in-
tend to print some record of the kindness of the native race,whom I sup-
pose our Christianity will now soon extinguish with gunpowder and
brandy."

I have endeavoured to give a faithful record of the natives and their
kindness, when not abused, towards strangers; and I trust to be able to
tell further, at some future time, of their traits. As yet I can vouch that I
never saw a native of New Guinea touch intoxicants; they are simple in
their diet and drink, and have no more taken to our firewater than they
have taken to our other habits. But how long it will be before they lose
their simplicity, become converts, and finally are extinguished, is but a
question of time.

We who are the favoured ones of earth teach the naked races how to
dress themselves before we bury them. It is the legend of the devil and
Adam being constantly enacted under the specious title, Civilization.

THE AUTHOR.
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Chapter1
An Island in the Torres Straits

A DARK night, asnights are in the tropics before the moon rises, in spite
of those dense clusters of stars which stain, like milk-splashes, the
intense blue-black of that vault above, or the more isolated worlds which
hang, as if they were electric globes let down by invisible wires, from
that vast ceiling, whose extremity the eye cannot reach!

Very bright those irregularly hung lamps; very close-set,and spark-
ling, those clusters of gems beyond, very filmy the milk-stains upon that
blueÑblack roof; but the space is too mighty to be illuminated even by
those myriad lights, their effulgence is sucked up by the miles of atmo-
sphere, and so on the shores, and in the jungle, darkness grapples with
form and wins the battle; the eye looking up becomesdazed with that
studded diamond vault and blinded to all beneath.

It is an island within that great barrier reef, which extends from above
Keppel Bay to Cape York, and along the Torres Straits to the Papuan
Gulf, making eternal summer and calm seasÑone of those islands raised
by the insect creators of continents, who are for ever working, regardless
of time; one of the many formed, or in processof formation, which greet
the anxious glance of the mariner every few miles of his dangerous nav-
igation through those uncertain waters upon which the sun warmly
smiles, and shows in the varied shadesof delicious green, the spots to be
avoided; and, in the threads of amethyst, the narrow passagesto trust for
safety. There are no charts to guide the mariner as yet, only the sharp
eyes and the steady head; for woe to the unlucky master who pins his
faith to a chart, when his vessel sails within these reefs.

This island has been long established as a place of call for vessels
going pearl-fishing, b•che-de-mer, or copra collecting, and is inhabited
by a tribe of blacks who give hospitality and work to the traders who
have settled amongst them, and who feed them and teach them the re-
finements of civilization, in return for hospitality and assistancein their
business.
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The island is well protected from rough seasby the great coral wall
which lies about two miles to westward, and is guarded from the near
approach of uninvited visitors by hummocks and sharp-edged fringes
which are covered at low-tide and surround the smooth sand-shore, lay-
er within layer, with fathomless depths of ocean between, until the in-
nermost fringe is passed.Then a long spread of shallow water has to be
waded over, before dry land is reached, so that the trader, as he sits in
his bungalow with his friendly servant-hosts behind him, need only wait
and finish his pipe, if the visitor chancesto be one of those interfering
personages, until the unwary vessel safely runs and sticks against the
protecting reef-walls, when he sallies forth to rescue the wrecked crew
and claim the wreckage according to the very just and proper law of
flotsam.

On this dark night there were several small stranger vessels lying
about alongside Carolina Joe'sown craft. (Carolina Joewas the title this
protector of these friendly natives bore amongst his friends and ad-
mirers.) As thesevesselswere all safely at anchor-age,we must conclude
that they had been here before, and did not come for hostile purpose.

Neat little craft, rocking under the starlight, and breaking the reflec-
tion of the sparkles below with their hulls and hull-shadows, but with
nothing definite as regards outline or proportion.

On shoreÑalong the dark strips of sand discernible only becauseof
the more intense shadow of the palm and croton groves behind and the
jet-like reflecting blackness of the water lapping softly against dead
shells and broken fragments of coralÑa heavy breath breaking upon the
silence along with a faint cocoa-nut odour, apprises one of a native glid-
ing past. The sand is smooth, and hard, and pleasant to the bare feet
where it is not covered with those spider-spiked shells; and from the
shallow parts you step upon a smooth warm plain, for the night is still
too young for the heavy dews to cool the ground; thence into the copse,
guided by the faint red glow from the drying-house. This gleam comes
through the crevices of the corrugated iron sides of the shed, or further
on from the hut, where the king and his family wait awake for the orders
of their friend and master, the trader, and where they silently squat and
smoke. The red fire from their pipes, and the sombre glow from their
neglected log alone break upon the blackness of the night.

It is all quiet and indefinite until a splash of oars, from the rocking
boats, breaks in upon the repose, a gentle splashing of paddles used by
dextrous hands, and the huts are deserted, while the lonely shore is
peopled as if by magic.
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They are landing something from the boats, and, without a word
spoken, the object is taken out, lifted by two indistinct forms, and carried
forward, while the canoe drifts back again as the crowd disappear into
the general dark envelopment of night, and once more all is still.
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Chapter2
Captain Cook's Telescope

"THIS yer telescope, mates, belonged to Capting Cook."
"Coudn't ha' believed it?"
"No, there's not a many as can."
Carolina Joe,as host, was exhibiting the curiosities of his bungalow to

the brother traders, who were now sharing his hospitality for the night,
some on their way to New Guinea, some to the islands and stations
scattered over Torres Straits, devoted to pearl-fishing, copra or b•che-
deÑmer collecting, bird or curio hunting, &c.

The etceteras of their profession included various modes of making
money, which may appear in the course of their conversations, and so
need not be here explained.

Joe held in his brown paws a large copper and canvas-bound tele-
scope, much battered, though hardly of ancient enough pattern to have
done service in the Endeavour; yet, as these honest old sailors, who
formerly scoured the seasand now bask their declining days under the
cocoanuts,are proverbial for their rigid adherenceto facts, it might have
been Cook's.

"This is how it happened, mates: ye all remember the Polly going on
the reefs half a mile from here?"

"That night you lighted the fires at the wrong place, you old
beachÑcoomber," observed, in a very gruff voice, a swarthy young man,
from a corner where he sat panikin in hand, almost doubled up from the
remains of the malaria fever.

"That was the night, Nig! only you're all out about the fires, I knowst
nothink what-some-ever about theseyer fires; the natives had a wake on
that night, and I was sound asleepuntil they called me up next morning,
and no one can say that I didn't do my duty as a man; I saved the crew,
as ye all know, and lent them my boat Daisy to carry them to Thursday
Island."
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"That's true, Joe,the same smack that you afterwards sold the French
missionary with, and which they have christened Pope Pius; and you say
you are a good catholic."

"I am a darned freethinker, as all the world knows; I've got all the
books on it in that yer chest along o' my revolver and 'munition, and I
only did my duty by that yer Daisy. Didn't thesemissionary chaps want
to get to Yule Island after they were refused permits to land on New
Guinea, and didn't they seethe cursed smack afore they bought her? that
was fair and square dealing, wasn't it? Did they ever ax me one question
as to her age, or state of repair? and didn't they offer me right away 80l.
for her, and no questions axed, and was I going to be a darned old fool
and tell them she was rotten? Not likely, boys; Carolina Joewasn't raised
in old Virginia to come it that way; besides,didn't I get the boys to paint
it all neat over inside and out without being axed in the bargain?"

Joe paused a moment, flourishing Captain Cook's relic in his right
hand and his empty panikin in the other, and glaring savagely in the dir-
ection of the doubled-up "Nig," who only smiled quietly, without
replying.

"That's all correct, Joe;you did, even before they saw her, as soon as
you heard they wanted a boat," cried out a very slender, gentlemanly
young fellow dressed in spotlesswhite, with an aristocratic and clean-cut
face, who had twice filled his can from the bottle while Joewas speak-
ingÑ"but go on about the telescope."

Joe swaggered over to the deal plank which did service for a table,
emptied about half a bottle of whisky into his panikin, drank it straight
away without winking, and, drawing the hairy back of his hand across
his grizzly beard, went over through the soft sand to his former place be-
side his sea-chest, and continued:Ñ

"Wall, along o' the other articles in that er wreck (and precious little
there war, for all the trouble as I took over it)."

"What trouble, Joe?"asked the young man, filling up for the fourth
time, and emptying the bottle as he inquired.

"Landing it on the safest reef in course; didn't I watch her all that
cursed arternoon a-coming on afore the wind with the infernal
moonÑsoon blowing in my teeth, and not a drop o' liquer to keep the
ague back."

"Oh you did, did you?"
"Of course a man's got to keep his eyesabout him, or them niggers al-

lays bungle business, an' not a wink o' sleep that night I got, thinking
they'd get off after all."
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"But I thought you were fast asleep that night," observed Nig softly.
"Asleep, who do you think could plant the fires right if I fell asleep?"
A general grin passedround the company, as one little girlish-looking

man, with bright blue eyesand fair moustache,drew with his knife cork-
screw the corks from three more bottles of whisky, while the others held
out their panikins for him to fill up, and then they settled down to listen,
and light their pipes.

"Cartainly Queen Ine is purty smart, and can do most anything I teach
her to do, but it's best to superintend delicate work oneself."

"Quite right, Joe!Quite right," responded, in a thin voice, Captain Al-
lan Collins, with his head on one side; he wore it thus, not from choice or
habit, but from necessity, having had it nearly severed at one time by
natives, the same cause which produced his piping voice.

"But about that telescope, Joe; how do you know it to have been
Cook's?" asked the youth with the clean-cut features.

"Becauseafter we got that wreck broken up, I found it amongst the
coral under her hull, and becausehis name war written on it; of course,
mates, it warn't very plain, yet I could just make it out, though the fric-
tion had wore off the date. I could just make out the letters, 'COOK,' a
way he had o' spellin' his name, I believe."

"Not an uncommon way of spelling cook. Might it not have belonged
to some ship's cookÑ?"

This from the youth with an air of innocence, upon which the others
laughed.

"Ship's cook! When did ye ever hear of a cook with a telescope like
this?"

"It certainly would be superfluous furniture to cart about, but let's see
it; is the name still on it?"

"Wall, you see, Queen Ine is fond o' polishing up brass work, and I
guessthat's how it wore off, but it was there when we fust had it, wasn't
it, 'Spears'?"

"Oh, yes! right under where the canvasnow is, we covered it so to pre-
serve it," responded Spears, from his chin.

"After it was gone," murmured Nig sadly, puffing out a little smoke
from his nearly finished pipe.
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Chapter3
In the Bungalow

CAROLINA JOE'Sabode, where this little convivial gathering of friends
were now seated,was built after the style of the native houses upon the
islands; a hut with posts and rafters of bamboo, lathed with split cane,
walls and roof thatched with fronds of the bamboo and tattered fringes
of the banana, a sloping roof with the ragged ends of the thatch hanging
down between the bars of split cane,walls hung at odd places with tor-
toiseshells strung together and ready for transport, native curios, spears,
shields, and ornaments, all there for salepurposes, yet giving the interior
a most picturesque appearance. A rough form had been made by
"Spears," formerly a ship's carpenter, but who now represented the
handy man of the island, a table likewise made from a roughly sawn
board, and which, with three sea-chests,comprised the furniture of the
bungalowÑthat is with the exception of the bamboo couches;with these
the place was plentifully supplied, three sides of the room being taken
up with them; broad springy couches, each capable of accommodating
six or eight people, and where Joewas wont to loll and smoke during the
days when there was no drink in the locker, for on these balmy islands
whisky does not come every day in the week, nor even once in the
month. Sometimes months passed before the ordered casearrived, and
when it did turn up, one day was sufficient to empty it, the rest of the
long interval having to be spun out with cocoa-nut milk. To-night Joe
was merry, for three long-delayed caseshad arrived all at once, so that
the result meant a glorious orgie while they lasted.

The bungalow had been raised on the sands which served for floor
and carpet, soft fine dry sand into which the feet sank deeply; like all
native houses the door-way served to admit fresh air and light, so that
while by day the sun glared outside, and beat upon the seashores until
they felt nearly red hot, or slanted in long white rays between the fronds
of palms, here there was always a cool and constant twilight.
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A pleasant home to rest in, amid tropic heats, in spite of the multi-
tudinous life which swarmed and throve amidst that tawny coloured
thatch; scorpions, centipedes, spiders and snakesÑone gets used to all
that as one gets used to mosquitoes, and soon forgets the dangers and
discomforts; but upon the stranger, the flop-flap of the poisonous snake
moving about at nights after mice and vermin inside the sleeping quar-
ters, has a disturbing effect. The thud of the large centipede, as it drops
from the roof upon your face or shoulders is apt to cause a shudder,
while the sight of a huge hairy-limbed tarantula lazily moving towards
you, not many feet off, does not conduce to speedy repose, any more
than the buzzing and stinging of the myriad mosquitoes will do; yet to
all these discomforts time brings the cure, and after all it is astonishing
how little trouble there is about even misery when one gets used to it.

A pair of tight boots, or the parting with a dear friend, shape in alike
by degrees.

This night the mosquitoes swarmed in myriads; spotted fiends bred in
the mangroves and making night musical with their revengeful ditties; in
the soft sandsone being pricked in the foot never felt sure whether it was
the bite of a centipede or the sharp edge of a shell; from the slender
rafters heavy webs swung undisturbed, the whole only faintly lighted by
the single tallow-candle which flared in the night breezeand overflowed
the square sides of the empty gin-bottle which served as a candlestick.
But those assembledwere long accustomedto sights like this; indeed this
represented Elysium after the closecabins of their little vessels,and they
spread out their scantily clad limbs with an air of unaccustomed comfort.

A ruddy illumination of bronzed faces, bare arms and legs, and ex-
posed chests,as they sat there gradually getting mellow and disconnec-
ted in their articulation, while fresh corks were drawn, and young cocoa-
nuts emptied of their fluid.

These young cocoanuts are only used for the milk, which serves in-
stead of water to quench thirst or dilute spirits, although on nights like
this, and in such company, like the water used in the punch-brew of the
"Noctes" club, one cocoanut went much further than a bottle of "Tappit
Hen."

The apartment was about eighteen feet by twelve, so that the company
sat close and the single candle served to make objects discernible while
at the same time flinging heavy shadows behind and above.

Spears and Danby (the youth with the aristocratic features) half re-
clined upon one of the couches in the shady side of the room, dangling
their naked limbs, with their pijamas rolled up to the thighs for the sake
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of wading freely, and dipping their feet into the soft loose sand which
they caught up between their toes and scattered about while they drank
and smoked.

By the plank-table, and crouched together leaning his bare brown
arms against it, sat "Nig," or Niggeree, as the natives called him; sallow,
thin, and looking undersized and weary, from the after prostration of the
fever he had gone through, that wasting fever caught at Port Moresby:
to-night he appeared to be about twenty-six; a weak young man, speak-
ing in a low dejected tone, and with great effort; he was clean shaven,
with regular features and eyes black and filmy; he only spoke when ad-
dressed or when chaffing Joe,and then said as little as he could as if
finding the attempt too much for his strength; his pipe had gone out and
he did not attempt to light it afresh, and when he lifted his can to his lips
he merely tasted the contents, and put it down again with a contortion as
if it was medicine.

Near him, on one of the sea-chests,sat Captain Allan Collins, with his
head on one side, displaying a long thin neck, and sharing the seat with
the German engineer, Hans Helfich; while on the ground amongst and
half buried in the sand squatted the short and burly figure of that old
seaÑdog, Captain MacAndrews, master of the little reef-steamer Thun-
der, which now lay to leeward of the island.

The group here gathered together, and unconsciously striking up pic-
turesque attitudes within this native-built hut, might well have been
taken for a pirate crew holding their nightly orgies ashore under the
wind-shaken flame of this candleÑperhaps in drawing the picture it
would be better to substitute a flaring torch for the flickering candle,
only that this was a hut built of easily-ignited material instead of being a
seaÑrover's cave, while the gentlemen assembled were only honest
traders and idlers out for an adventure instead of being bold buccaneers,
so perhaps it is as well in this caseto adhere to strict facts, prosy though
they be.

Niggeree being nearest the candle, caught upon his swarthy, if wan,
neck and chest, the strongest glare, and as he had turned to speak to
Hector, the young man with the fresh girlish face, his profile was com-
pletely in shadow, as were his lower limbs and left shoulder, a trifle
brown where the skin shone out, with an edge of dingy yellow under-
shirt torn open at the neck for air.

Hector stood still drawing corks, but tasting only from the
halfÑcocoanut, which he had made a cup of, for while he diligently
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filled out for the others, as strong as they desired, he took his cocoa-milk
unadulterated, as Joe took his spirits.

The light shone full upon Hector, and revealed a fair young face,
which the sun had only slightly reddened, and a breast white as a child's
flesh below the abrupt line made by the shirt when buttoned; a golden
moustache, and limpid blue eyes,where truth might have dwelt serene;
his voice soft and caressing,his manner deprecating, as if he felt an in-
truder, and his age seemingly about twenty-one. As he replied to "Nig's"
dejected question with a few earnest words, as if his soul spoke through
his lips, a stranger might wonder at so much innocence wandering so far
from home; but none of the company seemedsurprised. In reality he was
twenty-nine, and if the shirt had been thrown a little wider, discoloured
blue blotches would have revealed where the spear or bullet had
pierced; also the table cast too heavy a shadow over the bare lower limbs
to reveal the many scars there. Hector, with the girl's face and small
body, had fought his way into respect with these rough traders of the
Torres Straits, while the man-eating savages of the Fly River paid as
much attention to his tender words as to a pistol-shot.

Joe, as master of the premises, was monopolizing the conversation,
and no small portion of the grog. As a rule, he was said to be equal to a
caseof whisky or brandy by himself at one square sitting, and wild stor-
ies were afloat as to how long he had continued to consume this daily
casebefore he began to seesnakes about. When three parts of the case,
i.e. six bottles, had been safely stowed away, they said he was getting
good company. But, as has been stated, he had had a long spell of en-
forced abstinence, and now, although only the contents of a caseand a
half had gone the round, he was already getting disconnected in his
reminiscences.

"I was reared in Virginia, boys, and all our family were Federals.
Would you like to hear how I lost my mother?Ñ"

Captain Allan Collins was remarking to Hans Helfich and the burly
MacAndrews, whose clustering grey curls surrounded the upper portion
of a head and beard which might have served as the model for Achilles
as it gleamed out in half-tones against the intensity of the shadow be-
hind, that although admiring Niggeree's principles in general, he con-
sidered him a little too quick with his Winchester and cutlas, while the
Irish mate of the Thunder was engaged amidst the tobacco fog singing
an Irish legend entitled "Brian on the Moor;" so that no one replied, or
expressedthe slightest curiosity about the maternal affliction which had
befallen their host.
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"My mother, boys, was the natural but unacknowledged wife of the
late General Jackson;so that I, being her only child, oughter ha' been his
heirÑ"

"I don't approve of shooting the moment a native pokes his head down
the gangway," said Captain Collins; "Nig does.Give them time to declare
themselves, and after that, fire or don't fire, as the case may be."

The mosquitoes were being driven out by degrees as the atmosphere
became loaded with tobacco-smoke;still the Irish legend was chaunted
behind the veil, while no one paid any attention except to his own voice.

"Wall, it was just afore the war that the Injuns camedown and scalped
the whole twelve on 'em, leaving me, in a manner, an orphan."

"What twelve?" asked Danby, the aristocratic-featured youth, simply.
"What twelve did you think, ye blasted fool? not the twelve apostles,

surely?"
"Well, how could I know unless you tell me?"
"My poor brothers and sisters,of course,along with their dam, fought,

Jeruselam! but they did sell their blessed lives dear, yet it warnt no use."
"But I thought you were the only child and heir of General Jackson?"
Joestood for a moment dazed, as if he had lost something, while he

passedhis hand over his brow and threw back his grizzly hair, then with
a drunken laugh he picked it up,Ñ

"Don't you know Amerikay's the place for divorces cheap?and could
my mother not marry again if she liked, and have twenty children if she
blarned well liked to? What's to prevent her, I want to knowÑ?"

"I don't often shoot," said Captain Collins, "but when I shoot, I kill;
and, take my word on it, that's about the only way to get respect from
the natives of New Guinea."

17



Chapter4
Queen Ine

"KILLMANN! Who says he didn't shoot? Ax the natives? I tell ye what,
when he was up that 'ere coast, if he saw a man walking along the sands
with a fine mop on him and some beads which he thought would look
well amongst his curios, he thought no more of putting up his rifle and
potting that native, than he did o' bringing down a bird of but then I al-
ways did say that he was like Nig there, just a little too reachy."

Captain Allan Collins was having the best of it, for he had got an audi-
encewhile Joehad dropped upon the sands nearly helpless, with hardly
voice enough left even to blaspheme.

"Ten o'clock, boys, and Carolina Joeas drunk as Tam o' Shanter; time
we were all aboard if we mean to be up to time to-morrow morning,"
said a voice from the fog as it parted and revealed a figure about five
foot eight, slim built and gentlemanly, with an olive tinted face and
closeÑclipped black beard.

"All right, Bowman, I'm ready," responded Danby, getting up as
calmly as if no whisky had crossed his clean-cut lips, although the boy
had been supplied twice every round.

At the same moment the burly seamodel of Achilles struggled to his
feet, as did the others.

"Get up, Orphan Jackson," said Danby, giving the prostrate Joe a heavy
slap with his bare foot, "here comesyour father-in-law, with two of your
royal brothers, and you haven't shown us Queen Ine and the last batch of
pie-bald twins yet."

Carolina Joe,who had not lain above five minutes, rose as if he had
been sleeping twelve hours, and apparently shook the drink-stupor as
easily from him as a man might shake the night mists away in the early
morning, while at the samemoment an old native appeared in the door-
way attired in a soldier's faded red coat minus the buttons, a tall white
hat, and by way of under garb, a blue rag tied round his waist; he was
white-bearded, grey-skinned, and bleary-eyed, and as he stood in the
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dim light of the guttering candle looked like a mummy dressed for a
masquerade, while close behind him appeared two stalwart young
blacks, bearing between them the third case of drink.

"What's in that case, Bowman?" inquired Joe, in a surly tone.
"Gin, Joe!" answered Bowman. "It's all we have now left aboard."
"It'll do," growled Joe. "Break the thing up and let us taste it."
Little Hector, ever ready with his sharp knife, stooped to prise open

the case, while Joe continued, turning to the ancient king,Ñ
"Where's the women, Primrose?"
"All gone sleep, Joe."
"An' Queen Ine?"
"Waiting down by beach."
"Fetch her, I've promised to show her to my mates,d'ye hear! an' don't

forget the kids."
"Shesay you too dam drunk, and she no come to-night," said the king

solemnly.
"You go down and tell her I want her, an' no humbug."
"All right!" replied his majesty, stalking out with an offended air as if

at not being honoured enough.
"Here!" bawled out Joe, who seemed to know what the matter was.
The king returned, and stood solemnly waiting with his two sons be-

hind him.
"Boys, this yer is my father-in-law, and the king of this island, and

these yer are two of the princes, so if ye've got a stick o' baccy to give
him, give it without more ado, and let him fetch his daughter."

Bowman and Danby pulled out some sticks of trader's tobacco, and
bestowed them upon his majesty, who in return gave them his paw to
shake, and then went out to fetch in the rebellious spouse of their host.

Meanwhile the caseof gin was opened, one of the bottles produced,
and uncorked, while Joe,now once more sober and genial, drank a part-
ing peg along with his friends; he took a full measure to himself, but was
economical as regards the measure of his friends.

"You've had nigh enough o' my grog, mates, this bout; I'll keep the rest
for a nightcap arter you're aboard, for the Lord only knows when the
next lot will come to hand."

Joehad reached that rebounding stage,which often succeedsthe gen-
erosity of the drunkard.

"I suppose you want to have a good old spree with your father-in-law
to-night, Joe," said Bowman, laughing over the meanness of the trader.
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"No fears, I don't encourage drinkin' on this yer island, I give them to-
bacco, but not a drop o' grog, that's too precious."

Queen Ine appeared at this moment with her month-old twins, sullen,
and being pushed forward by her father.

"My wife, mates, and the two last kids."
"Hallo! Joe,they are the same as last lot, one half casteand one pure

black," cried Danby, looking over them, while the mother stood with sul-
len brows, and casting ominous glances towards her lord and master.

"That's the curious part on it, boys, Queen Ine always fetches twins,
and always that way, one black and one white."

Queen Ine was a magnificent specimen of womanhood, tall, black as
coal, upright, and, where exposed, with flesh as firm as marble; she was
attired in the loose blue single shirt-gown which the missionaries give to
the native women as a token of civilization. It was fastened at the
shoulders and open in the neck, the rest falling in the graceful clinging
folds with which sculptors drape their goddesses; she now stood
halfÑshrouded in that rank mist through which the expiring candle shot
up irregular flashes, that barely reached her, with that sullen look upon
her heavily-bent brows and that lurid gleam in her dark eyes,while be-
side her, like a showman at a fair exhibiting the points of a leopard, hung
the half-intoxicated ruler of her life, with his dirty, torn, red shirt open to
the waist, his ragged patched trousers, and his bestial expression as he
laid his heavy brown hairy arm acrossthat satin-lustred jet-black shrink-
ing shoulder; for he had half torn her gown from her as she stood pass-
ively but sternly under his coarse caresses.The two tokens of her own
degradation were lying against her breasts,and were held carelessly up
with one strong, lovely-modelled arm. She appeared to represent an
ebony statue of indignant Nature, protesting mutely against that bestial-
ity of so-called civilization, which degrades where it cannot slay.

Her father, like an ape, and her two brothers ranged beside her emo-
tionless, seemed to be sunk to the level of her white husband, but she
stood like a ruined queen.

"That's the sort of woman for a sailor, boys; I can leave her to look after
this island when I'm away, and not one dare disobey; look on thesearms,
why, she could fell an ox with her club."

Queen Ine stood passive and scowling ashe lifted her disengaged bare
arm to show it to his friends, and as he let it go it dropped limply by her
side, while his drunken friends pinched the firm flesh, and praised her
up according to their lights. The candle leapt up wildly, before it sent its
flame to air, and showed the whole scenewith an intense flame, which
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did not even screen the bloated tarantula on the rafters: then, as they
turned with one impulse to stagger out to the stars and freshnessof the
night, the degradation of the picture was mercifully blotted out, and Joe
was left in darkness, with his caseof gin and the woman who called him
master.
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Chapter5
B•che-De-Mer Working

IT is impossible to lie in bed after the sun rises in the tropics (no matter
how late one goes to sleep), but pleasure ineffable to get up as the light
appears and before the stars are quite quenched by the approaching
flood of light.

Next morning the sceneon the beach was a busy one, natives throng-
ing in their canoes,laden with water-casks and fruit for the vesselsabout
to sail, little boys and girls tumbling about the waves, or trying to fish
with their pronged fish-spears, women with their infants sitting on the
sands, and a constant passing to and fro of dark semi-nude figures, or
sunburnt seamen.

Behind the slueing cluster of smacks lay the more massive, if less pic-
turesque, outline of the little steamer Thunder, with her black sides and
heavy Dutch-built stern, and her painted funnels emitting their gaseous
vapours, which became discoloured as they were wafted towards that
opal spaceoverhead, and spread in filmy melting clouds upon the other-
wise cloudless sky.

The natives had been awake and working even while the stars were
still lustrous, under the direction of King Primrose, and his stern-browed
daughter, Queen Ine; but the master lay grunting and tossing on his
bamboo couch in that uneasy after-slumber which ever precedes the
awakening from the dreamless lethargy of the drunkard.

Joewas right about the mother of his children; whether she loved or
hated him was a matter of little consequence,so that she kept the is-
landers in good order. This she did with a devotion and energy which
might well be the zealous outcome of love; the natives obeyed her orders
with alacrity and without a murmur; even her father, as he took up his
position of august dignity on the sands, was fain to skip nimbly out of
her way, as with club in hand, and gown tucked up, she swiftly passed
from group to group of the workers.
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A constant chattering went on as they laboured, but Queen Ine only
muttered a word now and again, or lifted her club threateningly over
some skulker, yet none appeared to wait upon its descent, for when she
drew near they bent down instantly, with the obsequity of slaves to pick
up the bag or cask they had been inclined to pass before, and energetic-
ally rushed to the spring or boat waiting to receive it.

Her six children were on the sands under the charge of an old black
woman, and at times when they camenear her, or clung to her skirts, she
caught them impatiently by the arm, and flung them from her as if they
were puppies or kittens, and when she did so they ran back to the old
nurse, but never cried, as English children would have done, over their
rebuff and fall.

Six children, all naked, and of assorted sizes, four boys and two girls;
three of the boys were of a rich deep brown, while the other boy and the
two girls were copper tinted, a shade or two lighter than the sun-tanned
skin of their father.

Pretty children, who rolled over one another in the bright cool dawn,
half-buried at times in the grey sand, like young leopard pupsÑthree
pairs of twins, with the month old ones lying alone mutely on their
backs, and seeming to look at the wonderful pearly-toned immensity
above; the aged nurse with closegrizzled hair sat heedlessof all around,
preparing some yams which she held upon a flat canoe-shapedwooden
basin and put, when peeled, into an earthenware pot.

Not far from the aged one, a fire was burning on the beach,and one or
two girls sitting round it, also cutting up yams, taro, and hard bananas,
with their platters and pots beside them. On one side a woman crouched
with her hands over her face and her head bent, rocking backwards and
forwards and moaning piteously, at which no one appeared to pay any
attention, although the eyes of the others looked bleary as if with
weeping.

There had been a death in the village the day before, and the others
had done their lamenting; this one, however, having been at the other
side of the island, had only just arrived to hear the sad news, and now
alone sat weeping.

It was the custom for every one to do a stated amount of lamenting, so
she was only performing her duty, while the others went on calmly with
their daily work and chattered amongst themselves as the glorious light
grew more intense and rosy behind the dark thicket of crotons, and in-
side some shady hut in the village over within that dark thicket, some
heart lay moaning, yet not according to custom.
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The b•che-de-mer prepared weeks before against the coming of this
little trading-steamer Thunder, had been mostly transferred on board,
with the water casks filled from the spring and emptied into the ship's
iron tanks, before the sun lifted its dazzling disc above the crotons; it was
all subdued and silvery, a coral island done in soft grey tones, with the
exception of the rose-madder gleam eastward over by the rocks, crotons,
and palm-tops, and the different dingies had landed their human
freights of blacks and whites, who now mingled together on the sands as
the canoes and dingies hobnobbed on the waters.

Five minutes more the sun would be in possession,and that comparat-
ive hush banished for the day. Joecame down from his bungalow, un-
washed and dry-mouthed, cursing the light and dÑÑg all the eyes
which that light was bathing, and the world in general as he staggered
towards his guests of the night previous, attired as he lay down in his
ragged bepatched pants and buttonless dingy red flannel shirt, while
Queen Ine stood waiting silently with her subjects for his further orders,
and, as she waited, suckling one of the twins which she had snatched up
from the ground at the sight of her husband; it was the black baby she
had taken up, the other lay still looking up at the sky, his mouth stuffed
with one end of a cowrie shell.

"ÑÑmy eyes," observed Joein husky tones as he came up, "have ye
got all the cargo aboard?"

"All aboard, Joe, but what about that other lot you said you had?"
answered and inquired Bowman, who stood attired in a gay suit of pi-
jamas rolled up to the thighs and armpits, while young Danby, with his
pale, thin, aristocratic face, calmly sucked at his briar-wood pipe, attired
in a waistband of Turkey red alone, his slender limbs and body gleaming
whitely amongst the sunburnt and black surroundings.

"You'll have to come for it over to the other island; it ain't much out of
your way, and I'll go with you arter we've got summut to drink and eat.
What have ye got aboard?"

"Fresh mutton, a keg of brandy, and a good king-fish caught this
morning," replied Bowman.

"That'll do, it's a long time since I tasted anything fresh," grunted Joe;
"but have ye no whisky?"

"Not a drop; but you can bring one of your own bottles; we left you
half a case last night, besides the gin."

"I'm keeping that as a medicine against accidents; Queen Ine might be
bad, or the kids, so we'll just do with your brandy."
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"As you will," responded Bowman, who knew his man. "Fetch your
own dingey and go aboard; I want to seewhat Collins and Hector have
got before we start, so go aboard and we'll follow you."

"All right," said Joe.Then turning to where his wife stood with her
black baby, he said, "Look ye here, Queen Ine, I'm going away for a
couple of days, so you'll see to the island while I'm away."

Queen Ine nodded silently.
"An' don't have any humbug or laziness. The cargo in the smoke-

house will be ready when the sun goes down. Get that other lot over
yere" (he pointed to a black mound lying a little distance from them on
the sands, at which she again nodded) "put in to-night, it'll be about
ready by the time I get back."

Joedid not waste time kissing, ashe turned his back on his spouseand
prepared to step into the dingey, which he shoved off.

"An' look ye here, wench," he shouted, resting on his oars with one
foot on the gunwale, "send Samover to the island with Fairy to bring me
home again; he'd better start at once as the wind is fair."

Queen Ine once more acknowledged with a bend of her sombre head
that she understood, and walked straightway towards the croton thicket,
as Joe,now having shoved his boat into deep water, sat down, with both
oars dipping into the blue-grey waters and his back against the steamer
towards which he was bound; while Bowman and Danby turned into
their own boat, which their Malay boys were now pushing along by the
shallow sands.

A second more and the sea will be gleaming quick-silver; the
palmÑfronds still heavy with the dews, which lie like hoar-frost upon
the broad, umbrella-like leaves of the undergrowth and grasses,hang
limply down underneath the refreshing weight; the spiders' webs which
swing, hammock-fashion, from branch to branch, are like filagree work
in dull white metal. All the shadows are purple with the vapours of the
earth that steal upwards and blanch the local tints of green, the flowers
scarlet and blue upon the shrubs and creepers, are drooping like half-
closed lids. There is an air of slumber over all; on the cool grey sands,
where the tinted and spiked shells are lying unheeded, are lovely shapes
and prismatic splashesof pure and broken colours, like the fresh setting
of a palette in a shady studio; the sea,without glitter enough to make a
shadow, lies a subtle gradation of blue-grey to bleached fawn, the rocks
and exposed brown edges of the reefs are inane grey, with hardly a
break; the natives round their fires, some distance off, seemto pose silent
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and motionless, as natives do, waiting for that intense second to elapse,
and then the Lord of Day has risen.

First a gleam of scarlet upon the bare upper branches of the bone-like
croton-trees, and a dash of glittering bronze running down the core and
quivering ribbons of the top palm branches as they seem to shake off
their sleep and stretch upwards, like arms thrown out while wakers
yawn; then over the thicket, towards which Queen Ine slowly paces,the
golden rim appears, burning the outer edges and seeming to shrivel
them downwards, as he flings mellow fire upon the edges of ringed
trunks and dew-drenched leaves.

Now the paroquettes and cockatoos begin to wake up and flutter in
that light-bath, and the sands blush till they glow like the petals of delic-
ate roses.Then, with the gaiety of the gathering sunbeams,Restseemsto
fly and all becomes laughter and motion; the ocean is swarming with
ripples and golden threads, and the boulders and shells become filled
with detail.

Joe,a dark spot upon the even sea,seemsto be sucked into that uni-
versal lustre, and is soon absorbed from sight. The Thunder still holds
her own, as a shadow, but her propeller, idly thrashing the water, ap-
pears as if it were turning up silver, and the smacks,as they dance about,
to becomenautilus shells; deep purple streaks border those rosy flushes,
growing to gold, and the head of the mourner beside the yam-peelers is
lifted up to greet the penetrating ray, for shehas finished her task of lam-
entation and now laughs, with the tears still hanging like diamonds to
her dark cheeks.

Queen Ine pauses in her walk as she reachesthe inky mound of half
dry b•che-de-mer, and fumbles amongst it for a moment with the hand
that does not hold the baby, turning over the under layer of damp slugs
so that the sun may also finish his work, and as she stoops, a sun-shaft
strikes within her eyelids and turns the dark eyes to a blood-red glare;
then she raises up her square, strong shoulders and looks at it for a mo-
ment while it beats softly against her heaving breasts, and with a full
breath of satisfaction, her stern features somewhat relax, while she
clutches the child a little tighter, and passes on.

Half way to the thicket a figure stands in the shallow water gazing fix-
edly upon the distant sea;Queen Ine, as she seeshim, deviates from her
course and walks towards him, but he pays no attention to the splashes
that she sendsup on either side of her as she impatiently beats the water
down with her hasty feet; he stands motionless with his face sea-ward
and his back upon her.
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A weird figure, clad only in a tattered and faded blue cotton shirt,
with the arms torn from it and the extremities fluttering like banana
leaves when wind-tossed and tattered.

"Hafid," she sayssternly, laying her hand upon his shoulder, and then
he turns round and faces her, and the two look at one another without
speaking.

His hair is falling loosely and wildly about his neck, straight black
hair, streaked with white, and all in a tangle, that makes it almost appear
wavy, his fine mournful features, the features of a very young man; but
his large brown eyesare filmy, and look vacantly at her, while his hands
hang meaninglessly down his sides. He has beautiful features and delic-
ately rounded limbs, yet they are scratched all over, as if he had rushed
through a prickly jungle; an eastern face, such as we may seein Ceylon
or India, with the pathetic languor of a love-sick woman.

As she regards him, her stern, gloomy features become wonderfully
soft and tender, while his express nothing in return, except melancholy,
as he slowly lifts up one arm and points to sea,muttering some words
which she does not understand; then she holds her black baby out to
him, which he takes mechanically, and as she turns he follows, like a
dog, still carrying the baby, upon which he looks with gaze as vacant as
the milkÑsatisfied infant regards the sky above.
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Chapter6
The "Sunflower"

NIGGEREE feels a good deal better this morning; one of the peculiarities
of the fever he is slowly fighting down is that one day you feel as if it
had left entirely, and rise without a trace of the helpless lassitude or ague
which seemsto be devouring your flesh and bones; then, as you are jok-
ing upon the subject, and wondering that you could ever feel so low-
spirited, the pluck flies from you, and you sink back sick and faint, or
ice-cold and shaking, till every bone rattles, while the perspiration pours
like rain from you. No one can tell exactly when he has got rid of it, or
when it has seized upon him; a strong, burly man in less than a week
may be reduced to skin and bone.

Last night Niggeree could not do more than sip his grog, and for a
week before that he had tasted neither food or drink, but to-day, as he
springs lightly from his close cabin, when he expected to crawl, to greet
that blushing dawn, he finds himself gifted with an appetite both for
food and drink, drink particularly, and nothing in the locker to satisfy
the tardy craving.

"Confound it all," mutters the Greek, as he prepared to pull off his
shirt so as to enjoy his morning ablutions, "if I only had been like this last
night ashore, I could have enjoyed myself and no mistake."

As he doffed his garment, a sallow, hollow and high-cheeked Malay
sailor came over to him from the bows with a bucket and line, which he
tossed over the side, bringing it up full, and emptying it with a sluugh
over his skipper, who stood with bent head and back towards the sailor
to receive this primitive shower-bath. Again and again he drew up the
bucket filled, and poured it over, until Niggeree cried, "enough," after
which he joined the other Malay, and went on with their morning work
of swabbing the deck.

As it is impossible to take a plunge in these waters on account of the
sharks, this is the only plan left to those who cannot, like Joe,dispense
with cold water.
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"What you have for breakfast this morning, boss?"inquired the China-
man who did duty as cook on board the Sunflower,Ñthis Niggeree
called his little vessel,Ñapproaching his master, who was diligently dry-
ing himself.

"No need getting anything for me, I'll go aboard the Thunder and
feed."

"All right, boss," and John returned to his post beside the little stove
which stood on the deck and served for a galley.

If Niggeree, the Greek master of the Sunflower, appeared to be a weak
and undersized man when crouching under the candle-light, a very dif-
ferent figure stood out against the soft grey background of this morning
sky. By this time he had attired himself in his striped cotton shirt and
white duck pants, and sat on the edge of the water-cask while he slowly
filled his black clay pipe with the strongest of negrohead; his black,
close-seteyes now looked sharp and bright enough, as he gazed on the
shore; a low, square brow, and head well thatched with close-cropped
jet-black hair. Not having shaved for the past few days, his chin and up-
per lip were grizzly and covered with strong dark stubble; a massive
chin, with lips thin and firm-clenched, and when he smiled, as he often
did, at some idea crossing his mind, it gave him the appearanceof a con-
vict smiling upon his jailor. Once he laughed, and muttered something to
himself, and then, when his mouth opened, it disclosed teeth jet-black,
and almost worn to stumps, which, with the bloodÑcoloured gums and
lips, told of the lime and betel chewer. His manner was quiet and sedate,
even when alone, and he never raised his voice, even when giving an or-
der, but his boys seemed to be on the alert to bear it as soon as it was
uttered. He had a massive neck and square shoulders, with large arms
and legs which made the pants seemto be tight. Sincethe night before he
seemedto have expanded twice his size, and as the risen sun kissed him
on the cheeksand neck with the sameutter want of distinction as he had
touched the satiny shoulders of Queen Ine, there was no shade of differ-
ence between his colour and that of the bareÑchested Malay who was
working near to him, only by some instinct one felt that the tawny tint of
the one was imparted by the sun, and the other was the gift of ages.

"Fetch round the dingey, Jake,"he softly said, and the Malay straight-
way left his task of polishing the brasswork, and hastened to obey, while
Niggeree, with his pipe now filled, struck a match, which he held sailor-
fashion in the hollow of his hand against the wind, and having lit, puffed
away seriously, looking, as he sat there with bare arms, legs, and chest,
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and with head covered with a strip of turkey red cloth, not a bad ideal of
a ruthless pirate.

His vessel, like himself, lay on the waters quietly, yet as if watchful;
the hull low and painted green, sharp as a yacht, and about as trim, dif-
fering only from the other craft lying around by its rakish look, it being
the swiftest sailor, evidently built more for speed than carrying, a quality
which before now Niggeree had found very useful.

In these little schooners,not bigger than ordinary fishing-smacks, and
much less than some of the deep-sea herring-boats, traders took their
dangerous journeys over the rough waves of the Papuan Gulf; drawing
little water, they served best for those narrow passages and shoaly
patches of the inside reefs. A deck covered the hold, extending from end
to end almost, with the exception of the three or four feet where the
berth of the skipper was apportioned off. An awning was raised over
part of the mid-ships where, on hot and dry nights, all slept. The berth
was used only in wet weather; and when it was raining the crew slept in
the hold if it was not over-full. The crew was mostly composed of South
SeaIslanders, Malay, or China boys, with the one white man to guide
and control them, so that murder was not so much to be wondered at as
the faithful adherence of these coloured men to their white master; and,
considering the hourly risks ran from natives and other dangers, treach-
ery was rather a phenomenon; and if at times these brave traders were
not over scrupulous in their means of attaining their end, still they were,
as a rule, easy to please, not hard task-masters, and, without exception,
utterly regardless of death.

Joe,in his own coarse way, fed and petted his island employŽs well,
perhaps finding it to his own interest to indulge them as much as pos-
sible, while, if punishment had to be inflicted, he left it to his wife or the
king to do as they thought best; from motives of selfishness,perhaps, he
forbade them intoxicating drink, and never interfered with the teachings
or influence of the native teachers,so that as much concord and civiliza-
tion swayed this island, as on most others subject to the softening influ-
ence of the missionary.

With Niggeree, who hitherto had no abiding-place, but traded from
station to station, staying a month or two on an island, where he gener-
ally ruled recklessly, marrying gaily the most important female of that
part and leaving behind him an aroma of terror and respect, the other
traders found grave fault. As Collins said, he was too hasty with his
Winchester and cutlass, but withal, brave as a lion. He seemedto regard
neither God nor man; he had gone to parts as yet unopened to the
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explorer or missionary, where treachery and man-eating are constantly
practised, and from where fearful legends are wafted of massacresand
practices all the more horrible becauseveiled in uncertainty; yet he had
always returned to contradict the stories which the natives brought of his
death, although he seldom brought his crew intact.

From years of intercourse, he seemedmore at home with the savages
than he would have been with honest citizens, all their habits and cus-
toms had become his own, to which he added other habits, acquired on
the coast of Africa and South America, on the Solomons and South Sea
Islands, and those far-away isles of Greecefrom where he originally had
drifted.

The Government wanted him very badly, also the representatives of
Exeter Hall; but with the guile of his nation he had hitherto evaded the
traps they had set for him. "Niggeree," as the natives called him, was a
name well known from one end of British New Guinea to the other, a
name to send the nude and dusky warriors and their women flying into
the bush, yet not one of them would bear testimony against him, what
crimes he had committed remaining a secretbetween his own conscience
and their discretion.

Was he thinking of thesedark actsashe quietly sat on that water-cask,
sending up the white puffs from his black clay pipe with that
illuminated warm-toned atmosphere, for he smiled that convict smile
which made him look so like a pirate, or was he concocting plans for the
future? He was down in his luck at present, for this fever had paralyzed
his energies, and he had to lie inactive for weeks, so that it had all been
outcome, and no profit, and the exchequer was getting low. He had only
a few bags of copra to give in exchange to Bowman for his next three
months' supply, and he had not yet succeeded in winning over young
Hector to join his fortune. As he suspected Hector to know where gold
was to be found easily, in spite of the doubts cast by the colonial public
on the nugget he was supposed to have discovered in New Guinea (for
that doubt of the gold is not shared by a single person who has been in
the land), he wanted to have him near him to find out why the little fel-
low again sought the shores, and for other reasons he wished him as a
partner. Hector hitherto had parried his generous offer of a free passage
and a share in his investments, yet to-day Niggeree felt hopeful that he
would succeed in his persuasions.

Hector would be useful in many ways, for since his last scrape with
the Queensland Government, when he, to be able to return, had been
forced to becomenaturalized, he wanted a British subject to advise him,
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now that he was under the power of the commissioner, and Hector had a
cool head, and might steer him safely out of many perils, and perhaps be
the scapegoat if ever the necessity arose to have one.

Yesterday he was despondent and hopeless, any man might have
wrung his nose with impunity, but to-day he felt the master, and smiled
as he looked towards the canoesand boats; so, having finished his pipe,
and the boat lying alongside with one of the South SeaIslanders at the
oar, and the Malay holding the rope, he sprang to his feet, stretching
himself full up, as he gave orders to those left aboard to get the bags
ready for transferring, and then he dropped lightly into the dingey, tak-
ing the steering oar in his hand, while the others dipped theirs into the
transparent deep blue.

A few strokes and they were absorbed, and lost in the intense sun-
glare which had shortly before swallowed up that black spot, Joe.
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Chapter7
A Parting Glass

BUSINESSis all arranged now, and the chops, fish, and turtle steaksare
set out on the table-cloth of the saloon, or cabin, of the Thunder, while
the Singalesesteward waits meekly at the door for the masters to take
their seats.

Bowman has gone over the copra-bags of Niggeree and the pearl-
shells of Collins, and exchanged the provisions which they require for
their coming cruise, so that in the transfer, many oaths have been
uttered, if not registered amongst the representatives of western culture,
and much chattering and skurrying amongst the dusky children of un-
cultivated Nature, who, with their canoes and the dingies, are still
passing between the steamers and the schooners.

Queen Ine has delivered her orders, and now brother Sam with the
smack Fairy is rapidly becoming a little speck of white upon that distant
sapphire sea,as he speedsaway westward to the other station, to await
the commands of his brother-in-law.

They allÑthat is, all the white men on board, Hans, the engineer, with
his cockney assistant, and Gallacher, the Irish mateÑcome down from
the poop, and take their seats without distinction. They don't trouble
washing themselves, as they have not bothered about washing the deck;
Captain MacAndrews, with a splitting headache from the night before,
declines taking the head of the table, but sits beside his dirty mate, in a
dejected attitude, wrinkling up his Caledonian nose with disgust at the
sight of food; Bowman has just administered to him one of his infallible
pills. Niggeree sits between Hector and Collins with his quietest air, for
he has succeededin enlisting both, Collins by the promise of a hitherto
unknown oyster-field near the mouth of the Fly River, and Hector who
has consented becauseCollins is going. Hector, agreed to go becausehe
had sailed so far with Collins, his own vessel lying at present under re-
pair at Thursday Island.
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Joetakes up a lot of room at the foot of the table while Bowman occu-
pies the head, and Danby, now clad in white pants and undershirt, with
a gay-coloured sash round his waist, sits on the right-hand side of his
friend Bowman.

There are tea and coffee served with brandy instead of milk, and the
Singalesegrins when he is called to pull a fresh cork, handing a slip of
paper to the caller to sign: this mild-featured native of Ceylon is particu-
lar about these slips of paper, and always informs the signers of other
slips which they have put their mark to before but not yet paid, and
when he is reviled, he merely laughs, showing his beautiful teeth, and
retires to his sideboard.

Bowman and Danby use their knives and forks, but the others dis-
pense with these articles of super-refined luxury, and taking the chops
from their plates in their dirty hands, gnaw them like hungry apes.

Only the captain does not eat; he sits with both hands clutching his
grey, tangled, curly locks, and looks at his greasy plate with gloomy
preoccupation.

Outside the natives squat on the aft-hatch, catching bits of food
thrown to them from the inside, and scrambling laughingly over it; the
coloured sailors take their meal at the bows.

Over against where the captain sits, at the back of Danby, a large rat
darts out at times, and runs along the bunks with impudent effrontery,
its bright eyesglancing at the meat being devoured, as if it could hardly
restrain its wish to join in also; a singular mixture of boldness and
nervous timidity.

Looking up from his plate, the captain sees the rat and starts, then
watches it with a wild eye.

"Is that a rat?" he asks, nudging the mate and pointing to the crevice
where it is just disappearing.

"Of course it is; what did you take it to be?"replied the mate, glancing
up and then going on with his bone.

"I wasn't quite sure if it was a real one," murmured the afflicted old
man, half to himself, as his head sank again over his plate.

A loud laugh followed this murmur, as if the captain had made a joke.
"Thought you had them, I suppose," observed Danby calmly, after the

laugh had subsided.
"You'll have them before long, young man, if you dinna put in a peg,"

said the captain savagely; and rising, he passesout to where the natives
are squatting on the hatchway, kicking two of them out of the road, and
flinging himself down wearily.
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Joe,after breakfast, becamemore interesting than he was the night be-
fore; told of many strange adventures down by the Spanish main, deeds
of daring which were all performed personally, some of which had been
already related in the lives of Captain Kidd and other bold buccaneers.
He evidently had been a very daring pirate in the olden times, before he
became virtuous and settled down upon his little island.

Then they found that the water supply was short, and another trip
ashore had to be taken, and a rove round the island while the natives
fetched the water.

First to the smoke-house,which stood by the sea-shore;here they saw
the sheet-iron shed used for the purpose, with the closed doors and lad-
der reaching up to the loft, where the sea-slugswere laid to smoke, hav-
ing been first sun-driedÑJoe looking in below to seeif the wooden fires
were all right. They sent out a great cloud of bluish smoke as he peered
inside which made all the others fall-to coughing.

This b•che-de-mer, from which they make soup much relished by the
Celestials, is prepared for the Chinese market; the fires are fed from be-
low, while the fish are laid upon a bamboo floor with spacesbetween
each spar for the smoke to pass through: about thirty-six hours are re-
quired to smoke them thoroughly.

Outside the shed, and lying on their backs, were three large turtles,
caught the day before. After a deal of bargainingÑfor Joe,despite his
federal parentage, had all the instincts of his Israelitish ancestors,for al-
though he denied being a Jew, his nose asserted his national-
ityÑBowman bought them for the ship's use, and another canoe took
them aboard.

Then through the thicketÑa thicket gorgeous with rare plants and
flowersÑthey passedto the native village, now deserted of all but native
petsÑpigs, dogs, and tame pelicansÑwho popped out of the way with
ungainly movements as the party looked into the empty huts. The huts
were like Joe'sbungalow, only sweeter smelling; cool, dark places,which
the white glare beating upon the sands outside could not penetrate.

They looked into all the houses excepting one, where the door was
fastened,and before which Joeplanted himself with a rough delicacy not
to be expected from him.

"Not there, mates; ye seethe poor critter lost her man yesterday, and I
guess she wouldn't like to be disturbed."

On shore they were all resting, and Queen Ine, with her family about
her, sat down beside the women; the Hindoo also sat near to her, dip-
ping his hand into the yam dish and feeding one of the twinsÑthe
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second lotÑa little fellow of about sixteen months, who had crept up
close to his feeder and watched him, while he gobbled down the yams
which the other put into his mouth. He had large brown wondering
eyes.

Queen Ine held her head down and looked stolidly at the brown and
white babies clinging to each breast as the party passed, while Joe ex-
plained how the Hindoo was a maniac whom a trader had left with him
at one time as being of no use amongst his crew.

"He had been kidnapped somewhere down there about India, away
from his young wifeÑso a chap who once stopped here a night and un-
derstands his lingo tells me," explained Joe."Taken off for a short voy-
age, under promise to be sent back soon, then, arter they had him in
Amerikay, they shipped him again to Sydney, telling him they were tak-
ing him home; and then he got drifted from one ship to another, always
thinking he was going home, until he got melancholy like, as these nig-
gers do, and turned as you see.He's no blarmed bit o' good, except to
look arter the young ones, only he takes fits and runs off to the woods
and stops there all by himself, rushing about till he gets too hungry to
hold out longer, when he comesback and stands for hours looking out to
sea;not a stroke o' good, and feed extra. I'm now waiting to seeif I can
get some one to take him off my hands; and if I don't soon, I'll have to
knock his brains out, I guess, an' be done with it."

Joeis kind, after his nature, but this poor madman's melancholy makes
him miserable, so he wants to have done with it.

The last bottle has been opened on board by the grinning Singalese,
and they wish each other joy and a safe voyage.

The Thunder, with Bowman, Danby and Joeaboard, shrieks out her
steam whistle, at which the afrighted natives tumble into the blue waters
and swim ashore; then the anchor is hauled over the bows, and the pro-
peller swishes the water into white curd assheploughs through the deep
passages of the reefs.

The Sunflower and Coral Sea follow each other with sails set, a fair
western monsoon driving them towards New Guinea and the east, and
as they recedeÑthe Thunder sailing in the direction taken by the
FairyÑassuming the proportions and some of the shape of a little tub as
it drifts out of sight slowly. The island falls asleepin the brilliant midday
ray once more, and all seemsagain as it must have beenbefore the white
man came to devour and pollute.
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Chapter8
Hafid and His Little Friend

THERE is not much to do on the island now that the ships have sailed.
Some have gone fishing for the sea-slugs,but they will not be back be-
fore sundown, so that only the sun-baking mound has to be
turnedÑwhich is being looked after by two or three old womenÑand
the fires in the smoke-house replenished; this has also been looked after,
while most of the islanders lie basking in the hot light, and silence
broods over all.

Hafid seemsamused with his little friend; at least, like a big dog, he
lies passive on his back and lets the child roll about him and do with him
as he pleases.

Queen Ine still sits looking on her children, as these natives, male and
female, will sit for hours without moving, bareheadedwith the sun beat-
ing fiercely upon them, languid and indolent until the moment comesfor
them to be active, and then they can shake it off without an effort.

King Primrose, now relieved from the presence of those whom he
wished to impress, had relaxed in his dignity, thrown aside his military
jacket and tile-hat, and now lay amongst the dilapidated elders of his
tribe, smoking the pipe of peaceand comfort, while over them all hung
the noonday sun, a small concentrated heat-spot in the midst of that
deep oceanof ultramarine, while the seaand earth sweltered, and aerial
gases rose so that the rocks and trees seemed to tremble in distance.

After a time Hafid raised himself up, and taking the little fellow upon
his shoulders, slowly went towards the narrow foot-path which led
through the woods to the village, the only place where anything like
shadow was to be found.

On, past the empty houses,and into the deeper intricacies, where the
purple shadows lay in longer patches,and the golden sunshine fell irreg-
ularly, small spots lying like rain-drops on the dewy shadowÑstretches.

With broad green leaves on each side, speckled crotons and tufts of
reed-like grass-growth, the greens here were very fresh, and in parts the
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ground felt damp and cool, while bright spring-like tints lay over the
grasses;spotted mosquitoes swarmed over him in denseclouds as Hafid
crossedtheseswampy places,and the quivering haze becamedenser, the
under-shades changing to dusky blue and growing indefinite near the
roots of the bushes.

Now and again a gay-plumaged bird flew out of the deep recessesand
sought the higher branches, or it might be a chattering flock of
squareÑflying snow-white cockatoos making a little cloud-patch in the
open parts of blue sky above the tree-tops; once he nearly trod upon a
bright green snake as it lazily crawled across the path and became lost
amongst the reeds, but Hafid went on seemingly tireless, with that
straight look-out in his melancholy eyes,as if he was seeking for the wo-
man he had lost, while the naked child, perched upon his shoulder like a
little brown ape, clutched at the leavesabove its head, trying to catch the
large gayÑcoloured butterflies as they circled round him, or the flowers
and bright scarlet, white, and blue berries which trembled upon the
swinging tendrils.

At last they came to a small recesswhere they had been often before,
where the shadows were very dense, and the ground rose to a sort of
bank; in front of them spread a swampy piece of ground with the sun
shining full upon it, where butterflies in thousands kept up a perpetual
motion and uncertain glitter above the lilies and swamp flowers; while
perfect clouds of gnats and mosquitoes swarmed and kept up a drowsy
chorus.

Here Hafid lay down with his head on the shady bank and his feet in a
sunlit pool of water, and the solitary game of tumble on the part of the
boy recommenced.

Savagehordes of hungry tiger-mosquitoes darted upon the lithe naked
body and exposed limbs of Hafid, without disturbing either in the slight-
est degree; lizards large and small, of all shades,darted over the sunny
lines, while ants ran about with the important fussy air of city
clerksÑand all the time the sun rolled along on his daily round, making
as he descended the western plains, shadows longer in that tropic
retreat.

The boy was tired of his game, and Hafid had fallen asleep,and so the
youth looked about him for some other mode of amusement.

Meanwhile, on the sea-shore,work had recommenced,and Queen Ine,
putting her children once more under the charge of the old crone, be-
came the active over-seer; the fishing canoes had returned as the sun
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grew orange-toned in the west, and all hands were required to unload
and prepare the slugs for next day's drying.

So from one group to another she sprang, now in the smoke-house,
hauling out the dried slugs, now pushing her uselessold father out of
her road, or superintending the spreading and cutting up of the b•che-
de-mer. She did not spare her own lithe body any more than the serfs
about her.

All was about over by the time Hafid came to view, this time carrying
the child as if asleep in his arms. Queen Ine merely glanced at him as he
laid down his little friend beside the other tired-out children, and went
on with her work, while Hafid passed over to the sea, wading out a
spacetill the rising tide came over his knees, and watching the crimson
sun sinking below the dark belt of purple ocean over beyond the surf-
line of the distant reefs.

Shehad finished, and the labourers slowly left the beach in their fam-
ily groups, and went towards the village, while with a careful look
round to seeif all was rightly done, she turned towards her sleeping chil-
dren, and prepared herself to take them indoors.

The old crone took up the two eldest twins, and after laying them
down on one of the bamboo couches, came back for the others, while
Queen Ine, meanwhile, had picked up the youngest.

At this moment the old woman uttered a howl that startled the young-
er woman and made her turn round, wondering what was the matter.

The old woman was holding up a little clenched hand of Hafid's
friend, from which she was trying to pluck some bright-tinted berries.

In a moment the apathy of Queen Ine had disappeared, and she be-
came the distracted mother; with a wild cry, which echoed through the
woods and startled the sleeping parrots, while it arrested the dragging
feet of the villagers, she flung down the infants, and sprang to the side of
the unconscious child.

Somewild words were uttered and answered, as she stooped down to
smell the mouth all tinted with the bright colour of the berries, while she
clutched up the child, and flew backwards and forwards on the sea-
shore, uttering screams which became hoarser each repetition. The old
woman ran as fast as possible towards the village.

Hafid, meanwhile, stood motionless near the sea-shoreup to his knees
in water, with the twilight fumes of rosy purple folding him up aswith a
mantle.
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Chapter9
Hafid Again on the Road Home

IT is vain to attempt to describe the agony of the woman when the child
she has brought into the world is passing from it, no matter her condi-
tion or nationality, if she be a woman.

Queen Ine was a woman with all the savage instincts of maternity in
full force within herÑa savage in every emotion, and the dying child
was her own flesh, being torn from her by the remorselessenemy Death;
a woman without one consolation, for the South SeaIsland teacher who
tried his best to comfort, had not learnt enough of his lately-taught creed
to translate to her those passageswhereby the pastor seeks to alieviate
the heavy woe.

From her arms the child had not stirred all through the night, and the
antidote which the old woman had rushed off to the village to procure,
had been administered too late to be of any service against the subtle ef-
fect of the poisoned berries. Every three of the little body had cut the
heart of the mother; yet, after the first wild madnessof the discovery, she
becamesilent, and only the fierce clutching with her hand at her throat
or the sullen bloodshot eyes betrayed how much the mother felt.

All her other children were as nothing to her now, only this one lying
so still in her lap with its dimming eyesfixed on space.Her own tearless
ones were like flame watching each step of the approaching enemy.

Hafid had disappeared before morning, unconscious of the disaster he
had brought upon his benefactress;he wandered, as was his wont, over
the most unfrequented portions of the island, and as yet no one had
sought for him. By-and-by, however, when the child was dead, their
wrath would turn to his direction, and he would be hunted down and
offered as a victim to their vengeance.

Emir, the native teacher, would not seek to prevent this action of sav-
age vengeance;to him it would seemall right and proper, in spite of his
Christianity.
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The sun was warming in the west when the end came. On the sea-
shore they all sat silent, except the teacher, who did what he thought
right under the circumstances, sang his native hymns and read at ran-
dom from his native testament.

The tribe was assembled waiting on the death, before they began to
weep and lament. Death was a very common visitor with them, and was
treated by all except those most interested in a very callous manner;
there was no use in wasting any time before the right moment arrived.

Children die easy,and so would this one if they had not tried to save
him. Their united efforts increased the torture by prolonging it, but now
it was all over, and while the mother's hot eyes still look upon the little
tawny ashenfaceand glazing eyes,the limp limbs are becoming stiff and
cold.

Then the ceremony of lamenting begins, while the young men with
their spearsscatter to hunt for the poor unconscious Hafid; they will do
their hour of weeping after they have found him.

But Queen Ine does not weep, or take her eyes away from her dead
child. The old woman tries to lift it away, but desists at the wild clutch
the mother's hands make upon it, and instead, puts the youngest chil-
dren by turns to the full, throbbing breasts,where she holds them while
they drink, for the mother pays no attention.

It is about the hour when Joeshould return, and some of those who
have done their time of lamenting set about preparing for his coming
back, while others hold up their hands to their eyes,shading them from
the declining sun, to catch the first sight of him; but Queen Ine orders or
threatens them no more.

By-and-by some of the watchers say they see it, and with it the
fireÑship, as they call the steamer, and they all begin to bustle about.

There they are together, the Thunder towing the other along in her
wake. Joehas been drinking and swearing, and trying to cheat and lie all
day, while his child has been suffering the agonies of death.

A little grey speck, which looms up against the grey undersides of the
cloud-bank below the mellow sun-circle, growing from the grey blue to
black, separatesas the golden orb gets behind it; then nearer every mo-
ment, until the dark funnels and mastersof the two vesselsare easily dis-
tinguished, as the amber-brown smoke rolls around that orange and dun
space, where the great eye of day is rapidly turning bloodshot as it is
nearing that clean-cut line of horizon.

It seemshours to the watchers on shore before they can hear the lash-
ing of the monster's iron tail. Then the yelling and curses of the captain

41



and mate, and dropping of the anchor, intermingle with the blood-
thirsty yellings of those ashore who cluster round the prisoner Hafid,
dragged by the young men from his retreat in the woods.

"There's something up over there, Joe,"remarks Bowman to Joe,as he
seesto his revolvers being ready, before he drops into the dingey, inside
which the nearly intoxicated Joe is sitting waiting.

"I'll soon settle all that once we land," answers Joeeasily, and they pull
off towards the excited group.

"Eternal Thunder, what's all this about?" yelled Joe,staggering up to-
wards the group where Queen Ine sits with her dead child, and the nat-
ives are gesticulating about their prisoner, whom he does not yet see.

He stops and lays a heavy, uncertain grip on the black shoulders of his
wife, ashe lurches forward and prepares himself to be delivered of a vol-
ley of oaths, when something in the face she turns up to him partly
sobers him, and then he looks into her lap and knows all about it.

Queen Ine looks into his facemutely for a moment with the agony of a
wounded doe, while he stands swaying to and fro, passing his helpless,
horny hand over his drink-dazed eyes and through his beard. Then her
eyes drop once more, as if she had not found what she sought for in
those brutal features; perhaps she did not look for bread, although she
did not like the stone.

Meanwhile Bowman and Danby drew near, and, the dead being only a
black child, did not display much interest in it.

Then Joe, whose grief found vent in a fresh volley of curses, asked
how it happened, and when one of the natives told him, and pointed to
the nearly naked Hindoo standing amongst them, all unconscious of his
offence and danger, he turned to where Bowman stood and said,Ñ

"I told you as how that blamed nigger would bring me no luck, and
now he has done it, and my wench won't be no good for work for the
next month. Poor little man! Blast my blooming eyes."

Something like two drops of water gleamed in Joe'sbloodshot eyesas
he spoke, but he was ashamed of giving way before his friends.

"What are they going to do to the Hindoo?" asked Bowman.
"Kill him, for certain; may be, roast and eat him."
"No, no! we must not let them."
"I can't stop 'em when their blood's up; it's more than my head's worth.

Only Queen Ine could do it, and it's not likely she will."
But Queen Ine belied his idea of her; her heart was too full of woe for

any thought of vengeanceto stay there, for as Joespoke she lifted up her
dead baby in her arms, and going over to where her tribe stood about
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their captive, cleared a passage,and taking him by the arm, led him over
to where Bowman stood, none disputing her right to dispose of the
captive.

"You white fellow, take him away in fire-ship," she said, in the best
English she could muster, her voice so husky and dry that Bowman had
not the heart to refuse.

"Go way when sun rises. No let them kill Hafid, he good fellow; but
take him away."

Shereturned to her seaton the ground, but this time when the old wo-
man approached she took both infants into her arms, and permitted the
other to take the dead baby indoors. Shedid not look at her husband any
more, but bent her head over her little ones as they hung at each breast,
so that they could not see her face.

"Best take the idiot aboard at once," advised Joe."I'll come with you; it
feels too blasted lonesome to-night on this yer island, and Queen Ine is
best by herself."

Joeslunk to the stern after the others, and said no more till he came
aboard, when he straightway set to drown his grief in the only way he
knew, which no one sought to deny him. Hafid went forward amongst
the other coloured men, and appeared pleased to think he was once
more on his way over the seasto find his home. And the others, having
already had tea before landing, proceeded to fill their pipes, and lighting
up, went up the companion-way to the poop to enjoy the evening breeze.

The young horned moon was slowly sinking below the horizon, and
the green and rosy short-lived twilight colours were spreading over the
sky.

On shore, in front of the fire, they could seethe dark figures squatting,
or passing to and fro, and loud sounds of weeping were wafted on the
balmy air, blowing the aromatic perfume of burning palm-wood and
dulse towards them; fresh arrivals dropping in and joining in the funeral
service. And at the sight Joeswore a savage oath, and called for more
brandy, which the steward brought to him without the usual slip of
paper.

But they were too far off, and the night was getting too dark for them
to see the figure which crouched all by itself down by the sea-shore
amongst the shells.

Her dead child was being buried by her relations and friends, and her
other children were asleep in the bungalow, so that she had come down
to the sea-beach to be alone.
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And the wind sighed round her from the land, while the little wavelets
lapped and splashed about the skirts of her cotton gown and over her
bare feet, and the world above her becameluminous with moist pitying
eyes,which she did not see,for her head was buried in the folds of her
gown as it rumpled between her knees. The sounds of the weeping fell
unheeded on her ear, for she knew that they meant nothing; but a shud-
der passed over her back, as the gruff intonation of Joe'scurses rolled
brokenly in from the deck of the steamer upon the returning breezes,
and struck her ear.
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Chapter10
Hula.--A Lover's Quarrel

ALL the names given by the natives of New Guinea are euphony it-
selfÑElevira, Hanuabada, Aroma, Kerepuna, Piramata, &c. The Colonial
Government are planning out a city at Port Moresby, i.e. Elevira or
Hanuabada, which they propose to call Grenville.

Hula, the native town, on the sea,where the housesstand out from the
shore on their tall piles, and the highways are, like the highways of
Venice, blue ocean.On shore the Sistu tribe resides,surrounded by orch-
ards and lovely gardens, with the lofty mountains of the mainland soar-
ing up to the clouds and hiding the vast aerial mysteries of the yet unex-
plored Owen Stanley ranges.

The shore tribes of Hula are hunters and gardeners, bold traders who
go westward with their wares in their large trading Lakatoes, as the an-
cient tribes of Greece traded their merchandise, facing, like them,
dangers by seaand land, from robbers, murderers, and pirates, and, like
them, they are all warriors as well as workmen.

The sea tribes live by fishing, which they also barter.
Love and war mingle up with their hourly avocations, and they take

their pleasuresand do their work as the Jewsdid at the rebuilding of Jer-
usalem, with one hand on the spade and the other on their spear.

It is a rest-day at Hula, and they are all enjoying the glory of the sun,
cooled by the strong sea-breeze,in the way they like bestÑwrestling,
sailing their large and small vessels about, practising with the bow or
spear, running races, smoking, telling tales, or making love to the girls
who are cutting up the taro, yams, and bananasfor the modest mid-day
meal.

One youth, who has been the length of Brisbane in the bom-bom or
war-sloop, tells the wonders he has seen to a group who listen
openÑmouthed to some of his tales or laugh incredulously at others.
They have all seen a screw-steamer in Hula before, and are partly pre-
pared for the other wonders he tells, the strange sight of housesbuilt one
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above the other, and bridges crossing large rivers, of horses carrying
men, and coaches,but they openly laugh to scorn his description of the
trains; there, like the sailor's mother when he told her about the fish that
had wings, they drew the line.

"You know the fire-ship that thump-thumps and kicks the water all
white, well they have beaststhe same,who puff-puff like that, and swal-
low up hundreds of men as they run up mountains and over the big
fields, big snakes who smoke the bau-bau."

A loud burst of incredulous shouts greeted this wonderful tale, so that
"Kamo," the narrator, was fain to walk off in a dignified way to console
himself as best he could with the society of his future wife, who, by reas-
on of her position as an engaged young lady, was exempt from all work,
and now lay on the outside of the circle of yam-preparers basking her
dainty limbs in the sun with all the abandonment of perfect idleness.

Kamo, a tall boy of about eighteen, like all the male portion of New
Guinea, was perfectly naked, with the exception of the elaborate breast
and nose ornaments, earrings, and armlets. His bushy and frizzed hair,
standing about two feet all round his smooth, comely face, was adorned
with scarlet blossoms, like the wreaths which the ancients were at their
love-feasts, dyed of a golden hue by his girl, and with the long-handled
comb stuck rakishly on one sideÑa splendid specimen of uncurbed,
fresh young humanity, he strode along the sands, swinging his
highlyÑdecorated bau-bau or pipe, in his hand, and looking at the shad-
ow which fell from his handsome limbs with evident satisfaction.

Rea, his young lady, watched his approach with half-sleepy admira-
tion. She had picked him out from many other handsome youths, im-
pressed by the senseof his superior knowledge, and treated him with
more consideration than New Guinea girls generally display towards
their expectant husbands; but, in spite of her evident awe at his fame asa
traveller, she was not inclined to be too amiable, but led him an uncer-
tain dance while he waited his appointed month of probation, it being
the custom, after preliminary arrangements are got over, such as satisfy-
ing the parents as to means,&c., to put the suitor under trial, that is, the
youth has to deliver himself over, body and soul, to the caprices of his
intended partner, live in her father's house, and be for ever on his good
behaviour.

Kamo was a very wealthy young man, according to these parts. He
had much tobacco, and some pearl-shells, with other treasures gleaned
in his travels, and so he was greatly respected, and, to use a vulgar ex-
pression, thought no small beer of himself.
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Rea, his betrothed, was also an heiress, her father being chief of the
land tribe, with an orchard all her own since her mother's death; a dainty
little girl of sixteen, tattooed to the waist in beautiful designs of blue
upon brown, hair cut short and curly (when she is married she will
shave it all off), a pert round face,with little nose, full red lips, and teeth
only as yet slightly stained with the betel-nut, large brown mischief-lov-
ing eyes,small ears,even although the lobes hung down rather far to suit
European tastes, yet here it was considered a mark of beauty to have
lobes hanging down and weighted with shell earrings.

Her figure was plump, although, compared with the Apollo-like pro-
portions of her lover, somewhat undersized, yet the feet now kicking
petulantly at the sands were small and beautifully formed. She had not
so many ornaments about her as Kamo hadÑas here it is the custom of
the male, like the gorgeous male birds of Paradise, to look as splendid as
possibleÑher only dress consisting of the "Raumma," or bulky grasspet-
ticoat, which fell from her waist to her knees in many folds, giving her a
bunchy appearanceround the hips, and making her lower limbs appear
much less than they really were.

Shewas gazing at Kamo with indolent admiration as he left the group
of unbelievers with that lordly air of his, feeling all the pride of easypos-
session; but as he came nearer she drew her brows together and the
corners of her little mouth down in the manner of a spoilt, petted child,
which, when the young man saw, made him slacken his pace, and
seemed to take a considerable lot of the swagger out of him.

He ceasedto swing his bau-bau, and drew near with a conciliatory air,
almost fawning in its humility.

"How much longer have I to wait for you, Kamo, while you tell lies to
the men and make them laugh at you?" exclaimed this spoiled beauty in
an angry voice.

"I didn't know you wanted me to come, Rea.You know you said you
were tired of hearing about the white man's great places,and wanted to
sleep."

"Of course I am sick of all these things. Do you think no one except
you has been out of Hula?"

Kamo did not answer, being a wise youth, who could afford to wait
his time.

"Well, have you nothing to tell me, Kamo, now that you are here?"she
inquired, still offended, or pretending to be so, as he took his place be-
side her on the sands.
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"Only that I wish my month was over, and I had you all to myself,"
replied Kamo, trying to take her hand, which she snatched from him.

"I don't; it's too pleasant to lie about and do nothing all day, and I
haven't yet made up my mind whether you are worth working for. Per-
haps I'll turn you over like Mea did Rika."

"No, Rea, you would not do that to me, for I know the road to the
white man now, and I'd go away and never see Hula again."

"I would not care about that, you may depend, if I sent you from me;
there are plenty of fine boys in Hula."

"Would you kill me, Rea?"
"I'll think about it; but you must be more amusing, or I'll not take you."
"I'll do whatever you like, Rea."
"Then carry me through the streets. I want to find out how it feels like,

on the beast you call a horse."
Poor Kamo cast a rueful glance round at the other youths and maid-

ens, for he knew how they would jeer at him if he did this, and said,Ñ
"Wouldn't a sail be nicer, Rea?Come, we will go over the sea in my

new canoe."
"No, I want a ride, and you must be my horse, and take me all round

the village."
Kamo felt he must obey, so with a deep sigh of resignation he put

down his bau-bau and put his arms about her to lift her up, when she
stopped him.

"Not that way; I want you to go the way you showed us the horses
went."

Kamo remembered, with a shudder, how he had run all-fours to illus-
trate the horse, one night when they were merry, and cursed his vanity
when he remembered his pride at being the hero. That was weeks ago,
when he first came home and his stories were listened to.

"Well, boy, are you going to do it, or must I go to my father?" cried the
maiden, impatiently. And at this dire threat Kamo bent his back meekly,
and went on his hands and knees, while Rea, gathering her skirts well
around her and taking up the ornamented bau-bau in lieu of a whip, sat
down upon him, and hitting him smartly over the shoulders, told him to
"Gee up!" as he had said the white man did with his horses.

On went poor Kamo under his loved but not fairy-like load, panting
and sweating with the heat of the sun and the exertion and the shamebe-
fore him, while Rea sat calmly and contented with her new mode of
torture.
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She did not spare either his back or his shoulders, and he dared not
complain. The motion pleased her, and sheconsidered nothing about her
horse except a wicked little thrill of pleasure at the thought of this novel
mode of tormenting him.

And all the village men and boys left their sports and their talking to
watch and laugh at this new spectacle; the old women stood up with
their knives in one hand and the half-peeled yam in the other, laughing
at the fun, even while they were thinking how soon Rea's reign of
tyranny would be over; while the younger maidens forsook the cooking-
pots altogether, and followed jeering and laughing at the fool Rea was
making of her lover, and wishing the time had come when they could
torment a lover also.

The father of Rea also followed, laughing like the rest, but keeping a
sharp look-out on the pair, as fathers and mothers in theseparts do dur-
ing courting season.

And in the midst of the yelling and hooting crowd Rea sat unmoved,
urging on her unlucky victim with vicious little pinches and kicks, as
well as blows from the bamboo-pipe, while he groaned in spirit as he
ambled on with shell-cut hands and feet, his hair filled with sand, and
the hibiscus blossoms all tumbled about.

"On, beast, on!" shouted Rea, spurring up those jaded limbs until his
heart was sore with the exertion, while the crowd of girls flung more
sand over him and shouted,Ñ

"Yes, on, you beast!"
How long it might have lasted, who knowsÑfor Reafelt the heroine of

the hour, and liked the motion too well for any thought of her victim to
enter her curly little headÑhad not a lucky idea struck the throbbing
brain of Kamo of a horse he had once seen throw his rider.

Perhaps it was desperation prompted the idea, for he felt he must sink
down with exhaustion if he went on longer, or the sight of a nice soft
green mound of grass right before him, or maybe the wicked grin on the
ugly face of Toto, who stood at hand in his gay suit of orange and red,
leering at the girl bestriding him; but he instantly acted upon it, kicking
up his heels in the air at the moment that the smiling Rea was least ex-
pecting such a motion, and landing her unhurt, but ignominiously, right
in the centre of the grass tuft.

"That is the way the horsesdo," gasped Kamo, getting up and shaking
himself, while all the natives laughed at Rea.
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Rea, who had fallen in a most ungraceful attitude, picked herself
quickly up, and, first adjusting her raumma, ran up to him with blazing
eves.

"And that's what I do, you beast!"
With both hands she slapped him full on each cheek, and walked off

towards the gardens, leaving poor Kamo shamefacedand dejected, with
smarting cheeks and a growing consciousnessthat it would have been
better if he had played the patient instead of the kicking steed.
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Chapter11
Toto Remembers One of the Christian Virtues, and
Forgives

THERE was a wealthier man in Hula than Kamo, albeit not nearly so
well liked, yet riches are always treated with some respect amongst sav-
ages, as they are with more civilized communities.

Toto was not a pretty man, in spite of his most gorgeous costume ashe
stood there, grinning at Kamo and leering upon Rea.

A strong-built fellow, with the face of a libertine, mingled with all the
cunning of the treacherous savage;his nose resembled the nose of a Tar-
tar, and his eyeswere elongated and appeared as if lashless,with a most
unpleasant droop at the outer corners; his mouth also was very large and
slobbery-looking from the constant habit of betel chewing, and looked
like a freshly jagged wound, wide, gaping, and showing the scarlet gums
and stumps of blackened tusks behind.

He was the only man dressed in Hula, excepting the freshly-installed
South SeaIsland teacher, who had lately arrived with his pretty young
wife to take the post from which Toto had been deposed.

Toto was the only Papuan who could read and write in Hula; formerly
he had been taken in hand by the missionaries and educated to becomea
teacheramongst his people, almost the first New Guinea native who had
been converted.

After his training at Port Moresby, he had beensent down amongst his
own kindred and people, to continue the good work; but, alas! Toto had
been only half-redeemed when let loose, and soon relapsed into
something worse than his original uncultivated state.

Toto, like the other native teachers,had beenallowed twenty pounds a
year to maintain himself and familyÑample means for him amongst his
own tribe, where he had his own portion of land, although barely suffi-
cient for the poor strangers, who were compelled to buy everything they
required at the prices fixed by the natives and traders. The Papuan being
close-fisted and yielding nothing out of charity, these poor South Sea
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Islanders come with their wives amongst people callous, if not regarding
them as intruders. They spend their year's allowance in less than four
months, and then half starve the rest of the year, working on bravely and
uncomplainingly upon this arid soil, till their wives droop and die, or
themselves are murdered and eaten.

Toto was not the man to make a martyr of himself, and being worldly
wise, after getting all he could out of the mission-station, a pretty young
wife (he had left one at Hula working in his garden while he was being
converted), and his first instalment of salary, he took up his position, and
cast about for other methods to increase his meagre income.

Under the protection of the missionary he becamea power in his own
land, while the hymns he sang drew the young boys and girls to his
house, which he got built large and commodious. When traders came
they applied to Toto, as mediator between them and the tribe, getting
him to drive the bargains for them, so that he was paid both ways, de-
ceiving all round, in the feathering of his own nest.

By-and-by, as time went on, Toto learnt that which they, his people,
have not yet learnt, the use of money direct; he got to know what these
rough sailors wanted besidescopra and curios, and by stagesbecamethe
pander to their vices, turning the mission-house into a place of ungodly
riot, under the cloak of his supposed office of assistant teacher,and mak-
ing the name of Hula vile throughout the land.

He was an unbounded hypocrite, and knew how to fawn and hold the
key as well as any keeper of housesof the samedescription in European
towns, without being as yet suspected either by the missionaries or the
honest people he was daily betraying, while laying up treasures of
iniquity.

The girls he taught by degrees those lessonsof duplicity, so that they
might hood wink their husbands and parents, and the cunning scoundrel
knew by all the instincts of the trained pander whom to approach.

By-and-by, however, rumours reached headquarters, and he was dis-
missed at once ignominiously from the office which he had defiled, yet
not before he had made enough to treat their dismissal with grinning
contempt. He had established his name, and had plenty of customers,
while the natives could not help respecting his riches, even though they
had sprung from their dead honour. Toto could still swagger about in
the gay garments which the traders brought to him, and awe his people
with his splendours, while his courtyard was seldom empty of visitors.

His South Sea Island spouse had died some time before this, worn
down with the hardships of her life amongst these unsympathetic

52



strangers and killed at last by fever and neglect. The wife he had left be-
hind was getting too old for Toto, so some time before Kamo had re-
turned he had been one of the suitors for the hand of Rea.

But in Hula, as throughout all New Guinea, women, although finally
bought, are permitted to make their own choice, so that Toto, favourably
received by the father for the sake of his wealth, had been rudely dis-
missed by the wilful young lady, who had a good knowledge of Toto's
profession, and hated him accordingly.

Still he leared upon her and made disgusting remarks when he met
her alone, and had not given up hopes even after Kamo appeared.

When Kamo cameto himself, after his chastisementand the abrupt de-
parture of Rea,the first object that met his moody eyeswas the large yel-
low and red-striped pants of this abhorred, would-be rival.

The colour upon him had the effect of red upon an excitable bull.
Slowly his eyes wandered up to the evil, open mouth of the
betelÑchewing pander, and he fixed upon the opportunity to avenge the
insults which Rea had told him about.

The tribe all round were still laughing merrily at the late scene,and
Toto, thinking the quarrel meant fresh hopes for him, also swayed from
side to side indulging in silent bursts of malicious mirth.

"What are you laughing at, you pig?" shouted Kamo, coming up to
within an inch of Toto's sallow Chinese-looking face, and clenching his
fist.

Toto could not stop all of a moment, besides he did not think there
was any necessity, Kamo was such a boy compared with him.

"At the funny figure you cut on your kneesÑ"
He did not finish his little joke, for Kamo's fist had rattled against his

gums, and the men gathered round to separate them, knowing that
Kamo was no match for the other; but Toto did not strike back, he had
learnt one lesson at Port Moresby, to control his temper.

The leering grin becameintensified with the swelling lips, ashe wiped
the blood away with his gaudy sleeves;but he only nodded his head at
Kamo, and said,Ñ

"We'll settle all this by-and-by, Kamo, my boy; you just wait and see."
Then he hitched up his trousers, and went down past the crowd towards
his own house, while Kamo and the others looked after him, marvelling
at his Christian forbearance.

Once, as he nearly reached his door, he looked back and waved his
hand towards them; appearing still to be laughing, but with his lips
bulged out.
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Chapter12
In the Gardens of Hula.--The Reconciliation

REA ran, with burning cheeksand flaming eyes, straight out of the vil-
lage, shame in her little heart at her discomfiture, and wild hatred for the
man who had affronted her, never stopping until she had reached the
spring in the woods, over by the gardens, where the women came night
and morning to fetch water.

There she flung herself face downwards on the moist grass, tearing it
out by handfuls, and howling in her savage passion.

It was a new experience to this spoilt young beauty of Hula to be
treated in this way. Of course she knew that after her marriage she
would have to work, and submit in some things to her husband; but, be-
fore that came to pass, all precedent had proved to her that men were
slaves, and that she ought to make the most of her time, as other girls
did. It was nothing to torment and hurt her lover; that was what they all
had to expect when they went courting, but to be herself humiliated be-
fore her people in that way was too much to endure.

"I will give him up at once and for ever," she cried savagely. For ever!
The two last weeks had been very pleasant weeks, and there was no one
to compare with Kamo in Hula. Perhaps his wanderings amongst white
men had spoilt him, for she remembered that Kamo had told her that
white men treated their girls differently.

"What fools thesewhite women must be," she thought, "to be tender to
their lovers, and let them bully them from the first. Have not all women
to suffer after they are married? And it is only right that the men should
have their share beforehand."

Kamo had told her that he had seenthe men in Brisbane knock down
their women and kick them; and she now remembered all these horrors,
and wondered if this was only a foretaste of her future if she married
him, for in New Guinea the husbands were always kind to their wives,
and only fought amongst themselves.
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"No, he would never dare go that length, nor will I give him the
chance."

As Rea thought over these things she recalled how handsome he
looked that morning when he came over to her, and at the prospect of
giving him up the fire in her brown eyesbecamequenched with the tears
which welled up from her sore little heart and rolled down her tawny
cheeks, and she left off kicking with her toes and tearing out the grass
with her hands, and, crossing her bare brown arms under her face, did
exactly as a white maiden would have done under the same circum-
stances,namely, had a hearty crying match, pitying her own sweet self
very much, and feeling very desolate, with the wish that she was dead.

"Rea," murmured a soft voice in her ear, which made her leap up,
ashamedat being caught crying, to find the wicked faceof Toto near her.
He had quietly crept up beside her, and sat himself down on a tree-
stump by the edge of the spring, and looking as sympathetic as his
swollen mouth and evil eyes could allow him to look. "Don't run away,
Rea; I saw what Kamo did to you, and got this for taking your part."

He pointed to his cut mouth, and at the sight Reafelt a gentle thrill of
satisfaction.

"Did he fight with you about me?"
"He struck me, Rea," answered Toto meekly.
"And did you hurt him much?"
"No, Rea; I did not touch him."
"Why?"
A wealth of scorn was in the question. She knew Toto was a strong

man, and had feared that Kamo was hurt in the encounter; but she could
not understand a man not striking back. The little savagedid not under-
stand the Christian principle of forgiveness, although her heart had
already endorsed it towards the recreant Kamo.

"I thought on a better way, whereby you and I together might hurt
him much worse," replied Toto, in a soft voice.

"In what way, Toto?"
Rea was on her guard now, and all her anger forgotten.
"I know a man who could take Kamo away from Hula, and give you

and me a big present for him; he will soon be here now, before another
moon. But you hate Kamo now, don't you, Rea?"

"Yes, yes; but go on, Toto," impatiently answered Rea, stamping her
foot.

"And if you will come to my place now and then, when the white fel-
lows come, you may soon have as much money as Kamo hasÑ"
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What Rea'sreply might have been Toto could not say, and never got
the chanceof hearing; for, while he tried to meet her glance asshe looked
steadfastly towards her feet, he gave a sudden cry, which caused the
maiden to look up startled, and to find Kamo standing over his prostrate
enemy, his club in his hand splashed with blood.

Realooked upon her lover as he stood there like a young god, his eyes
blazing and his nostrils quivering. Then a great timidity and fear crept
over her, as he turned his eyes from the half-conscious Toto, who had
now sat up trying to collect his scattered sensesand clear his eyes from
the blood which ran down his forehead and nearly blinded him.

"What was Toto saying to you, Rea?" he demanded fiercely.
Rea breathed once more; he had not heard the infamous proposal.
"Nothing, Kamo."
"Toto doesn't come to say nothing."
Toto by this time had risen to his feet, and stood at a convenient dis-

tance from the lovers. He replied for Rea."I was asking Reato marry me
now she is done with you."

"Ah!" Kamo remembered that he was a sinner, and became limp and
dejected at these words. Had she given him up? It seemeda small fault
for so hard a punishment, and yet, according to the Hula code of moral-
ity, he dare not appeal against it, Rea being still mistress of her own fate.

"Then I had better go," said Kamo, sadly, "since you give me up, Rea;
only I'll kill you, Toto, before you can get her."

"Don't go, Kamo; he is telling lies. You know, Kamo, I would not
marry him if there was not another man to have, although I don't like
you any longer."

"Then tell him to go, if he won't fight me now," said Kamo, sternly.
Toto did not wait to be ordered off the field. He was a big man, but he

did not care to contend in battle for Rea or any other woman, and that
single taste of Kamo's club seemed to be enough in one day for him.

"Yes, I'll go now, Rea,and will get your answer some other time," said
Toto, going off as he spoke. He did not feel at all easy in his mind as to
what Reamight tell Kamo, but on the whole trusted to chance.If his little
plan were revealed he could always say it was a joke, and accomplish his
purpose when his friend Niggeree came, as he expected him before long.

There are cowards in New Guinea as in other portions of the world,
and Toto, in spite of his great size and superior education, was a rank
craven; he had no taste for the standing accomplishments of his country,
and would much rather run away than fight any day. Although not now
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a model Christian, he still adhered to the tenets of the new creed which
he had been taught, and liked peace.

Kamo looked after him, with a scornful smile, ashe slunk into the cov-
er like a wounded snake, while Rea, watching her lover out of the
corners of her eyes,and mentally comparing the two, decided that after a
little penance she would give Kamo one more trial.

There is no need to describe this penance laid upon the unhappy sin-
ner. She made all her conditions hard ones, which he consented to per-
form to the letter. He was to go that night into the bush, and stay there
till morning amongst the ghosts. Kamo did not mind this so much as she
thought he would, as a great deal of his early superstitions had been
brushed away by his contact with the white people, but he was too cun-
ning to let her know of this, and so pretended to be very frightened,
which mollified her greatly.

Shedid not mention what Toto had told her, for she trusted to her su-
perior wit to defeat his vile projects when the time came; besides, she
feared for Kamo if he again met Toto, for she could not believe in one
man being frightened at another, it was only the women they ought to
fear and respect.

They had both missed dinner by the time peacewas made up, and the
sun was sending horizontal shafts of gold through the close leafage be-
hind them, while the mosquitoes were coming out in detachments. But
when did lovers ever care about dinner? In a few more moments the vil-
lage women would be coming here to fetch water; already their chatter-
ing was borne, like the clatter of cockatoos on the wing, upon the even-
ing winds. The gardens spread behind the umbrageous balustrades like
long shady avenues, where these tawny insect-crowded shafts of sun-
light were stretching down like golden ropes. Neither Kamo nor Reahad
any desire to be seen in their moment of reconciliation or be twitted
about their quarrel, so they turned in time into the thicket, as the first
company of girls appeared from the village pathway with their wa-
terÑpots upon their shoulders.

Round the well there was an open space, grass-covered, where the
girls lingered to chaff one another, asgirls do, or listen to the experiences
of the old women. Here, also, the boys wandered about at this hour, to
impress the girls with their splendour; for there were great dandies in
Hula, who were in the habit of sporting all their property in the form of
ornaments, and who here strutted about arm-in-arm, with their bushy
heads adorned with flowers and feathers, so that the girls might admire
them as they passed.
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It is curious how much alike human nature is all over the world, and
how youth must assert itself in the spring-time, either with nose orna-
ments or stiff high collars, just as the young tree puts on its blossom.

It was all the samehere in Hula under the down-hanging fronds of the
palm-trees as in the streetsof London on a summer night, or on a village
green in the country, where the maidens and young men foregather un-
der the unlighted lamp-posts or the old oak branches.

The sameas will happen in Iceland during the short fierce summer, or
on the banks of the GangesÑthe samethat took place on the banks of the
Nile or the canals of Assyria four thousand years ago, and will go on
while the world rolls round the sun.

Rea had not been many moments amongst those shady avenues of
fruit-trees before sheregretted the penancewhich shehad imposed upon
Kamo. It was so nice to be out here all alone, away for a little time from
her father's watchful eye,although sheknew that even now he was hunt-
ing after them both; and kisses don't taste so nice before an audience as
they do when taken in shady places with no spectator. She felt too the
punishment would be hers as much as his, becauseshe would not have
him near her to torment; as she meditated she watched with delight his
glorious form.

"I'll let you off to-night, Kamo, if you never do anything to annoy me
again."

Rea was very tender just now, with the twilight hush upon her; and
Kamo's arm, the one round her waist, trembled as he drew her closer be-
side him and kissed her, which she did not try to stop. Over their heads,
between a rift in the papua-tree, the young moon basked upon her back,
on a velvet bed of orange-green, while all the garden was steeped in the
sombre shapelessnessof a low-toned Flemish studyÑtender and filled
with mystery.

Rea'sheart was beating down the walls of affectation and reserve, for
Kamo grew more her master than she felt she ought to let him be; but it
was too sweet to rest passive, and too much effort to resist his caresses.
And she had had enough of trouble in asserting her rights already for
one day, so for one short twilight hour she permitted him and herself to
be happy.

"Ha! so I have found you at last!" cried the deep tones of her parent, as
he laid a heavy hand on Kamo's shoulder; and the honeyed dream for
that time was over.

58



Chapter13
Towards the Fly River

IT is not a very long run to the New Guinea coast when the wind is fair,
although in the Papuan Gulf very violent storms are apt to be experi-
enced.Niggeree, in his Sunflower, led the way, with the Coral Seaskeep-
ing as nearly beside him as it was possible, and although the weather
was calm inside the reefs and as long as they were in the Straits, there
was a deal of tacking to be done to keep to the course.

Still the wind was pretty fair, it being now nearly the middle of the dry
season,with an easterly monsoon blowing on their broadsides as they
made towards Kiwai, at the mouth of the Fly River.

A patchy sea,very treacherous as to bottom, right on to Bampton Is-
land, yet protected as far as Flinder's Entrance by the great Barrier Reef,
which made sailing comparatively easyby day, particularly to so experi-
enced a pilot as Niggeree, who knew every inch of the way.

Niggeree would have liked Hector to have gone with him; but as he
had an extra crew of Malays and South SeaIslanders, old hands whom
the Greek could manage and trust, it was thought expedient that he
should accompany Captain Collins in his schooner, and follow as best
they could in the wake of the Sunflower.

So, after they parted from Joe and the Thunder, keeping well to the
wind, they sailed along smoothly; the sharp Sunflower, like a fresh
young filly, springing a mile or two in advance, to wait while the other
schooner, like a more sober old horse, tried to make up.

Over a seafilled with ripples, all emerald and amethyst, with a cloud-
less sky overhead, and a sun blazing down and making the pitch in the
seams bubble up and the iron and brass work feel almost red hot.

Niggeree lay on the deck when not wanted, full in the fiery glare, with
bare legs and feet, with stalwart limbs brown as berries, his pipe in his
mouth. He was gazing upwards at the bulging sails and cordage, while
his Malay boy, who knew the waters almost as well as his master,
steered.
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On the forecastle lay the Islanders, Malays, and Manilla boys, a little
crowd, too many to be required for such a small vessel; but Niggeree
knew his business well, and did not take a single man without a pur-
pose, and where he was going he knew well he would require them all.

Arms of all kinds lay scattered about the decks as the men had left
them to be polished upÑWinchesters and double-barrelled rifles, cut-
lasses,and revolvers. BesideNiggeree lay a belt with two of Colt's latest
improvements and a fifteen-chambered Winchester, while in his left
hand he lazily held a freshly-ground cutlass, the keen edge of which he
lightly touched with his right thumb, laying it down to remove his pipe
when he had to expectorate, which he did without raising his head, and
lifting it again with the dreamy tendernesswith which women are apt to
finger a love relic.

At times he uttered, in a quiet, muffled tone, without removing his
pipe, an order which the Malay instantly caught and obeyed, and once,
without waiting to seewhere they were, he sprang, with the agility of a
sleeping cat suddenly roused up by a foot treading on her tail, and, run-
ning up to the masthead, clung there for a few moments with one arm
and one foot round the bare pole, while he motioned with his other hand
the direction to the man at the wheel.

They were passing over a green patch of water with only a ship and a
half's length of deep blue channel, all crooked and circuitous, where the
many-tinted fish could be seendarting about in myriads, and as the sun-
beams dived down amongst the cool transparency, lovely shapes, like
trees and flowers, could be seenspringing up as if carved from emerald,
lapis lazuli, or amber, while in front of them leapt and flew the shoals of
flying-fish, and all round, like fairy barges, floated the nautilus fleets
steering due west.

A scene of light and soul-satisfying beauty and warmth, with that
strong yet soft breeze pressing upon the skin like eider-down and toss-
ing the locks aside with velvet flappings. Away in front and east-ward
the horizon was a tumbled line of intense blue, with broken fringes of
dazzling white; they were nearing the point where the protecting barrier
ceasedentirely, and where the ocean boiled in fury. There was a cloud-
lessgale outside there, and no mistakeÑone of those gales most danger-
ous to sailing craft, where the waves beat up faster and stronger than the
wind, giving the steersman hardly a chance to evade the swamping
mountains.
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As yet it was all right with the calm sea,and the strong blast filled to
straining the shortened upper sail, and drove the mist wreathes merrily
out of the way.

"Furl sails!" cried Niggeree, coming down from his perch aloft. "Let's
know the depth; there ought to be a sand-bank hereabouts where we can
anchor."

Someof the men sprang up to the yard and stowed away the canvasas
the lead showed satisfactory anchorage, so in another moment the Sun-
flower was riding safely amongst the coral, while her captain waited
upon his consort's approach.

"Hallo, Nig! what's up?" bawled out Collins from his deck when they
got within hail.

"Nothing, only it's too rough outside to go on; besides,we'll lose noth-
ing by this half-day at anchor. We can easily reach Mibu to-morrow,
while the wind may lull a bit to-night."

"It does look roughish outside," responded Collins. "Have you good
anchorage there, mate?"

"Only a sand-patch of a few yards. Try over by the lee of you, there
ought to be something there if it hasn't shifted since last voyage."

Collins reefed his solitary spread of canvas,and, letting his vesseldrift
in the direction Niggeree pointed, watched anxiously as the man threw
in the lead and sounded.

A sleepy Manilla man the sounder was, who threw out his line and
drew it in again hand over fist in a listless way, singing out in a mono-
tonous drone, as if it had been an old lesson the interest in which he had
long since lost.

"Five fathoms!"
"Four fathoms and a quarter!"
"Three fathoms less twain!"
"Two foot, sah!"
This last was jerked out in a surprised tone as the Manilla man looked

up suddenly, very wide awake indeed, to meet Hector's laughing blue
eyes fixed upon him. They were on the sand-bank safe enough, and had
been for the minute and a half while he had been throwing out his line.

"Low tide; you are all right. Drop the anchor, mate," cried the Greek,
who had beenquietly watching this mishap, knowing well how it would
happen.

Collins gave a grunt of relief, and next moment the anchor-chain was
rattling through the hawse-hole.
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The atmosphere, very clear here, enabled them to see a long way
around them. Far away to the northeast they could trace, like a faint stain
upon that grey-white lower space,a lofty range of mountains with ab-
rupt summits and edges, like sheets of blotting-paper with the edges
frayed and torn, the faint outlines of distant New Guinea.

Nearer at hand and all round were numberless islands, some high,
rising with rocky sides, others low and mango-covered. On one small is-
land, about two miles off, they saw a long row of pelicans standing
seemingly motionless in the afternoon sun, snow-white against the yel-
low sand lustre, with scraggy busheshere and there. Behind this patch of
sand (the formation of a future island) the larger and older island lay,
with a line of smooth water between. A palm-grove waved above the
mangroves' outer rim; but, beyond the flocks of seaand land-birds flut-
tering about, there was no sign of other life.

"Did you shoot the whole tribe, Nig?" asked Captain Collins, pointing
over to the palms.

"Oh, no," replied the Greek from his deckÑthere was only about fifty
yards between the vessels,so that in that rarefied air they did not require
to raise their voices. "I left my young woman with her old father and
mother, to keep her company when I was away. I'm going ashoreassoon
as we have some grub."

"How did it happen?" inquired Hector.
"Well, you see,they were always sulky with me ever since I shot her

brother, and never got enough copra ready, so that I knew that they were
only waiting a chance to do for me if they could. I had burnt down the
village twice, and roasted two or three of the kids left sleeping, but it was
no use; I could seeevery time I came that they meant to do it, but were
afeared of my Winchester.

"Well, one night my gal comes to me, and says she, 'Sleep on board
toÑnight, Niggeree.' I axes her 'Why;' so she says, 'Nothing, only the
mosquitoes are bad.' I knew that she was telling lies, for you never yet
see a native cared a brass button about mosquitoes; you see,she knew
the plot, and that her brothers were in it, and didn't want me to be hurt
or them either, so I didn't press her just then, but took her straight away
on board.

"When we got out of the house, I could seetwo or three black figures
popping about; however, I took no notice of them, but pulled straight on.

"When I gets her into my cabin, I took her square by both shoulders,
and saysI, 'Now, my gal, what is it? Out with the whole yarn, or I'll blow
your head to pieces;'and with that I clapped against her head the barrel
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of my Colt. Then she drops on her knees,and tells me all about it, asking
me not to kill her own relations, which, of course, I promises, so as to
hear the whole yarn. They had got her to join them, and steal my fire-
arms, and all she could lay her hands on of the 'munition; but at the last
she had repented. I was to be killed that night in her father's house, but
now they would know that game was up.

"'What did they take the guns for?' I asked, for I knew they couldn't
use them.

"'So that your men might not be able to help you. They mean to board
her to-night, and murder them, after they are done with you, and take
the ship.'

"'Where are the guns?'
"'I hid them on the west side of the island.'
"'Do they know about where they are?'
"'No; I did it all by myself.'
"'Well, wench, I won't punish you this time, so let's get to bed.'
"I thought there was no good frightening the boys, and there was lots

of time before us, so I turned in to get an hour's sleep, she tumbling and
tossing about, with now and then a sob, waking me up just when I was
going off, or, maybe, it would be her hot arms getting about me, at which
I'd give a cuss or two, and fling her off, with a pretty tough smack.

"I must have gone over asleep at last, for I was just in the middle of a
nice cheery dream, in which I had got the whole batch of them safely
over to Maryborough, and the tin in my pocket, without any questions
axed, when I felt her hand on my mouth, and her voice in my ear,Ñ

"'Wake, Niggeree! they are coming off!'
"I gets up to listen, and there, sure enough, they were pushing off the

canoes from the shore.
"'Come with me,' I whispered to her, and she followed.
"Then I goes on deck, and telling the boys to keep a sharp look-out, I

quietly drops over the offside, the gal following after me, and strikes out
for the point furthest from where the canoeswere pushing out; the night
being pitch dark, I know'd there was no chanceof them seeing me, and
we both took jolly good care that they didn't hear us.

"Of course there were lots of sharks about, but we had no time to think
about them at that time; all I wanted was my Winchester and some
rounds.

"Well, we reached the point all right, and, creeping softly through the
woods, got to the plant, and I only takes what I think would suit my pur-
pose, and back we goes to the shore.
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"I had a little dingey lying in a cove in caseI might want it, which no
one knew about except myself; so we gets into it, the wench sitting like a
mouse, holding the guns and cartridges so as to keep them dry.

"I pulled very gently to the side I had started from, and, making the
dingey fast to the anchor-chain, I got up that way, she handing up the
articles when I was safe up.

"'Sit where you are,' I whispered soft-like, 'and don't move, whatever
you hear.'

"Then I creeps along the deck, till I sees them all very busy at the
hatch, unloading my cargo, and handing it down to the other niggers in
the canoes;four of my boys I could see,faint like, lying on the deck with
their skulls battered in, while up aloft I saw some figures squatting on
the yard, and watching the work a-going on. I thought they might be the
other boys who had got off, as they sat astride the yard like as if they
were used to it, so I made up my mind what to do.

"They were all so busy hauling away at the cargo, and chattering in the
dark, that they did not notice me till I planked myself down beside them,
with my back against the mast, and my feet dangling down the hold, my
cutlass laid over my knees,and my Winchester careless-likeslung across
my left arm; but when they did spot me, they jumps double-quick time
back in a crowd, and stood gaping on me as if they had seen a ghost.

"'Will we toot, master?' whispered one of my boys from aloft. Then I
knew that the wench hadn't taken all the guns, and I felt comfortable.

"'Not just yet; cover them, boys, and wait till I give you the word,' says
I, keeping the trail of my eyesall round, to seethat none of them got be-
hind me.

"'Well, of all the cussidest bits of cheek, this beats hollow. What were
you a-doing down my hold?' says I, sternly looking them all round. I
could seethem plain enough now, for the sky behind me had begun to
lighten, and I knew the old moon was a-going to rise.

"For a while they stood staring, and saying nothing, then by-and-by
they plucks up courage, and begins all a jawing together, and a moving
nearer, with their clubs up and ready for action.

"'Keep back if ye don't want a bullet in your throats,' says I, and then
they sees I had my gun, and back they all goes a second time.

"'Now,' says I, 'just you put every bag back again, and as quick as you
can.' They started to haul up the things from the canoesand drop them
down the hold as if they had never meant no harm.
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"They got three or four bags back and into their placesagain, when all
of a sudden one of my gal's brothers says something, and they pitched
down the loads, and makes a rush.

"I was just a waiting for this, and without budging a step, or moving
my Winchester, I says, 'Oh, you will have it then!' andÑcrack!
crack!!Ñthe brother and one behind him fell dead on the deck right in
front of the others, who fell over the bodies, and rolled about in all direc-
tions, some going head over heels down the hold.

"Then the fun began; I'm a pretty safe shot, as you know, but like to
save cartridges when I can. Up I jumps, all of a sudden, with my cutlass
cutting off a head wherever I saw one, and shouting, 'Come down, boys,
and let them have it.'

"It was a busy few minutes after that, for they kept swarming up the
sides to help their friends, now lying bleeding like a lot of stuck pigs. My
blood was up, and I let them have it; sometimes a shot, or a slash with
the cutlass, or a man's brains splashing acrossmy face,as I land him one
with the butt end of my gun.

"My boys came down the rigging and joined in cheerily, for these
Malays like blood when they once begin, and when there's not much
danger about having it, and I bet you they got a treat that night, and so
did the sharks when we pitched the carcasesoverboard next morning;
but that was after we got back.

"As soon as the deck was cleared, we got into the boat and tore like
devils through the water; I felt drunk, and almost blind, too, with the
blood and brains in my eyes.

"Up and down the village we ran, firing the houses, so as to give us
more light to do our work, and the moon being now full up though
thinÑlike and worn to half its size, they hadn't a chance to get away.
Besides,until we were amongst them, they thought their friends must
have won, and were holding a grand corroberrie.

"Whenever I saw a niggerÑman, woman or kidÑI put it to death.
Someof the kids we took up, not being worth a cut, and pitched them in-
to the fires, where they roasted, screeching like wild cats.

"A rare old time, I tell you, mates, that was, with the flames bursting
out on all sides, and as hot as hell, while the moon turned thinner as the
sky got lighter. It was coming on to daylight before I stopped, with a
throat as dry as a cinder, and my pants sticking to my legs with the red
glue. There wasn't a white spot on me, for I never stopped while one nig-
ger lived on the island.
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"The boys, too, were fagged out, and as we knew no one could leave
the island, we thought it best to knock off till daylight, when we could go
round and finish off any who might be left, or had run into the woods.

"All this time I had forgotton about the wench, and only minded about
her when I got to the ship.

"Down we all staggered, scarceable to move a leg or arm, and pulled
slowly back to the Merry Mermaid, that was the schooner I owned, that
one the Queensland Government confiscated afore I was naturalized.

"As we came near to the bows, I saw the dingey wasn't there, so con-
cluded she must have rowed after me, and got killed with the rest.

"'Serve her right for her cussed obstinacy,' says I, as I poured myself
out a stiff pannikin of rum, passing the bottle over to the lads to help
themselves.

"After that I lay down on the deck in a clean placeÑthere warn't many
clean spots on itÑand tried to get a sleep while the boys were pitching
the dead niggers overboard.

"Yet, although I was most dead beat, I couldn't manage to close my
eyes, but kept looking up at the stars, as they popped out, one by one,
like burnt-out candles afore the light which was getting stronger every
minute.

"Perhaps it was the dead bodies as they plunged with a loud splash,
one after the other, that set me a thinking on the gal. I'm mostly
tenderÑhearted where women are concerned, and I thought she warn't
a bad sort, taking natives all through, and must ha' liked me a bit, or I'd
be food for the fishes by that time, so that I began to feel sorry that she
hadn't stopped in the dingey that night.

"Things came up that had been between us two, and I missed her
badly just then, for I'd have liked another glass of grog, and some one to
fill my pipe, being too lazy-like to do it myself, and she was always
handy and willing at that sort of thing.

"Then I minded the day I gave her such a welt acrossthe back with the
flat of my cutlass, that the mark never left her, or ever will, as long asshe
lives; when she fell down on the sands and lay for dead, nearly half a
day, all for stealing a bit o' baccy out of my tin case, which, as it
happened, I found afterwards in my own pocket, having put it there my-
self, after taking a quid, and some one interrupting at the time. She al-
ways had a bad cough after that welt, but she said nothing about it, and,
of course, I didn't ever tell her of my mistake, for it don't do to let them
think the white fellow can do any wrong; it would make them too
conceited.
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"Of course I felt perfectly easy in my mind as regards the Government,
for there was no one left to tell them about it, and my boys wouldn't
blab, being as deep in the mud as I was myself; besides, I wasn't then a
British subject.

"'Curse her obstinacy,' at last says I to myself, getting up, and going to
the locker where I kept the rum, and then cutting myself a fill of baccy. I
drank out of the bottle, for I was too tired to fetch a pannikin, and I
didn't want the boys to get any more.

"After taking a good long swig. I feels some better, and lighting my
pipe, goes over to see how they were getting along.

"They had chucked all the bodies over, and I could seethe bay swarm-
ing with black fins, tugging and tearing away at the carcases.None of
them had beenallowed to sink to the bottom, for I could seethree or four
fighting over one body, while they tore off long strips from the ribs and
bones,and shaking themselves in their hurry to bolt it, and be back again
before the others got too much of their meal, while more came up and
snapped at it, bringing it with a jerk up half out of the water, so that I
could seethe bones washed with the salt water, and looking as white as
the shark's bellies; every moment white ribs and leg-bones with crimson
ribbons fluttering from them turned to the surface.

"A large fellow now and then snatched a whole body from the teeth of
the smaller fry and made off with it, shaking it about as a mastiff dog
might do with a terrier when he was in a bad temper. I thought on my
swim ashore during the night, and felt disgusted at the cruelty of dumb
beasts; a kind of a cold disgust as made me shiver and half feel their
sharp teeth at my own backbone.

"My men had got all the cargo back into the hold again, and were
mopping down the decks from the messwe had made, all the excitement
gone out of them, and working away like lambs. They drew up buckets
of water, all kinds of pinky colours, from the seawhich the sharks were
staining, and flung it over the decks, scrubbing along with their mops,
and squeegeeing it out of the scuppers. It took a deal of slunging and
mopping to get the dried clots rubbed out, or the crusted brains scraped
off. They got down on their kneesamongst it when they came to the dry
bits, and scraped with their jack-knives, while the water ran down the
ship's sides almost thick.

"It was a misty morning, and the sun didn't show up till pretty late
that day, but the sky was warm-coloured and blushing-like, and as the
sea was a dead calm, with only the ground-swellÑas always is of a
morningÑthat reddish colour in the sky got casting down darker on the
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smooth water and bulging towards us, as if the whole ocean was
crowded with sharktorn dead bodies all gushing with blood.

"We were in shallow waterÑabout five fathomsÑwhere, on other
mornings, you could seethe fishes playing about, and the coral, as it is
here, at most times; but as I looked over the sides I could seenothing but
crimson colour right down, and no bottom.

"I took off my pants, as I always do of a morning, to have a slunge
along with the deck, which I needed as much as I ever did; but when the
boys drew in the bucket and I saw how red the water was in it, I told
them to stash it, and went aft for a fresh pair of pants, letting the blood
stop about me as it was, although it was main claggy.

"Well, after my smoke we had some breakfast. My Chinaman then had
hid himself at the back of his stove, and never cameout till they dropped
acrosshim when they were washing, and he was in such a state of fear
that he put salt in the tea instead of sugar; and then, after a spell, we
went ashore.

"It warn't much of a sight, the village that morning, with the smoke
still rising from the white ashes,and here and there a bit of a post smoul-
dering away or a leg or breast half roasted where they had fallen, and
still lay steaming, with the smell about the air something between a
butcher's killing-yard and a hotel kitchen. Someof the palm-trunks were
blackened on the side next to where the houses had been, and the bana-
nas were all shrivelled upÑthat is, all those near enoughÑwhile at every
step you either tripped over the headlessbody of a woman or a man, or
else sent some round head rolling like a ball amongst the ashes or
between a pair of dead legs.

"My bare feet also would go squash into a pool of blood kept from
sinking through the sand by the steeped grass petticoat of some young
woman. It was nasty to feel those wet grassesgetting between your big
and little toes,and clutching at your ankles like snakes;but I turned over
the young ones,where they had heads left on them, to seeif my gal was
amongst them. The young onesmostly fell on their faceswhen they were
shot, and the old ones on their backs; kids fall about anyhow.

"Well, we went the round, and I did not seeher anywhere, neither her
father or mother. I was mighty easy in my mind at this, for I knew then
that she had got them safe away, and was hiding about the bush some-
where. So we started on the hunt straight away.

"First I came upon the dingey in the cove where we had landed the
night before together, and then I felt sure that I'd find her near the plant,
for shewas not very fly, but something like a wild beastthat runs always

68



to the same hole. So telling my boys to beat about the other parts, I star-
ted by myself to find her and her old 'uns.

"It felt calm-like and holy, walking through the woods in the early
morning, now I was content in my mind that shewas still alive, and hav-
ing got away from the red seaand that burnt-down village. The leaves,
all wet, brushing my face, felt cool and nice, and I lay down once or
twice to have a roll on the wet grass, leaving the place I rolled on when I
rose all crushed down and red.

"At last I came upon them sittingÑthe two old ones dazed-like, and
doing nothingÑon the wet grass. They were all whitish, like the grass,
and covered with dew. Most like they had sat there quiet all night; I
think so, for a bush-spider had finished his net-like web, and had gone in
to watch, either amongst the old man's wool, where one end of the web
was fastened to, or into the bush at the other side of the footpath, over to
where it stretched. The web was all heavy and grey with the dew, like
the old man's head, so he must have sat still for hours.

"The old woman also looked straight along the road, and never
budged, although she must have seen me coming, looking like an old
idiot, with dead-lights for eyes. She has always gone about stupid since.

"The wench lay all of a heap at her mother's feet, with her back to me,
and the broad welt from the cutlass raised out and whitish against the
dark skin. I couldn't make out where her legs, arms or head had got to.

"'Hallo!' says I, funny like, giving her a bit of a kick behind, 'so you're
not dead yet?'"

"She gathered herself up very quiet and reluctantly, with eyes all on
the stare, and when she saw it was me she kneeled down and kissed my
hand, all wet with the dew and bloody from holding the cutlass;kissed it
two or three times, so that when she lifted her mouth away it looked as if
it had got a blow and was bleeding.

"She'sa very good gal, mates,so I made her queen of the desert island,
and if she wants another tribe to keep her company when I'm away,
why, then she'll have to begin and raise them."
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Chapter14
The Voyage of the "Thunder"

THE next morning the Thunder left the island, after landing Joe,who
had by this time recovered his accustomed flow of spirits. A baby after
all to him was not so serious a loss as a firing of b•che-de-mer, and now
that Queen Ine was off duty there was the more need for him to exert
himself.

He did not grudge the relations their time of lamentation, but they
must do it in relays; so before very long he was swaggering about and
blaspheming all round, according to his usual routine.

The baby had been buried during the night, thus that bother was got
over without trouble to him, and he kept out of Queen Ine's road as
much asconvenient, and when he had to go indoors he moved asquietly
as he could, and swore as seldom as possible. So the mother sat in the
shadow or went into the lonely woods and there communed with her
own heart, while the unseenangelsof God moved about her in their own
way, pouring balm upon this wounded heart.

Verily sorrow brings us very near to heaven, and dead fingers lie
gently on the soul.

It was about two days' journey to their island, and about twelve hours'
from the perfect Island of Darnley.

When Hafid felt the motion of the sea he seemed to rouse up, and
moved about the deck with a look of almost cheerful expectancy in his
eyes.The next land he would behold must be his own native land, where
on the mud-banks he would once more seehis wife waiting on his com-
ing, the same as when he left her six years ago, the almond-eyed girl he
had courted amongst the tamarinds, with the lips of the damask rose and
the even teeth like rows of pearl. Over that dancing plain, with the sun-
beams laughing to him, and the eastern breeze singing in his ears.

Mr. Bowman was a kind-hearted man, if a keen trader in his
employer's interest, and felt as he looked at Hafid much exercised in his
mind what to do with his charge. "However," he thought, "I may be able
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to leave him with the missionary at Murray Island, who will have a
chance of sending him back, or failing that, I'll take him back to
Thursday Island and send him in one of the British India packets going
south." So he contented himself with that reflection, and went below to
the cabin to look with the captain over their charts.

So the day went past, they steaming gently along that tropic ocean,
with a sharp look-out for any patches on the way, and by afternoon the
lovely-shaped island rose slowly on the horizon, growing from blue haze
to purple, and at last taking on the delicious local colours and shapes.
Nearer, and native housescame into focus with the palm-groves behind,
then the natives were to be seenclustering along the beach and wading
about the waters; the point where the mission-house stood boldly
against the sky on the edge of the hill, with the upward green slope
about it, has an air of infinite peace and rest.

Two boats put off at the sametime to welcome them, one with the sails
up, running before the wind, belonging to the trader who cameto traffic,
and the other being steered by the large-bodied, gentle-faced South Sea
Island teacher, while four stalwart natives rowed him.

There being no other white resident here except the trader, who was
not very particular about dress, Bowman and Danby received them in
their airy costume of pajamas.

Hafid with glowing eyes saw the land loom up, then, as the outlines
becamemore defined, the expectant light died out, and a hopelessdisap-
pointment dulled the amber, and crept like grey ashesover his delicate
features; once again he had been deceived by the white man, for he had
no senseof time or space.The dream was over, and for ever; he could
wait no longer, so he crawled away to a corner between the boat and the
bulwarks at the forecastle, and laid himself down with a gentle sigh.

He shared with Orientals and Africans that curious faculty of being
able to die at will. When hope ceasesto glow in their breasts,or a super-
stitious omen tells them that they are to die, it may be the word of the
magician or the bone pointed at them, as amongst the
QueenslandersÑor the lizard running over them, as with the MaoriÑor
the utter weariness of life taking possession,aswith the Seedyboys, they
can lie down and give up life as easily and methodically as they fall
asleep.

Hafid had given up hope, trust in man was dead; the weariness of
death was upon him, so he turned his face to the bulwark, and waited
quietly on the coming of his fate.
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Perhaps it was better to give up before going home, better to have seen
his sweetheart as he left her, and as he will always seeher throughout
eternity; for those who die young, like the absent, grow no older; the
dark tressesnever grow thin nor the baby lisp deep and full, and as we
live in memory here we must so be shaped hereafter.

After businesswas arranged with the trader, Bowman, Danby, and the
captain went ashore with the missionary. Hans, the engineer, not being
invited, occupied himself, along with the Hibernian mate and the little
Cockney assistant, in abusing the whole crowd. Hans had a fine con-
tempt for any one who slighted him, or, rather, whom he fancied did so.

They went in due form, and were introduced to the native king of the
island. All the islands have separatekings; there is an immense quantity
of royal blood in the Australian colonies, as well as a vast stock of aristo-
cracy; we meet them knocking about everywhere.

Next they visited the missionary house, a roomy bamboo structure of
two apartments, with the large yard behind, where the women cooked
and did their work, and having gardens around. Inside, the floor was
covered with grass matting, and was beautifully cool and clean. There
were no chairs, as the habit is to sit on the floor. The Europeans, not be-
ing used to this, sat on the edge of the large bed, near where a young wo-
man lay, nearly wasted to a skeleton with the fever. Her husband sat by
her side and held her hand, which he stroked gently, while he read in a
low voice from his native testament. She had been lovely at one time,
and was still very young, not more than seventeen,but her cheeks had
fallen in and her lips were thin and drawn from the white teeth, while
her dark eyeslooked too large for the thin face,and her long black wavy
hair hung down limply and was streaked with grey.

On the ground two young girls sat holding a young infant, also
wasted and lifeless-lookingÑthe baby of the fever-stricken and dying
girl on the bed.

A tall, comely woman moved lightly about breaking the young co-
coaÑnuts, and filling the jugs with the milk, all they had to offer the
strangers; she was dressed in the usual falling robe of spotted blue,
which, as she moved about, showed her full proportions and rounded
limbs.

Bowman took out his flask to qualify the fluid she gracefully offered
them, and motioned to their guide if he would share, at which he gently
shook his head and smiled.
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They had no medicine to give the sick girl, so they did what they could
to relieve her, read the words of consolation and prayed, placing her fu-
ture and their own in higher hands with child-like trust.

One look round at this household was enough to convince one of their
sincerity and zeal for the cause in which they laboured and without a
murmur laid down their lives; abstemious, industrious, and meek, they
sacrificed themselves and all that they loved best, living cheerfully in the
land of their adoption, knowing that they would never again return to
their native homes.

No need to ask how they managed on the twenty pounds a-year; they
were now existing on the yams and taro, which they had cultivated,
without a taste of bread or animal food until their next allowance came.

Sometimes when very hard up, they appealed to their own country-
men in the Straits, those who were pearl-divers, and who made and
spent small fortunes by their dangerous calling, and they never appealed
in vain, these reckless sons of the South Seas,who made money hand-
overÑfist, sending asmuch as forty pounds at a time to assisttheir hard-
up brothers labouring and starving in the Lord's vineyard; but they nev-
er appealed to the mission station for more money, and they never
rebelled.

This poor teacher holds the hand of the woman he is losing, whom he
loves so dearly; yet both know that when she is dead he will have short
time for lamenting her loss, for according to his bond he must choosean-
other wife within six months. He is saying good-bye, and hopes to meet
her in heaven, along with the wife who has gone before her, and the wo-
men who are to follow, unless he dies first. It is, perhaps, as well that
there is neither giving away nor marrying in Heaven.

After a walk through the gardens and along the shore, they put off and
pull to the steamer, the missionary coming with them to get some quin-
ine for the sick girl, and bringing with him in return some curios in the
shape of spears and necklets.

The sun has just disappeared behind the ocean-line when they jump
on board, and the air is filled with the brown lustre, which falls along the
deck with a sickly glow, and hardly have they touched the deck before
the captain bustles about bullying and cursing all round in mixed Scotch
and colonial, to which the mate replies in choice Irish; the coloured men
sulk about in detached groups.

There are no ladies present, but that would make little difference when
Captain MacAndrews is flying round. A nautical order does not sound
like a command, unless it is well interlarded with adjectives, at least it
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was so with the old school. Now we walk the decks of steam-packetsin-
stead of sailing-vessels, and see officers attired in drawing-room cos-
tume, addressing Lascars in chow-chow Hindoostanee, while silent,
white-clad, turbaned figures glide ghost-like about: but on the Thunder,
although the sailors were dark-skinned the blank cartridges were not
fired from air-guns, neither would the officers have adorned a draw-
ingÑroom, for they dressed as they spoke and lived.

Danby laughed gently as the echoeswafted back the strong accents,
and said, "Keep your collar on, old man," to the skipper, as he lurched
past, at which remark MacAndrews, considering that he had never yet
been beheld by mortal man inside such an unnecessary article of fur-
niture, seemedon the verge of blasphemy, and Danby merited the glare
which that precise young gentleman received as reply.

"Massa Bowman," said the steward, as he came up to the cabin door,
"Hafid going to die."

"What!" said Bowman, startled.
"Yes, he got the devil in him inside, all over sick."
"Where is he?"
"Over there by the boat, very ill."
Bowman and Danby went over to where the Hindoo lay on his back,

where the men had found him, quiet and seemingly unconscious of all
about him.

"Bring him aft, and let's seewhat the matter is," said Bowman, turning
to the Malay, after touching Hafid with his foot, without, however, get-
ting any response from the prostrate figure.

But none of the coloured men moved to assist, indeed they gave even
Bowman a wide berth, as it was a conviction amongst them that he was
also doomed from having come in contact with the devil in Hafid.

This will-power is utterly beyond the comprehension of us Westerns,
nor can doctors give the complaint a name, sailors say they die out of
"pure cussedness."A Maori will count up the days he has to live, inform
his friends of the fact, and die up to time; they calmly lie down and die,
without an effort. What a gift to be possessedof by the miserable, but we
are coarser in fibre, the life holds firmer to its tenement in us barbarians,
and so it requires the pistol, knife, or strong poison to accomplish what
the Eastern can do without, seemingly, an effort.

Between Danby and Bowman, Hafid was dragged along the deck and
laid in a comfortable place under the awning. He made no motion, but
let them do as they liked with him, only turning his face from them after
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he was laid down, and waiting, without a smile, on the coming of the an-
gel who carries the silver shears.

Was he dying of that trouble which we all scoff at now-a-days, or only
sulking out of pure cussedness?
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Chapter15
The Storm

A STORM at sea,under a smiling sky, with sweltering decks, seemsas
great an inconsistency as to seea married couple quarreling; that is, the
husband raving like a madman, and the wife looking her most aggravat-
ing sweetest.

In the Bay of Biscay it is all in harmonyÑthe slaty sky, driving rain de-
luging the sheetsand making the furious waves appear to smoke as they
rise and tumble in the distance steel grey, or break over the decks bottle-
green and flecked with foam like the froth driven from the fangs of a
mad dog.

We picture misty outlines, all blurred and broken, when the ocean
rises up in its wrath not to be driven along and pitched from side to side
under the flaming lustre of a tropic sun, which licks up the brine as it re-
cedes after each mad leap, and makes prismatic flashes of the liquid
drippings, while the mountains behind and around, snow-crested, are
mountains of emerald and sapphire, all shot with molten gold.

Captain Collins and Hector clung to the wheel as the Coral Seas
staggered along and shook amongst those tumbling furies.

They were alone on that raging ocean, for the wind had not lessened,
and when they dashed together out from the protection of the reefs, no
man could attempt to curb the schooners or keep them together. The
Sunflower went out of sight ahead like an express train, dropping be-
hind the horizon as if she had suddenly swamped, and leaving her con-
sort to follow as she best could.

They had agreed to meet, if possible, at Uibu, where they would once
more find shelter and smooth waters inside the Fly River, Niggeree giv-
ing full directions, and leaving behind him a chart of his own making,
where all the dangers were marked out, before he started.

That night he had gone alone to the island. Somehow his little yarn in-
spired neither Collins nor Hector with any desire to seemore closely the

76



sceneof that tragedy or the survivors, and they asked no questions about
them when he returned the next morning.

At present both men have enough to do, for, with that furious hot gale
trying to push them westward and their united efforts to keep her head
towards the north, all their strength was required to manage the wheel
and keep their feet.

The men clung to whatever they could cling to, all loose articles being
firmly lashed before starting; they had nothing to do except wait and
battle for life with the sea.

Every moment the green sparkling waves broke over them with a
shriek like horrid laughter, and the light little vessel heeled over before
that overwhelming strength until the bare yard touched the rising waves
on the lee side, hardly having time to right herself before the next
swamping mass came down upon her.

But she was light, and water-tight, and the crew being well accus-
tomed to the Papuan waters, although never before so far west, did not
suffer much uneasiness.So long as the vessel obeyed the helm and the
wheel did not break, all they concerned themselvesabout was to easeher
off as much as they could while keeping their course.

Now and again they saw ahead portions of the waters where it seemed
quieter, but on the east side of these quiet places the foam rose up like
straight walls, and theseplaces they tried to keep clear of; but as long as
the waves rose and fell steadily they felt easy.

Inside some of thesepool-like places they saw little islands, some bare
strips of yellow sand surrounded by deep blue spaces,with pelicans and
other sea-birds backing against the wind or rising with ungainly motion
and flapping wings, as if protesting against the unusual commotion
which disturbed their mid-day siesta.

On other and larger islands they saw the first approach to fertilization
in the shape of scrubby trees and distorted wind-beaten-down branches;
yet even there were the strips of golden sunny sands and smooth girdle
of blue waters surrounded with that straight, up-spouting wall of snowy
foam which fringed the tumbling mountains outsideÑgolden sands and
smooth waters where elves might have disported themselves or mer-
maids might have waited on the coming of the ships, only that orthodox
mermaids like the storm-beaten rocks of the North Sea,as elves and fair-
ies like the gas-lit pavements of large citiesÑthis is the condition of
Titania's court in this unimaginative nineteenth century.

It was getting on towards night, and still the waves broke as wildly as
ever, and not a sign of the Sunflower or of the wind slackening down.
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The night they dreaded most, for there was no moon, and unless they
found an anchoragesoon they would have to drive about all in the dark,
and take their chance of reefs and shipwreck.

Eagerly they looked ahead, seeing many coral-walled lakes, but
without a break in their white walls, and they knew well what an ap-
proach to these meant.

Meanwhile, the sun went down all yellow, crimson, and violet, mak-
ing golden seams run down the sides of those blue waves, like melted
metal running out of a half-closed furnace; and when the vessel rose on
the crest of a wave, all dripping wet, that metal lustre seemedto bronze
over the hull and decks with sharp edges of burnish. Then the twilight
spread beyond those solid-looking gigantic masses which appeared
when they rolled into the trough of the waves like iron ridges against a
lighted-up transparent tinted screen. Then the darkness grew like an
opaque green curtain behind a black and rumpled pall. During the night,
countless stars glittered like angry eyeswithin a deep pit. The brave sail-
ors held on, with drooping lids and wearied arms, ever staring ahead
and trying to evade those awful walls, now tarnished silver in the black-
ness, where the howling became horrible shrieks, while around them
blazed phosphorescent lights as the waves hissed past them or broke
over them emitting flashes and sparkles like unholy corpse-candles.
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Chapter16
Driven Ashore

MORNING came at last, and Collins and Hector were freed from all
anxiety, in the sensethat the condemned criminal feels relieved after the
judge has pronounced his sentence.Their steering-gear had snapped just
as the darkness melted away, and they were now pitching and rolling
due west, without the power to alter their course or avoid reefs which
might come in their way.

No boat could live on that sea, so that they had just to take their
chance of whatever mishap was in the near future.

At present the ocean seemed clear, and presented only a tumbling
waste, so now the pair sat sucking away at their saturated pipes, and
hanging on to the sides while they lay on the deck and waited.

"Whereabouts do you think we are?" observed Hector, quietly.
"God only knows," responded Collins. "I take it we were near on to

Bristow Island when the gear gave way, and now are drifting on to Sabai
or the Baxter River; but we'll very soon find out."

The schooner was full before the wind now, going at a furious rate,
and so they relapsed into silence, dropping asleep now and then, to be
roused up by another sweeping wave, when, after they had cleared the
brine out of their eyes, they'd look ahead, and then settle down again to
sleep.

The men forward still clung, as they had done all night, and looked to-
wards their masters with apathetic faces.

"Land ahead at last!" suddenly cried Collins, getting up and staring
out. "The mainland, or I'm much mistaken."

Yes, there it was, like a low bank of clouds, very flat, and spreading
out in front of them; nearer, and they can see the yellow sands with a
fringe of white beating against it, and between them and it, in detached
places, patches of reef with wide openings between.

"Like as not we shall strike against one of these patches and go to
pieces; let's have the boat ready."
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The seawas not quite so wild now, and since the vessel had been left
to herself the waves broke less frequently over her; she went with the
waves and the wind, and rode lighter over the crests, so that they were
able to get the dingey ready.

"It's no use, you know, if we strike a patch, but it's our only chance."
And they all got up and stood beside the boat ready to spring in if she
struck, but they did not loosen the lashings, but waited with knives
drawn ready to cut.

The coast was level as far as they could seeit, with a thickly-wooded
country behind, but no sign of natives.

"A near shave that time," cried Collins, as they darted into one of the
openings only a few feet distant from the reef, where the waters beat
against it with a thunderous fury. "I think we are pretty safenow, for the
rest of the way seems to be sand."

The waves were much quieter inside this partial barrier, and so mixed
up with mud and sand that they could not seethe bottom or what they
were passing over.

"We'll get ashore yet, mate," again cried out Collins, his piping voice
almost cheery. "Heave out the line and let's seethe depth, and be ready,
boys, with the anchor."

A heave or two showed them they were getting into shallow waters
with a good mud bottom, and soon they were near enough to drop the
anchor, which, after dragging a few yards, caught fast, and brought them
to with a jerk. So far, they were in comparative safety, although far from
being comfortable, and could look about them.

The coast appeared completely deserted, for not a native village could
be seen,while from where they lay a broad river of nearly a mile wide
could be seenemptying itself into the sea,all muddy coloured; the banks
of the river were lined with mangrove bushes and low mud banks.

"That ought to be the Baxter River from its appearance," remarked
Collins. "If so, we'll tow her into it as soon as the seasettles down, and
strike overland and make for the Fly; if Nig has got right, we'll find him
somewhere there."

"Our only plan now, while this monsoon lasts; so meantime let's have
something to eat and drink."

The storm had spent itself, as they could see,and although still raging
away outside, it was growing quieter every moment at their anchorage,
so, after making the best breakfast they could, they got the dingey over
the side, and, taking their revolvers and rifles with them, rowed into the
river, where shortly they discovered a pretty safe landing-place, and
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making their boat fast to one of the branches, they waded through the
soft slime to the firm grass beyond.

"A splendid lair for alligators," observed Hector, as they stood on firm
ground once more.

"First-rate! but I'm much more concerned about natives; let's get along
cautiously and see if there are any about."

The sun was now full up, and they could seethe vessel tugging away
at her anchor chain and the two boys they had left in charge squatting
upon the deck cleaning and drying their guns, but no signs of either
house or canoe anywhere.

Out to seathe billows still rose and fell in irregular dark masses,with
the white splasheswhich marked a hidden reef, but the wind felt softer
as it struck against their cheeks.Yes,decidedly, the storm was over, and
by mid-day they would be able to tow their little schooner into the calm
shelter of the river.
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Chapter17
Rea's Troubles Begin

TOTO was a comic rogue when he liked to set himself out to amuse
people; his large loose mouth gave him a soft appearance,while he could
make faceswhich convulsed the on-lookers; no merry gathering or feast
was considered complete without this witty one.

A coward, ah, yes! they all allowed that, but then he made no preten-
sions to be a hero; he could sing hymns so that they sounded like comic
songs, and mimic the missionary to perfection, and tell lies by the yard,
but then his were comic lies, and no one ever took offence at his jokes,
becausepeople don't like to hit those professors of peace who will not
strike back again, and Toto seldom jested unless he knew his man.

He passed in Hula amongst husbands and fathers for an easy-
tempered wealthy fool who could not do much harm, and he knew too
much about the daughters and wives of some, for them to betray his real
character, while at the same time he was by nature discreet where they
had entrusted their secretsto him. In New Guinea his profession was un-
known; indeed, he was there the originator of his calling, and the natives
of Hula were the last to hear how their village was talked of in other
parts of the land, just as a husband is ofttimes the latest to hear that
which the world is constantly whispering about.

Toto was the very last one to boast about what would have cost him
his head.

Sincethe father of Realaid his hand on her lover's shoulder in the gar-
dens of Hula, and parted the pair, there had come a changeover the spir-
it of their dreams.

Toto's wealth had long attracted the attention of the father, who
wished for nothing so much as to break his engagement with Kamo and
take on with the more eligible suitor, yet hitherto he had not dared to in-
terfere with the choice of the maiden, but now that unlucky Kamo had
given him the opportunity, he determined to improve upon it, so that
while the fond pair were making up their differences under the cocoa-
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nuts, the stern parent had been holding a consultation with the elders of
the tribe, Toto assisting with his sage advice. The result was that the
youth was condemned for having affronted the dignity of his chief in the
person of his daughter, and the sentence passed that the engagement
should come to an end, and parental authority he brought to bear upon
the inclination of the maiden if shedid not herself seethe necessityof as-
serting her own dignity.

Kamo that night slept in the woods after all, while Realay in the house
of her father, a tearful prisoner, and alone.

To-night there is to be a feast and a ghost entertainment, for the spir-
itÑmen have come into the village, to tell fortunes and to prophecy.

The spirit-men are the guests of good-natured Toto.
This is one of his good qualities; he is very hospitable, and ever ready

to place his two-roomed house at the disposal of strangers. All day long
the preparations went on, and Toto bustled about getting masks and
things ready, while the villagers kept away from the vicinity of the wiz-
ards with great awe, and waited on the night with trembling expectancy.

Kamo went about disconsolate, only able to get a look and wan smile
from Rea, as she peeped out from under the matting of her father's
house. He could only wave his hand in return and passby, for her father
sat in silent, stern state by the foot of the ladder and looked on the young
man as if he had been a stranger.

Kamo, having been with the white men, did not place much faith in
the predictions of these spirit-teachers or devil-men, but he appreciated
the power they possessed,and knew quite well that the result of to-
night's predictions would be another bar in his way; he felt convinced
that the friends of Toto were not likely to predict anything favourable to
his love, and he also surmised that it was by Toto's arranging that the
show had been got up.

Nevertheless youth is hopeful, and the present ever better than future
benefits; he felt sure that in the bustle of the crowd and in the darkness
he might have a chanceof whispering a word in Rea'sear, and that was
enough to comfort him.

A balmy night towards the close of the dry season! In another week
the wind would shift, and the lakatois with their merchandise might be
expected home; most of the men had gone west to Moresby, and other
places along the coast, so that the population at present consisted prin-
cipally of women, old men, and boys. Kamo's projected marriage had in-
terfered with his taking part in the expedition, and now he wanders over
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the sands watching the people as they gather round the fires, placed in
front of Toto's house, all anxiously waiting on the opening of the door.

They were, or pretended to be, very much afraid of these devil-men,
and although they knew the hideous masks were made of wood and
paint, yet the spirits behind transformed the wooden stocks into real
monsters for the time.

These natives have no mode or ceremony of religious observances,
they believe in a good spirit and a malignant one. The good spirit makes
the world fair, and the flowers and fruit to grow, and does good because
he cannot do evil. It is only the evil spirit who, by reasonof his imperfec-
tions, can be moved by prayers and flattery, as a bad man, a tyrant, likes
fawning slaves; so they administer to the vanity of the Evil one that he
may forego his wicked intentions. They honour the Good by the silence
of unuttered respect.

The new moon shines upon the bay with a subdued radiance, for over
her silver horn the filmy mists which betoken a change of weather are
gathered; this thin veil the rays scatter, till the whole sceneis penetrated
by the tender illumination. The houses in the water are ghost-like and
seem to hang in the air, the vapours lying heaviest around the posts.

Through the trees Kamo gets crimson and golden glimpses of the fires,
with the dark figures moving about and mixing at times with the slender
columns of the palms, while long shafts of dim, dust-colour spread from
those bright splashes to the sands and water; a glitter of gold is on the
over-turned side of the advancing wavelet, where the dust-tinted shafts
fall, or a shade of deep red on the tawny limbs of some naked savage,as
he stalked across these light gateways, and for an instant blocked them
up; while up the tree-trunks and along the branches or drooping fronds
run and drip worsted-like threads of vermilion.

They are now beating on their iguana skin drums and sounding their
pan-reeds and shell-rattles, so Kamo moves nearer to the crowd, for he
knows the show is about to begin.

As he glides behind the trees and takes his observations before advan-
cing, the door opens and the dread priests of the devil make their weird
appearance,led on by the large open-mouthed Toto, who takes the part
of the comic muse, or clown, dressed with a female petticoat round his
waist and his gaytinted trousers underneath, and making uncouth, and I
fear to add, rather obscene gestures as he marches in front.

They laugh at Toto, but gaze with fearful expectancy behind him into
the shadow of the doorway from which he has emerged, and where now
slowly comes a strange diabolical figure with glassy eyes, which catch
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the red glitter from the flame, and appear to glare with fury upon that
assembled crowd.

Kamo seeswhere the father of Reais placed amongst the elders of the
tribe, while the maiden he loves sits with downcast air on the margin of
the circle of young girls.

Shehas taken her seatvery much in the background, so that she sits in
the shadow of the other's backs, while behind her grows a thick under-
growth of shrubbery.

Kamo watches his opportunity, and on hands and knees creeps
through the long grassestill he gets near enough to her, then putting out
a brown arm, he touches her softly in the side, whispering, "Rea."

None of the others hear him, and Rea does not appear startled, she
only allows his hand to drop down to her side, and with Kamo's grasp
murmuring, "Yes, Kamo!" and then they are both quiet and appear to
watch.

The first actor has come forth, and now stands in the full fire-light,
while Toto, feigning great fear, falls flat on his face with his petticoat, as
if by accident, over his head, but no one laughs now at the comic fellow,
they are watching, eyes and mouth wide open, for what has to come.

The mask is like a monster beaston all fours, shaped something like a
gigantic alligator, with feathers and streamers of grassespartly hiding
the four feet.

While all eyes were fixed upon it some figures came out of the hut,
with false facesand strange dresses,dancing wildly and spinning round
the monster, singing a wild chaunt and beating upon their drums. Then
from the shadows behind, as if rising from the earth, appeared all dim in
the half-light, a great upright form of about fifteen feet high, with a
ghastly white faceand holes for eyes,which glowed crimson, while from
the half-open mouth came puffs of smoke and sparks; it was draped in a
mat which fell to the ground like a screen,and hid the performers, who
were behind.

When this tall and horrible-looking spectre appeared, the drums
ceasedtheir din, and a great silence fell over the crowd, for this was the
ghost which prophesied. A hollow rumbling sound first broke upon the
silence,suspiciously like two or three men groaning in unison behind, at
which the old men shuddered, while the women hid their faces,and then
the oracle spoke.

First it praised the eastern monsoon which gave them all health, and
blew the traders away on their voyages, then it foretold a rich return
when the wind veered and brought them home.
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"Meet the men with songs, for they will come in safety when Rea is a
wifeÑ"

"Ah!" grunted Kamo, as he heard this ending of the song, clutching at
the little hand nervously in the shadow.

"Rea,the daughter of the chief, who will bring much riches to her fath-
er, and prosperity to the tribes.

"The tribes who are brothers of Hula.
"They shall swallow the enemy before them as the shark eats up the

little fish.
"Rejoice for your men who come back laden to dance at the marriage

of Rea.
"Who is the man to marry Rea?
"The wise man of the tribe.
"The rich man of the tribe.
"The good man of the tribe.
"Toto is good, he can buy his wife with many presents.
"He can keep his wife as the daughter of a chief ought to be kept.
"He canÑ"
"Can he fight for her?" cried out the impulsive Kamo, springing up

from behind the circle of girls, and leaping right in front of the huge
ghost, which shrank back a little, while Toto looked up from under his
petticoat.

"Ho! men of Hula, there is the son-in-law of a chief for you, a man to
look at with a woman's raumma. Toto the wise, who makes money out
of your daughters; Toto the good, who has made Hula the cry of Kere-
puna and Hanuabada. Bah! he is a fine fellow, but let him keep to the
petticoat. She how he fights this brave man of Hula."

And Kamo, with a kick at a certain portion of Toto's person just then
presented to the gaze of the tribe, snapped his fingers contemptuously,
and stalked into the darkness.
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Chapter18
On Board the "Sunflower"

THE Sunflower flew before that east blast like a bird on the wing, while
Niggeree, who both knew his boat and the ocean before him, took the
wheel, as he always did in moments of emergency, while his men stood
ready to work at the ropes.

He passed the shoals and islands on the way, and by night had
brought to anchor near a hilly and rocky island which afforded a good
shelter, and where he knew of a good sand-bank near to him; here he lay
to, and waited, looking out for his consort.

It was with great anxiety he watched, for he had no intention of losing
sight of his friends. Hector knew where the gold was to be found, and he
wanted Collins to join him in a little pearl-fishing expedition; Collins had
both divers and dresses,&c., with him, which Niggeree was not in a pos-
ition at present to purchase, but he knew the ground, and so the partner-
ship was one of capital and experience, like that contract entered into
once between the Jew and the Scotchman,only in this instance it was re-
versed, the Greek had the experience, and the Scotchman the capital.

After waiting till about midday on the look-out, he once more put to
sea, and before sunset brought up safely at Brampton Island.

From here he made for Mibu, and finally resolved to wait at Kiwai till
they should join him.

Here he fell upon his old master, Professor Killmann, with whom he
had previously explored the eastern coast, and who now hailed the
chanceof aid, in recovering his vesselwhich he had been forced to aban-
don to the natives, and take to the woods.

Professor Killmann had just come from Alligator Island, where he was
forced from his vessel,and compelled to walk overland about a hundred
and fifty miles through jungle and swamps, living as best he could on
the way and fighting as he went along; he presented a deplorable sight,
with his legs and feet swollen and covered with sores,his clothes in rags,
and his stalwart frame almost reduced to a skeleton, but with spirit
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unsubdued, and the flames of revenge burning in those deep-sunken
dark eyes;here was the man of all men whom Niggeree respected most,
for he never spared an enemy, holding men's lives as lightly as the lives
of the insects he slaughtered and preserved.

This time, as usual, he entered Kiwai alone, his followers had been
slaughtered by the natives, while he himself was wounded in several
places.

There were dark tales afloat concerning his actions, and it was said
that his name, coupled with that of Niggeree, was enough to send the
natives flying in a panic of fear into the jungle; they told how he pitched
dynamite chargeswantonly into approaching canoes,without waiting to
learn their intentions, how he had shot down natives for the sakeof their
beads, and once when his Chinese cook had asked permission to go
ashore to hunt for eggs,he had merely replied, "Go if you like," but that
assoon asthe poor fellow had been landed, he had given orders to steam
away, and leave him behind. They tell how when the cook saw the inten-
tion of being abandoned, that he rushed down the shore, and held up his
hands, imploring to be taken with them, and that the Professor replied,
"Oh, you do want that, do you? hand me my gun, boy," and when the
trembling islander handed it, he coolly aimed at his cook and shot him
dead, going ashore and bringing the murdered body back again: they
say the Custom-house officers at Cooktown wondered where he had got
that Chinaman which he carried in a stone jar of spirits amongst his oth-
er specimens, and what he was going to do with it when he got home,
but he explained the matter to their satisfaction, and as on that return
voyage he had a fresh crew, his explanation had to be taken.

It is astonishing how stories are carried about and exaggeratedin New
Guinea; for instance, an action done at Port Moresby will be related to
the actor when he lands at EastCape, the news having gone much quick-
er than his steamer or schooner can sail, even before a fair wind.

So the reputed actions of Professor Killmann and his trader friend,
were whispered in every native village throughout the land, and terror
had invested them with the superhuman qualities of devils; most im-
probable tales were told of their demoniac powers, how the thunder and
lightning obeyed them; this was the native version of the dynam-
iteÑtraps laid for them by the Professor; when he slept on shore, they
said, he laid traps in a circle of about half a mile in extent, so that he
could not be surprised, dropped lumps of the explosive material
amongst groups of natives as they sat on the shore watching his vessel
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pass by, and laughed when he saw the pieces of humanity shoot up
amongst the trees.

But he wrote very nice accounts, for all that, of the natives, and how
little trouble they were to him; he related how he wept over the death of
a bird of paradise which he had heedlessly shot one morning: they say
he was writing this pathetic passagein his diary when he suddenly ob-
served a fine-looking boy pass along the bank with a magnificent head-
dress on; "Quick, my gun," he cried, starting up and laying down his pen
in the hurry thoughtlessly across that pathetic passage.

The next instant the native youth was lying shot through the head, his
Malay boy rowing ashore to get the magnificent specimen to add to his
other curios. They say the Professor swore very much in his own lan-
guage when he saw that his pen had made a blot on this beautiful and
pathetic passage,for he was very neat and cleanly in his habits when he
could be so, and liked to keep his MS. free of dirt.

"The parting was touching, and the regret mutual when I bade adieu
to this simple-minded people," so they say the Professor wrote in his
notes, and there was regret, the natives say, for they had sworn to roast
him alive, and did not like to see him sail away as he had sailed, all alive.

"Will you go with me up the river?" asked Killmann, fixing his glow-
ing eyes on the Greek's dark face, while his own tightly-drawn sallow
skin flushed the colour of an amber lamp when lighted.

"Where have you left your crew?"
"I was surprised in the night, when ashore, and five of my boys who

held the ship killed before I knew anything about it."
"I suppose they knew too much to come to where you were sleeping?"
"They lay in ambush all night, till I had taken up the traps, and fell

upon me as I was getting into my dingey, but, aha! they found that they
had made a leetle mistake."

"You blew the batch up?"
"The first batchÑyes, they went up like sky-rockets; I waited until they

were in a compact mass,and about thirty yards distant, and then threw
my charge amongst them; those who were not broken into pieces ran
back again to the woods, which enabled us to get into the stream; but,
alas! they had some pretty ornaments upon them which I was forced to
abandon."

"They had possession of the ship, of course."
"That is so, exactly; we were hailed from the decks by a shower of ar-

rows, one entered my thigh, and the other stuck in my left shoulder,
while two of the boys were struck to the heart, still there was more
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danger in retreating than in advancing, so we held on, and, springing up
the side, got amongst them, and then our revolvers did the rest."

"What! you recaptured the ship?"
"On that occasionÑah, yes; but with a sacrifice: my engineer and both

firemen were slain, also all but one boy, who, being very badly
wounded, I thought it wiser to despatch without more ado, so that I was
alone amidst the enemy."

"What did you do next?"
"Exactly what you would have done, my friend. I waited till night, set-

ting up some of the dead men with capsand shirts upon them, and guns
in their hands, so that those watching from the bank might think I had
my crew.

"I went backwards and forwards, locking up my boxesof specimensas
best I could until it grew dusk. I knew they would not come before mid-
night, so I made all ready. Over the hatchway I placed some small ma-
chines which would not do much damage to the vessel,but a good deal
to the boarders; then I planted a chain of charges where I thought them
likely to step, after which, lashing the helm fairly on, so that the ship
would be more likely to keep to the centre of the stream, where the cur-
rent ran strongest, I cut through the cables,and, letting her drift as best
she might, I very gently slipped into the stream, and swam over to the
shore where last I saw them."

"Why there?"
"Becausethey would not expect to seeme at that point. I went softly to

the thicket, and lay down to watch and listen.
"After a little time I could see the ship moving slowly down the cur-

rent. I knew they were on the alert, and would before long perceive the
change of position; and I was right, for soon they came from a part not
far from where I lay, and began to consult. I heard them say we were es-
caping, so that it would be best to attack at once, and as this was what I
expected,and waited for, I was not disappointed. They did not make any
noise or blow the conch-shells, so from that I felt sure there were not
more than the one tribe implicated, and they did not desire to share their
plunder with any neighbours, so I watched them all depart, one canoe
after the other, until I could count eight canoes,each loaded with about
twenty men. I felt sure that all had departed with the exception of the
women, children, and any old men, and that by stealing up to the village
I might take my revenge; but, alas! to do so would betray my presence
on shore too soon, which I did not wish to do, so I put aside the strong
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temptation, and proceeded, instead, to follow the course of the river,
keeping the canoes and ship in sight.

"I could seethem hang off for a while, not understanding the dead si-
lence on board, for they had some experienceof me before that morning,
and feared a trap being laid for them; however, at last they determined
to make a dash for it, for they all raised a loud yell together, and next
moment were swarming up the sides.

"It came to pass just as I had plannedÑthe first advancing line trod
upon the traps I had laid, for I heard the sharp detonations and the flash-
ing from different points of the vessel, as those coming behind the first
line fell backward in their fright into the canoes and water with dull
thuds or loud splashes,while the echoesof the woods rang again with
the shrill shrieks of those left writhing on board; and so, partly satisfied,
I took my departure.

"I kept as much as possible along the banks of the river, walking cau-
tiously till I had got a few miles from the village, then I lay down to
await the coming of light, so that I could dry my weapons; my cartridges
and dynamite charges were safe enough, as they were all inside in-
diarubber bags.

"Well, my friend, there is no use going over the details of my lonely
march. You know what the land is likeÑin parts marshy, where the al-
ligators bask themselvesÑin parts dense and scarcely penetrable, filled
with prickly creepers,and ants which drop by myriads as you crawl un-
der the branches, and sting you in a thousand places. My clothes were
soon reduced to what you seethem; my food the leaves and herbs, as I
could find them, with the sun blazing down upon me during the day,
and a hundred dangers to be encountered by night, the damps which
chill one to the bone and bring on the fever. A fortnight ago I weighed
fourteen stone, now I hardly carry eight; but that is nothing, if I can have
my revenge, and rescue my specimens."

"Did you pass many villages?"
"A great number; but mostly all deserted and going to ruin; they have

been fighting with one another much lately, so that the ground is pretty
clear. Sometimes I heard the conches sounding, and at these times I
made a dŽtour, keeping well out of sight. Once I saw a furious battle, in
which about two hundred lost their lives; the victors walked past my
place of concealment, in a line, carrying home the bloody heads on long
poles, with portions of the bodies in basketsto cook. At one time I nearly
walked into the midst of a great feast before I was aware; the sun was
going down and dazzled my eyesso that I could not see,while the wind
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blowing from me prevented me from smelling the smoke, so that I ran
right into the back of the outpost before I knew where I was; but before
he could turn round my hand was on his throat and my knife in his
heart; I dare not use my gun, as I did not know who might hear me at
any time, so I drew the body into the thicket and covered it with leaves,
and went on.

"I only once caught a pig, and that I also killed with my knife, and de-
voured what I wanted raw. However, I have done the journey, and feel
well enough to return with you."

"But what of the native teachers, are they not up that length?"
"Yes, they were; but I fear they will be slaughtered and devoured by

this time in my stead; yet, if they are not, it does not matter,Ñthey are
my friends, and will not speak ill of my actions; besides, they admit the
necessity of making an example. You will come with me?"

"Yes, I think I will," murmured Niggeree thoughtfully. "I left a woman
up there who will help us; but what will you give me for the job?"

"Fifty pounds when we return, as much loot as you can take from the
natives we kill, what females you wish to spare for yourself, the friend-
ship of the missionaries, and a general permit, as soon as we reach
Moresby; nay, I will use my influence to get you a good post with the
government."

"The money and permit will do; I shall also want forgiveness for some
little scrapesin the past. You know the war-sloop is looking out for me at
present, and mad with me for that last trick I played upon them."

"Ha! ha! that was a very clever dodge of yours, Niggeree. Tell me
about it."
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Chapter19
Niggeree's Version of His Escapade

THE Professor filled his pipe and leaned back to enjoy the story, while he
meditated on his plans; he did not care much for the tale, but he wished
to please the Greek and enlist him in his cause,and he knew well that
Niggeree liked to hear himself speak of his own exploits.

"You have heard how I got out of that trouble about the copra,
Professor?"

"No, my boy, tell it to me."
"Well, it happened in Milne Bay; I had made a station for myself there,

and married one of the chief's daughters. I always like to marry where I
make a station, for it gives the tribes an interest in me."

"Very true," murmured the Professor, absently.
"We had a big corroberee over that wedding, for I had paid a good

price for the galÑtwo bags of rice, four pounds of tobacco, and a
fullÑgrown female pig. She warn't worth it, of course, for these native
gals are like logs, they never wake up to a white fellow, no matter how
kind he may be to them, and deceive you right afore your blessed eyes;
but they know better than put on airs when I am on the job. I only marry
them to make the time pass, and get as much work as I can out of my
relations."

"Quite right."
"Wall, next morning, arter the marriage, I gets up to have a wash,

when who should I run against but the old man, her father, who stood
solemnly in my road, and would not move when I run against him.

"I looks at him a moment, and then taking him by the arm turns him
about and gives him a hearty kick, saying, 'You go, old bloke, and get
some fish for my breakfast,' at which he looked astonished for a bit, and
then walked away.

"One of the natives, who saw me kick him, comes up to me and tells
me that I was breaking a sacred law, that my father-in-law was waiting
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for me to salute him, and that next time I met him I must bend my head
low and respectful when I passed him.

"'Oh, must I,' says I, 'we'll see about that when the time comes.'
"The old boy brought me the fish, and we had breakfast all together,

boiled taro and fried fish, winding up with a puff at the bau-bau, and a
chew of the betel.

"That day we all went hunting the Wallabis, you know how it is done,
so no use explaining that process,but before night we had bagged about
thirty fine fat fellows, and had another great feast.

"I missed my gal once during the feed, and sent a young fellow, whom
she had palmed off on me as her brother, to hunt her up; they were both
gone considerably longer than I liked to be kept waiting, and when they
did come back, all the natives burst out a laughing, but wouldn't tell me
what was the joke.

"Next morning I met the old man as before, right in my road, waiting
to be saluted; you bet I did salute him, although not exactly us he cared
about, after which I again sent him off to fish; then, by way of a warning,
I goesover to his hut where the old woman lay, and treated her to a little
of my fun.

"As I left the hut I seesone or two natives running up to seewhat the
matter had been; I suppose they had heard her screeching. My gal also
was coming out of our hut and behind her the young man I had thought
to be her brother; as she came along I saw a couple of sticks of baccy
drop out of her Raumua, which the young fellow picked up with his toe
and hid.

"'So that's the game, is it,' thought I. 'It isn't a brother you're prigging
my baccy for,' and I walks straight up to him and caught him by the arm,
shouting out, 'He is not her brother.'

"Then one of the old women comes up trembling and tells me that he
was her husband, and that she had committed bigamy when she cameto
my hut.

"When I heard this I made up my mind to wind up this kind of deceit,
so I just took a couple of steps from him, and pulling out my barker, I
says, 'I give you a chancefor your life while I count fiveÑrun while you
can.'

"But the darned young fool wouldn't run; he drew himself straight up,
and folding his arms, looked on me smiling, he had no weapons or he
might ha' done something else.

"'Run,' cried out his wife and the others, but he only smiled, and
looked at me without winking a lash.
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"'One, two, three, fourÑ'
"I hung on to the last word a bit, for I like pluck, and if he had only

turned, I'd have let him go; but there he stood like a target afore me, and
my gal, his wife, wringing her hands; I knew that I'd have to fire or
they'd think me afraid.

"One more chance.
"'FÑIÑVÑE.'
"I drawled out the letters slowly, and at the last one let go.
"How she did it I cannot say, but when the smoke cleared they were

both there as dead as door-nails; the ball had gone through her back and
his breast, splitting both hearts with one shot, and they now lay, her
arms round his neck with her face down, and him a smiling still at the
sun. My pig and rice and baccy had been a swindle.

"The natives didn't say a word, but slunk back to their huts, and left
me alone with my smoking revolver and the two dead fools, in the
middle of the village.

"I knew after this there would be a rumpus, so I goes down to the
shore, and hailing my boys, told them to be ready for sailing when the
tide turned. Then I went back to the hut and begun to pack up my traps.

"By-and-by the old man came,and I could seethem creep out and tell
him what I'd done; his old woman also was jabbering away like an old
ape and pointing to where I was, while he lifted up both hands and tore
some of his white hair out, after which they all went into the big house to
consult.

"Meantime some of my boys came up and carried down my baggage
and put them aboard, while I goesover to the door of the big house, and
shouts to the old man to come out.

"'You old blackguard, you cheated me,' I said, when the old fellow ap-
peared, holding down his head and looking at the ground. 'I thought the
gal was single or I wouldn't have married her, and now it's all your fault
if she's dead, so give me back the price I paid for her.'

"He didn't answer very plain, but mumbled something inside the
room, at which four young fellows started towards his hut, and cameout
carrying the two bags of rice and the pig, with the tobacco.

"'That's all correct, says I. 'Put them in the dingey. Now, old man, I am
going off now; and as a punishment for your deceit, seethat you get me
a cargo of copra ready by the time I come back."

"'When will you come?' asked the chief in a low voice.
"'Next moon! and if it's not readyÑa full cargo, mind you, I'll burn

down your village and take six of your best-looking wenches.'
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"'We'll be ready for you, Niggeree,' replied he, and went back to the
hut.

"I sailed away at the turn of the tide, for I had some business to get
through at Brooker Island, and I thought it best to get out of the road for
a bit."
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Chapter20
Niggeree's Version of His Escapade (Continued)

"AT the end of a month I cameback to the village, and found a full cargo
of copra all ready, and that's how the mistake took place which cost me
£85 at Cooktown.

"You see,Professor,Captain Smith had been before me, and had made
a bargain with the natives to supply him with all the copra which they
could get ready for the next twelvemonth. This arrangement the deceit-
ful savages had never told me about; not, of course, that I took the
trouble to ask them, nor would I have paid much heed to what they said,
but it just happened to be one of them chancesthe Government had been
waiting on to convict me and get me turned off the land.

"Well, the natives made a bit of a barney about letting me have it.
However, after I had set a light to their big house, which the teacher
owned was a good deed, as it was there all the mischief was hatched,
and run amuck amongst their womenÑmarried and singleÑthey gave
in, and helped me with the cargo aboard, after which I up sails and away
before the sun went down towards Moresby.

"I got rid of the copra to the store there, and was just having a bit of a
spree, when in sails Smith with a mighty complaint to the Governor,
who straightaway seizes my vessel and takes me in his own schooner
over to Cooktown, to be tried for false possession;Smith being the only
witness.

"When we got to Cooktown a friend of mine bailed me out, and,
knowing Smith's inclinations, I hunted high and low till I came across
him, half drunk, in a shanty.

"'Have a drink, Smith?' says I. 'Right you are, mate,' saysSmith. Sowe
sat down and had one or two nobblers, till I could see that he was as
drunk as an owl. Then I began.

"'Smith, my boy, I'm sorry over that mistake about the copra, and I
don't see the use o' going to law when we can settle it between
ourselves.'
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"'Well, mate,' hiccuped Smith, 'what do you consider settling this
hash?'

"'What do you consider a fair price?'
"'Well, I consider sixty pounds none too much.'
"'There's your money, old boy,' says I, counting out the flimsies,

which, as he sees to be all right, he takes with a 'Thank ye, Nig.'
"'Now, old man, just you sign this receipt and it's all square, and we'll

have another shout.'
"I had a receipt dated back two months, so he signs it, and I felt

pleased, and drunk him safely to bed.
"Well, I had a good man to look after me in court, for which I paid £20,

and he saw me through it firstclass. The Governor calls on his witness,
certain of having me in for a year or two, when no Smith turns up, much
to his astonishment.

"'What is all this?' asked the magistrate.
"'Merely that a British subject has been wrongly accused,as this here

dockiment will prove,' and he handed my receipt.
"Meantime Smith had been found, and took his stand.
"'Did the prisoner purchase your copra from you, Captain Smith?'
"'Yes,' said Smith, shamefaced, and not liking to look up.
"Then my man made a splendid speechabout the rank injustice of the

Queensland Government, and making me feel that noble that I
wondered if it was me he was describing, or some imaginary person
who was called by the same name. The Opposition papers also took up
the case,and made out long leaders about honest traders who were ob-
structed and badgered by the present Government in their lawful calling.
I was taken over to Cooktown in irons, and left it like a successful
explorer.

"But for all that, when I went to renew my permit I was denied it, and
told that if I remained twenty-four hours on shore after getting my ship
ready, that it would be again seized by the Government, and me treated
as a pirate.

"'All right, so be it,' said I, snapping my fingers, 'and that for your per-
mit;' and I walked out, found Smith, who didn't show his face to the
Governor, and got a passage to Moresby with him."

"How did you raise the eighty pounds, Niggeree?"
"Well, you see,I borrowed it from my Cooktown friend, and won it all

back at cards from Smith, and ten more to the good, before we left Cook-
town. Smith owned that copra cargo brought him bad luck, for he lost
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through it the friendship of the Government and £30as well, and vowed
he'd never more try to come between me and my rights.

"When I got to Moresby I assembled my boys, and sailed away to
Moto-moto, where I did a little trade; then the wind changed, and I gets
eastward to Dinner Island, and so on to Brooker, where I knew I'd be
safe, as the natives there have a very bad name.

"Well, after I left Dinner Island I got to another island where I had left
some natives, and they tells me that the bom-bom man was after me to
hang me. That was the time I made up my mind to play my little trick. I
goes over to the mainland in a canoe, after leaving my boys and vessel
safely at the outer edge of the island, then I travelled overland till I
comes to where they were lying, and, taking a canoe, I boarded.

"'Who are you?' axed the captain.
"'A hunter,' says I, giving one of the hunters' names whom I knew.
"'Do you know this part of the coast?'
"'As well as I do Burke Street.'
"'Have you seen a blackguard called Niggeree?'
"'Yes, captain; I know where to find him.'
"'Will you pilot us to him?'
"'How much will you give me?'
"'Ten pounds."
"'On the job?'
"'After we have found him.'
"'No, it must be now, or I won't go.'
"The captain was one of those mighty, fine-dressed, haughty,

softÑheaded gentry which the naval service are so choke-a-block with. I
knew he had too little senseand too much dignity to condescendmaking
a bargain with me, so I took this way of getting up his dander, and the
cashout of him beforehand, and I was right; he just frowned majestically
upon me and stalked aft to his cabin, sending the steward to pay me the
money, as if it had been dirt.

"I guided them all right through the reefs, until we came to the inner
side of the island, where my ship lay, and where I knew he'd take some
trouble to get out of, and then he says,Ñ

"'Is this the place, pilot?'
"'He was here, sir, last time I saw him; I'll go ashore and inquire.' And

the softy let me go.
"I made my road straight over the island, got up my anchor, and, be-

fore we sailed, sent a line with a native to take to the haughty naval cap-
tain. That's how it happened."
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"He vows he will shoot or hang you for the trick," replied the
professor.

"He must catch me first," said Niggeree, laughing at his own
cleverness.

"Do you know he was very nearly stranded that time after you left?"
"So they told me."
"However, I shall speak well for you when we return from our expedi-

tion. When can you start?"
"Well, I am waiting on my consort. If she was inÑ"
"We shall leave word here that we have gone up the river, and they

may follow and help."
"That will doÑyes, I'll go when you like."
"To-morrow morning?"
"Yes, to-morrow morning we'll start at daybreak."
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Chapter21
Hafid Finds His Bride

WITHOUT doubt, General Flag-Croucher was the biggest personage
who had yet set military heels upon the coast of New Guinea.

He was not an explorer, although he had once upon a time tried to or-
ganize an expedition in England, the purpose of which was to take pos-
sessionof the land something after the style of William at Hastings, the
noble General to be William the Conqueror, of course. The project had
fallen through, as a great many of the General's projects fell to pieces,
from lack of the one thing needfulÑcash.

The General felt that he was born to be a leader of men; he was himself
a man of parts and inches. Having served all nations and escapedfrom
many dangersÑdecorated at different courts, police and otherwise, he
looked upon the world as his oyster, a very much alive oyster, which his
private necessitiesmade him resolve at all hazards to open as energetic-
ally as possible. He did not know anything about either geology, botany,
or those little points of learning which an explorer requires to enable him
to traverse a new country, but as he emphatically remarked, "Damn it,
sir!Ña soldier, and a man who has served under one hundred and
eighty-five flags, surely don't want knowledge to guide a body of men
through the country of an enemy; it's courage, sir!Ñcourage does it, and
I flatter myself I have that."

He did flatter himself, very much at most times, when he had the
chance, this gallant general.

This was the first spectacle which greeted the eyes of Bowman and
Danby after they had anchored at Port Moresby, and been rowed
ashore;Ña tall, gaunt, high-cheekboned, moustached figure, with small
blue-grey eyes,gleaming wildly under a much battered pulp helmet; he
stood in position number one, with feet advanced and leaning on his
staff, as a leader of armies might appear when reviewing his troops. He
was not very well dressed,but then no one dressedmuch at Moresby ex-
cept the Governor and his limited staff; the General's costume consisted
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of a pair of muchpatched breeches,a stained red sash,into which he had
stuck an old rusted revolver, a flannel-shirt originally white, now grey
from use and lack of soapÑthe native washer had declined to trust the
hero any longer, and he had too much dignity to do his own washing.
An old yellow silk jacket completed the outer man. This costume the
General had adopted on leaving Brisbane some few months before, and
not at present employing a servant, he wisely did not encumber himself
with more luggage than he could carry easily, for in hot countries an ex-
tra shirt even becomescumbersome, and the General did not like to be
encumbered, so he did not carry an extra shirt.

The Thunder had some of the varied experience of the other vesselsin
crossing the stormy Gulf of Papua; but having the advantage of steam,
had been able to steer a pretty straight course, luck serving the gallant
old sea-dog of a skipper in better stead than knowledge.

Poor Hafid found his peaceat Murray Island; he had made no further
effort to retain life after that disappointment at Darnley, but passed into
the sleepof death asa lamp going out without oil, painlessly and quietly,
with the steady decreaseof light until the final flicker came before the
flame expired.

We have all watched the lamp grow dry and the flame diminish as the
wick becamecharred; now we turn it up, gaining but a moment longer,
while we read a few lines more,Ñso they tried to reanimate the soul that
was passing out of that hope-dried heart, and thought when they saw
the mirage of a smile that he was getting over it.

The flame does not always leap up when it leaves that crusted
wickÑedge; but in light, as in life, there must always be a last moment
when the ambient spirit lets go its grasp of the material.

Hafid went out like the lamp, and had but an instant's re-lighting as
the soul went outÑthat instant of illumination when the sensesare sup-
planted by the outer influences, and revelation takes the place of instinct.
To those about him it seemed only to be the stretching-out of arms to-
wards the setting sun and distant palm-fringed strand, the dawn of a
pallid flush behind the olive cheeks,and the opening of the mouth as the
sigh went forth, while from the deep-set eyes a gleam shone out like a
shaft of golden sunshine mingled with amber; then the head fell back on
the seaman'sjacket they had laid for a pillow, and the opalescent space
above became dimly reflected in the glazing eyes.

That instant had given to Hafid all his desires, the woman he loved
and the mud-flats of the Ganges;Ñtrue, she herself may have forgotten
his existence, and, while he held her girl-shape in his outspread arms,
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may have been toiling from the paddy fields of his successorand her
master, dragging her weary load homewards, with the last of the other
man's brood clinging to the prematurely withered breasts of this mind-
less slave.

What mattered the reality, if the vision was radiant which those
heaven-lighted eyesbeheld? What mattered the pitiless march of time, if
the spirit was young and ardent which that flying spirit caught in its pas-
sage and bore onwards in its close embrace?

Perhaps, as the woman paused in her homeward walk to change the
infant to the other pendulous breast, the hot yellow sun-shaft smote her
in the wearied eyesand pierced her dazed brain with a stroke of memory
that cast the shards of labour and affliction from her, renewing in that
quicker pulse of her sluggish blood the throbs of a day gone by, when
her heart beat fast and her shape was round and smooth as satin; per-
haps on that shaft of sunlight her soul sped forth to join the other soul
not far away.

Who can tell how a life may be filled out in a second, or eternity ac-
complished in a glance, as she trudges onward with her load? the dead
body of Hafid is not more lifeless than that living burden by the Ganges.
Happy each that they can only see love in his eternal youth.

They buried Hafid before they left Murray Island;Ñhe lies in the little
mission graveyard under the shadow of the sago palms, where the
seaÑbreezesrustle softly through the long grassesand pensile branches,
and leavesdroop down; where the sounds of the silky rustlings are blent
with the bubbling of the wavelets as they roll gently amongst the lovely
shells.

Here, at this island, they were entertained by the missionaries, this be-
ing one of the headquarters of the Society. Here they found the natives
orderly and docile, their savage traits seemingly subdued, and cleanli-
nesswith comfort pervading every hut and bungalow. It was a pleasant
sight to seethe genial influence of religion here. It was a good memory to
carry away, the devotion and brotherhood of the self-exiled men and
women who labour here so far from the friends they may never see
again.

A bundle of newspapers, more than four months old, was seized with
avidity by the young teacherwho had at present taken up his quarters at
the house upon the hill. He had been forced to leave New Guinea, hav-
ing caught the fever there; he was just getting over it, but very weak and
listless.
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Here they saw amongst the black skins, the pallid features of a delicate
woman, one of those gentle heroines, who move quietly in their onward
path, braving danger which would appall many bold men; enduring
troubles which might well break down the strongest mind. She was
wasted almost to a shadow by repeated attacks of the malaria; she
seemedlike one of those bloodless, but refined creations of Orchardson,
with eyesand lips alike blanched with the debilitation of that soft but in-
sidious breeze, yet she moved with languid grace to do her duty to the
young teacher whose life she had saved, to the husband whose troubles
she shared, and she felt the thousand anxieties which only a refined wo-
man can endure amongst savages,even though they are so far reclaimed.
Here she lived with none of her own sex of her own colour, with her
children about her, bearing her fate as a daily cross.

The white and dark children played and splashed about the clear
waters, coral-protected from the sharks who swarmed outside. Both
white and dark children swam with equal ease;they were equally shy at
the sight of strangers as they were at home in the sea,and the curious
part of it all was that the white children spoke the native language flu-
ently and their mother-tongue with considerable difficulty.

From Murray Island, with its memories, the Thunder ploughed across
the briny furrows, and tossed and tumbled in a most fearful manner
upon the storm-beaten ocean; there was nothing which could stand up-
right, or keep its place when the Thunder was on the roll. From captain
to steward they fell about in utter disregard of all the laws of gravity,
while the only object that appeared to retain its equilibrium was the sol-
itary rat which they had fattened since leaving port.

This rat nibbled calmly and gleaned a rich harvest, while the plates
and cups rattled about him. He had lived upon the best, and grown out
of all proportion for the size of the hole which formed his first retreat;
now he was compelled to hide in out-of-the-way corners, and dodge the
knives and forks which Danby shied at him as they sat opposite one an-
otherÑthe rat clinging to the floor, while Danby clutched at the table. So-
metimes the rat, in its endeavours to evade the missile, lost its hold and
slid for a yard or two, but not far before recovering its balance. The rat
seemed to be the best-fed sailor on board.

The captain called his vessel the "Hummer," as a term of endearment.
He always used this pet name when she spun extra furiously round, or
as he recovered himself after one of her most forcible thuds; at such mo-
ments he would pass his hands over his matted locks to feel if the skull

104



was not fractured, then clearing the mist from his eyes, as he sat upon
the floor and held on to the table-leg, "Aint she a little hummer?"

The Thunder did not always go as her captain wished her to go, she
did not often obey her propeller, either; but she always went, if not in an
orthodox way, in a manner peculiarly all her own.

Through the Papuan Gulf she rocked, upsetting all ideas of propriety
as regards the progress of screwguided craft; indeed, upsetting all which
could be upset in the material, as well as ideal laws of order. She ap-
peared to have such a contempt for waves, that she could in no other
manner expressit so well assitting upon them, and asshewas by build a
heavy sitter, when she sat down the wave was generally squashed;also,
as a rule, when she chose to sit, every object within or upon her had to
leap.

One, two, THREE! that is how the little hummer assertedher position
and the inferiority of the advancing waveÑone, a slight premonitory
touch; two, a decided thud, and three, the total collapse of convulsed
nature.

Number three was a clash like the colliding of two trains, or the chance
meeting of rival stars; but the Thunder seemedto be the least conscious
of the accident, for next moment she rose as easily to repeat the motion
of contempt, as a ball-room belle might rise to her twentieth invitation.
In one senseshe strongly resembled the lady in question, inasmuch as
when not sitting she was the rest of her time waltzing.

Many were the ghastly legends told of her aquatic feats, the fearful
havoc shehad made in former trips amongst the property and persons of
those who had entrusted their fates to her tender mercies; dark hints of
her diabolic powers were not wanting, how she had encountered and
overcome difficulties in the form of sandbanks and rocks, which would
have wrecked the strongest-built ironclads. Gaps were pointed out even
in the great barrier reef as the traces of spots she had butted against and
broken through; these might be sailors yarns, of course, and slightly ex-
aggerated truth, yet a general belief prevailed on board from the humble
Sudy boy to the Irish mate, that while her present Ajax-looking skipper
controlledÑor rather yielded to her whims, and stuck faithful to her
caprices, wreckage was an impossibility; the reef might be wrecked, but
the Thunder never, and all things considered it consoled those aboard
for the hourly fractures received.

Through the storm and the gulf they lived, and after three long days
and nights of bodily and mental anguish, sighted the lofty mountains of
New Guinea.
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It was early morning when from the mellow haze the vast proportions
upheaved, and the captain exclaimed joyously, yet in a tone of
astonishment,Ñ

"New Guinea, byÑÑ"
"You didn't expect it to be Africa, did you?" inquired the calm young

Danby.
"Where is it?" asked Bowman, getting up from his deck-pillow, yellow-

faced and bilious-looking, and rubbing his heavy eyes with his dirty
handsÑno man could wash or eat, while the Thunder swept the main.

"Over there, about ten miles off."
"Which part do you think it is?" again inquired Bowman.
"Well, it ought to be Moresby by the course and charts; but somehow I

don't think it is," answered the captain doubtfully, and scratching his
head.

The old Malay at the wheel looked ahead steadily for a moment, and,
as he had been to the coast before, they all looked towards him for
instruction.

"Mount Yule over there, sir!"
"Good," cried the skipper, merrily, "she's done well. We are only sixty

miles out of our course, and she's a little hummer."
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Chapter22
Yule Island

THEY made Yule Island about ten o'clock. Here they were met by the
two French missionaries, Fathers Ambrose and Durand, who, having
been denied permission to land on any portion of the mainland, took up
their station upon the island, which is divided by only a narrow strip of
water from the mainland.

Indeed, it is a wonderful system this law of permits in New Guinea,
where three or four people grant, or deny permission to people wishing
to land, as theyÑthe three or four representatives of this protective
GovernmentÑthink proper to decide, without chance of appeal or re-
dress. Of course, it is only a moral obligation which makes the
simpleÑminded traders or visitors bend under this very illegal system
of justice, and the Governor does not often strain his despotic authority;
still that the system prevails is vile as a precedent, and that those Cathol-
ic preachers were compelled to resort to stratagems, before they could
preach the charity of Christianity, is almost too great a sacrifice in this
liberal nineteenth century.

When I say moral obligation I mean that thesepermits are only farces,
which the good temper of the genial traders humours; for what is there
to prevent three or four men from landing at any time on the shores of
New Guinea, in spite of all the permits issued or refused by any Govern-
ment? The land is theirs in exactly the same senseas it belongs to the
Government or to the missionary, i.e. it belongs to neither.

Father Ambrose, like nearly all Papist missionaries, did not value his
life much when he took up his work in this Protestant-abandoned island;
he lay down to sleep each night, at first, expecting only to wake in the
company of saints and martyrs. He saw that with the old savages the
rites of Christianity were idle ceremonies, and that to try to teach them
religion was a hopeless task, so he made up his mind to be content with
getting a baby baptized now and again, meantime seeking by force of
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example, till he had learnt their language, to give them some faint notion
of the laws of health.

By dint of indomitable perseverancehe mastered, in a very short time,
their dialect, and then he went amongst them healing their sick and
modifying, as far as he best could do, their savage, bloodthirsty cus-
toms;Ñin eight months his mild example, patient forbearance,and ready
help had worked almost a reformation on Yule Island and the adjacent
mainland occupied by his rivals in the good work.

He did not gain his present influence without danger, hardship, or sac-
rifice; once, when they made up their minds to slaughter him and his
two companions, he mastered them by courage only.

One of the chiefs had received from him payment for some work to be
performed; the chief, like most people paid beforehand, thought how he
might evade his promise, and appeared before him with a plausible
story, thinking it an easy matter to take in the gentle Frenchman.

He told his lie badly and was discovered, upon which Father Ambrose
sternly ordered him never to come before him again unless it was to pay
his debt.

The chief threatened him with death, at which the missionary only
smiled, and passed indoors, leaving the native to go off with vengeance
in his heart.

That night Father Ambrose was awakened by yells outside, and get-
ting up he muttered a quiet prayer in the dark.

"Come out, you white pig, and let us seeyou. We want your head to
roast!"

Thesewere the words which he heard as he rose from his knees, and
without a pause he opened the door and went out into the moonlight.

Over two hundred naked and armed savagesstood in the clear space
in front of his palisade, with the chief, his enemy, in front.

A little awe still held them back, for the fire of the white man was
known to them, and they did not yet fully gauge the extent of his power.
A dark, threatening, howling crowd, with waving arms and clashing
spears,while the full moon-rays shone upon their supple, smooth skins
and wicker-work shields, casting black shadows on to the ground, dan-
cing shadows, like tangible and contorted figures with grey phantoms
above them.

"I am here; what is it you want?"
"Your head, white pig!" shouted the tall chief, advancing swiftly with

quivering lance poised above his head.
"Well, come and take it."
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The savage paused in a stupor of amazement. Father Ambrose stood
quietly but upright, clad only in trousers and shirt, his thin face gleam-
ing pale in the white light, with his shirt taking on silver edges where
surfacesof the folds were exposed;his brown beard looked soft and sur-
rounded with a strange lustre, as the rays caught it with a softened
shineÑa mild, patient head they wanted, like the misty outlines of St.
John.

They saw he was unarmed, and, as they looked at his folded hands
and meek head, a strange terror ran like a thrill through all. Never had
enemy seemedso formidable to them, this passive resistancefilled them
with feeling as of a supernatural power; surely he must be immortal to
wait so quietly, and no spear could pierce him!

"What! Do you think we cannot kill you?" cried out the chief, plucking
up some faint show of courage.

"Kill me, if you like."
The words were simply and softly spoken, as by one about to receive

his reward; but the effect was instantaneous. With a universal howl of
dismay and horror the camp broke up, and the warriors fled back to
their village, no man resting till he had covered his head with his wife's
rauma.

When the missionary opened his eyes he was alone, with the holy
moonlight shining over the weapons, flung down in the hurry of that
complete rout, lying in confused massesin front of him. Truly a miracle
had been performed, as when the Assyrians fled in the night.

"My hour has not yet come," he sighed, half regretfully, as he knelt
down once more to his midnight prayers, while his two brothers, who
had stood trembling inside, went quietly out and gathered up the spears
and other trophies left behind.

From that day no native sought to hurt him; the life of the man who
wished to be killed was sacred,and the respect born of fear grew up into
a child of love, when they came to know and benefit by his goodness.

Next day the old chief came with the payment of his debt, to implore
the pardon of his friendÑcame on his knees, with his kneeling warriors
behind, asking him to forgive them and stay amongst them. To eachman
he gave back his weapon, consecrated, and with words of pardon and
loving-kindness. Thus peacewas won with very little trouble; so Father
Ambrose pleasantly informed Mr. Bowman.

The sight of the natives, who came in their canoes,was not reassuring
to those on board the steamerÑstalwart young men, perfectly nude, who
made their catamaransrush through the sunny waves, and the foam hiss
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from their paddles, while they grunted as they bent their brown backs to
the task, and the sinews and muscles moved and swelledÑyoung men
who seemed to be without an instinct of fear or caution, as they caught
hold of the rope-end hanging over the bulwarks and slung themselves
with a single bound on to the deck, where they stood upright and daunt-
lessly facing the strangers, while the sun-beams glinted on their smooth
limbs and shining breasts like burnished copperÑyoung men who came
armed with spears, bows and arrows, with mop-heads stuck over with
gay feathers and long-handled combs, with cheeks painted with stripes
white and black, with sinews of trained athletes,who neither understood
fear or displayed astonishment.

They were the friends of the priest, and, trusting him, trusted all
whom he appeared friendly with. He told Bowman and Danby, as he sat
down to lunch, that they were now perfectly safe, and offered to show
them the beauties of the island; so, as soon as they had finished eating,
they accepted his kindly offer, and got into his boat, while the natives
once more went ahead and around them in their canoes, leading the
way.

They found a natural stone landing-place as they drew near the shore,
a long causeway of slaty-looking rocks, worn flat, and like steps, leading
up from the water's edge into a somewhat dense thicket. On eachside of
this stone landing-place the mango-bushes grew, and dipped into the
deep waters.

Past the landing-place they came to a footpath going through fields of
long cane-grass, which closed high above their heads as they passed
through it, folding them in so that they had to keep very near to the heels
of their guides, and look well to their feet, or they would have been lost
entirely, for as they dipped into the hollows this grassgrew to the height
of ten, twelve, and in parts fifteen feet, of a dry-hay colour, yet strong
and fibrous, touching with strong clutches like withes of reeds,and gath-
ering behind them like giant corn-stalks. When they rose to the high
places,where the ground was more stony and drained, they could over-
look this virgin grass and see the hills: in parts stony, in parts
grassÑcovered, like the ground they traversed, and in detached portions
patched with dense jungle, which began and ended abruptly; here the
wild boar lay with her litter, and the game-birds hid themselves.

They were passing by the side of a valley cultivated by the natives.
Here, as they looked along, they saw gardens of yams, taro, rice, with
plantations of banana, sago, betel, and sugar-cane brakes; over against
them, on the further ridge of the valley, they could seeabove the fields
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and trees the palm-thatched housesof a native village. This was the only
village on the island as yet which held out against the benign influence
of Father Ambrose. They were coming in, he observed, as he pointed
them out; that is, they didn't throw spearsnow, as they used to do, when
strangers passed,or lie in wait with their man-traps, which was a great
concession, certainly.

Behind them the seagleamed like a deep sapphireÑthat intense blue
which seemsto engross within its centre all the colours from the paler
immensity above, taking in light, and giving out again only the sugges-
tion of fathomless depth and movement.

The little, commonplace, red, white and black painted and varnished
Thunder lay upon this lovely indescribable tone of blue, like a child's
cheap toy laid upon a widespread sheet of rare spun silk.

Before them, as they walked, they could seethe house which the mis-
sionary and his brothers had raised, standing upon a little mound in the
valley, with the flag fluttering feebly in the soft breeze from its staffÑa
white flag, with the device of the bleeding heart wrought upon it in red
silk by the little sisters of Thursday Island.

"Our mission-house, gentlemen," observed Father Ambrose, with a
touch of honest pride in his gentle voice; "beyond there lies the seaon all
sides, with the coast of New Guinea to the east. No, you cannot see
Mount Yule from here; but from the top of that hill you will seeit, also
the two villages, who now listen to my words. My little chapel lies down
by the seashore,between the villages. It does not do to raise jealousy,
gentlemen, so, although it is some distance for me to walk, still it is near
to them both. I will take you to see it after you have rested in our little
station."
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Chapter23
A Hunting Expedition

AFTER a bottle of very harmless, home-brewed beer, qualified after-
wards by a glass of the best French brandy which they had yet tasted,
they set forth on their tour over the island, accompanied by the two
priests, who were armed with very antiquated, barrel-loading fowling-
gunsÑthe sort of articles which you load from the top, pouring down
small shot and ramming them home with a rodÑI dare say about the
only relics now to be found outside of an old iron and rag store.

Theseguns were evidence in themselvesof the pacific intentions of the
missionariesÑwarranted to make a great noise and do very little
damage.

They met with no successin their searchfor game that afternoon; once
they started a bush turkey, which Danby attempted to stalk, but he
found the bird too much for him. The sides of the mountain here were in
parts very barren, covered with loose crumbling earth and small stones,
and very steep, so that climbing became a very difficult feat. After a
while they reached the edge of a thicket, dense and dry-looking, with
much dead wood, and hard to get through on account of the confusion
of interlacing tendrils, all withered and shrunken. Here they found
tracks of the wild boar, with deep, dark intersections, water-worn cut-
tings, which were completely covered in by closely-woven networks of
branches and shrivelled leaves. Here, as they stooped and laboured to
get through, the heat was intense and most oppressive in the broken
light, while under the feet crunched the dry twigs, and from the
blighted-looking leafage and clusters of delicate orchids which battened
upon the dry branches,dropped myriads of small yellow ants, covering
the exposedportions of the body, and getting under the shirts and up the
trousers, while they bit and stung with a maddening sharpness from
which there was no getting away; theseants are worst in the dry thickets
on the mountain sides and summits.
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Father Ambrose smiled apologetically as Bowman and Danby danced
about, and used their Saxon with unadulterated and emphatic purity,
and when they emerged from this purgatory he energetically set to work
brushing off the tiny tormentors from his companions, seemingly uncon-
scious of the legions in possession of his own person.

"Don't they bite you, Father?" asked Bowman, turning to assist the
priest, after he had been liberated.

"Yes! a little, just enough to give me a lesson in patience; we require
that virtue in our work out here."

Father Ambrose's deep-set, blue eyes had a very far-away look as he
said thisÑa look in which hopelessmelancholy was blent with apathetic
resignationÑyet his lips still wore the set, gentle smile which did duty
for contentment.

"Are you getting many converts here?" asked Bowman next.
"I do not try to get converts; I am content if I can civilize them a little

more, teach them to bury their dead so that the survivors may not suffer
in consequence;and I teach them not to eat their enemies. They are a
wise people in many ways, but they have no religion, and will not be
taught to believe in spiritual benefits. When I say mass they come and
look on; the little prints which I have placed round the walls seem to
amuse them, and I believe that unconsciously they get the benefit of my
prayers; to attempt more would be to fail. So far I have not laboured in
vain, for they come for my advice when in trouble and perplexity, and I
do what I can to give them good advice; this is all which I seekto achieve
in my life-time."

"Do you intend staying here long?" inquired Danby, irrelevantly.
"I hope to die here, my friend," replied the priest gravely.
"Have you forgotten your own land?"
"Ah, France! No, I can never forget it; but we who are the servants of

God have no land on carth, as we have no ties; it is easy for us to be able
to make sacrifices, easier than for your ministers who have their wives
and children to think about. I wonder sometimes how they can be mis-
sionaries with bonds like these holding them back; I think they must be
very brave men, much more so than I could be."

"That's a matter of opinion," muttered Bowman grimly, remembering a
few other motives which the simple Romanist overlooked.

They were now walking through the fields towards the sea-beach,
along which the native villages were built. A slight turn from the path-
way brought them to another thicket, differing altogether from the one
on the hill; here the parasites were covered with greenery, and the leaves
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were moist and cool, while the soil felt swampy with the constant
drippings.

A dense thicket composed of sugar-cane, partly cultivated, with
castorÑoil plants shooting up here and there and long lush grasses
which bent and fell over with their own weight. They did not penetrate
very far, but could seethat here lay a rich harvest for the future workers
when their time came.

They now passedthrough the fields towards the native villages, Father
Ambrose leading the way with rapid strides, while the others followed
as well as they could, guided by the sound of the rustling grass which
closed over their heads; frequently he had to shout out to show his direc-
tion, for it was all a wild stampede through moving blades. As they went
on sometimes the ground rose and the grass becamescanter, when they
had a passing glimpse of heads in front before they dipped out of sight.

On one of these barren mounds the missionary paused to take breath
and allow his companions to get up to him. As they stood he pointed out
Mount Yule with its flat table-top, and the island spreading round; the
mission-station stood out boldly against the mellow afternoon sky, while
beneath them lay the two native villages, Rolto Arriena and Morna
Cherne.

"My chapel is just between the two villages, behind that dark clump of
trees, and if we make haste we shall be able to seeit before the sun goes
down."

They all hastened after this, and making a dŽtour by the edge of the
cultivated fields, passed through Morna Chorna, with its huts raised
amongst the clusters of cocoa-nut palms, and where the natives very
gravely welcomed them.

"There has been a death here last night, and they are all mourning,
otherwise we might have had some fun."

At the entrance to the village a young native met them with his body
ash-smeared,and carrying in his hand a small firebrand which he was
blowing hard upon to keep alight, with a most dejected appearance of
melancholy. The good priest stopping him asked him a few questions,
receiving very hopeless replies, after which he turned round and ex-
plained that this was the eldest son of the dead man whom they were
mourning for at the village; being the eldest son, his part of the rites con-
sisted of holding lonely night vigils in the forest. At each sundown he
left the corpse to pass the hours till daybreak in the woods, and, as all
natives dread the darkness, and believe implicitly in ghosts and evil
demons, the horror of those lonely hours more than counterbalanced the
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grief which he might otherwise have felt at his affliction; the firebrand
was to light the fire which he said would keep away the ghosts, so that
the blowing part was a most important one with him, as all his thoughts
were concentrated in the effort to keep it alight, and yet make it last the
mile or two of distance between the wood and the village.

Poor boy, I doubt if he felt much for his father, ashe left them to go on
his lonely watch; what feelings he still retained were evidently expended
upon himself.

It is very wonderful how pitiful we all can becomewhen self poisesup
as the victim, how pathetic we grow over our own miseries, and how we
wonder that other people cannot seethem in exactly the samelight aswe
do; but fortunately for the unity of the world, and unfortunately for the
individual cause,each applicant to pity is so intent upon his own case
that he has no time to devote to his neighbour's wrongs, so eachatom in
the grand whole plan goes on wriggling his own wriggle while main-
tained in his own circumscribed space by a stern order of economy far
beyond human judgment, and the man is of no more account than the
sparrow who may drop dead from his perch without, as far as we know,
any sentimental self-condolence. This is a truth which man cannot learn
in youth, or in ageeither, if God has answered his cry for "daily bread;" it
is only revealed to those who rise up hopelessand lie down wanting, in
spite of their everlasting cry, "Our Father!"

Inside the village named Roiro Arrienna they found great preparations
going on for the funeral of the old chief; so that with little persuasion
Father Ambrose induced the visitors to wait and witness the ceremony.

All night and during the early part of the day, the relatives and friends
had spent their strength weeping and lamenting wildly; they did not
seemto have any deity to appeal to or reproach in this their hour of grief
and woe. The French priest explained that this was the hopeless part of
the missionary's work, the futile endeavours to create a faith or the ne-
cessity man has to own a greater power beyond his comprehension;
what they could seeand touch they would credit, but nothing beyond,
yet they feared the darkness aschildren do, and had vague notions about
ghosts and evil spiritsÑthe world beyond was a world to regard with
horror as something evil.

As they drew near to the hut where the body lay in solemn state, and
where a large number of the natives had assembledÑthe relatives easily
to be distinguished by the black asheswith which they were thickly be-
daubedÑtwo women and two men came out carrying the nude body
between them, supported on bamboo-poles and cross-pieces.The grave
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had been dug in the centre of the village between two cocoa-nut palms,
about two feet in depth, a mere scraping away of the loose sea-sand.

Then the younger son brought out the sleeping-mat of the dead man,
and carefully laid it in the bottom of the grave, upon which the body was
gently placed, while the outside mourners stood silently watching.

When this portion was finished a lane was made in the crowd, down
which the widow with her daughers, rushed with bitter cries, plunging
themselves wildly upon the body and tearing out their hair, while a
party of young men went slowly round and round the grave chanting an
extempore ditty of laudation of the departed one's great deeds and vir-
tues, beating loudly all the time upon drums, while over the scenethe
ruddy rays of the setting sun slanted between the palms, and made long
sombre shadows over the level sands.

"We had better leave them now," whispered Father Ambrose, hastily,
making the sign of the cross over the grave, and moving away.

It might have been a warning the good priest meant, or only his sense
of delicacy, or perhaps a blending of the two qualities, for as they moved
towards the open space, they could not help noticing one or two evil
glancesdirected towards them from the crowd of silent onlookers, while
the women were rapidly following the group who had now taken off the
widow and her daughters, leaving the men by themselvesÑalways a
dangerous sign with savages.

"A lovely sunset, is it not?" observed the priest, as they walked along
the sea-shore, which was thickly strewn with many varieties of
delicately-coloured and beautifully-shaped shells. "A lovely sunset com-
pensatesfor much discomfort and danger, yet we must walk quickly if
you would see my church before it grows dark. Are your revolvers
loaded?"

"Yes," replied the company; "why?"
"Nothing to fear, only do not look round; but see if you can hit that

branch over there."
A branch of cotton-tree gleamed out of the dark massof foliage where

he pointed, like a bar of gold with its scarlet blossom intensely red where
the sunray caught it, as the priest pointed out the mark. Bowman raising
his weapon, took a quick aim, and with the sharp report the flower-clad
branch fell at the feet of Danby, who picked it up.

"A very good shot," murmured Father Ambrose, "and quite effective
for the present. Now we may get along in peace."
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Bowman glanced back as he heard these words, to see a retreating
band of natives; evidently the report had frightened them from whatever
evil intention they had in view, for a couple of spears lay on the sand.

"Hallo! was it going to be an attack, Father?" cried Bowman, in a
startled voice.

"I was half afraid it might have been,as I gathered from a word or two
dropped during the ceremony. I think they were beginning to charge one
of you with having the evil eye which had causedthe death; they are like
children, and will not listen to reason, but they know enough to respect
the gun of the white man. Yet, had you missed that branch, I fear we
would have had to fight."

The cotton-tree branch became at once an object of general interest.
"Yes! to-night they will go back and tell a wonderful tale about the

fire-stick that speaksand kills without touching, and to-morrow the tree
will be regarded with great awe. We have time just to get a short look at
the church, and then home."

They had now reached the little hut, which was dignified by the title
of church, and the priest unlocking the door, showed them with a gentle
apology the interior: rude log walls, whereon were tacked a few cheap
and highly-coloured prints of the Passion, with a couple of rough
packing-casesraised up on end to form the altar, covered with a white
table-cloth, and two candles stuck upon wooden sticksÑa place for
thoughtless people to laugh at, yet not even the carelessDanby felt in-
clined to smile, as the poor priest uncovered and entered with bent head.

"They come to look at my pictures, and I pray for them while they are
looking. You will excuseme, gentlemen; just one moment, while I thank
God that we have escaped a danger."

He quietly knelt down before the altar with his two brothers, while the
others looked round them for a moment, and then with one impulse
turned towards the setting sun.

Over between them and that orange and crimson lustre lay the sea-
built village of Morna Cherna, now completely deserted, as the two
closelyÑconnected villages were allies, and the inhabitants had joined in
the funeral ceremonies, and also possibly with the avengers.

A canoeor two lying idle on the sands;some mats and dŽbris of cook-
ing, with cooking utensils scattered about. The houses, built on piles of
about four and five feet above water-mark, line both sides of the beach,
and form a square at the end, with the oceanoutside shivering and glit-
tering as it passesdownward from the sun, now seemingly dipping into
it to the wave-lapped strand.
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Behind the houses on the shore side lie dense thickets of mangrove,
cotton, and tamarind trees, with the occasional feathery tops of the
palms, or bare white branches of dead wood projecting: a tropic bush
ever presents to the eye a mingling of the seasons,where death instead
of winter strips the leaves.

There is silence on the shore and in the forest, for the houses are ten-
antless, and the birds have gone to roost. They do not lock doors when
they go out in New Guinea, and their dogs are too sociable to stay be-
hind their masters, so, fortunately for the travellers, they had no danger
to apprehend from the village through which they had to pass. Danger
might lurk amongst the mangroves when darkness came on, yet even
here they felt comparatively safe, guarded as they were by the fears of
the natives for their speaking-tubes, joined to their horror of the night.
The natives make night-attacks on enemiesbut seldom, unless they have
the moon to guide them: this night would be dark as pitch, and from the
appearance of the sky likely to be a rough one.

The sun was a round globe of fire surrounded by dense purple fumes
and overhung with swarming massesof orange and vermilion, with in-
tersections of emerald green, and overhead, deep streaks and rivulets of
intense blue, with dun-coloured clouds, like broken-up and cracked clay
banks on a swampy land beginning to flood.

A livid glare fell over the shimmering waves, and lit upwards, as if by
reflection those huge monstrous shapes of tossing clouds with a met-
alÑlike lustre, as if they had beencopper and bronze sheetsshattered by
artillery. This voicelessmotion of the heavens,out of all unison with the
deadly quiet of the vegetable world and the lifeless stillness of the deser-
ted huts, touched, aswith a chilly hand, the hearts of those who watched
the turmoil above and heard with painful distinctness the low mutter-
ings of the three priests at that primitive altar.

"We must rush at once for cover," cried the priest, coming to the door
and locking it quickly as he saw the rapid weather-changes."We are not
safe here if the tribes re-form and occupy their villages in front. Come, I
will lead you a short cut."

No sound as yet from the coming storm as they started at a run along
the grey beachand through the black jungle, only a few disturbed cocka-
toos, who rose chattering from their roost to seeka more distant shelter.
Helter-skelter all went through the grassagain, tumbling over one anoth-
er, yet guided by the sounds in front; they had about a mile to get over
before they could get free from those stinging, twining reeds,and in their
hurry they no longer took note of outside sounds, while the darkness
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gathered down like a black tissue, fold upon fold, with appalling
rapidity.

Out, at last, to the open, where they can see the little mission-station
upon the promontory, with the sky behind showing ghastly illumined,
reflected clouds on a cold steel background, with a dusky blacknessover
against them in the west. The house and outstanding huts startlingly sil-
houetted against those electric and brilliant, but light-absorbing, rolling
mountains of clouds. Out at last, with panting chestsand steaming bod-
ies, for the heat is terrific, and the travellers are as thoroughly drenched
with perspiration as if they had plunged through a river.

"Let us rest for a moment," panted Bowman and Danby with one
breath, while the burly old captain, rolling heavily through the brakes,
tripped over a stump and fell, without an effort to rise againÑtoo much
exhausted even to blaspheme.

Father Ambrose turned with parted lips to take a handkerchief from
his pocket with his usual quietness, while his companions leaned
without speaking upon the barrels of their rusty fowling-pieces, passing
at intervals their shrunken hands over their brows and scattering the
thickly-gathering beads of sweat as they started out.

"This is very good for us after the fever," observed the priest, when he
had recovered his voice, "we do not often get such a bath."

"That may be," grunted out the prostrate captain huskily, "but I'm
dÑÑblowed if it seems good for me."

"Yes, you do look considerably blowed at present, commodore," re-
sponded the ever-ready Danby, who, being the slenderest of the com-
pany, had soonest recovered. "But if you don't want to be drowned as
well as blowed, I think you had best be shifting your camp."

A blaze of wild-fire broke from the ghostly mass behind the mis-
sionÑhouse as Danby spoke, and seemedto envelop it and lick it out of
sight as it brought out objects with deadly precision near at hand, light-
ing up the Frenchman's clear features and the swollen visage of the hor-
rified skipper at his feet, who greeted it with a more than ordinary shriek
of fear or agony.

The blaze, though not lasting more than a second, permitted them to
seebesides the forms of friends, even the most minute details, and even
the individual blades of reeds; it also showed them the dark faces and
mop-like heads of over a score of antagonists with up-lifted spears;and
then it was darkness more intense than ever, while the captain's shrill
yell of pain mingled with their fierce yelling of vengeance.
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"Are you wounded, friend?" anxiously asked the priest, stooping
down; while flash, flash, from two barrels, with following reports, mixed
up the cries.

"Yes," groaned the poor skipper, rolling about in the darkness, and ut-
tering oaths while he did so.

"Keep silent, friends, and move out quickly; let us get to the house if
we can. Let me lift you up, my poor friend."

After much wriggling about and vain groping, the captain was got up;
and, between Bowman and the priest, urged up the hill, even while the
downpour of rain came upon them without seemingly the customary
few large drops which act as the prelude to tropic showers.

Were they a group of spectreswhich that flash had revealed, or were
the yells imaginary? Nothing seemed to follow those two revolver re-
ports as they dashed up the steep, slipping sides of the mound through
that deluge, or they were all in too great a state of excitement to pay at-
tention to any outside sound in their frantic desire to get under cover.
There was no time to know who followed, and they could not see one
another, or know whether it was a friend or an enemy which they struck
against as they slid backwards; and not until they were inside the house
with the door barred could they pause to find out whether they were all
there or not.

Courage is a splendid quality, and easy to practise in theory; even in
daylight it is not so difficult to brace up to an emergency, but in such a
sightless darkness it becomeslike the weight of a nightmare; to fly is the
first impulse then from the evil which we cannot see.A fight in the dark
is decidedly demoralizing.

They had all run recklessly, even the wounded captain after the first
start required little urging on; it was a regular stampede, with the feeling
in eachback aswe used to feel asboys, when running down a dark stair.
Perhaps two minutes elapsed between the first flash at the foot of the hill
and the next flash, as the priest was fumbling about to get his matchbox
inside the mission-house, yet what an eternity of horrors for all.

Possibly the sudden blaze of wild-fire which revealed eachparty to the
other had done more to frighten away the natives than the aimless shots
from the revolvers, for beside heaven's ordnance man's paltry fireworks
are lessthan farthing rushlights beside electric flames. When the matches
had been found and ignited and the candle set alight, it revealed the
company intact, and not any further sign of disturbance outside than the
rushing of waters from roof and sky.
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The first thought of the hosts, after looking after the fastening of doors
and windows, was to see to the injuries sustained by the captain, who
now squatted on the floor with rather a perplexed and uneasy expres-
sion on his burly features.

"Where were you wounded, my friend?" asked the priest, bending ten-
derly over him.

"That is just what I cannot tell you, for I don't know myself now, that
rush up the hill seems to have driven out all recollection from me."

"Ah!" the priest smiled, "then it is not so serious as I thought."
Captain MacAndrews ruefully scratched his Achilles-like head and

looked over to where his tormentor Danby stood, but that young gentle-
man was too seriously engaged in attending to his own comfort to pay
much heed to anything else.He, with Bowman, had taken off their shirts,
and were hard at work wringing out much of the moisture; his roasting
might come later, but at present he was safe, so in a surly fashion he
slowly began to exert himself and follow their wise example, while the
three missionaries, without heeding their own dripping garments, set
about the task of making their guests comfortable by lighting a fire and
bringing out the cognac, both of which were eagerly greeted by all now
that the rain had cooled the air, and their drenching inwardly and out-
wardly made them the more susceptible to the change.

A little quinine, about the proportion of six grains to each,was also ac-
cepted as a preventive against this fever, which is so insidious in its ap-
proach and so easy to get, particularly in such condition as they all were
then; after this they could afford to look about them and talk.

If the Europeans could go about, like the natives, in the dress which
nature alone provides, I doubt if there would be many casesof fever in
tropical countries, a waistband, which protects the liver and kidneys, be-
ing all that is required by way of covering; for it is the chill which comes
on by the contact of damp clothes, and clothes are always wet in coun-
tries where the least exertion causesthe moisture to start out in dense
beads on every portion of the body, wherein the danger lies, and to this
may be attributed the dying out of native tribes who come into contact
with the white men and ape their customs, even more than to the fire-
water that they introduce.

"I could have sworn I was wounded somewhere when that flash o'
lightning showed me up the niggers with their spears,but where it can
be I have no more notion than Moses."

Thus muttered the honest if imaginative skipper, as he turned his wet
shirt about before wringing it like the others, preparatory to drying it at
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the now blazing log fire. A picturesque group of half-naked albinoes
they looked as they held their sole upper garments to the flames. The
three missionaries had proffered them a change; but in the tropics to go
without clothes for a while, is not much of a hardship, so, as they were
anxious to get once more on board, they preferred to stand as they were
and wait on the drying, particularly as they knew to borrow a change
meant depriving the Fathersof their own comfort, as the clergymen were
all too modest to bare themselves before their visitorsÑa feeling of shy-
nessthe others did not experiencefor a second.Instead then of accepting
the too generous offer, they all united in persuading the Fathers to retire
and guard themselves from a relapse of the dreaded malaria not yet out
of their systems.

Silenceoutside still, with a most refreshing senseof coolness,for now
that the rain had ceasedto pour with the same abruptness with which it
began, the suffocating heat had been succeededby the grateful freshness
which rain-soaked soil ever produces.

The mosquitoes also swarmed in countless hordes, ravenous and
large, with sonorous trumpetsÑfrom the damp mangroves they came,
where they are bred, to the exposed white men, whom, no doubt, they
scented for miles away. They were not so numerous as they had been,
the good Frenchman mentioned while setting the supper dishes.

"Then I don't wonder that you look thin," answered Bowman, stifling
about a myriad of them with the volume of smoke he puffed from his
lips against the phalanx ashe spoke. "We are pretty well used to mosqui-
toes in Thursday Island, but you beat us hollow with your Yule Island
fellows, Father."

"Yes, they are very strong, and assertive of their own notions of right
of way," replied the missionary, pouring into a tin flat dish stew made
from preserved mutton, yams, and onions, with a few of the native
herbs, which now filled the room with a most appetizing odour.

"I guess it was one of those tiger-fellows who progged you with his
proboscis, captain, when you thought you were wounded with the spear
to-night; they are always worse close to the ground."

Captain MacAndrews pretended not to hear this sally of the
everÑbuoyant Danby.

"By the way, have you found the locality of that hurt yet?"
"If you don't shut up, perhaps you'll know where your hurt is

presently, youngster," growled the skipper, angrily.
"Let us sit, gentlemen, while it is warm," observed the pacific priest,

anxious to prevent a scene.
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"By Jove, it smells delicious," cried Bowman, sniffing up the aroma
with great gusto.

"We French are all cooks, as you know," replied the priest, "if we have
anything to cook."

"How do you manage?"
"It is an instinct, like painting or poetry, and when it guides you

rightly the result is always satisfactory. Already we have begun to grow
our own onions, and in another year, if spared, we expect to glean a
splendid harvest. With a very small piece of beef or mutton, and what
we can pick up in the fields, it is not difficult to make a simple dish,
though we sometimes run short of salt, and we find it difficult to over-
come that necessity; yet I venture to assert that any one may become a
fair cook who will condescendto devote as much attention to his pot as
he might do over any other composition, for it is in the firing chiefly that
the dish is spoilt and the flavour lost. The pan, when once on the fire,
should not be lost sight of for a single second, while the fire for stews
and dishes of that description cannot be too fierce; indeed, I may say that
when I am cooking a dish I have no time even for prayer until it is
dished, which reminds us, gentlemen, to thank God now for the supper
which He has beengood enough to permit us to live to cook, and, I trust,
all enjoy."

The missionary, as he said this, bent his head in silence, leaving them
each to offer their thanks as they felt inclined, according to their own
views on this subject, after which they all fell to with that avidity which
hungry men can, and very soon showed their appreciation of his culin-
ary skill by leaving clean platters.

"You will stay to-night with me, gentlemen?"
"Not unless you dread an attack, Father."
"Not for my sakewould I ask you to stay, but for your own. They will

not harm us; indeed, I expect it was owing to their uncertainty in the
darkness as to whom they might strike which prevented them flinging
their spears to-night."

"Then we must go very soon, as our men must be warned, otherwise
the steamer may be in danger from the canoes."

"Very true; then we will go at once."
"You are not coming, Father, surely?"
"Surely I shall come and seeyou safely from our island. We shall take

lanterns so that they will know we are with you, and since you will not
be my guests I shall be yours to-night, and to-morrow will be able to
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quiet their suspicions. I pray to God that you may not have shot any one
to-night."

"I think not," responded Bowman, "I aimed over their heads."
"And I couldn't have hit them, however much I tried," added Danby.

"It isn't in me to hit anything less than an elephant, and then only if he
balanced the barrel with his tusks."

"Then all will be well," replied the priest. "Let us go, if you are ready."
"Quite ready." And looking once more to their weapons, withdrawing

the cartridges already in and putting in fresh ones, they all prepared
once more to go into the risky darkness.

The two assistant priests went out first, and shortly returned, report-
ing all as quiet. When the party reached the mound, they could seeover
by the villages the dusky reflection amongst the deep midnight space
which betokened large fires burning on the beach.

"I think all is well," muttered Father Ambrose, "but we will walk as
quietly as possible with our lamps shining toward the sea.Antone will
walk behind with his light covered, but ready for use if anything suspi-
cious occurs, while I will go a little way ahead; but, gentlemen, don't use
your pistols, unless at the last emergency. Remember that life is as pre-
cious to savage as to Christian."

No more words passed as they went in single file down through the
fields and into the mangrove thicket, where they had left their dingey in
the afternoon. Pedro, the secondassistant,followed after the leader, with
Bowman next, and the captain in the centre, much against his will, since
he had Danby behind him, who at intervals made him leap with a prick
in the ribs when least expected, forcing him at the same time to smother
the exclamation of horror as he fancied each touch to be a native spear.
The method of silencing him he adopted was to put his hand suddenly
over his mouth and whisper in his ear, "Hush, for God's sake! do you
hear nothing?" A momentous march without incident, except these tor-
turing moments for the poor unwieldy old skipper, who rolled along
with iceÑcold drops dripping down his back, and a blending of impot-
ent rage and fear choking him, while his tormentor never ceased his
game until at the water's edge,when, by an adroit push, he sent him into
the water, and afterwards added to his injuries the worse one of pretend-
ing to have saved his life by lugging him out again all dripping, like a
Newfoundland dog.

"Sharksbad hereabouts I should say, Father?"asked Danby innocently,
as he took his place behind the poor old captain.

"Yes, they are," replied Father Vincent, taking his seat.
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"Another narrow squeak, for you, admiral. I expect a bottle of whisky
at the least out of you for this last good action."

"You'll get it, too, my boy," responded the captain, fervently, taking an
oar and pushing the dingey from the rocks. "Thank God, that's the last of
Yule Island for me!Ña regular nest of pirates."
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Chapter24
Toto as a Defender

SOMETIMES about the very worst luck which can befall a man is to gain
an advantage over his adversary.

Our feelings may be outraged, or our contempt and indignation
roused, until we rise up in our righteous wrath and strike out from the
shoulder, and what is the result?Ñsatisfaction? Yes,a brief instant of sat-
isfaction, trailing behind it years of regret. We prate of our wrongs and
no one listens, or if they do, it is only in order to mock us, or elsebetray
us when our backs are turned. We avenge our injuries, and straightway
rises up from the deed, misery or self-contempt in our hearts; the object
of our wrath is invested with a halo of pathetic reproach the instant our
stroke of justice has descended,becauseour humanity prevents us from
being implacable, asstern justice must be; or elsethe object is too insigni-
ficant for the blow we have given to it, and so the blow recoils directly
with double force upon our own heads.

Again, no injury can be repaired by the injurer, repentance will not do
it; no oceanof tears can ever wipe out the damaged spot; we are haunted
for ever by another ghost who joins a vast regiment, the ghastly army of
deeds, to chaseus through life; it is much easier,in reality, to bear a blow
of adversity than to have become the cause of another's ruin.

Kamo, for a moment or two, ashe stalked away with much majesty in-
to the deep shadows past the tamarind-tree, felt very well satisfied with
his promptitude and brave display of courage; so, also, did Rea, when
she beheld her splendid young hero, with the firelight playing over his
satin-like limbs, so easily overthrow and make ridiculous this very con-
temptible pretender to her hand; but I doubt if either of this foolish self-
congratulatory young couple felt half the satisfaction that Toto did, as he
picked himself up and adjusted his raumma about this samevery ridicu-
lous part which he had been brought to play in the magic ceremony.

A thorough philosopher, he cared no more about a kick, unless when
it hurt very much, than he did about any other insult, so long as it
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