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CHAPTER 1

A Far Cry to Fiji—The Wonderful Hills—History of Fiji—Link

between Eastern and Western Pacific—The Days of Thakombau

—How the Colony is Governed—Trade of the Islands—The
Humours of the Penal System

IT is a “far cry” to Fiji. Take ship from London,
sall down the coasts of France and Spain, journey up
the Mediterranean, by Scylla and Charybdis, and all
the ancient world; reach Port Said, pass through
the Gateways of the HKast. and steam through the
torrid Red Sea into the Indian Ocean—and as yet
we have hardly started. A little further, and we
come to sun-baked Aden, and see the India-bound
passengers leave the ship, congratulating themselves
that the long tiresome voyage is over now. . . . Ceylon,
and the magnificent East, lift like a splendid comet
on the horizon, glow for one gorgeous day, and slip
back into the past. Now the East lies behind, and
the West is long forgotten, and what is there to come ?

The South is still to come—the wide, free, wonderful
world that lies below the Line, and that is as utterly
unlike all things met with above, as the countries
East of Suez are unlike the countries lying West, in
outworn, unmysterious Europe.

Happenings are largely a matter of latitude. About
the fiftieth parallel, nothing interesting happens but

1

A



FROM FIJI TO

policemen, bankruptcies, and Lord Mayors’ shows.
(Millionaires also happen—if you wish to be a millionaire
you must on no account stray below forty north—but
millionaires are not interesting, only instructive—in
the uselessness of money.)

Down towards the thirties, colour begins to glow
upon the grey outlines of Northern life, and in the
twenties, strange scenes and astonishing peoples paint
it over and over. Cross the Line, and now you may
take the brush, and indulge your vagrant fancy to
the full, for nothing that you can paint will be too
bright or too strange. Below the equator is the world
of the South, and here anything may happen, for here
the new and the wild and the untried countries lie,
and here, moreover, you shall come upon unknown
tracts and places in yourself, on which, if you had
stayed within sound of the roaring throat of Piccadilly,
no sun had ever shone.

... And as yet, we are scarce half-way on our
journey. More weeks slip by, and, yellow, nude, and
harsh, West Australia of the goldfields and the great
unvisited plains lies on our port bow. More days,
and sparkling Melbourne is passed, and Tasmania has
sunk below the horizon, and still we are travelling
on. . . . Sydney, bright and eager and curiously young
(where have all the greybeards hidden themselves ?
or are they all at home in the old grey lands that
suit their wearied souls?), is forgotten, and the great
English ship is left at the quay, making ready for
the homeward journey; and still, in another vessel,
for ever and ever, as it seems, we are going on. .

Seven weeks now since we sailed from Tilbury in

2



THE CANNIBAL ISLANDS

a storm of parting cheers, friendly faces, wet with
driving English rain, and with something more, grow-
ing white and far away upon the pier—and still the
blue seas run in an unceasing river past our rail, and
we sleep at night to the sound of beating waves. . . .

-It is nearly eight weeks now, but the eighth will
not be completed. One morning, we are all waked
early by the sound of the steamer shrieking for a pilot,
and when we hurry on deck, we are confronted by a
sparkling harbour, a green lagoon, and a pile of the
most extraordinary and incredible mountain ranges
ever seen outside the dreams .of a delirious scene-
painter. There are peaks three and four thousand
feet high, the colour of a purple thundercloud, jagged
and pinked like broken saws; peaks like side-saddles,
peaks like solitary, mysterious altars raised to some
unknown god, and in the heart of the glowing violet
distance, one single summit fashioned like a giant
finger, pointing darkly to the sky.

Opposite the hills lies a pretty little town, under
the shelter of rich green wooded heights. A quay
rune out from the land, and there are wharf officials,
and custom-house men on the quay, and in the back-
ground well-dressed men and ladies all in white, and
carriages and parasols, and in a word, civilisation—
the last thing that we expected, here at the ends of
the earth.

It is some time before the new-comer realises that
Suva, the capital, is to Fiji in general as the feather
in the factory-girl’s hat to the rest of her attire. Such
a splendid level as this is only attainable locally. Still,
to the traveller from home, who has probably arrived
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with undefined fears of “ savages” about the beach,
and the roughest of tavern accommodation in the
town, the first impression 1s astonishing.

Suva, on landing, proves to be a good-sized town,
with a long handsome main street, edged on one side
by neatly cut grass, and great flamboyant trees in
full flower of vivid scarlet, bordering the still green
waveless lagoon that lies inside the coral reef. On
the other side stand shops with big plate-glass windows,
clubs, offices, hotels. A little way out of the town is
Government House, perched upon its own high hill
to catch the trade wind—long and wide and deeply
verandahed, with a tall flag-staff bearing the Union
Jack on the roof, armed native sentries pacing at the
avenue gates, and a stately flight of steps leading to
the porch, to be covered with red carpet on great
occasions. . . . And this is savage Fiji!

When we have chosen an hotel, disposed of our
luggage, dined, and settled down to have a rest on
the coolest verandah — for it is exceedingly hot, and
the laziness of the Pacific world begins to press hard
upon us—we may as well try to increase our under-
standing of the place where we find ourselves, by
reading 1t up, until the heat and the sleepy swing of
the long cane rocking-chair shall prove too much. . . .

Fiji is a British Crown Colony, situated in the South-
west Pacific, lying between the 15th and 22nd parallels
of south latitude, and between 175 E. and 177 W.
longitude. It consists of 155 islands, with a total area
of 7400 square miles. Most of the land is contained

in the two great islands of Viti Levu (Great Fiji), and
4



THE CANNIBAL ISLANDS

Vanua Levu (Great Land), which account for 4112
and 2432 square miles respectively. These two islands
are exceptionally well wooded and watered, and could,
it 1s said, support three times the population of the
whole group. Viti Levu is in every way the most
important island in the archipelago. It contains the
seat of government, the principal harbours, all the
roads, and much the greater part of the colony’s trade.
There is one fair-sized town in the group besides Suva
—Levuka, the capital of former days, on the small
island of Ovalau.

The climate is certainly hot, though the thermometer
does not rise to any extraordinary heights. During
the three hottest months—January, February and
March—the highest shade temperature ranges between
90° and 94° Fahr.,, and the lowest between 67° and
72°, roughly speaking. In the cooler months of
June, July and August, 59° and 89° are the usual
extremes. The air i1s moist as a rule, and in Suva,
at all events, one may safely say that a day without
any rain is almost unknown. On the northern side
of Viti Levu, the climate is a good deal drier, and in
consequence less relaxing. Dysentery is fairly common,
but there is no fever to speak of, and the climate, on
the whole, is considered very healthy. Mosquitoes are
so troublesome that most of the better class private
houses have at least one mosquito-proof room, with
doors and windows protected by wire gauze.

One hears a good deal about hurricanes in Fiji, and
the stranger might be pardoned for thinking that they
are common features of the so-called * hurricane

season.” As a matter of fact, however, they are rare,
5



FROM FI1JI TO

many years often elapsing between one hurricane and
the next. Between 1848 and 1901 inclusive, there
were only thirteen hurricanes in the group, and of
these only six were really destructive. Most tropical
climates would have a worse record to show if carefully
investigated. Although the rainy months are damp
and enervating, the drier half of the year, from April
to October, is extremely pleasant, and not at all too
hot.

... Not asleep yet? ... The trade wind hums
in the great vanes of the palm-trees outside the hotel
verandah. It is very warm, and the flash of white
foam on the barrier reef, between the flat tops of the
quaint ‘ rain-trees,” and the red roofs of the lower
town, is too far away to offer even a suggestion of
coolness. Is it not too hot and drowsy a day to study
Fijian geography and history ?

No, for we are in the hot season, and every day for
the next three months is going to be just like this, and
if one only reads and works in a tropical climate when
one feels like it, one will never get through any work
at all. That is part of the * white man’s burden,”
and pluckily he shoulders it as a rule. Most intellec-
tual work in the hot season is done clear against the
grain from beginning to end, after a fashion that would
make the London city clerk stand aghast. Yet it is
excellently done for the most part, and it does not, in
Fiji, at all events, seem to tell against the health.

So, beginning as we mean to go on, we will look up
the history books, and see what is the past record of
this strange land into which we have come. We have

already noted, passing down the street, the curious
6



THE CANNIBAL ISLANDS

mixture of the population—whites, half-castes, Samoans,
Indians, Chinese, and more conspicuous than any, the
Fijians themselves, tall, magnificently built people of
a colour between coffee and bronze, with stiff brush-
like hair trained into a high “ pompadour,” clean shirts
and smart short cotton kilts, and a general aspect of
well-groomed neatness. They do not look at all like
“savages,” and again, they have not the keen, intellec-
tual expression of the Indians, or the easy amiability
of the Samoan type of countenance. They are partly
Melanesian, partly Polynesian in type, and they form,
it is quite evident, the connecting-link between Eastern
and Western Pacific. East of Fiji, life is one long
lotus-eating dream, stirred only by occasional parties
of pleasure, feasting, love-making, dancing, and a very
little cultivating work. Music is the soul of the people,
beauty of face and movement is more the rule than
the exception, and friendliness to strangers is carried
almost to excess. Westward of the Fijis lie the dark,
wicked cannibal groups of the Solomons, Banks, and
New Hebrides, where life is more like a nightmare than
a dream, murder stalks openly in broad daylight, the
people are nearer to monkeys than to human beings
in aspect, and music and dancing are little practised,
and in the rudest possible state.

In Fiji iteelf, the nameless dreamy charm of the
Eastern Islands is not; but the gloom, the fevers,
the repulsive people of the West are absent also.
Life is rather a serious matter for the Fijian on the
whole ; he is kept in order by his chiefs and by the
British Government, and has to get through enough
work in the year to pay his taxes; also, if the supply

[
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of volunteers runs short, he is liable to be forcibly
recruited for the Armed Native Constabulary, and
this is a fate that oppresses him a good deal—until he
has accustomed himself to the discipline of the force,
when he generally makes an excellent soldier. But
all in all, he has a pleasant time, in a pleasant, produc-
tive climate, and is a very pleasant person himself,
hospitable in the highest degree, honest, good-natured,
and clever with his hands, though of a less highly
intellectual type than the Tongan or Samoan. Fijian
solo dancing is not so good as that of the Kastern
Pacific, but there is nothing in the whole South Seas
to equal the magnificent tribe dancing of Vanua and
Viti Levu, only seen at its best on the rare occasions
of a great chief’s wedding or funeral. The Waves of
the Sea dance is one of the most celebrated; it is
danced by several thousand men wearing long white
streamers of tappa cloth (a native-made stuff beaten
out of the inner bark of the mulberry-tree, and look-
ing like fine white paper). These streamers, skilfully
managed, suggest the crests of breaking rollers with
extraordinary vividness, and the roaring song of the
dancers closely reproduces the boom of the waves.

The history of the country goes back a very little
way—only as far as 1643, when Tasman discovered
the group and named it Prince William Islands. He
did not land, or make any -explorations. Cook sailed
within sight of Vatos in 1774, but did not visit any
other of the islands. Bligh, after the mutiny of the
Bounty, in 1789, passed Moala during his wonderful
boat voyage to Timor, and in 1792 returned in the

Providence, and made some observations. In spite
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of these visits, however, and in spite of the fact that
a number of Australian eonvicts escaped up to the
islands about 1802, they remained almost unknown
until D’Urville,
in the Astrolabe,
made a rather
brief exploring
tour in 1827, and
constructed the
first chart. Cap-
tain Bethune in
1838, the United
States Exploring
Expedition in
1840, and a num-
ber of British ves-
sels afterwards,
completed the
survey of the
group. In 1835
the first mission-
aries arrived, and
from this time

onward the ARMED NATIVE CONSTABULARY
islands began to

make progress towards civilisation. There is no need to
repeat here the story of the cannibal days in Fiji, since
mission literature has made this part of Fijian history
famous all over the world—rather too much so, as the
colonist of to-day declares. It takes a long time to
uproot any fixed idea from the mind of the slow-going
British public, and English people have not yet suc-

9
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ceeded in realising that the cannibal and heathen days
of Fiji passed away more than thirty years ago. To most
of the home public, the Fijis are still the gloomy land
of mission story, or else the ¢ Cannibal Islands” of
music-hall and nigger-minstrel humour—a place im-
possible to take seriously from any point of view, and
certainly not a spot where any sane man would either
travel for pleasure or emigrate for profit. Theirs is
the loss, since the country is eminently adapted for
both.

It is enough, then, to say that in the earlier part of
the nineteenth century, the Fijian was the most deter-
mined cannibal known to savage history, and that
murders of the white settlers and missionaries were
frequent. By degrees, however, the untiring efforts of
the missionaries, both Catholic and Protestant, and the
influence of the settlers themselves, few as they were,
began to make an improvement, and in the early fifties
the country was advancing rapidly towards a better state
of civilisation, when the rise into power of the infamous
King Thakombau, one of the worst monsters of cruelty
known since the days of Nero, for a time held back the
tide. Murders and massacres of the whites increased,
war among the natives was continual, and there was
small security for property. In 1855, however, came
a serious check to Thakombau’s power. The United
States Government, incensed at the brutal murder of
a number of shipwrecked sailors, demanded £9000 com-
pensation, which the savage king found himself quite
unable to pay. He offered to cede the islands to Great
Britain in 1858, on the condition that the indemnity

should be taken over with the country and settled
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for him. England, as it happened, did not think that
a fine colony right in the middle of the Pacific trade
routes was worth buying at the cost of a decent
country-house in the shires; so the offer was refused,
and the richest prize in the South Seas went begging
for more than sixteen years longer.

The American Civil War proved the importance
of Fiji’s cotton industry, and was the cause of a
sudden increase in the number of respectable settlers.
Dangerous as the country still was, many families
pluckily emigrated from Australia, took up waste lands,
and began to make money rapidly. Some of them,
it seems, thought that war and war prices would last
for ever, since they lived splendidly on what they
gained, put down more and more cotton, and made
no provision for the reaction that was bound to come.
When it did arrive, many were ruined. Some left
the colony, others lingered on, half-heartedly trying
one kind of occupation after another, and failing in
all. It is the remnant of these, and in many cases
their children, who are the drag upon the wheel of
the country to-day. They are the failure element,
the unfit, the inefficient, and with the later importa-
tions of ne’er-do-wells, from which no colony is free,
they make up an element of continual discontent and
pessimism, not only discouraging to the enterprising
new-comer, but actually hostile to him, in some cases,
and bitterly envious of his progress.

The successes among the early emigrants, on the
other hand, have In many cases done extremely well,
acquired large properties, and formed the beginning

of a native white population of the most desirable
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kind.  Cotton-growing has long been dead in Fiji,
but sugar, copra and other products have taken
its place, and the children and grandchildren of the
early settlers are often quite as prosperous as their
adventurous forefathers.

To return to the days of the American War and shortly
after. A second check now came upon Thakombau’s
power. The warlike tribes of Tonga, a neighbouring
group that had always been a rival of Fiji, began to
give serious trouble. Maafu, a powerful chief, invaded
the Fiji Islands, and it seemed as if a Tongan conquest
were imminent. Thakombau, in alarm, called the
whites to his aid, and arranged a constitutional govern-
ment to support his waning power. It was to be
carried out by white officials and ministers under
himself as King, and would, he hoped, enable him to
keep his country out of the hands of Tonga, without
making any costly concessions.

The hope proved vain. After two years (1871 to
1873), the mixed government broke down completely,
and the King and his chiefs saw themselves confronted
with a choice of two evils—to be conquered by Tonga,
or to give up the country to Britain. They chose the
latter, as the smalier evil, and in 1874 offered Fiji
unconditionally to England.

England accepted the gift, and Fiji thenceforth
became a Crown Colony. From 1874 onwards, there
is little history to relate. History means trouble, and
Fiji’s troubles were over. Thakombau, retired on a
good salary, and given enough royal honour to make
him happy and content, ceased to annoy. He became

a Christian, at all events nominally, and died, a good
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deal more peaceably than he deserved, in 1883. The
missionaries, Catholic and Protestant, had succeeded
in Christianising the greater part of Fiji before the
annexation, and the rest followed soon after. White
settlers increased, Indian labour was largely imported

FIJIAN CHIEFS. ARMED NATIVE CONSTABULARY BEHIND

to work the plantations, as the natives of the islands
did not care to engage; trade developed; a new
town—Suva—was built, and took the place of the
older chief town, Levuka, as capital of the group.
A succession of British Governors, beginning with
Sir Hercules Robinson, did their best to develop
the country and improve the condition of the
natives. In some cases their efforts were more
well-meaning than wise, and left a melancholy

legacy of mistakes for their successors to improve
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away, but, on the whole Fiji has been fortunate in
her rulers.

The Governor of Fiji is also High Commissioner
of the Western Pacific, holding jurisdiction over all
British owned and protected groups in those seas, and
also over British subjects living in groups owned by
other countries, or not owned at all. These powers
are by no means nominal ; the position, indeed, is one
of highest responsibility, and the cause of law and
order in the islands generally has benefited much since
the strong hand of British authority has extended
its powers so far.

The Governor is assisted (in Fijian matters only) by
an executive council of five, and a legislative council of
twelve, six of whom are unofficial members elected by
popular vote. The natives are governed through their
chiefs, who are appointed by the Governor. There are
several degrees of chief rank, the smallest being that of
town chief, called Turanga ni Koro. Over each district is
a superior chief, with considerable power, called a Mbuli,
and the whole country is divided into sixteen pro-
vinces, fourteen of which are ruled over by native
chiefs who rank for the most part as princes, and
are called “Roko Tui.” The remaining two are
under the control of British magistrates. The
chief of one province (Kandavu), is the grandson
of Thakombau, and would be King of Fiji were the
country not the property of Great Britain. He is
quite contented, however, being very well off, and
held in considerable honour by natives and whites.
He is the only one of the chiefs who habitually

wears Kuropean dress; the others preferring the
14
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national kilt or “sulu,”. worn with a shirt, and
without shoes.

The present Governor, Sir Everard im Thur, C.B.,
K.C.M.G&., came into office in 1904. Although his
time has been short, it has been long enough to prove
that in him the islands have the ablest ruler they
have yet enjoyed. Much has been done to improve
the condition of the lower-class natives and repress
the occasional exactions of the chiefs. Public works
have been undertaken, obsolete laws removed, and
representation in council granted to the planters.
The vexatious ancient system of land-tenure, which
was complicated and unsatisfactory, and a serious
bar to settlement, has been reformed, and many minor
improvements made, under -circumstances difficult
enough to excuse most rulers from attempting any
reform at all. TFiji certainly owes much to Sir Everard
im Thurn. Nor must the influence in the colony of
Lady im Thurn pass without notice. There has never
been a more popular Governor’s wife in Fiji than this
exceptionally cultured and charming lady, who has
so far identified herself with the interests of her South
Sea home that she has even acquired the Fijian
language, and speaks fluently to the native digni-
taries in their own tongue when chiefs are entertained
at Government House.

The decline of the native population is a matter
that has occupied the attention of many governors,
but so far it continues unchecked. It is not as serious
as the fall that has taken place in the Cook Islands
and other British dependencies, but nevertheless the

numbers of the people, no matter what is done to
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ensure good hygiene in the villages, and to preserve
infant life, fall by some hundreds every year. The
1901 census gave the following result for the entire
colony, including the outlying island of Rotumah :
Europeans, 2549; half-castes, 1516; Indian coolies,
17,105 ; islanders from other Pacific groups, 1950 ;
miscellaneous, 457 ; Fijians, 96,631. Total, 120,128.
The reasons suggested for the decline are many—
introduction of European diseases, increase of chest
troubles owing to the wearing of clothes, over-indulgence
in tobacco (especially in the case of nursing-mothers),
improper feeding of infants, &c. &c. No one, as a
matter of fact, really knows why almost every Pacific
race dies out by degrees through contact with
the white, and certainly no one knows how to stop the
decline. The causes do not lie so near the surface
as might be supposed. Here and there, all over the
Pacific, one meets with a stray island--sometimes
part of a rapidly declining group—in which the popula-
tion is more than holding its own, without any apparent
reason. Niué is one example, Mangaia is another,
and it has been claimed that the Tongan people are
not diminishing, though satisfactory proof of this is
not at present to be had. In any case, Fiji is not
among the lucky nations, and so far has the population
declined even since the cannibal days, that large tracts
of fertile land are lying waste and uninhabited in many
parts of the group. Some of this is being taken up,
with the assistance and encouragcment of the Govern-
ment, by those Indian coolies who do not take ad-
vantage of the free return passage at the end of the

five years for which they are engaged to work in the
16



THE CANNIBAL ISLANDS

plantations: The Indians make industrious cultivators
and good subjects on the whole, and as they increase
very rapidly, the time cannot be many generations
removed when
an Indian popu-
lation will have
replaced alto-
gether the dying-
out Fijian race.
It may yet
happen, how-
ever, that sc-
ence will find
some means of
arresting the de-
cay, and that one
of the finest
coloured races in
the world will
be saved from
an  extinction
which every
colonist and
traveller would
deeply regret.
The Fijians themselves are, unfortunately, quite in-
different about the matter.

The trade of Fiji is by no means a negligible quantity.
The value of the yearly exports amounts to well over
half a million annually, and the imports are nearly
as much. Sugar is the most important product. The

Colonial Sugar Refining Company owns much of the
17 B
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good river-flat country, and employs quite an army
of employees of all kinds, apart from the thousands
of imported Indian labourers who cultivate the land.
A good many independent planters cultivate cane for
the company at a fixed price, and seem to do well on
the proceeds. Bananas are largely grown, and exported
for the most part to Australia. Peanuts have been
tried lately, with some success. Tea and coffee are
both grown, but do not usually attain to the best
quality. Copra (the dried meat of the cocoanut) is
a very Iimportant article of commerce, and many
planters have done extremely well with it. Stock-
raising is carried on with considerable success in Taviuni,
about Ba, and other parts of the colony. There are a
number of minor industries and products which are
still more or less on trial, among them vanilla and
drugs of many kinds. The timber industry is important.

And now, having been serious for so long, we may
look for a little amusement. We have not yet finished
our study of Fijian social and economic conditions,
but we can find all the humour we require without
going outside it. Is there not the penal system still
to consider ? Certainly, at home, one does not look
for delicate humour inside the walls of a jail, or expect
practical jokes in the shape of a convict system. In
topsy-turvy Fiji, however, the whole penal apparatus
Is one gigantic jest, and is regarded as such by most
of the whites, and not a few of the natives.

To begin with, there is hardly any real crime; what
there is, being furnished chiefly by the Indian labourers

employed on the estates of the Colonial Sugar Refining
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Company. The Fijians themselves, though less than
two generations removed from the wild and wicked
days of the Thakombau reign, are an extremely peace-
able and good-natured set of people. In the fifties and
sixties, and even later, murder, torture and cannibalism
~ were the chief diversions of a Fijian’s life, and the

SUGAR BOATS, REWA RIVER

power of working one’s self into a more violent and
unrestrained fit of rage than any one else of one’s
acquaintance was an elegant and much-sought-after
accomplishment. The change, effected largely by the
" work of the missionaries, but also by the civilising
influences of the British Government, and of planters
and traders innumerable, is most notable. Nothing
can be more amiable and good-natured than the Fijian
of to-day; no coloured citizen in all the circle of the
British Colonies is less inclined to crime. Yet the
great jail in Suva, and the various smaller ones dotted

about among the country police-stations, are always
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well filled; for the Fijian, being naturally rather thick-
headed, manages, in spite of all his amiability, to run
up against the British constitution every now and then.
There are laws for his guidance and restraint that do
not exactly please him; and, as he cheerfully drives a
coach-and-six, or its Fijian equivalent, right through
them whenever he feels inclined, it follows that an inter-
lude of jail is an extremely common incident in Fijian
life.

“ What are most of the prisoners in jail for ?2” I
asked a Government official one day.

“Saying ‘Boo!’ to a Buli,” he replied; * that’s
about the commonest crime. You see, no Fijian is
allowed to leave his village without the permission of
the Buli, or chief of the district.”

“What on earth for ?”

“Well, the idea is that the village can’t get on
without him. But sometimes he goes off without
leave, and when the Buli sends for him to come back,
he tells him to go and put his head in a bag—or words
to that effect. So then the Buli has him arrested by
the native police, and taken to Suva for trial and
imprisonment. That is the law.”

 Aren’t there any other offences ? ”’

“Oh, yes. Sometimes they don’t pay their taxes,
which have to be paid in kind, to encourage industry :
so much tobacco, or maize, or timber, or what not.
Then it’s jail again. And sometimes they run away
when they have entered into a contract to stay a
certain time working at a special place. And just
now and then—though very seldom—some man hits

another over the head with a club for running away
20



THE CANNIBAL ISLANDS

with his girl; so there’s another case. One way and
another, the jails are kept at work.”

“ Well, it seems to me cruel and tyrannical to make
convicts of the poor Fijians for such trifles.”

“Oh, is it ? You wait and see!”’

I did. I saw. And I felt, on the whole, that my
sentimental pity was wasted.

The jail in Suva is a most imposing place. It presents
a fine stone wall of considerable height to the view of
the visitor coming up the road ; and there is a great gate,
and a small door to come in by, quite like a European
jail. But when you have got inside, and begun to
notice the buildings scattered about the courtyard—
dormitories, solitary cells, cook-houses, and what not—
it comes upon you with something of a shock that the
imposing wall is nothing, after all, but a joke—one of
the many jokes of the wonderful Fijian penal system.
It extends round only three sides of the grounds, leaving
the back completely open to the bush and the hills—
as if the whole establishment were a toy to be set on
the mantelshelf, and looked at only from the front.

“What on earth is that wall for ?”” I asked, in a
state of stupefaction.

“To look pretty. Don’t you think it looks pretty ? ”
solicitously asked the friend who was accompanying
me.

“Do they never run away ?”

‘“ Hardly ever, and if they do, they generally come
back.”

“Why do they stay, when they needn’t ?”

“Well, I think, because they rather like being in
jailt”

21
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This statement seemed almost too much to swallow
at one time, but I found out afterwards it was very
near the truth. The Fijian attaches no disgrace
whatever to being in jail; indeed, it would be hard
for him to do so, since the larger proportion of his
acquaintance have passed through that experience
at one time or another. He regards it as a slight
inconvenience ; an interruption to his occupations at
home, largely compensated, however, by the delights
of a trip on a steamer down to Suva, and a sight of
the busy capital. Furthermore, he is sure to find
plenty of old friends in the ]all and they welcome
him joyfully.

“ A-wa-wé! Reubeni, 1is that you? Well, well,
I’'m glad to see you. Here, Wiliami, Lomai, Volavola !
Here’s Reubeni from Thakandrove! Come along,
Reubeni, we're just going to supper. Why, you’ve
come at a splendid time; most of us are gardening
at the Kovana’s (Governor’s), and there’s going to
be a big festival in the grounds to-morrow, and a
tug-of-war. You've never been to Suva, have you ?
No—well, it’s a fine place, and very gay just now. I
hope you’ll enjoy your stay.”

This, or something like it, spoken in Fijian, is the
prisoner’s welcome to the jail. He is lodged in a
building fitted up with long shelves, on which he sleeps
very comfortably, and is looked after by a warder
belonging to the Armed Native Constabulary, who
usually acts as a sort of general servant to the prisoners,
preparing their food for them, and making himself
universally handy. In the morning, refreshed and

inspirited by a meal considerably better than any-
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thing he gets at home, the convict starts out with a
group of friends, in charge of a warder, to the place
where he is assigned to work. Probably he has been
put on ‘““hard labour,” but—unless there is any road-
making or building to be done—the labour available

A FIJIAN JAIL

is not very exhausting. The grass edgings and lawns
of the town want a good deal of trimming, so the
convict probably has a knife handed over to him, with
a sharp, heavy blade, two feet long, and squats down
on the grass by the border of the main street, to hack
and trim at his ease all day. Perhaps his neighbour
is a friend from home, sent to jail for breaking a labour
contract; perhaps it is an Indian who has killed a
Sugar Company overseer, and cut him into little bits.
In any case, they squat side by side, dressed alike in
neat shirts and “sulus” of unbleached calico stamped

over with broad arrows, working away in as leisurely
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a manner as possible, and thoroughly enjoying the
gay sight presented by the busy main street. . . .
There is a steamer in to-day; the pavement is dotted
with  tourists—British, American, Colonial—armed
with guide-books and cameras and the totally un-
necessary puggaree that the travelling Briton loves
to deck himself withal. The tourists look at the
convicts and their knives apprehensively. Reubeni
is a mountain lad, and his hair is very wild and long,
and his teeth are big and sharp, and he looks cannibal
every inch, though in reality he is as mild as milk,
and the light of the local Sunday school. . . .
“James ! James!” remonstrates a lady tourist, fat
and elderly and nervous. ‘ Why did you not bring
your revolver on shore with you, as I told you? I am
sure these savages are most dangerous—and the road is
literally full of convict murderers and thieves, all armed
with daggers! Do let us go back to the steamer!”
But perhaps Reubeni has some other variety of
“hard labour” assigned to him. The Government
Office up on the hill—a great bee-hive of red-roofed
buildings, full of rooms and ‘ departments”—needs
a good many messengers, and all day long one may
see stalwart, jolly-looking Fijians in broad-arrowed
suits loafing agreeably on the shady verandahs, or
strolling about the town, conveying letters to Govern-
ment House, or the Commandant of the Forces, or
the Club, or the Bank. Every letter means a pleasant
“yarn” with the house-servants, and perhaps a lump
of cold yam, or a bit of tinned meat, out of the kitchen,
while the answer is being written. There may be

money to send to, or from, the Bank, or from one depart-
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ment to another. The convict carries it, gets a receipt,
and brings it back again. His acquaintances among
the white people recognise him pleasantly as he passes.

“Well, Reubeni, you up here! What are you in
for 27

“ Not paying taxes, saka (sir).”

“That’s very wicked of you; you won’t go to
Heaven if you don’t pay your taxes, you lazy beggar.
Is this your first time ? ”

“Eo, saka (Yes, sir). I have never been in the
King’s service before.” (Fijian term for being in jail.)

“How do you like it ?”

“It is not a bad service, saka; we have plenty to
eat.”

“ Well, look me up when your time is out, if you’d
like to engage in Suva ; I want a house-boy.”

‘ Savinaka, saka (Very good, sir). 1 will come; I
think your service will be quite as good as the jail,
saka.”

One of the pet jokes of Suva is the home-going of
Reubeni and his kind, every evening a little before
six o’clock. The gates of the jail are closed at six,
and a few minutes earlier gangs of prisoners can be
seen collecting from every part of the town—some
under the care of a warder, but many alone—all hurry-
ing anxiously towards the jail. As the hour draws
nearer, they hurry more and more, and many begin
to run, with anxiety painted plain on their copper
countenances. If they are not in at six o’clock, a
terrible punishment awaits them—a punishment they

would do anything to avoid. Discipline must be kept
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up, and there is no mercy for the prisoner who neglects
the closing hour.

What happens to him ?

He 1s shut out of jail !

No supper for him—an unspeakable calamity this—
no evening gossip, no bed! Until to-morrow he is an
outcast without a home. You may see him, perhaps,
if you drive past the jail a little after sunset, crouching
low on the threshold of the gateway, wiping his tearful
eyes with the hem of his broad-arrowed “sulu,” and pre-
senting an excellent living picture of the famous line :

“Qh, who would inhabit this cold world alons ?”

Poor Fijian !

I was staying with the resident magistrate in one
of the Vanua Levu districts during my subsequent
tour, and, hearing that there was a vanilla plantation
some eight miles away, asked if I could go and see it.

“ Oh, certainly,” sald my host. “ You can go on
a truck down the company’s tram-line—they allow
all the white residents to use it—and I’ll send a couple
of convicts with you, as I can’t go myself to-day!”

The convicts were produced—a pair of sleepy, wild-
haired Fijians, in jail clothing—and the magistrate told
them to push the truck for me down to the plantation,
and wait till I came back to it.

“ Savinaka, saka,” they replied, saluting in military
fashion, and off we set—myself in a kitchen chair
perched somewhat perilously upon a flat, edgeless
truck, the convicts standing one each side of me, also

upon the truck, and “ punting” it along with poles.
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They kept up an astonishing pace along the eight
miles of line, being in excellent spirits over their job,
which certainly was pleasanter than the monotonous
rice-husking on -which they had been at work. I
should have preferred their being a little less happy,
however, if it had made them a little less reckless,
for they punted the crazy vehicle along at fifteen miles
an hour round every curve, and chanced the meeting
or overtaking of anything else; the result of which
was that, on one occasion, we swept round a corner
“full bat” towards an advancing truck occupied by
eight Indians going up to the settlement we had just
left. It was a single line, and destruction seemed
imminent ; however, the Indians, seeing a ‘ mem-
sahib ” on the truck that was roaring down upon them
like a devouring lion, leaped wildly from their seats,
and contrived by unearthly efforts to overset their
own vehicle off the line into the ditch alongside, where
it lay with its whirling wheels turned up to heaven,
looking extremely like a helpless, overturned beetle, as
we rushed wildly past.

Arrived at the plantation, the convicts sat down
on the truck, and feasted on biscuits and tinned salmon
which I bought for them at the store (having been
solemnly warned by the Government of Fiji not to
dare to give them money). I spent an hour or two
in the plantation, and returned when I was ready.
The jail-birds, who could, of course, have run away
a hundred times over if they had felt like it, were
asleep in the shade, waiting my pleasure. We spun
merrily home again, and at the foot of the hill leading

to the house my two convicts delivered me back safely
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to my host, and I delivered them back to the same
person. Whether they were in charge of me for the
day, or I of them, is a problem that I have not yet
been able to solve, even with the aid of mathematics,
because, if things that are equal to the same thing are
equal to one another, and if the convicts were equal
to taking charge of me and I was equal to taking charge
of them, then we were equal to each other—which
means either that they were English lady travellers
or that T was a Fijian convict; and both solutions
seem unsatisfactory, somehow.

One other form of hard labour inflicted on the Fijian
convict is worth noting. The mails from Suva are
frequently carried up-country, to distances of forty
or fifty miles, by convict letter-carriers! They journey
alone, always come back as nearly up to time as a
Fijian can, and evidently see nothing anomalous in the
fact of being thus made their own jailers.

One might have a worse billet, in a hard and mis-
trustful world, than that of a Fijian convict.



CHAPTER 1I

Garden of the Swiss Family Robinson—Over the Hills and
Far Away—The Pandanus Prairies—Fijian Luggage—The Curse
of the Spotted Bun—A Tropical Forest—Benighted on the Way

WueN I had driven up to the top of the Flag-staff
hill in Suva, gone to see the Botanic Gardens, boated
up the Tamavua River, looked at Thakombau’s monu-
ment, exhausted the attractions of the curio shops,
and seen something of Suva society (which is tire-
somely like society at home, though so hospitable and
kindly that one must forgive it), somebody very kindly
told me about the plantations on the other side of the
harbour, and thereby started me on a quest after in-
formation spiced with amusement, that lasted the
better part of six months, and gave me what was, on
the whole, the second-best, if not the best, time of all
my life.

The sail over to the plantation was a journey
of exquisite loveliness, for Suva Harbour is famous
even among the countless beautiful harbours of the
wonderful South Sea world. But it did not in-
terest me very much on the return journey. I
had been seeing and hearing things that made me
think.

There seemed to be nothing that did not grow in
the place I had been seeing. Unkindly discredit has
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been cast on the dear old * Swiss Family Robinson ”
and its remarkably catholic list of fauna and flora ;
vet it appeared to me, walking about the plantation—a
mere private ex-
periment, unsup-
ported by much
capital —that I
had stepped
right back into
childhood and
the pages of
that marvellous
book. Bananas,
oranges and pine-
apples were, of
course, as com-
mon as dust.
Allspice dangled
on one green
bough, fat, red
chillies on
another. Tur-
meric, excellent
for curries ; frag-
rant limes, deli-
cate vanilla, croton and castor oils, ramie fibre,
erythroxylon coca (where the cocaine comes from),
gum arabic, sisal hemp, cassia, teak, West India
arrowroot, cloves, annatto, areca-nut palms, ginger,
cocoa, papaya, and a whole regiment of other useful
or pleasant things, ‘ flourished ” (as the early Vic-

torian novels used to say) “in the richest luxuriance.”
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THE CANNIBAL ISLANDS

And all these plants, without exception, had been
proved to do remarkably well in Fiji. Many of
them grew wild all over the country; others, im-
ported (such as
cocoa, allspice
and vanilla), had
produced see.d s
and beans of a
quality surpass-
ing anything else
in the markets
of the world.
Withal, there
were tens of
thousands of
acres all over
the islands un-
used and unoc-
cupied; white
settlers and
planters seldom
or never came
to try their luck,
and the resources ]

of* thig, the

richest of all the rich Pacific archipelagoes, were not
one-hundredth part developed.

As to the reason of this, Suva, the European capital,
could offer me no suggestion, except the old, familiar
statement that no one had ever tried these things, and,
therefore, no one ever ought. A few Government

officials, primed with figures that looked extremely
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useful, and, somehow, weren’t, gave me quantities
of information that left the matter just where it was
before. It is a strange fact, and one I cannot explain,
though I have often noted it, that Government in-
formation secems to lose much of its vitality in the
canning process. It is like canned butter or meat—
correct in weight, good to look at, of excellent material,
and yet, somehow, unsatisfying in the end.

So it came about that I made a resolve, and kept to
it, in spite of the objections of Suva—Suva, which was
clearly convinced, first, that I could not; secondly, that
I ought not; and thirdly, that I should find it useless
—to go through the interior of the islands myself and
see just what the native and his life were like, and of
what value the country still might be to possible settlers.

One or two white women, accompanied by Europeans,
had seen a little of the native country in recent years ;
but none had gone very far, and certainly none had
ever travelled alone, I was told. Were the natives
cannibal now ? Certainly not; cannibalism was as
dead in the Fijis as painting with woad in England.
Were they rude to strangers ? By no means; they
were the soul of hospitality. But the sum of objection
remained the same—the objectors, who had never been
ten miles from Suva themselves, maintaining that it
was too rough.”

One can always find the man who really knows, if
one takes time. I found him—a Government dignitary
of brisk and authoritative presence, energetic to the
ends of his smartly trained moustache, learned in the
ways of wild countries, and (strange to say) knowing

not a little of the country he was engaged in helping
32



THE CANNIBAL ISLANDS

to govern. He did not feed me with statistics, but
came down at once to fact.

“Rough ? Yes, but not too much so,” he raid.
¢ Certainly, go if you fancy it ; you’ll have a royal time.
The natives are capital fellows; they’ll make a queen
of you everywhere you go, and you’ll see some of the
finest scenery in the world. Fire-arms? Well, you
might as well have a Colt with you as not; it’s easy
to carry—but you won’t need it. ... No trouble
at all. Anything else that I can do? ... Well,
good-bye, and good luck ! ”’

Then came the delightful preparations. I had never
been “ off the road ” before, and everything that had
to be bought was an added prophecy of enjoyment.
The side-saddle, the leather saddle-bags for small
articles, the minute steel trunk, two feet by one, for all
my clothes; the mosquito-net and oilcloth-covered
pillow, the tin billy for tea-making, tin cup and
saucer, common knife and fork and spoon, common
canvas shoes for rough walking, parcels of ship’s
biscuits, tinned meat, tea and sugar and salt—all
spoke eloquently of freedom, and the “call of the
road,” and long, bright days under the open sky.
And when I had engaged a time-expired native soldier
of the Governor’s armed constabulary force to act
as interpreter and courier, and picked up a couple of
carriers at Ba, the ‘ jumping-off place,” I was abso-
lutely inflated with pride, and felt that Stanley,
Burton and Speke were not to be named with myself.

It would, of course, have been possible to walk
throughout the trip. But Fiji lies between the

fifteenth and twenty-first parallels of south latitude,
33 c



FROM FIJI TO

and its hot season is no trifle. By riding, I could cover
twenty to thirty miles daily of rough mountain bridle-
tracks (there being no roads in the interior) without
suffering from the heat, or feeling any fatigue, whereas
the same amount of walking, in a tropical climate,
would have been tiring and extremely hot. As for
the men, forty miles a day would not have exceeded
their powers; they were always on the heels of my
horse, burdened though they were; and they travelled
with a long, slow, wolf-like stride that never slacked
or altered, up hill or down, no matter what the heat
might be, or how sharply the rough track inclined.

Ba, the last fortress of civilisation on the northern
side of the great highland region I was to cross, is a
half-Fijian, half-European village; very hot in the
burning days of March, very much plagued with flies,
fairly pretty, and inordinately devoted to the interests
of the great Sugar Company. There is no escaping the
Colonial Sugar Refining Company in Fiji, save in the
far interior. Thousands of acres are covered with
the beautiful verdigris-green of the growing canes ;
hundreds of the white population are employed as
overseers, mechanics, clerks and managers on the
various estates, while, as for the Indian, Polynesian
and Fijian labourers, they form a very large item
indeed in the census returns of the islands. I have
not the least doubt that the original pioneers of this
enormously wealthy company were met with exactly
the same cold-water-bucket comments and remon-
strances as the smaller would-be planters of to-day.
The ““oldest inhabitant” (who is just as unbearable
a nuisance in Fiji as in any English shire) must certainly
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have told them that sugar had never been grown in
the Fijis, therefore never could be; that the cotton
industry had failed because of the close of the American
Civil War, and, on that account, all planters who
planted anything would certainly be ruined; and
that there was no possible market for sugar, if they
did succeed in growing it. Also, that the oldest
inhabitant had lived x years in Fiji, and you couldn’t
teach him anything (whbich was painfully true).

The “ C.S.R.” has drawn its hundreds of thousands
out of Fiji for many years now; but the oldest in-
habitant is not a whit abashed. He had been rampant
in Suva; he was genuinely distressed at my leaving
Ba for the mountains. There was only wild bush and
barren rock there, he said ; I had better go back to Suva
and take drives along the Rewa Road, if I wanted to
be amused. . . .

But what mattered, the oldest inhabitant, or any
one else, to me, that splendid morning when I started
off with my three Fijians and the good Australian horse
that a kindly resident had lent me, towards the lonely
country of the brown men and women, away from
white faces and white folks’ unnecessary luxuries,
into the wilds at last ?

These first times ! how one turns back to them again
and again with a glow of kindly remembrance, in the
hours when memory sits idle, feeding upon the honey-
comb of stored-up delights ! The first day in a foreign
port, with its strange brilliancy of light and colour,
and music of Southern tongues—never so bright, never
so musical again—the first night in the tropics under

the silvered palms and the purple, warm-breasted
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sky—above all, the first day in the real wilds, alone
with followers of an alien race, whose presence scarcely
breaks the solitude; the whole responsibility of the
expedition lying upon one’s own single pair of shoulders
and the certainty of new experiences, adventures,
perhaps even dangers, making strange music upon
chords that have lain untouched through all a life-
time—such first times possess a freshness and a keen
delight of their own, as perfect as first love itself.

The weather was faultless, although the sun beat
hotly on the unprotected track. Fiji has one of the
few really satisfactory tropical climates of the world.
Its hot season is never too hot to allow of travelling in
the middle of the day, and its cool season is no warmer
than an English summer. It is true that in February,
the month when I commenced my travels, the power
of the sun is almost alarming; but sunstroke is
practically unknown in the islands, and I rode all day
with perfect safety, protecting myself from the scorch-
ing rays by a grass hat and a holland coat, worn over
my thin cotton blouse. This is quite necessary for
riding in the hot season; without a coat, one feels as
though the flesh of one’s neck, arms and shoulders
would soon begin to crackle and cook.

But the molten-gold glory of the searching sun at
high noon—the minute, photographic clearness of
the “thousand shadowy-pencilled valleys” on the
far horizon hills—the fulness of light and life poured
out by those blinding rays that strike down through
the slender bush foliage as through glass, and bleach
the very colour out of the shadeless, quivering sky—

these things, to the traveller from the dim grey North,
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are worth all the heat and glare, destruction of hands
and skin, that must be encountered. Enough sun,
enough light, a royal profusion of God’s most glorious
gift; clear air like crystal; a far-reaching sweep of
silent, sunny prairie-land; the warm wind in the
feathered guinea-grass; the long, unknown track wind-
ing ahead into the heart of wild, battlemented, purple
hills—this was the beginning of my hundred miles’
march through the great island. A happy augury of
happy days to come.

There is nothing under the northern star quite so
quaint, so weird and witch-like, as the pandanus prairies
of Fiji. The pandanus, or screw-pine, is an unnatural-
looking plant at the best, even when young and tender.
It begins its life in a most extraordinary screw-like
shape, looking much as though some malicious hand
had seized its long sword-like leaves, and twisted them
round and round. Later, it straightens out, and grows
a number of tall wooden stilts, on which it stands,
firmly supported in all directions. Its foliage now
consists of a number of drooping mops, inexpressibly
mournful and depressed-looking. Among these mops
hangs the fruit, very like a pine-apple, but not eatable
(for Europeans), being made up of a number of hard
red and yellow kernels, woody and fibrous in structure.
It is, all in all, a most decadent-looking thing, strongly
suggestive of the eighteen-nineties and Aubrey
Beardsley—who, it is true, did not know or draw the
pandanus, but who certainly ought to have been
acquainted with such a kindred spirit of the vegetable
kingdom.

All the hot morning I rode over rolling uplands of
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pandanus prairie, the air growing cooler as the heights
increased, the threatening, dark hill-ranges still barring
the sky in front. The men, striding tirelessly along
in the rear, caught up with the horse every time I
stopped to walk. They were a dandy trio, my three
Fiji-men: neatly dressed in white singlets and coloured
cashmere “sulus” finished off with a smart leather belt;
their hair trained, clipped and oiled with the greatest
care, and their personal luggage tidily packed away
in Fijian trunks. A Fijian trunk is quite a curiosity
in its way. It consists simply of an oblong kerosene
tin, about eighteen inches by ten, cut in half length-
wise and the halves fitted over each other after the
fashion of those Japanese travelling baskets that have
become so common of late years. Inside, the Fijian
carries his clothes—his “sulus” (a “sulu” is a plece of
stuff two yards square, doubled and fastened round the
loins to form a kilt) of cotton, cashmere, or flannel ;
his spare shirt or singlet, his bottle of cocoanut oil,
looking-glass and wooden comb, with teeth six inches
long, his tobacco, and all the rest of his personal
property of every kind. Contact with the white man
has not driven out the stolid common sense of the
Fiji-man, so far as to induce him to burden his life with
unnecessary possessions. Your carrier is provided
for six months with the contents of that little tin.
He will always have clean clothes and a smartly
dressed head out of its minute store of goods; and,
as for other wants, the ever-ready bush and river
supply them. A razor? He will shave himself so
clean with a chip of broken glass, or a piece of

ghell, that you doubt his ever having had :a beard.
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A sponge ? soap ? tooth-brush? Green cocoanuts sup-
ply him with an oily, juicy husk that does the work of
the first two, and as for the third, he rinses his mouth
after eating, and that is enough to keep his magnificent
teeth in repair, even if he does put them to uses (such
as tearing open tins that resist the tin-opener, and
husking cocoanuts) that make the white man’s grinders
shiver sympathetically in their sockets. He does
not wear shoes, even in the fullest of full dress, and
the only use for a pocket-handkerchief that he knows
is to stick it in the front of his singlet, for style. He
wears a night-cap—that is, a deep band of stuff in-
tended to keep his marvellous hair erect—but any
banana-tree supplies him with that. So finely has he
cut down the superfluities of life, that he does not even
possess an inch of cotton stuff to tie up a chance cut
with. A bit of dried leaf, neatly tied on with banana
fibre, will serve instead. With the inexhaustible bush
to draw from, he is never at a loss.

About midday I felt hungry, and called a halt.
Gideon, my personal servant and interpreter, came
up for orders. - Three was a nice, shady little spot
under a big rock, and it seemed an excellent place to
boil the kettle ; so I told him I would have some tea.

A Fijian’s face is as plain a mirror of passing
thoughts as a child’s. Gideon’s dark countenance
expressed something like respectful scorn, if such an
emotion were possible, as he replied briefly :

“No water stop.”

I felt first cousin to a fool, as I shook my horse
into a canter again. No water! The habits of the

hotel-living tourist had not yet been fairly shed.
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How could I expect taps and filters on the Naloto
Range ?

Yet there was something curiously pleasant that
day, and many days after, in the dependence on
Nature herself that was involved in just such delays
and searchings. No water for the children, till Mother
gave it ; no lemonade, till Mother threw a dozen great,
gold citrons or lemons out of her storehouse into their
hands; no rope to tie up the bundles, if Mother’s store
of slender tough lianas was not at hand; no lantern
for the dark, if she had not lit up the moon in time. . . .

I was meditating thus, on the bank of a glassy little
stream, half an hour later, when the boys discovered
that nobody had got any matches for the fire; and
down I came with a run. I did not feel like Stanley
now. Stanley would certainly have remembered the
matches ; nor would he have forgotten to carry water,
even if he had omitted from his outfit the bag of
spotted buns with which the last trader I had visited
had successfully tempted me. I did not feel that I
ought to have had those buns. It was not like an
explorer ; it was sure to bring bad luck. And now
there were no matches.

But Joni had got astride a bamboo that was lying
on the ground, and begun hacking at it with his knife,
carving a small, deep groove in its flinty surface, and
carefully shaping a splinter he had cut off from one
of the broken ends. Now Nasoni seated himself
opposite, and held down the bamboo with all his weight,
while Joni rubbed the end of the splinter violently up
and down in the groove. The exertion was great,

and he panted as he worked; but it was several
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minutes before a little spire of smoke rose up from the
groove, followed, shortly after, by just a tiny petal of
orange flame. Nasoni was ready at once with a bit
of crackling dried leaf; and in another twenty seconds
the fire was blazing and the billy was on, while the
boys relaxed after their efforts, and tumbled them-

JONI MAKING FIRE

selves down in the grass, in dislocated heaps of happy
laziness.

So I had really seen the famous South Sea method
of making fire by rubbing two sticks together! I
had always been rather sceptical about it, at best,
and certainly did not expect to see a twentieth-century
Fijian, who dressed in  store” cotton stuffs, and
went to church five times on a Sunday, performing
this famous savage feat. It was my first example of a
truth most thoroughly rubbed in by subsequent events,
that the Fijian’s civilisation is only varnish-deep.

Cannibalism has been abandoned, cruelty and torture
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given up, an ample amount of clothing universally
adopted, yet the Fijian of 1905, freed from the white
control and example that have moulded all his life,
would spring back like an unstrung bow to the thoughts
and ways of his fathers. This is a truth doubted by
no man who knows the inner life of Fiji.

Taking things easily, and not at all troubled by the
fact that I was not “ making good time ” (that malig-
nant fetish of the average traveller), I found myself, in the
afternoon, well up the slopes of the Naloto Range, and .
entering the forest. For the best part of ten miles
I had ridden through land that was absolutely deserted.;
land where the great, rolling prairies stretched like a
pale-green sea to right and left, unbroken save by the
melancholy mop-headed ghosts of the pandanus-tree.
There were no towns or houses, not so much as a stray
native padding along the track, or a patch of yam- or
taro-land, to show that the country was of use to some -
one. ‘And all the earth was thickly clothed with dense,
rich, reedy grass, six to ten feet high, excellent food
for horses, cattle or sheep—and every mile or two,
tinkling streams, or deep-voiced torrents, furrowed
the heart of the valleys. Twelve miles away there
was a port with calling steamers; three days’ sail
distant lay the great, barren, populous land of New
Caledonia, ready to take any meat that fertile Fiji
could send. Already, nearer to Ba, more than one
man had braved the scorn of the oldest inhabitant
by raising cattle for Fiji itself, and accumulating a
comfortable fortune. Why should these great wastes
of grass lie idle ? The native owners, I knew, were

ready to let, and had given good grazing land as low
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as a shilling an acre; there was no clearing required,
and no difficulty in driving stock to market. Why
should not

Gideon, who began to find the day wearisome, if not
tiring, here broke in on the current of my reflections
by gathering and presenting a splendid pink orchid,
perfumed with a scent of such exquisite novelty and
delicacy that I could not make up my mind to throw
it away, even when it got in the way of my whip and
reins. There were large numbers of these about the
edges of the track. I could not, however, help sneer-
ing conceitedly, as the afternoon wore on, at the want
of accuracy displayed by most travellers in describing
a tropical forest. The “ blaze of flowers” so often
spoken of 1 not a feature of the usual tropical bush.
Every variety of green is there, in choking, strangling
luxuriance—exquisite tree-ferns like great, greenm, lace
parasols blown inside out; huge, handsome trees with
big, varnished leaves, or silky pale green tassels a
yard long; tall shaddocks, casting down things that
" looked like giant oranges, ten inches through, and were
only a bitter delusion, nearly all rind; a rare citron-
tree or two, with rough-rinded yellow fruit; numbers of
pretty shrubs and bushes; and—tangled through and
round and under and over everything—lianas thick
and thin, brown and green, running like the cordage
of some gigantic sailing-ship from airy heights right
down to the ground. This was the forest. True,
there were flowers—one big tree was starred with waxy-
white, perfumed tuberoses; a handsome bush had
blossoms like a pink-and-white azalea ; another bloomed

like a meadow buttercup; scarlet salvia lit flames in
43 :




FROM FIJI TO

dim green corners, and an exquisite lilac-flowered
creeper tangled itself about the borders of the track.

But all these were swallowed up, as it were, in the
overflowing life of leaf and tree, which shut out so
much of the burning sun above that we tramped along
in a cool green gloom. Why must the globe-trotter be-
little the very real beauty of these tropic jungles by
plastering it over with his own sensational falsehoods ?
It is lovely enough, in all conscience, without the
non-existent ““ blaze of flowers.”

I was not the first to make this observation, as I
found when I returned to Suva, and read the fascinating
book of South American travel written by His Ex-
cellency the Governor of Fiji, Sir Everard im Thurn.
I fear I quoted the classical curse about the people
who capture our pet ideas before we secure them
ourselves, when I found my remarks anticipated in
this manner. However, the truth is a truth; let it
stand.

For an hour or two the track was now so steep that
I had to walk, letting the horse scramble after me as
best he could. Then, when the sun was already setting
(for I had delayed a long time on the way, gathering
flowers and photographing), we came out into a narrow
gap that framed a miniature picture of half the island
of Viti Levu, or so it seemed. Here was the summit
of the 3000-foot range, and somewhere in those wild,
barren hills below we must find shelter for the night,
since there was now no chance of reaching the town
of Nambukuya that day.

The men told me that there was a small village—

Nandrunga—within a couple of miles; and towards
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this we made, scrambling and clattering madly down
the mountain side, to cheat the growing dark. The
black, monstrous peaks gloomed about us, sinister,
strange and evil in the grey-green dusk; the ten-foot
reed-grass waved its melancholy heads above us like
funeral plumes; my three wild-eyed Fijians tramped
silently in the rear. Among these very peaks, and in
this valley that we were traversing, countless murders
and ambushes had taken place, and cannibal feasts
been held, in the stormy ’seventies. I was going to sleep
in a native village, far from any white people; I could
speak hardly anything of the language, and no white
woman had ever before ventured through these regions
alone—indeed (so far as I know), I was the first white
woman who had ever travelled through these mountains
under any circumstances. All this, in the uncanny
dusk, among these wicked hills, fell rather coldly upon
my heart; and I resolved to sleep with my revolver
under my head, when rest and shelter should at last
be reached. . . . It was absurd, dear reader, but I
did not know it then.

45



CHAPTER III

Night in a Fijian House—A Colossal Bed—The City of a Dream
—A Fascinating Fijan—How to drink Yanggona—Wanted, a
Stanley—Where are the Settlers >—The Fairy Fortress

IN the pitch dark, we forded a river, allowing the"
horse to find his own way in and out, and at last came
up to a five-foot-high palisade of thick bamboos, sur-
rounding a cluster of dim, tall objects that looked
more like haystacks than anything else. My men
lowered the bars of a gate, and I rode into the village.
All was dark and silent, but the men soon routed out
the inhabitants of the biggest house, ran and looked
for a light, and succeeded in finding a ship’s lantern.
This they lit, and then proceeded unceremoniously
to take possession of the house, lighting a fire in the
small square fire-pit near the door, “ shooing” the
sleepers out from under their mats on the floor, and
depositing my various packages in convenient places.
The inhabitants took all this quite as a matter of
course, merely asking (or so I judged) who the mar-
vellous apparition might be, and then squatting
down outside the doorways to stare their fill, in
stolid amazement.

While the men were making tea, and opening a
tin of meat, I looked about me with interest, examining

my quarters. The house was about thirty feet by
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fifteen or twenty. There was only one room. The
roof was very high, and supported by a central post
cut from a big bread-fruit tree. All round the walls
were pillars, or,
rather, pilasters,
of similar wood,
about four feet
apart. The raf-
ters were of
bamboo, the
ridge-pole of
bread-fruit. Be-
tween the pillars
of the walls was
fine tapestry-
work of reeds,
which were laced
together with
black and red
sinnet (cocoanut
fibre) woven in
pretty patterns.
The floor was
covered with a
neat parquet of
interlaced slips of bamboo, hidden here and there by
the sleeping-mats of fine plaited rush or pandanus.
There were three doors, one in the gable end, and
one at each side, but no windows. I had been careful
to enter by the side door, being warned by Gideon
not on any account to go through the end door,

which was for him and other kaist (commoners),
47

THE HALTING-PLACE AT NANDRUNGA



FROM FIJI TO

the side door being reserved for chiefs. The outside
of the house, as I saw it next morning, was very
neatly covered with reed-work, the roof being deeply
thatched with dried grass. Like all mountain houses,
it stood on an earthen platform about four feet high,
faced with stones, and surrounded by a shallow
ditch. Cocoanut logs, slightly notched, formed the
only means of ascent to the doors. Not a nail
was used in the whole building, everything being laced
and tied together with sinnet.

Now some of the natives entered by the end door,
carrying small plaited cocoanut-leaf mats, on which
lay green banana-leaf platters full of baked yam.
These they placed at my feet, bowing low as they did
so. I was glad of the yams, for I knew by experience
in other islands what a satisfying food these crisp
white tubers make, and the mountain air had made
us all hungry. The natives and my men sat at a
distance, watching me eat, till I had done, and then
divided the remains of the yam, also of my tinned
meat and tea, among themselves. Scrupulously just
and generous they were over these fragments of rare
luxury, although the Fijian loves tinned meat and
tea as his own soul. One man would take a bite off
a small piece, then hand it on to the next ; the recipient
would have a bite in his turn, and immediately, with
watering mouth, give the delicious morsel to some one
else, and so it circulated till finished.

It was nearly time for bed now, so my men put up
my mosquito-net on the bedplace, and told the Nandrun-
gians that only the women might remain in the house

for the night. This evidently impressed the Fijians
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as the funniest idea they had ever struck; the men
cackled with laughter at the notion of any one’s objecting
to sleep in a miscellaneous crowd of both sexes, while
the women crowed with triumph at having the wondertful
marama (lady) all to themselves. It is not often that
a Fijlan woman gets a chance of making herself pro-
minent, or getting the best of anything ; she is simply
a drudge and a slave, as a rule, eating the leavings of
the men, doing all the hardest work, and pushed into
a corner at once, if such a rarity as a white visitor
passes through, because it is not modest for her to
talk to, or even look at, strange men, also because
she 1s a dog, a slave, and does not count. Now, the
tables were turned, and the utter delight with which
the women cleéared the house, and ran about waiting
on me after the men were gone, was something worth
seeing. They screamed when Ibegan to comb my hair,
which was, of course, unlike their own stiff upstanding
brush, and remarked, in a flattering tone, that it re-
sembled the tail of a horse! They went into hysterics
of joy over all my clothes, uttered strange savage
“tck-tcks ” of wonder at the riding-gloves I hung up
to dry, and told each other that the marama wore
““ tarowsis ”’ on her hands, a word that I could easily
translate without a dictionary. One young woman,
shoebrush-haired, wild-eyed, and long of tooth, caressed
my arm in a passion of delight, even going so far as to
set her teeth gently in the flesh, and exclaim longingly,
“Vinaka na kakana!” (What good food!) I knew
that she was too young to have been a cannibal, and
that her exclamation was only a compliment—some-

what left-handed, it is true—to my British skin; but
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the remark was interesting as an unconscious outbreak
of heredity. The young lady’s parents, a fine old
couple residing in the next house, had, without any
doubt at all, enjoyed many a hearty meal of human
limbs, in the good old days, when the forearm was
always considered the choicest and tenderest bit.

A Fijian bed is a curious resting-place, but not un-
comfortable to a tired traveller. It is an immense
platform, about three feet high, occupying the whole
end of the house, and covered with six or eight layers
of clean, cream-coloured mats, edged with tufts of
red and blue wool. The foundation is made by fixing
a big log across the end of the room, and filling
up the enclosed space with close-packed grass and
fern. Pillows, made of a short section of bamboo
trunk, lie about the platform ; the Fijians place them
under their necks, Japanese fashion, and protect their
wonderful heads of hair from disturbance. Fortunately
for comfort, I had my own travelling-cushion.

The women lay on the floor, and I slept well on the
big bedplace, although I felt very much as if I had
strayed into the Great Bed of Ware, and was in danger
of losing myself, and although rats, cats, bats, and
scuttering crawlies suggestive of centipedes created
a sound of revelry by night all over the excellent ball-
room floor furnished by the dais, until six o’clock
thrust grey fingers under the narrow doors, and waked
me up. The women, still exulting in their triumph,
escorted me down to the river, and showed me a deep,
cool hole to bathe in. While I enjoyed a dip, they sat
on the bank and slapped their hands on the rocks,

beating time to a strange, humming, monotonous
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chorus in which they sang of my many wonders and
virtues. These impromptu addresses in verse are very
common in Fiji, and men and women alike are most
skilful in improvisation. It was rather a novelty to
take one’s morning tub to the sound of a hymn eulogis-
ing one’s clothes, remote ancestors, rich possessions of
tinned meats and biscuit, and gorgeous Turkey-cotton
swimming-dress; but a tour through the Fijis is one
continual succession of humorous novelties, and one
soon gets used to them. ' :
' The little village looked indescribably quaint and
pretty in the slanting rays of the early sun. It num-
bered only about a dozen houses, clustered on their tidy
little green, like toys on a table. The curious stands
on which most Fijian mountain houses are perched
added to the toy-like appearance, and the immense
beehive roofs of the older buildings stood up among
the delicate young palms with the odd, almost sinister
effect that is a feature of all these lonely hill fortresses.
A strange mixture of opposing qualities, truly.
Everything was odd and new—the scanty sulus of
the men and women, worn without upper clothing,
for the most part; the long bamboos that stood in
every house, to hold water, all the joints except the
bottom one being skilfully pierced, so as to create a
very useful water-vessel; the big, frizzled head-dresses
of the men, so much larger than the neat, small coiffures
popularin the coast towns below. The Fijian of to-day
seldom or never dresses his hair in the enormous mop
of ancient times, for the early missionaries 1nsisted
that all their converts should show their abandonment

of heathen ways by cutting their locks. Still, the
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hair of these islanders is so extraordinarily thick, stiff
and wiry, that it can hardly be dressed after any
European fashion, and many heads may be seen in
the mountains which, uncultivated and undressed, save
for the popular bleaching with lime to a yellow tint,
display a ragged halo standing loosely out for at least
a foot round the face.

The Fijian who is careful of his hair—and most
are—does not allow it to run wild like this. It is his
chief object in life, first, to train his stiff locks to stand
on end, and secondly, to cut and trim them into the
neatest possible busby, some six inches high. At night,
and when in déshalille, he wears a compressing band,
as religiously as an East End coster-girl wears her
curling-pins. When the hair is long and erect enough,
he takes a looking-glass and scissors, gives the latter
to a friend, and holds the former himself, critically
observing the friend as he clips and shapes the dense
bush with wonderful ¢kill. There are fashions in Fijian
hair-dressing ; at present, the favourite mode is to
shape the hair off the forehead in a deep, slightly over-
hanging bevel, curved sharply outwards at the temples
so as to make a bush at each side of the head. The
rest of the hair is rounded off so neatly that it looks
like a block of black or yellow wood, several inches
deep. Cocoanut oil, scented with flowers, is freely
used, and the men constantly decorate their heads by
sticking scarlet or white flowers into them, exactly as
one sticks pins into a pincushion. I may here observe
that Nasoni, anxious to make an impression on the
hearts of the country maidens, turned up for the start

that morning with bis mahogany bush of hair adorned
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with two kinds of red flowers, three kinds of white,
a bunch of green-and-white ribbon-grass, and an aigrette
of fern! Tt rained a little after we started, but Nasoni
protected his elegant coiffure with a giant taro-leaf,
some four feet by three, held up umbrella-wise by
the stalk, and did not get a drop.

TINY TAMBALE

The rain cleared off soon, and we covered some
sixteen miles by afternoon, journeying for the most
part along the crests of narrow ridges, surrounded
by a sea of the most magnificent hill scenery in all
Fiji. Never before had I witnessed the solid lap of
Mother Earth tossed up into such a strange tumult
as this. The worn-out term “rolling mountains”
exactly describes the general appearance of the Fiji
highlands, for they seem ever about to break in colossal
waves upon the valleys and rivers below. And the
colouring, the marvellous blues—blue as hyacinths
under a summer sky, blue as sea-water lylng six
fathoms deep over a white coral reef, blue as a

carven cup of sapphire filled with the violet light of
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sunset—what pen, what picture, can hope to reproduce
them ? .

For many miles there was no sign of human life,
and’ then, looking down from a windy crest of upland
we saw a tiny village, Tambalé, -nestling far below
in a deep woooded cleft of. the hills. - We passed this
by, but after came upon an occasional small patch
of yam or taro or banana; and soon the dark red varie-
gated crotons and draceenas, planted along the track,
showed us that we were nearing Nambukuya, the
principal “town ” of the district, where the Mbuli,
or local chief, had his dwelling.

I wish—though such wishing is useless—that I could
describe Nambukuya, as I saw it on that golden
afternoon, sleeping among the slanting shadows
of its rich orange-groves, in the deep round cup of
a highland valley. On three sides of the little town
the hills rose up like fortress walls of purple porphyry,
but on the fourth, the lip of the cup was broken,
and through the break one saw, dim and delicate
and shadowy pencilled, the far-off pale blue plains of
half a province lying below. . .. Surely, T thought, I
had seen Nambukuya before, but not on this mortal
earth. It was in the strange country guarded by the
“ivory gate of dreams” that I had wandered down
those shaded, scented pathways and entered this
little city of perfect rest and silence, soundless save
for the cool murmuring of the stream that leaped
right through the town in twenty little crystal falls,
shut in from all the world, save for that one far-away
glimmer of distant lands below. Every one who has

ever been young, and dreamed over a book of poetry
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on some endless summer afternoon, knows of just such
a spot. Mrs. Browning’s ““ Lost Garden,” Tennyson’s
“Island Valley of Avilion”—

“ Where falls not hail nor rain nor any snow,
Nor ever wind blows loudly, but it lies
Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard lawns
And bowery hollows . . . .”

< t_..o-‘b‘: ‘m_’

THE NDALO BEDS

—the sweet, sleepy ‘‘ Garden of Indolence,” the solitary
mountain valleys of * Endymion”-—all these I had
wandered through in the days when birthdays were
far apart, and the dream-world endlessly wide; but
I never thought to find myself, years after, in the
prosaic noonday of life, riding a mortal horse through
the actual Fijian highlands, right into the visionary
city of my childish fancies.

All the pretty toy houses dotted about the neat
little lawns were quiet when I jumped my horse over

the bars, and entered the bamboo fence ; for the people
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had gone away to dig in the yam-fields, and cut bananas.
Just on my left rose, tier after tier, a strange erection
of terraces, decorated with handsome, large-leaved
water-plants standing in an inch or so of clear water.
From terrace to terrace, a tiny stream slipped down-
wards, losing itself at last in the river below. Nasoni
and Joni told me that this really beautiful piece of
landscape gardening was a ndalo bed, where the ndalo,
one of Fiji’s most important roots, was grown in the
slowly running water that suited it best. Seeing that
1 was about to photograph it, they hastily got into
the middle, and struck becoming attitudes. (I may
here remark that Nasoni, who was the biggest and
very much the ugliest of my men, was evidently the
beau of the party, from the Fijian point of view, for
when we left the village a day or two later, Gideon
and Joni were allowed to go without remark, while
a plump young woman, in lilac sulu and an arsenic-
green pint, or tunic, followed Nasoni to the farthest out-
skirts of the fence, sobbing unrestrainedly, and hanging
on his apparently unconscious arm, without a shadow of
mawvaise honte. 1 am bound to say that Nasoni acted
exactly as if she were not there, and walked away,
when she finally loosened her clasp, without a single
look or word Like beauty-men of other nations, he
evidently set a fair value on himself.)

Our entry into the village roused out one or two
lazy sleepers, who hurried forward in great excitement,
for word had gone on of our coming, and we were
expected. The native mission-teacher’s wife was
sent for, and informed us that the Mbuli, or district

chief, was away, so I must come to her house. She
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proudly showed me in; and, indeed, the house was
an excuze for pride. Big as a ballroom, and cool as
a cave, in all that burning heat, it had an immense
floor-space of the cleanest possible mats, gaily edged
with tuits of
scarlet, orange,
green, pink, blue,
violet, black and
white wools (of
European malke,
these last). The
great dim roof
rose far over-
head, unlighted ;
but the three
doors that
pierced the win-
dowless walls
gave each a dif-
ferent view of
exquisite beauty,
spread out below
the IO{ty p lat- N IN HOWING PLA’l:;‘Ilt:;s, i
form of green B e wonk

lawn on which

the house was built. The walls were three feet thick,
covered inside with elegant reed- and sinnet-work, and
outside with a deep thatch of grass and leaves that
made the house look like an immense bird’s nest.
Now, and many times after, I was struck with the
common sense shown in the design of these Fijian

houses, and the excellent way in which they shut out
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the heat. I have never once felt hot in a Fijian house,
no matter what the temperature outside might be,
although European houses are often oppressively warm
in the hot season.

Great was the excitement when the villagers came
back, and found that the long-expected traveller was
really there. A bush town in Australia visited by
an unexpected circus may furnish a feeble parallel;
or a remote English village, upon which a black
chieftainess, with her suite, should suddenly descend.
The material furnished for chatter and discussion was,
of course, invaluable. The two great ends of a Fijian’s
existence are eating and talking; he is always ready
for either in unlimited quantities. Five pounds weight
of solid yam is the minimum allowance for a single
man’s meal, among all employers of Fijian labour; and
the abnormal capacity for eating which this suggests
is fully balanced by the appetite for talk possessed
by these mighty trenchermen. Wherever I spent a
night, the greater part of the willage sat up to talk
till morning. In the nearest houses I could hear the
faint buzz going on for hour after hour, as I slept and
woke, and slept again, and I knew that in every town
the same eager catechising of my men was going on,
and the same endless discussion of my hair, teeth, eyes,
nose, blouses, ties, belts, pins, skirts, shoes, shoe-
laces, problematical  underneaths,” manners, temper,
religion, age, history, financial position, relations, inten-
tions, possessions and characteristics of every kind,
down to the buckles on my side-saddle, and the things
I had been heard to say when I stepped on a nest of

wood-centipedes. But the folk in Nambukuya were
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considerate and polite, in spite of their burning curi-
osity. They did not shove or push, and when I lay
down on the mats to rest, they softly closed the doors
and slipped away,
one by one, leav-
ing me with
nothing but the
murmur of the
high hill - winds
about the house- . =
top for company,
and gentle twi-
light to encour-
age sleep.

Later on came
a feast — baked
yam, and the
great blue roots
of the ndalo,
served with the
inevitable mur-
dered fowl that
1s always given
to a guest in
Fiji. They don’t
truss fowls in the Fiji Islands, but serve them up
with wildly divergent legs and wings, ghastly screwed
neck still decorated by the protesting head, beak
wide open and blank boiled eyes a-stare. After I had
fed, the Turanga ni Koro (head-man of the town),
came in with a formal gift of uncooked yams and a

great yanggona-root, which he laid at my feet with
59

"

A MOUNTAIN HOUSE



FROM FIJI TO

an elaborate speech. Yanggona (the “kava” of the
Eastern Pacific) is the universal drink of Fiji. It is
the hard, woody root of a handsome bush (the Piper
methysticum), which grows freely in the mountains.

A ROOT OF YANGGONA

The Fijians prepare the root by grating or pounding,
pour water over the pounded mass, and strain it through
a wisp of bark fibre. The resulting drink looks like
muddy water, and tastes much the same, with a flavour
of pepper and salt added. One soon gets to like it,
however; and, drunk in moderation, it is extremely
refreshing and thirst-quenching. The Fijians do not

drink moderately, I regret to say; they often sit up
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all night over their yanggona, drinking until they are
stupefied and sleepy, and quite unable to walk—for
yanggona, taken in excess, paralyses the legs for an
hour or two, even though the head may be quite clear.
The British Government has forbidden the ancient
method of preparing the root, in which it was chewed

YANGGONA BUSHES

and spat out into the bowl, instead of being pounded.
For all that, yanggona is very frequently chewed at the
present day, when no white people are about.

I understood native customs sufficiently to give
back the root to the donor, with many thanks, and
request that it should be prepared for the people. We
had, therefore, a single brewing from a portion of the
root, little ceremony being made over the drinking,
although the people clapped their hands loudly at me
when the first cup was brought over to me. This is
a form of greeting used for chiefs, among whom white

people are usually reckoned. The Turanga ni Koro, a
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rather unimportant personage, of no lofty descent,
was the only dignitary present, so the affair was
necessarily informal.

In almost all the Pacific islands, kava (yanggona)
is the favourite drink of the natives. Its connection
with early religious ceremonies is obvious, since it is
generally prepared with considerable solemnity, and
according to a prescribed ritual. Native women and
youths are not usually allowed to drink it.

Having finished the first bowl (which was prepared
in a tin basin, as the mission-teacher’s house could not
own a real yanggona bowl), most of the natives with-
drew to another house with the root and the bark
strainer ; and I am of opinion that they kept it up that
night until every bit of the great root, which weighed
at least a couple of stone, was finished. At all events,
my men were sleepy next morning, and informed me,
with a satisfied air, that Nambukuya was  plenty
good place.”

I stayed in the little village over Sunday, and a very
interesting Sunday it was. At daybreak, the ‘lali,”
or canoe-shaped wooden drum, was beaten, and the
natives held prayers in their own houses, first praying,
and then singing Fijian hymns—loud, determined,
sonorous chants, that sounded much more like war-
songs than pious petitions. Three times during the
day they assembled in the church (a large native house)
for more praying and singing, and again at night they
held prayers in their own houses. No work was done,
except cooking yams and killing a pig for a feast in
honour of my arrival.

The women dressed themselves gaily in green, pink
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and lilac tunics and sulus, the men all turned out in
spotless white sulus and shirts, with black ties. It
was evident that the religious exercises of the day
were thoroughly to their tastes, and not at all too long.
Fijians cannot be bored, and one of their favourite
occupations, at all times, is sitting down on the mats
in rows to chant in chorus, for many hours at a stretch,
about anything and everything that may come into
their heads. As for an unlucky white person, entrapped
into a Fijian church, he must simply endure until it
is over, as best he may. He will not want to go twice.

In the afternoon, everybody lay about on the mats,
both sexes rolling and smoking endless cigarettes made
of Fijian tobacco wrapped up in a slip of banana-leaf,
and chatting rather lazily and sleepily. There was a
smell of roasting food in the air; the shadows were
lengthening, the cool of evening coming on. What
thing that lay beyond that encircling wall of wide blue
hills could the heart of man desire ? Was not this
the Valley of Peace, where no one wanted for anything,
no one quarrelled or nagged, no cold or hunger ever
came, nor fear for to-morrow, nor regret for yesterday ?
How easily might one forget all the world outside, and
dream away the last years of a stormy life, cast up in
this quiet bay of nothingness and peace, out of the
wild waters of the white man’s fierce existence ?

But I was still strong and young, and the white
man’s world called for me. And next morning, when
the sun was just lifting above the hills, and the great,
green, banana leaves were crystalled all over with dew,
and the plumes of the waving guinea-grass were frosted

glass and silver, I mounted and rode away for ever. .
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Yet, perhaps, in the grey years to come, I may find
the gate among the orange-trees once more; may
come back when all things are old, and the world. has
wearied, to rest here in the arms of the purple hills,
until the end. :

One must stop somewhere in the matter of descrip-
tions; I cannot make a pen-picture of the day’s ride
that followed. Enough to say that it was very lovely,
and that my mind was almost wearied with beauty
before that thirty-mile march was ended. There were
other things to think of besides the scenery, however.
The track was mostly red clay, and slippery as greased
glass. My good Australian horse, Tanéwa, knew every
inch of the road, and civilly declined to carry me over
any spot he knew he could negotiate better without
my weight. Once, at the top of a long down-slope
that looked safe enough, I urged him on, after he had
stopped. He grunted, and went forward under protest,
picking his way carefully, for the path was but a foot
or two wide, and there was a big unprotected drop
into a mountain gorge on the off side. Suddenly, he
struck a slide of red clay, treacherously hidden by
leaves. Away went his hind legs, and, with a louder
grunt than ever, he sat down on the slope, like a horse
in a circus, his fore legs squarely planted in front, his
hind hoofs tucked under the girths. Most horses would
have snorted and struggled, and probably rolled over
the precipice, but Tanéwa, as cool as a green cocoanut
(there are no cucumbers indigenous to Fiji), merely
turned round his head to look at me as I sat on his
uncomfortably sloped back, saying as plainly as a

horse could say it, “ Who was right ? I suppose you
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will get off now 2”1 did get off, feeling very apologetic,
and the good Australian rose deliberately to his four
feet, and pursued his way downwards, quite unmoved.

By this time, word of our coming had gone round
the whole countryside, and at every village we came
to the same ceremony took place. I would jump

A FEAST BY THE WAY

Tanéwa over the pig-bars, and cross the green, desirous
only of getting away (for the path invariably led right
through the wvillages). The Turanga ni Koro, in a
clean white shirt and sulu, would rush out at the sound
of hoofs, and waylay my men. Then Gideon, all one
grin, would approach me, and begin :

“ Missi Ngrims’aw ! ”’

(13 Yes ? ”

“ Turanga ni Koro, he say toa (fowl) an’ yam in the
pire, pish he cook. He like you stop, ki-ki (eat).”

Then the Turanga ni Koro would proudly lead the

way to his house, instal me on a new mat, specially
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unrolled, and enjoy a good gossip with my men. Knter
the murdered fowl, and the inevitable yam; perhaps
a steaming leaf-full of plump river-prawns as well. I
would cut a small piece off the fowl, and eat 1t for
manners’ sake, while my men, after I had done, would
joyfully rend the remains limb from limb, and devour
every bit, not to speak of a trifle of five or six pounds
of yam apiece. Then I would make a small present,
for courtesy’s sake, and call a fresh start. After four
feasts (counting the morning meal at Nambukuya),
I began to reflect that neither Stanley nor Speke
would have allowed his men to make themselves
sick with over-eating (for even a Fijian can eat himself
sick on animal food, which he does not often get), and
I resolved to put a stop to it. I wished very much,
however, that Stanley had been about to tell me how
to do it. I had an idea that he generally hanged his
followers when t