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of the scene took hold of me. If this

were real I must be enchanted, looking

downwards with enchanted eyes.

As one who dreams I walked inland,

following a most fascinating green

turf path soft as velvet to the tread.

There are no roads in Nukualofa,

green turf paths serve instead ; indeed

the whole of the little island, with its

long stately avenues of coconut palms,

its sheltering bowers of banyan trees,

its groups of bananas, and groves of

orange and other tropical trees too

numerous and too varied to describe,

seems one beautiful and universal

park. Every few minutes I came
across a vivid patch of scarlet, yellow,

or white hibiscus
; great trailing
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