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like a belated sea-bird seeking its mossy nest. H

Beneath us slept the infinite creations of another world, gleam- ■ again , tt 
i„g from the dark-bosom of the sea with an unearthly pallor, and ■ agamst a 
seeming to reveal something of the forbidden mysteries that lie ■ \rners 
beyond the grave. “La Petite Pologne,” whispered Fefe , a* be ■ wV.se fat 
arched his back for the last time, and stepped on shore at the foot ■ plunge fo 
of this singular rendezvous,—a narrow lane threading the grove, ■ sought to 
of Papeete, bordered by wine-shops, bakeries, and a convent-wall, ■ alwood o, 
lit at night by smoky lanterns hanging motionless in the dead air one, beca 
of the town, and thronged from 7 p. m. till 10 p. m. by people from ■ was there
all quarters of the globe. ' - . W0*

Fefe having resumed his profession as soon as his bare foot was rete,
on his native heath again, the minstrels moved in a hollow square ■ of Pro vie 
through the centre of La Petite Pologne. They were rendering ■ other? 
some Tahitian madrigal,—a three-part song, the solo, or first part, ■ that stra 
of which being got safely through with,—a single stanza,—it was ■ inconven 
repeated as a duo, and so re-repeated through simple addition with ■ my own < 
a gradually-increasing chorus ; the nose-flute meantime getting ■ with you 
delirious, and sounding its finale in an ecstacy prolonged to the ■ " »th '
point of strangulation, when the whole unceremoniously terminated, ■ myself n 
and everybody took a rest and a fresh start. During these perfor- ■ shadow v 
mances, the audience was dense and demonstrative. Fefe was in ■ with the 
his element, sitting with his best side to the public, and flaunting ■ audible, 
his ear-ring mightily. A dance followed : a dance always follows ■ success v 
in that land of light hearts, and as one after another was ushered ■ Thus 
into the arena and gave his or her body to the interpretation ot cruising 
such songs as would startle Christian ears,—albeit there be some ■ remote i 
Christian hearts less tender, and Christian lips less true,—to my ■ gigantic 
surprise, Fefe abandoned his piping and danced before me, and ■ »uggeste 
then came a flash of intuition,—rather late, it is true, but still ■ in eithei 
useful as an explanatory supplement to my previous vexations.
“Fefe!” 1 gasped (Fefe is the Tahitian for Elephantiasis,) and 
my Fefe raised his or her skirts, and danced with a shocking leg.
I really can’t tell you what Fefe was. You never can tell by the 
name. He might have been a boy, or she might have been a girl, 
all the time. I don’t know that it makes any particular difference 
to me what it was, but I cannot encourage elephantiasies iu any­
thing, and therefore I concluded my naval engagement with Fefe, 
and solemnly walked toward my chamber, scarcely a block off.

Gazelle-eyed „damsels, with star-flowers dangling from their ears, 
obstructed the way. The gendarmes regarded me with an eye 
single to France and French principles. Mariners arrayed in the 
blue of their own sea and the white of their own breakers bore 
down upon us with more than belonged to them. Men of all
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