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Fefe at once choose a palm, and having ascended to its euyamit 
cast down its fruit. Descending, he planted a stake in the êaïth, 
and striking a nut against its sharpened top soon laid open the 
fibrous husk, with which a fire was kindled.

Taking two peeled nuts in his hands, he struck one against the 
other and laid open the skull of it,—a clear sort of scalping that 
aroused me to enthusiasm. There is one end of a cocoa-nut’s skull 

delicate as a baby’s, and a well directed tap does the business ; 
possibly the same result would follow with those of infants of the 
right age,—twins for instance. Fefe agrees with me in this 
theory, now first given to the public.

Then followed much talk, on many topics, over our tropical 
supper,—said supper consisting of sea-weed salad, patent self­
stuffing banana-sausages, and cocoa-nut hash. We argued some­
what, also, but in South Pacific fashion,—which would surely 
spoil, if imported ; I only remember, and will record, that Fefe 
regarded the nose-flute as a triumph of art, and considered himself 
no novice in musical science as applicable to nose-flutes, in a land 
where there is scarcely a nose without its particular flute, 'nd 
many a flute is silent forever, because its special nose is laid 
among the dust.

Having eaten, I proposed sleeping on the spot, and continuing 
the cruise at dawn. “ Why should we return to the world and its 
cares, when the sea invites us to its isles ? Nature will feed us. 
In that blest land, clothing has not yet been discovered. Let us 
away 1” I cried. At this juncture, voices came over the sea to us, 
—voices chanting like sirens upon the shore. Instinctively Fefe’s 
nose-flute resumed its tremolo, and I knew the day was lost. 
“ Come 1” said the little rascal, as though he were captain and 
the crew, and he dragged me toward the skiff. With terrific 
emphasis, I commanded him to desist. 14 Don’t imagine,” I said, 
“ that this is a modem Bounty, and that it is your duty to rise up 
in mutiny for the sake of dramatic justice. Nature never repeats 
herself, therefore come back to camp 1"

But he would n’t come. I knew I should lose my canoe unless 
I followed, or should have to paddle back alone,—no easy task for 
one unaccustomed to it. So I moodily embarked with him ; and 
having pushed off into deep water, he sounded a note of triumph 
that was greeted with shouts on shore, and I felt that my fate was 
sealed.

It had been my life-dream to bid adieu to the human family, 
with one or two exceptions ; to sever every tie that bound me to 
anything under the sun ; to live close to Nature, trusting her, and 
getting trusted by her.

I explained all this to the young “ Kanack,” who was in a com­
plete state of insurrection, but failed to subdue him. Overhead 
the air was flooded with be*y moonlight ; the sea looked like one 
immeasurable drop of quicksilver, and upon the summit of this
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