
STEVENSON'S SHRINE

flourished the feathery palm, that

Giraffe of Vegetables, as Stevenson

so humorously describes it, nestling,

crowding, climbing to the summit.

It was midnight before we anchored

alongside the jetty. The morning

light showed us all the varied beauty

of the port of Neiaufu. In place of

the level shores, rising only a few

feet above high-water mark, bold

and rugged headlands jutted seawards,

and every islet in the Archipelago

was clear and definite. Let Stevenson,

however, here speak in person, for

though he is not dealing with this

particular island, yet his description

might have been written for it.

" The land heaved up in peaks and
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