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" Mr. Grant Allen certainly proves that In the writing of a ' creepy ' novel

he can shake even the august throne of Mr. Kidor Haggard. Not a page but

in alive with bieathless interest. . . . 'The Great Taboo' must rank as one

of the best and most telling pieces of literature Mr. Grant Allen has pro-

duced."

—

Scottish Leader.

"'The Great Taboo' has very little to fear from honest criticism. Mr.

tirant Allen has used material which is comparatively new, and he has made
a very good story out of it. On the whole, this is a vigorous and e.Yciting svory,

written by a practised hand, and by no means devoid of originality."— ?'/*«

Speaker.

*' A vejy interesting romance . . . Reflects the highest credit upon Mr.

Allen's art. ... A reader who takes the book up Is sure to go through It with

enjoyment and with increasing admiration."

—

Scotsman.

"There is some pleasant enough fooling In 'The Great Taboo.' It U all

e.xtravagant fooling, but It serves its purpose, like many another imaginative

book of its class, ly filling up a vacant hour."

—

Athenceum.

" ' The OreUt Taboo ' is a very clever story."

—

Spectator.

"The story is well toliX."—Olasgow Uerald.

•• Mr. Allen's new book deserves a great success, for in it he has struck out

in entirely new line. . . . Once taken up, it is impossible to lay it down. . . .

Tiie story is sure to be popular, and it will make the best of presents."—

I'aterrwster Review.

"Your choice might be worse bestowed than upon Grant Allen's con-
tribution to literature, The Great Taboo '—one of the weird stories in which
he excels."— T^-ufA.

" The story shows Mr. Allen In his own domain, moving with equal ease
among mythological problems and the discoveries of modern science. All
boys will read the book with avidity."—^caJewiy.

" Mr. Allen's book Is, like all his books, exceedingly clever, and we have
found it really exciting."—Ciiardiare.

"The story is well sustained, at a brisk, spirited ^pofx."—Manchester
Guardian.
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PREFACE.

I DESIRE to express my profound indebtedness, for

the central mythological idea embodied in this tale,

to Mr. J. G. Frazer's admirable and epoch-making

work, " The Golden Bongh," whose main contention

I have endeavoured incidentally to popularize in my

present story. I wish also to express my obligations

in other ways to Mr. Andrew Lang's " Myth, Ritual,

and Religion," Mr. H. 0. Forbes's "Naturalist's

Wanderings," and Mr. Julian Thomas's " Cannibals

and Convicts." If I have omitted to mention any

other author to whom I may have owed incidental

hints, it will be some consolation to me to reflect

that I shall at least have afforded an opportunity

for legitimate sport to the amateurs of the new and

popular British pastime of badger-baiting or plagiary-

hunting. It may also save critics some moments'

search if I say at once that, after careful considera-

tion, I have been unable to discover any moral

whatsoever in this humble narrative. I venture to

believe that in so enlightened an age the majority of

my readers will never miss it.

G.A.
Thb Nook, Dorking,

October, 1890.
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THE GREAT TABOO.

CHArXEK I.

IN MID TACIFIC.

" Man ovcrl)oar(l
!

"

It rang in Folix Thuvstan's ears like the sound of

a bell. He gazed about him in di->iJjiay, wondering

M'hat had happened.

The first intimation he received of the aC(A'iei^

was that sudden sharp cry from lhp> bo'sun's mate.

Almost before he had fully taken it in, in all ita

meaning, anothei voice, liuthcr aft, took up the c*^'

once more in an altered form :
" A \m\j> \ a lady

!

Somebody overboard ! Great heavens, it's her f It'a

Miss Ellis ! Miss Ellis
!

"

? Next instant Felix found himself, he knew not how,

struggling in a wild grapple with the dark black water.

A woman was clinging to him—clinging for dear life.

But he couldn't have told you himself that minute

how it all took place. He was too stunned and

dazzled.

He Ic 'Ved around him on the seething sea in a

pndden a ^ akening, as it were, to life and conscious-

>
/
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ne.^js. All about, the great water stretched dark and

tumultuous. White breakers surged over him. Far

ahead the steamer's lights gleamed red and green in

long lines upon the ocean. At first they ran fast

;

then they slackened somewhat. She was surely

slowing now : they must be reversing engines and

trying to stop her. They would put out a boat. But

what hope, what chance of rescue hj night, in such

a wild waste of waves as that ? And Muriel Ellis

was clinging to him for dear life all the while, with

the despairing clutch of a half-drowned woman !

The people on the Australasicm, for their part,

knew better what had occurred. There was bustle

and commotion enough on deck and on the captain's

bridge, to be sure :
" Man overboard !

"—three sharp

rings at the engine bell :
—

" Stop her short !—reverse

engines !—lower the gig !—look sharp, there, all of

you !

" Passengers iiuvried up breathless at the first

alarm to know what was the matter. Sailors loosened

and lowered the boat from the davits with extra-

ordinary quickness. Officers stood by, giving orders

in monosyllables with practised calm. All was hurry

and turmoil, yet with a marvellous sense of order

and prompt obedience as well. But, at any rate,

the people on deck hadn't the swift swirl of the

boisterous water, the hampering wet clothes, the

pervading consciousness of personal danger, to make

their brains reel, like Felix Thurstan's. They could

ask one another with comparative composure what had

happened on board ; they could listen without terror

to the story of the accident.

It was the thirteenth day out from Sydney, and

M



IN MID PACIFIC.

the Australasian was rapidly neariug the equator.

Towards evening, the wind had freshened, and the

sea was running high against her weather side. But

it was a fine starlit night, though the moon had not

yet risen ; and as the brief tropical twilight faded

away by quick degrees in the west, the fringe of

coco-nut palms on the reef that bounded the little

island of Boupari showed out for a minute or two in

dark relief, some miles to leeward, against the pale

pink horizon. In spite of the heavy sea, many
passengers lingered late on deck that night to see

the last of that coral-girt shore, which was to be

their final glimpse of land till they reached Honolulu,

en route for San Francisco.

Bit by bit, however, the coco-nut palms, silhouetted

with their graceful waving arms for a few brief

minutes in black against the glowing background,

merged slowly into the sky or sank below the

horizon. All grew dark. One by one, as the trees

disappeared, the passengers dropped off for whist in

the saloon, or retired to the uneasy solitude of their

own state-rooms. At last only two or three men
were left smoking and chatting near the top of the

companion ladder; while at the stern of the ship,

Muriel Ellis looked over towards the retreatingo
island, and talked with a certain timid maidenly

frankness to Felix Thurstan.

There's nowhere on earth for getting really to know-

people in a very short time like the deck of a great

Atlantic or Pacific liner. You're thrown together so

much, and all day long, that you see more of your
fellow-passengers' inner life and nature in a few
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brief weeks than you would ever be likely to see in

a long twelvemonth of ordinary town or country

acquaintanceship. And Muriel Ellis had seen a

great deal in those thirteen days of Felix Thurstan

;

enough to make sure in her own heart that she really

liked him—well—so much, that she looked up with

a pretty blush of self-consciousness every time he

approached and lifted his hat to her. Muriel was an

English rector's daughter, from a country village in

Somersetshire; and she was now on her way back

from a long year's visit, to recruit her health, to an

aunt in Paramatta. She was travelling under the

escort of an amiable old chaperon whom tlie aunt in

question had picked up for her before leaving

Sydney ; but, as the amiable old chaperon, being but

an indifferent sailor, spent most of her time in her

own berth, closely attended by the obliging stewardess,

Muriel had found her chaperonage interfere very

little with opportunities of talk with that nice Mr.

Thurstan. And now, as the last glow of sunset died

out in the western sky, and the last palm-tree faded

away against the colder green darkness of the tropical

night, Muriel was leaning over the bulwarks in con-

fidential mood, and watching the big waves advance

or recede, and talking the sort of talk tliat such an

hour seems to favour, with the handsome young civil

servant who stood on guard, as it were, beside her.

For Feliy Thurstan held a Government appointment

at Levuka, in Fiji, and was now on his way home, on
leave of absence after six years' service in that new-
made colony.

" Kow delightful it would be to live on an island

I



In mid pacific.

like that
!

" Muriel murmured, half to herself, as slie

gazed out wistfully in the direction of the dis-

appearing coral reef. " With those beautiful palms

waving always over one's head, and that delicious

evening air blowing cool through their branches ! It

looks such a Paradise !

"

? Felix smiled and glanced down at her, as he

steadied himself with one hand against the bulwark,

while the ship rolled over into the trough of the sea

heavily. "Well, I don't know about that. Miss

Ellis," he answered with a doubtful air, eyeing her

close as he spoke with eyes of evident admiration.

*' One might be happy anywhere, of course—in

suitable society ; but if you'd lived as long among
coco-nuts in Fiji as I have, I dare say the poetry of

these calm palm-grove islands would be a little less

real to you. Eemember, though they look so beauti-

ful and dreamy against the sky like that, at sunset

especially (that was a heavy one, that time ; I'm

really afraid we must go down to the cabin soon
;

she'll be shipping seas before long if we stop on deck

much later—and yet, it's so delightful stopping up

here till the dusk comes on, isn't it ?) well, remember,

I was saying, though they look so beautiful and

dreamy and poetical
—

' Summer isles of Eden lying

in dark purple spheres of sea,' and all that sort of

thing—these islands are inhabited by the fiercest and

most bloodthirsty cannibals known to travellers."

" Cannibals !
" Muriel repeated, looking up at him

in surprise. "You don't mean to say that islands

like these, standing right in the very track of

European steamers, are still heathen and cannibal ?

"
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"Oh dear, yes," Felix replied, holding his hand

out as he spoke to catch his companion's arm gently,

and steady her against the wave that was just going

to strike the stern :
—

" Excuse me : just so : the sea's

rising fast, isn't it?—Oh dear, yes; of course they

are : they're all heathen and cannibals. You couldn't

imagine to yourself the horrible Lloodthirsty rites

that may this very minute be taking place upon that

idyllic-looking island, under the soft waving branches

of those whispering palm-trees. "Why, I knew a

man in the Marquesas myself—a hideous old native,

as ugly as you can fancy him—who was supposed to

be a god, an incarnate god, and was worshipped

accordingly with profound devotion by all the other

islanders. You can't picture to yourself how awful

their worship was. I daren't even repeat it to you

;

it was too, too horrible. He lived in a hut by

himself among the deepest forest, and human victims

used to be brought—well, there, it's too loathsome

!

Why, see ; there's a great light on the island now ; a

big bonfire or something : don't you make it out ?

You can tell it by the red glare in the sky overhead."

He paused a moment : then he added more slowly,

" I shouldn't be surprised if at this very moment,

while we're standing here in such perfect security on

the deck of a Christian English vessel, some unspeak-

able and unthinkable heathen orgy mayn't be going

on over there beside that sacrificial fire ; and if some

poor trembling native girl isn't being led just now,

with blows and curses and awful savage ceremonies,

her hands bound behind her back Oh, look out.

Miss EUis 1

"
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He was only just in time to utter the warning

words. He was only just in time to put one hand on

each side of her slender waist, and hold her tight so,

when the big w^ave which he saw coming struck full

tilt against the vessel's flank, and broke in one white

drenching sheet of foam against her st«.rn and

quarter-deck.

The suddenness of the assault took Felix's breath

away. For the first few seconds he was only aware

that a heavy sea had been shipped, and had wet him

through and through with its unexpected deluge. A
moment later, he was dimly conscious that his com-

panion had slipped from his grasp, and was nowhere

visible. The violence of the shock, and the slimy

nature of the sea-water, had made him relax his hold

without knowing it, in the tumult of the moment,

and had at the same time caused Muriel to glide

imperceptibly through his fingers, as he had often

known an ill-caught cricket-ball do in his school-

days. Then he saw he was on his hands and knees

on the deck. The wave had knocked him down, and
dashed him against the bulwark on the leeward side.

As he picked himself up, wet, bruised, and shaken,

he looked about for Muriel. A terrible dread seized

upon his soul at once. Impossible ! Impossible

!

she couldn't have been washed overboard

!

And even as he gazed about, and held his bruised

elbow in his hand, and wondered to himself what it

could all mean, that sudden loud cry arose beside
him from the quarter-deck, " Man overboard ! Man
overboard !

" followed a moment later by tlie answer-
ing cry, from the men who were smoking under the
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lee of the companion, "A lady! a lady 1 It's Miss

Ellis ! Miss Ellis !

"

He didn't take it all in. He didn't reflect. He
didn't even know he was actually doing it. But he

did it, all the same, with the simple, straightforward,

instinctive sense of duty which makes civilized man
act aright, all unconsciously, in any moment of

supreme danger and difficulty. Leaping on to the

tafif-rail without one instant's delay, and steadying

himself for an indivisible fraction of time with his

hand on the rope ladder, he peered out into the dark-

ness with keen eyes for a glimpse of Muriel Ellis's

head above the fierce black water ; and espying it for

one second, as she came up on a white crest, he

plunged in before the vessel had time to roll back to

windward, and struck boldly out in the direction

where he saw that helpless object dashed about like

a cork on the surface of the ocean.

Only those who have known such accidents at sea

can possibly picture to themselves the instantaneous

haste with which all that followed took place upon

that bustling quarter-deck. Almost at the first cry

of " Man overboard !
" the captain's bell rang sharp

and quick, as if by magic, with three peremptory

little calls in the engine-room below. The Australa-

sian was going at full speed, but in a marvellously

short time, as it seemed to all on board, the great

ship had slowed down to a perfect standstill, and

then had reversed her engines, so that she lay, just

nose to the wind, awaiting further orders. In the

mean time, almost as soon as the words were out of

the bo'sun's lips, a sailor amidships had rushed to
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the safety belts hung up by the companion ladder,

and had flung half a dozen of them, one after another,

with hasty but well-aimed throws, far, far astern, in

the direction where Felix had disappeared into the

black water. The belts were painted white, and they

showed for a few seconds, as they fell, like bright

specks on the surface of the darkling sea ; then they

sunk slowly behind as the big ship, still not quite

stopped, ploughed her way ahead with gigantic force

into the great abyss of darkness in front of her.

It seemed but a minute, too, to the watchers on

beard, before a party of sailors, summoned by the

whistle with that marvellous readiness to meet any

emergency which long experience of sudden danger

has rendered habitual among seafaring men, had

lowered the boat, and taken their seats on the thwarts,

and seized their oars, and were getting under weigh

on their hopeless quest of search, through the dim

black night, for those two belated souls alone in the

midst of the angry Pacific.

It seemed but a minute or two, I say, to the

watchers on board ; but oh, what an eternity of time

to Felix Thurstan, struggling there with his live

burden in the seething water

!

He had dashed into the ocean, which was dark but

warm with tropical heat, and had succeeded, in spite

of the heavy seas then running, in reaching Muriel,

who clung to him now with all the fierce clinging oi

despair, and impeded his movement through that

swirling water. More than that, he saw the wliite

life- belts that the sailors flung towards hini ; they

were well and aptly flung, in the inspiration of the
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moment, to allow for the sea itself carrying them on

the crest of its waves towards the two drowning

creatures. Felix saw them distinctly, and making a

great lunge as they passed, in spite of Muriel's

struggles, which sadly hampered his movements, he

managed to clutch at no less than three before the

great billow, rolling on, carried them off on its top for

ever away from him. Two of these he slipped hastily

over Muriel's shoulders ; the other, he put, as best he

might, round his own waist ; and then, for the first

time, still clinging close to his companion's arm, and

buffeted about wildly by that running sea, he was

able to look about him in alarm for a moment, and

realize more or less what had actually happened.

By this time, the Australasian was a quarter of a

mile away in front of them, and her lights were

beginning to become stationary as she slowly slowed

and reversed engines. Then, from the summit of a

great wave, Felix was dimly aware of a boat being

lowered—for he saw a separate light gleaming across

the sea—a search was being made in the black night,

alas, how hopelessly ! The light hovered about for

many, many minutes, revealed to him now here, now
there, searching in vain to find him, as wave after

wave raised liim time and again on its irresistible

summit. The men in the boat were doing their best,

no doubt : but what chance of finding any one on a

dark night like that, in an angry sea, and with no clue

to guide them towards the two struggling castaways ?

Current and wind had things all their own way. As
a matter of fact, the light never came near the cast-

aways at all: and after half an hour's ineffectual search,
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which seemed to Felix a whole long lifetime, it

returned slowly towards the steamer from wliich it

came—and left those two alone on the dark racific.

"There wasn't a chance of picking 'em up," the

Captain said, with philosophic calm, as the men
clambered on board again, and the Australasian got

under weigh onct more for the port of Honolulu.

"I knew there wasn't a chance; but in common
humanity, one was bound to make some show of

trying to sav( 'em. He was a brave fellow to go after

her, though it was no good, of course. He couldn't

even find her, at night, and with such a sea as

that running."

And even as he spoke, Felix Thurstan, rising onco

more on the crest of a much smaller billow—for some-

how, the waves were getting incredibly smaller as he

drifted on to leeward—felt his heart sink within him

as he observed to his dismay that the Australasian

must be steaming ahead once more, by the movement
of her lights, and that they two were indeed aban-

doned to their fate on the open surface of that vast

and trackless ocean.

CHAPTER II.

THE TEMPLE OF THE DEITY.

While these things were happening on the sea close

by, a very different scene indeed was being enacted

meanwhile, beneath those waving palms, on the island

of Boupari. It was strange, to be sure, as Felix

Thurstan had said, that such unspeakable heathen
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orgies should be taking place within sight of a passing

Christian English steamer. Ihit if only ho had

known or rcllected to what sort of land he was try-

ing now to struggle asliore with Muriel, he might

well have doubted whether it were not better to

let lier j^erish where she was, in the pure clear ocean,

rather than to submit an Englisli girl to the possi-

bility of undergoing sucli horrible heathen rites and

ceremonies.

For on the island of Boupari, it was high feast with

the worshippers of their god that night. The sun

had turned on the Tropic of Capricorn at noon, and

was making his way northward, toward the equator

once more ; and his votaries, as was their wont, had

all come forth to do him honour in due season, and

to pay their respects, in the inmost and sacredest

grove of the island, to his incarnate representative,

the living spirit of trees and fruits and vegetation,

the very high god, the divine Tu-Kila-Kila

!

Early in the evening, as soon as the sun's rim had

disappeared beneath the ocean, a strange noise boomed

forth from the central shrine of Boupari. Those who

heard it clapped their hands to their ears and ran

hastily forward. It was a noise like distant rumbling

thunder, or the whirr of some great English mill or

factory ; and at its sound, every woman on the island

threw herself on the ground prostrate, with her face

in the dust, and waited there reverently tiH the

audible voice of the god had once more subsided. For

no woman knew how that sound was produced. Only

the grown men, initiated into the mysteries of the

shrine when they came of age at the tattooing cere-
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mony, were aware that tho strange Ijuzzing whirring

noise was nothing more or less than the cry of tho

Bull-roarer.

A Bull-roarer, as many English schoolboys know,

is merely a piece of oblong wood, pointed at either

end, and fastened by a leather thong at one corner.

But when whirled round the head by practised priestly

hands, it produces a 1(jw rumbling noise like tho

wheels of a distant carriage, growing gradually louder

and clearer, from moment to moment, till at last it

waxes itself into a frightful din, or bursts into perfect

peals of imitation thunder. Then it decreases again

once more, as gradually as it rose, coming fainter and

ever fainter, like thunder as it recedes, till the hor-

rible bellowing, as of supernatural bulls, dies away in

the end, by slow degrees, into low and soft and

imperceptible murmurs.

But when the savage hears the distant humming of

the Bull-roarer, at whatever distance, he knows that

the mysteries of his god are in full swing, and ho

Imrr'es forward in haste, leaving his work or his

pleasure, and running naked as he stands, to take his

share in the worship, lest the anger of heaven should

burst forth in devouring flames to consume him.

But the women, knowing themselves unworthy to

face the dread presence of the high god in his wrath,

rush wildly from the spot, ;ind flinging themselves

down at full length, with their mouths to the dust,

wait patiently till the voice of their deity is no

longer audible.

And as the Bull-roarer on Boupari rang out with

wild echoes from the coral caverns in the central
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j,'rovo that evening,', Tu-Kila-Kila, their ^'od, rose

slowly from his place, and stoo;! out from his hut, a

deity revealed, before his reverential worshippers.

As he rose, a hushed whisper ran wave-like through

the dense throng of dusky forms that bent low, like

corn beneath the wind, before him, "Tu-Kila-Kila

rises ! He rises to speak ! Hush ! for the voice of

the mighty man-god !

"

The god, looking around him superciliously with a

cynical air of contempt, stood forward with a firm

and elastic step before his silent worshippers. He
was a stalwart savage, in the very prime of life, tall,

lithe, and active. His figure was that of a man well

used to command; but his face, though handsome,

was visibly marked by every external sign of cruelty,

lust, and extreme bloodthirstincss. One might have

said, merely to look at him, he was a being debased

by all forms of brutal and hateful self-indulgence.

A baleful light burned in his keen grey eyes. His

lips were thick, full, purple, and wistful.

"My people may look upon me," he said, in a

strangely affable voice, standing forward and smiling

with a curious half-cruel, half-compassionate smile

upon his awestruck followers. "On every day of

the sun's course but this, none save the ministers

dedicated to the service of Tu-Kila-Kila dare gaze

unhurt upon his sacred person. If any others did,

the light from his holy eyes would wither them up,

and the glow of his glorious countenance would

scorch them to ashes." He raised his two hands,

palm outward, in front of him. "So all the year

round," he went on, "Tu-Kila-Kila, who loves his
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people, nrul soiuls tli»)iii the earlier and the later rain

in the wot season, and makes their yams und their

tare grow, and causes his sun to shine upon them

freely—all the year round Tu-Kila-Kila, your god,

sits shut up in his own house among the skeletons

of those whom ho has killed and eaten, or walks in

his walled paddock, where his bn^ad-lruit ripens and

his plantains spring,—hunsolf, and the ministers

that his tribesmen have given him."

At the sound of their mystic deity's voice the

savages, bending lower still till their foreheads

touched the ground, repeated in chorus, to the

clapping of hands, like some solemn litany: "Tu-

Kila-Kila speaks true. Our lord is merciful. Ho
sends down his showers upon our crops and fields.

He causes his sun to shine brightly over us. He
makes our pigs and our slaves bring forth their

increase. Tu-Kila-Kila is good. His people praise

him."

The god took another step forward, the divine

mantle of red feathers glowing in the sunset on

his dusky shoulders, and smiled once more that

hateful gracious smile of his. He was standing near

the open door of his wattled hut, overshadowed by

tlie huge spreading arms of a gigantic banyan tree.

Through the open door of the hut it was possible to

catch just a passing glimpse of an awful sight within.

On the beams of the house, and on the boughs of the

tree behind it, human skeletons, half covered with

dry flesh, hung in ghastly array, their skulls turned

downward. They were the skeletons of the victims

Tu-Kila-Kila their prince had slain and eaten : they
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were the trophies of the cannibal man-god's hateful

prowess.

Tu-Kila-Kila raised his right hand erect and spoke

again. " I am a great god," he said slowly. " I am
very powerful. I make the sun to shine, and the

yams to grow. I am the spirit o.^ plants. Without

me there would be nothing for you all to eat or

drink in Boupari. If I were to grow old and die, the

sun would fade away in the heavens overhead ; the

bread-fruit trees would wither and cease to bear on

earth; all fruits would come to an end and die at

once ; all rivers would stop forthwith from running."

His worshippers bowed down in acquiescence with

awestruck faces. " It is true," they answered, in the

same slow sing-song of assent as before. " Tu-Kila-

Kila is the greatest of gods. We owe to him

everything. We hang upon his favour."

Tu-Kila-Kila started back, laughed, and showed

his pearly white teeth. They were beautiful and

regular—like the teeth of a tiger, a strong young

tiger. "Bui] I need more sacrifices than all the

other goda," he went on, melodiously, like one who
plays with consummate skill upon some difficult

instrument. " I am greedy ; I am thirsty ; I am a

hungry god. You must not stint me. I claim more

human victims than all the other gods beside. If

you want your crops to grow and your rivers to

run, the fields to yield you game, and the sea fish

—this is what I ask : give me victims, victiins

!

That is our compact. Tu-Kila-Kila calls you."

The men bowed down once more and rep ated

humbly, " You shall have victims as you will, great
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god ; only give us yam and taro and bread-fruit, and

cause not your bright light, the sun, to grow dark in

heaven over us."

"Cut yourselves," Tu-Kila-Kila cried in a pe-

remptory voice, clapping his hands thrice. "I am
thirsting for blood. I want your free-will offering."

As he spoke, every man, as by a set ritual, took

from a little skin wallet at his side a sharp flake of

coral-stone, and, drawing it deliberately across his

breast in a deep red gash, caused the blood to flow

out freely over his chest and long grass -waistband.

Then, having done so, they never strove for a moment
to staunch the wound, but let the red drops fall as

they would on to the dust at their feet, without

seeming even to be conscious at all of the fact that

they were flowing.

Tu-Kila-Kila smiled once more, a ghastly self-

satisfied smile of unquestioned power. " It is well,"

he went on. " My people love me. They know my
strength, how I can wither them up. They give me
their blood to drink freely. So I will be merciful to

them. I will make my sun shine and my rain drop

from heaven. And instead of taking all, T will

choose one victim." He paused, and glanced along

their line significantly.

" Choose, Tu-Kila-Kila," the men answered, with-

out a moment's hesitation. " We are all your meat.

Choose which one you will take of us."

Tu-Kila-Kila walked with a leisurely tread down
the lines and surveyed the men critically. They

were all drawn up in rows, one behind the other,

according to tribes and families ; and the god walked
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along each row, examining them with a curious and

interested eye, as a farmer examines sheep fit for the

market. Now and then, he felt a leg or an arm with

his finger and thumb, and hesitated a second. It was

an important matter, this choosing a victim. As he

passed, a close observer might have noted that each

man trembled visibly while the god's eye was upon

him, and looked after him askance with a terrified

sidelong gaze as he passed on to his neighbour. But

not one savage gave any overt sign or token of his

terror or his reluctance. On the contrary, as Tu-

Kila-Kiia passed along the line with lazy, cruel de-

liberateness, the men kept chanting aloud, without

one tremor in their voices, " We are all your meat.

Choose which one you will take of us !

"

I On a sudden, Tu-Kila-Kila turned sharply round,

and, darting a rapid glance towards a row he had

already passed several minutes before, he exclaimed

with an air of unexpected inspiration, " Tu-Kila-Kila

has chosen. He takes Maloa."

The man upon whose shoulder the god laid his

heavy hand as he spoke stood forth from the crowd

without a moment's hesitation. If anger or fear was

in his heart at all it could not be detected in his

voice or his features. He bowed his head with

seeming satisfaction, and answered humbly, "What
Tu-Kila-Kila says must needs be done. This is a

great honour. He is a mighty god We poor men
must obey himc We are proud to be taken up and

made one with divinity."

Tu-Kila-Kila raised in his hand a large stone axe

of some polished green material, closely resembling
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jade, which lay on a block by the door, and tried its

edge with his finger, in an abstracted manner.

" Bind him !
" he said quietly, turning round to his

votaries. And the men, each glad to have escaped

his own fate, bound their comrade willingly with

green ropes of plantain fibre.

" Crown him with flowers ! " Tu-Kila-Kila said
;

and a female attendant, absolved from the terror of

the Bull-roarer by the god's command, brought

forward a great garland of crimson hibiscus, which

she flung around the victim's neck and shoulders.

"Lay his head on the sacred stone block of our

fathers," Tu-Kila-Kila went on, in an easy tone of

command, waving his hand gracefully. And the

men, moving forward, laid their comrade, face down-

wards, on a huge flat block of polished greenstone,

which lay like an altar in front of the hut with the

mouldering skeletons.

"It is well," Tu-Kila-Kila murmured or.ce more,

half aloud. " You have given me the free-will offer-

ing. Now for the trespass ! Where is the woman
who dared to approach too near the temple-home of

the divine Tu-Kila-Kila ? Bring the criminal for-

ward !

"

The men divided, and made a lane down their

middle. Then one of them, a minister of the man-
god's shrine, led up by the hand, all trembling and
shrinking with supernatural terror in every muscle,

a well-formed young girl of eighteen or twenty.

Her naked bronze limbs were shapely and lissome

;

but her eyes were swollen and red with tears, and her
face strongly distorted with awe for the man-god.
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When she stood at last before Tu-Kila-Kila's dreaded

face, she flung herself on the ground in an agony of

fear.

*'0h, mercy, great god!" she cried, in a feeble

voice. "I have sinned, I have sinned. Mercy,

mercy !

"

Tu-Kila-Kila smiled as before, a smile of imperial

pride. No ray of pity gleamed from those steel-grey

eyes. " Does Tu-Kila-Kila show mercy ? " he asked,

in a mocking voice. " Does he pardon his suppliants ?

Does he forgive trespasses ? Is he not a god, and

must not his wrath be appeased? She, being a

woman, and not a wife sealed to Tu-Kila-Kila, lias

dared to look from afar upon his sacred home. She

has spied the mysteries. Therefore she must die.

My people, bind her."

In a second, without more ado, while the poor

trembling girl writhed and groaned in her agony

before their eyes, that mob of wild savages, let loose

to torture and slay, fell upon her with hideous shouts,

and bound her, as they had bound their comrade before^

with coarse native ropes of twisted plantain fibre.

"Lay her head on the stone," Tu-Kila-Kila said

grimly. And his votaries obeyed him.

"Now light the sacred fire to make our feast,

before I slay the victims," the god said, in a gloating

voice, running his finger again along the edge of his

huge hatchet.

As he spoke, two men, holding in their hands hollow

bamboos with coals of fire concealed within, which

they kept aglow meanwhile by waving them up and

down rapidly in the air, laid these primitive matches
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to the base of a great pyramidal pile of wood and

palm-leaves, ready prepared beforehand in the yard

of the temple. In a second, the dry fuel, catching

the sparks instantly, blazed up to heaven with a wild

outburst of flame. Great red tongues of fire licked

up the mouldering mass of leaves and twigs, and

caught at once at the trunks of palm and li-wood

within. A huge conflagration reddened the sky at

onc3 like lightning. The effect was magical. The

izlow transfigured the whole island for miles. It was

in fact the blaze that Felix Thurstan had noted and

remarked upon as he stood that evening on the

silent deck of the Australasian.

Tu-Kila-Kila gazed at it with horrid childish glee.

"A fine fire!" he said gaily. "A fire worthy of a

cod. It will serve me well. Tu-Kila-Kila wiU have

a good oven to roast his meal in."

Then he turned toward the sea, and held up his

hand once more for silence. As he did so, an

answering light upon its surface attracted his eye

for a moment's space. It was a bright red light,

mixed with white and green ones ; in point of fact,

the Australasian was passing. Tu-Kila-Kila pointed

towards it solemnly with his plump, brown fore-

finger. " See," he said, drawing himself up and

looking preternaturally wise ;
" your god is great. I

am sending some of this fire across the sea to where

my sun has set, to aid and reinforce it. That is to

keep up the fire of the sun, lest ever at any time it

should fade and fail you. While Tu-Kila-Kila lives,

the sun will burn bright. If Tu-Kila-Kila were to

die it would be night for ever."
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His votaries, following their god's forefinger as it

pointed, all turned to loolc in the direction ho

indicated with blank surprise and astonishment.

Such a sight had never met their eyes before, for the

Australasian was the very first steamer to take the

eastward route, through the dangerous and tortuous

Boupari Channel. So their awe and surprise at the

unwonted sight knew no bound^i. Fire on the ocean

!

Miraculous light on the waves ! Their god must

indeed be a mighty deity if he could send flames like

that careering over the sea ! Surely the sun was safe

in the hands of a potentate who could thus visibly

reinforce it with red light, and white! In their

astonishment and awe, they stood with their long

hair falling down over their foreheads, and their

hands held up to their eyes that they might gaze the

farther across the dim dark ocean. The borrowed

light of their bonfire was moving, slowly moving

over the watery sea. Fire and water were mixing

and mingling on friendly terms. Impossible ! In-

credible ! Marvellous ! Miraculous ! They prostrated

themselves in their terror at Tu-Kila-Kila's feet.

"Oh, great god," they cried, in awestruck tones, "your

power is too vast ! Spare us, spare us, spare us !

"

As for Tu-Kila-Kila himself, he was not astonished

at all. Strange as it sounds to us, he really believed

in his heart what he said. Profoundly convinced of

his own godhead, and abjectly superstitious as any

of his own votaries, he absolutely accepted as a fact

his own suggestion, that the light he saw was the

reflection of that his men had kindled. The inter-

pretation he had put upon it seemed to him a perfectly
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natural and just one. His worshippers, indeed, mere

men that they were, might be terrified at tlie sight

;

but why should he, a god, take any special notice

of it?

I
He accepted his own superiority as implicitly as

our European nobles and rulers accept theirs. He
had no doubts himself, and he considered those who

hat. little better than criminals,

i By-and-by, a smaller light detached itself by slow

degrees from the greater ones. The others stood still,

and halted in mid ocean. The lesser light made as

if it would come in the direction of Boupari. In

point of fact, the gig had put out in search of Felix

and Muriel.

I Tu-Kila-Kila interpreted the facts at once, how-

ever, in his own way. " See," he said, pointing with

his plump forefinger once more, and encouraging with

his words his terrified followers, " I am sending back

a light again from the sun to my island. I am
doing my work well. I am taking care of my
people. Fear not for your future. In the light is

yet another victim. A man and a woman will come

to Boupari from the sun, to make up for the man
and woman whom we eat in our feast to-night. Give

me plenty of victims, and you will have plenty of

yam. Make haste, then ; kill, eat ; let us feast Tu-

Kila-Kila ! To-morrow the man and woman I have

sent from the sun will come ashore on the reef, and

reach Boupari."

• At the words, he stepped forward, and raised that

heavy tomahawk. With one blow each he brained

the two bound and defenceless victims on the altar-
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stone of his fathers. The rest, a European hand

shrinks from revealing. The orgy was too horrible

even for description.

And that was the land towards which, that

moment, Felix Thurstan was struggling, with all

his might, to carry Muriel Ellis, from the myriad

clasping arms of a comparatively gentle and merciful

ocean

!

CHAPTER III.

LAND: BUT WHAT LAND?

As the last glimmering lights of the Austrcdasian

died away to seaward, Felix Thurstan knew in his

despair there was nothing for it now but to strike

out boldly, if he could, for the shore of the island.

By this time the breakers had subsided greatly.

Not, indeed, that the sea itself was really going

down. On the contrary, a brisk wind was rising

sharper from the east, and the waves on the open

Pacific were growing each moment higher and ioppier.

But the huge mountain of water that washed Muriel

Ellis overboard w^as not a regular ordinary wave : it

was that far more powerful and dangerous mass, a

shoal-water breaker. The Australasian had passed

at that instant over a submerged coral-bar, quite

deep enough, indeed, to let her cross its top without

the slightest danger of grazing, but still raised so

high towards the surface as to produce a considerable

constant ground-swell, which broke in windy weather

into huge sheets of surf, like the one that had just

I

I -M
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struck and washed over the Australasiaii, carrying

Muriel with it. The very same cause that produced

the breakers, however, bore Felix on their summit

rapidly landward ; and once lie had got well beyond

the region of the bar that begot them, he found

himself soon, to his hitense relief, in comparatively

calm shoal-water.

Muriel Ellis, for her part, was faint with terror

and with the buffeting of the waves ; but she still

floated by his side, upheld by the life-belts. He
had been able by immense efforts to keep unseparated

from her amid the rending surf of the breakers.

Now that they found themselves in easier waters for

a while, Felix began to strike out vigorously through

the darkness for the shore. Holding up his com-

panion with one hand, and swimming with all his

might in the direction where a vague white line of

surf, lit up by the red glare of some fire far inland,

made him suspect the nearest land to lie, he almost

thought he had succeeded at last, after a long hour

of struggle, in feeling his feet after all on a firm

coral bottom.

At the very moment he did so, and touched the

ground underneath, another great wave, curling

resistlessly behind him, caught him up on its crest,

whirled him heavenward like a cork, and then

dashed him down once more, a passive burden, on

some soft and yielding substance, which he con-

jectured at once to be a beach of finely powdered

coral ^^agments. As he touched this beach for an
instant, the undertow of that vast dashing breaker

sucked him back with its ebb again, a helpless,
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breathless creature ; aiul then the suoceedinrr wave

rolled liim over like a ball, upon the beach as before,

in quick succession. Four times the backcurrent

sucked him under with its wild pull in the selfsame

way, and four times the return wave liung him up

upon the beacli again like a fragment of seaweed.

With frantic efforts Felix tried at first to cling still

to Muriel—to save her from the irresistible force of

that roaring surf—to snatch her from the open jaws

of death by sheer struggling dint of thews and

muscle. He might as well have tried to stem

Niagara. The great waves, curling irresistibly iii

huge curves landward, caught either of them up by

turns on their arched summits, and twisted them

about remorselessly, raising them now aloft on their

foaming crest, beating them back now prone in their

hollow trough, and flinging them fiercely at last with

pitiless energy against the soft beach of coral. If

the beach had been hard, they must infallibly have

been ground to powder or beaten to jelly by the

colossal force of those gigantic blows. Fortunately

it was yielding, smooth, and clay-like, and received

them almost as a layer of moist plaster of Paris

might have done, or they would have stood no

chance at all for their lives in that desperate battle

with the blind and frantic forces of unrelenting

nature.

No man who has not himself seen the surf break

on one of these far-southern coral shores can form

any idea in his own mind of the terror and horror of

the situation. The water, as it reaches the beach,

rears itself aloft for a second into a huge upright
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wall, which, advancinj,' slowly, curls over nt /^ Ml a

liollow circle, and pounds down upon the saad' or

reef with all the crushing force of some cnoriPMUS

sledge-hammer. But after the fourth assault, Felix

felt himself flung up high and dry by the wave, as

one may sometimes see a bit of light reed or pith

flung up some distance ahead by an advancing tide

on the beach in England. In an instant he steadied

himself and staggered to his feet. Torn and bruised

as he was by the pummelling of the billows, he

looked eagerly into the water in search of his com-

panion. The next wave flung up ^luriel, as the last

had flung himself He bent over her with a panting

heart as she lay there, insensible, on the long white

shore. Alive or dead ? that was now the question.

Raising her hastily in his arms, with her clothes

all clinging wet and close about her, Felix carried

her over the narrow strip of tidal beach, above high-

water level, and laid her gently down on a soft green

bank of short tropical herbage close to the edge of

the coral. Then he bent over her once more, and

listened eagerly at her heart. It still beat with faint

pulses—beat—beat—beat. Felix throbbed with joy.

She was alive ! alive ! He was not quite alone, then,

on that unknown island

!

And strange as it seemed, it was only a little

more than two short hours since they had stood and

looked out across the open sea over the bulwarks of

the Australasian together

!

But Felix had no time to moralize just then.

The moment was clearly one for action. Fortunately,

he happened to carry three useful things in his pocket



:

i

I

il ;i:

28 THE OliEAl TABOO.

wlien ho jumped overl)o;ir(l al'ttir ^[luiul. The fiisc

was a pocket-knife ; the second was a llask with a

little whiskey in it; and tlie tliird, perhaps the most

important of all, a small metal box ot wax vesta

matches. Touring a little whiskery into the cup of

tlie flask, he held it eagerly to ^luriel's lips. The

fainting girl swallowed it automatically. Then Felix,

stooping down, tried the matclies against the box.

They were unfortunately wet, but half an hour's ex-

posure, he knew, on sun-warmed stones, in that hot,

tropical air, would soon restore them again. So he

opened the box and laid them carefully out on a

flat white slab of coral. After tliat, he had time to

consider exactly where they were, and what their

chances in life, if any, might now amount to.

• Pitch dark as it was, he had no difficulty in

deciding at once by the general look of things that

they had reached a fringing reef, such as he was

already familiar with iu the Marquesas and else-

where. The reef Mas no doubt circular, and it

inclosed within itself a second or central island,

divided from it by a shallow lagoon of calm still

water. He walked some yards inland. From where

he now stood, on the summit of the ridge, he could

look either way, and by the faint reflected light of

the stei's, or the glare of the great pyre that burned

on the central island, he could see dowr on one side

to the ocean, with its fierce white pounding surf, and

on the other to the lagoon, reflecting the stars over-

head, and motionless as a mill-pond. Between them

lay the low raised ridge of coral covered with tall

stems of coco-nut palms, and interspersed here and
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tlierc, as far as his oyc could jiulge, with little

iTctangiihir chimps of phuitiiiii and taro.

But what alarniL'd Felix most was the firo that

hlazed so hri^ditly to heaven on the centnil island

:

for he knew too well that meant—there were men on

the place ; tlie land was inhahited.

The coco-nuts and taro told the same doubtful tale.

From the way they grew, even in that dim starlight,

Felix recognized at once tney had all ])een planted.

Still, he didn't hesitate to do what lie thought best

for Muriel's relief for all that. Collecting a few

sticks and fragments of palm-branches from the

jungle about, he piled them into a heap, and waited

patiently for his matches to dry. As soon as they

were ready — and the warmth of the stone made

them quickly inflammable—he struck a match on

the box, and proceeded to light his fire by Muriel's

side. As her clothes grew warmer, the poor girl

opened her eyes, at last, and gazing around her,

exclaimed in blank terror, " Oh, Mr. Thurstan, where

are we ? What does all this mean ? Where liave

we got to ? On a desert island ?

"

" No, not on a desert island," Felix answered

shortly ;
" I'm afraid it's a great deal worse than that.

To tell you the truth, I'm afraid it's inhabited."

At that moment, by the hot embers of the great

sacrificial pyre on the central hill, two of the savage

temple-attendants, calling their god's attention to a

sudden blaze of flame upon the fringing reef, pointed

with their dark forefingers and called out in surprise,

" See, see, a fire on the barrier ! A fire ! A fire I
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What can it mean ? There are no men of our people

over there to-night. Have war-canoes arrived ? Has

some enemy landed ?

"

Tu-Kila-Kila leant back, drained his coco-nut cup

of intoxicating kava, and surveyed the unwonted

apparition on the reef long and carefully. " It is

notliing," he said at last, in his most deliberate

manner, stroking his cheeks and chin contentedly

with that plump round hand of his. " It is only the

victims ; the new victims I promised you. Korong

!

Korong! They have come ashore with their light

from my home in the sun. They have brought fire

afresh, holy fire to Boupari."

Three or four of the savages leaped up in fierce

joy, and bowed before him as he spoke, with eager

faces. " Tu-Kila-Kila
!

" the eldest among them

said, making a profound reverence, " shall we swim

across to the reef and fetch them home to your house ?

Shall we take over our canoes and bring back your

victims ?

"

The god motioned them back with one outstretched

palm. His eyes were flushed and his look lazy.

"Not to-night, my people," he said, readjusting the

garland of flowers round his neck, and giving a care-

less glance at the well-picked bones that a few hours

before had been two trembling fellow-creatures.

" Tu-Kila-Kila has feasted his fill for this evening.

Your god is full ; his heart is happy. I have eaten

human flesh : I have drunk of the juice of the kava.

Am I not a great deity ? Can I not do as I will ?

I frown, and the heavens thunder ; I gnash my teeth,

and the earth trembles. What is it to me if fresh

f?

* I
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victims come, or if they come not ? Can I not make

with a nod as many as I will of them ? " He took

up two fresh finger-bones, clean gnawed of their

flesh, and knocked them together in a wild tune

carelessly. " If Tu-Kila-Kila chooses," he went on,

tapping his chest with conscious pride, "he can

knock these bones together—so—and bid them live

again. Is it not I who cause women and beasts to

bring forth their young ? Is it not I wlio give the

turtles their increase ? And is it not a small thing

to me, therefore, whether the sea tosses up my
victims from my home in the sun, or whether it does

not? Let us leave them alone on the reef for to-

night: to-morrow we will send over our canoes to

fetch them."

It was all pure brag, all pure guesswork ; and

yet, Tu-Kila-Kila himself profoundly believed it.

As he spoke, the light from Felix's fire blazed out

against the dark sky, stronger and clearer still ; and

through that cloudless tropical air, the figure of a

man, standing for one moment between the flames

and the lagoon, became distinctly visible to the keen

and practised eyes of the savages. " I see them ; I

see them ; I see the victims
!

" the foremost worship-

per exclaimed, rushing forward a little at the sight,

and beside himself with superstitious awe and sur-

prise at Tu-Kila-Kila's prescience. " Surely our god

is great ! He knows all things ! He brings us meat

from the setting sun, in ships of fire, in blazing canoes,

across the golden road of the sun-bathed ocean
!

"

As for Tu-Kila-Kila himself, leaning on his elbow

at ease, he gazed across at the unexpected siglit with
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very languid interest. He was a god, and he liked

to see things conducted with proper decorum. This

crowing and crying oA^er a couple of spirits—mere

ordinary spirits,—come ashore from the sun in a fiery

boat,—struck his godship as little short of childish.

" Let them be," he answered petulantly, crushing a

blossom in his hand. " Let no man disturb them.

They shall rest where they are till to-morrow morning.

We have eaten ; we have drunk ; our soul is happy.

Tlie kava within us has made us like a god indeed.

I shall give my ministers charge that no harm

happen to them."

He drew a wliistle from his side and whistled once.

There was a moment's pause. Then Tu-Kila-Kila

spoke in a loud voice again. " The King of Fire !

"

he exclaimed in tones of princely authority.

From within the hut, there came forth slowly a

second stalwart savage, big built and burly as the

great god himself, clad in a long robe or cloak of yellow

feathers, which shone bright with a strange metallic

gleam in the ruddy light of the huge pile of li-wood.

"The King of Fire is here, Tu-Kila-Kila," the

lesser god made answer, bending his head slightly.

" Fire," Tu-Kila-Kila said, like a monarch giving

orders to his attendant minister, "If any man truoh

the new-comers on the reef before I cause my / ^ \ to

rise to-morrow morning, scorch up his flesh with

your flame, and consume his bones to ash and cinder.

If any woman go near them before Tu-Kila-Kila bids,

let her be rolled in palm -leaves, and smeared with

oil, and light her up for a torch on a dark night to

lighten our temple."

.
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The King of Fire Ijeiit his head in assent. " It is

as Tu-Kila-Kila wills," he answered submissively.

Tu-Kila-Kila whistled again, this time twice.

"The King of Water!" he exclaimed in the same

loud tone of command as before.

At the words, a man of about forty, tall and

sinewy, clad in a short cape of white albatross

feathers, and with a girdle of nautilus shells inter-

spersed with red coral, tied around his waist, came

forth to the summons.
" The King of Water is here," he said, bending his

head, but not his knee, before the greater deity.

" Water," Tu-Kila-Kila said, with half-tipsy solem-

nity, " you are a god too. Your power is very great.

But less than mine. Do, then, as I bid you. If any

man touch my spirits, whom I have brought from

my home in the sun in a fiery ship, before I bid him

to-morrow, overturn his canoe, and drown him iu

lagoon, or spring, or ocean. If any woman go near

them without Tu-Kila-Kila's leave, bind her hand

and foot with ropes of porpoise hide, and cast her out

into the surf, and dash her with your waves, and

pummel her to pieces."

The King of Water bent his liead a second time.

" I am a great god," lie answered, " before all others

save you ; but for you, Tu-Kila-Kila, I haste to do

your bidding. If any man disobey you, my billows

shall rise and overwhelm him in the sea. I am a

great god. I claim each year many dro^\ ncd victims."

"But not so many as me," Tu-Kila-Kila inter-

posed, his hand playing on Lis knife with a faint air

of impatience.

D
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" But not so many as you," the minor god added,

in haste, as if to appease his rising anger. "Fire

and Water ever speed to do your bidding."

Tu-Kila-Kila stood up, turned towards the distant

flame, and waved his hands round and round three

times before him. " Let this be for you all a great

taboo," he said, glancing once more towards his awe-

struck followers. " Now the mysteries are over.

Tu-Kila-Kila will sleep. He has eaten of human
flesh. He has drunk of coco-nut rum and of new

kava. He has brought back his sun on its way in the

heavens. He has sent it messengers of fire to rein-

force its strength. He has fetched from it messengers

in turn with fresh fire to Boupari, fire not lighted

from any earthly flame ; fire, new, divine, scorching,

unspeakable. To-morrow we will talk with the

spirits he has brought. To-niglit we will sleep.

Now all go to your homes : and tell your women of

this great taboo, lest they speak to the spirits, and

fall into the hands of Fire or of Water."

The savages dropped on their faces before the eye

of their god and lay quite still. They made a path

as it were from the pyre to the temple door with

their prostrate bodies. Tu-Kila-Kila, walking with

unsteady steps over their half-naked forms, turned to

his hut in a drunken booze. He walked over them
with no more compunction or feeling than over so

many logs. Why should he not, indeed ? For he

was a god, and they were his meat, his servants, his

worshippers.
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CHAPTER IV.

THE GUESTS Off HEAVE:;.

All that night through—their first lonely night on

the island of Boupari—Felix sat up by his flickering

fire, wide awake, half expecting and dreading some

treacherous attack of the unknown savages. From

time to time, he kept adding dry fuel to his

smouldering pile; and he never ceased to keep a

keen eye both on the lagoon and the reef, in case an

assault should be made upon them suddenly by land

or water. He knew the South Seas quite well

enough already to have all the possibilities of mis-

fortune floating vividly before his eyes. He realized

at once from his own previous experience the full

loneliness and terror of their unarmed condition.

For Boupari was one of those rare remote islets

where the very rumour of our European civilization

has hardly yet penetrated.

As for Muriel, though she was alarmed enough, of

course, and intensely shaken by the sudden shock

she had received, the w^hole surroundings were too

wholly unlike any world she had ever yet known to

enable her to take in at once the utter horror of the

situation. She only knew they were alone, wet,

bruised, and terribly battered ; and the Australasian

had gone on, leaving them there to their fate on an

unknown island. That, for the moment, was more

than enough for her of accumulated misfortune.

She came to herself but slowly, and as her torn

i
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clothes dried by degrees before tlie fire and the heat

of the tropical night, she was so far from fully

realizing the dangers of their position that her first

and principal fear for the moment was lest she might

take cold from her wet things drying upon her. She

ate a little of the plantain that Felix picked for her

;

and at times, towards morning, she dozed off into an

uneasy sleep, from pure fatigue and excess of weari-

ness. As she slept, Felix, bending over her, with

the biggest blade of his knife open in case of attack,

watched with profound emotion the rise and fall of

her bosom, and hesitated with himself, if the worst

should come to the worst, as to what he ought to do

with her.

It would be impossible to let a pure young

English girl like that fall helplessly into the hands

of such bloodthirsty wretches as he knew the islanders

were almost certain to be. Who could tell what

nameless indignities, what incredible tortures they

might wantonly inflict upon her innocent soul ?

Was it right of him to have let her come ashore at

all ? Ought he not rather to have allowed the more

merciful sea to take her life easily without the chance

or possibility of such additional horrors ?

And now—as she slept—so calm and pure and

maidenly—what was his duty that minute, just there,

to her ? He felt the blade of his knife with his

finger cautiously, and almost doubted. If only she

could tell what things might be in store for her,

would she not, herself, prefer death, an honourable

death, at the friendly hands of a tender-hearted

fellow-countryman, to the unspeakable insults of
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these man-eating Polynesians ? If only he had the

courage to release her by one blow, as she lay there,

from the coming ill ! But he hadn't : he hadn't

Even on board the Australasian, ha had been vaguely

aware that he was getting very fond of that pretty

little Miss Ellis. And now that i.v. sat there, after

that desperate struggle for life with the pounding

waves, mounting guard over her through the livelong

night, his own heart told him plainly, in tones he

could not disobey, he loved her too well to dure what

he thought best in the end for her.

Still, even so, he was brave enough to feel he must

never let the very worst of all befall her. He be-

tliought him in his doubt and agony, of how his

uncle. Major Thurstan, during the great Indian

mutiny, had held his lonely bungalow, with his

wife and daughter by his side, for three long hours

against a howling mob of native insurgents ; and

how, when further resistance was hopeless, and that

great black wave of angry humanity burst in upon

them at last, the brave soldier had drawn his re-

volver, shot wife and daughter with unerring aim,

to prevent their falling alive into the hands of the

natives, and then blown his own brains out with his

last remaining cartridge. As his uncle had done at

Jhansi, thirty years before, so he himself would do

on that nameless Pacific island—for he didn't know
even now on what shore he had landed. If the

savages bore down upon them with hostile intent,

and threatened Muriel, he would plunge his knife

first into that innocent woman's heart; and then

bury it deep in his own, and die beside her.
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So tlio long night wore on—Muriel, pillowed on

loose coco-nut husk, dozing now and again, and

waking with a start, to gaze round about her wildly,

and realize once more in what plight she found her-

self; Felix crouching by her feet, and keeping watch

with eager eyes and ears on every side for the least

sign of a noiseless, naked footfall through the tangled

growth of that dense tropical underbush. Time after

time he clapped his hand to his ear, shell-wise, and

listened and peered, with knitted brow, suspecting

some sudden swoop from an ambush in the jungle

of creepers behind the little plantain patch. Time

after time, he grasped his knife hard, and puckered

his eyebrovvs resolutely, and stood still with bated

breath for a fierce, wild leap upon his fancied as-

sailant. Eut the night wore away by degrees, a

minute at a time, and no man came; and dawn

began to brighten the sea-line to eastward.

As the day dawned, Felix could see more clearly

where exactly he was, and in what surroundings.

Without, the ocean broke in huge curling billows on

the shallow beach of the fringing reef with such

stupendous force that Felix wondered how they

could ever have lived through its pounding surf and

its fiercely retreating undertow. Within, the lagoo^

spread its calm lake-like surface away to the white

coral shore of the central atoll. Between these two

waters, the greater and the less, a waving palisade

of tall-stemmed palm-trees rose on a narrow ribbon

of circular land that formed the fringing reef. All

night through, he had felt with a strange eerie mis-

giving the very foundations of the land thrill under
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his feet at every dull thud or boom of the surf on

its restraining barrier. Now that he could see that

thin belt of shore in its actual shape and size, he

was not astonished at this constant shock; what

surprised him rather was the fact that such a speck

of land could hold its own at all against the cease-

less cannonade of that seemingly irresistible ocean.

He stood up, hatless, in his battered tweed suit,

and surveyed the scene of their present and future

adventures. It took but a glance to show him that

the whole ground-plan of the island was entirely

circular. In the midst of all rose the central atoll

itself, a tiny mountain peak, just projecting with its

hills and gorges to a few hundred feet above the

surface of the ocean. Outside it came the lagoon,

with its placid ring of glassy water surrounding the

circular island, and separated from the sea by an

equally circular belt of fringing reef, covered tliick

with waving stems of picturesque coco-nut. It was

on the reef they had landed, and from it they now
looked across the calm lagoon with doubtful eyes

towards the central island.

As soon as the sun rose, their doubts were quickly

resolved into fears or certainties. Scarcely had its

rim begun to show itself distinctly above the eastern

horizon, when a great bustle and confusion was

noticeable at once on the opposite shore. Brown-

skinned savag3S were collecting in eager groups by a

white patch of beach, andputting out rude but well-

manned canoes into the calm waters of the lagoon. At

sight of their naked arms and bustling gestures,

Muriel's heart sank suddenly within her. " Oh, Mr.
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drew nearer and nearer. But Felix, holding his

breath hard, grew somewhat less nervous as the men

approached the reef. He had seen enough of

Polynesian life before now to feel sure these people

were not upon the war-path. Whatever their

ultimate intentions towards the castaways might be,

their immediate object seemed friendly and good-

humoured. The boats, though large, were not regular

war-canoes; the men, instead of brandishing their

spears, and lunging out with them over the edge in

threatening attitudes, held them erect in their hands

at rest like standards ; they were laughing and talk-

ing, not crying their war-cry. As they drew near the

shore, one big canoe shot suddenly a length or so

ahead of the rest; and its leader, standing on the

grotesque carved figure that adorned its prow, held

up both his hands open and empty before him, in sign

of peace, '^'hile at the same time he shouted out a

word '70 three times in his own language, to

reassure the castaways.

Felix's eye glanced cautiously from boat to boat

"He says, *We are friends,'" the young man re-

marked in an undertone to his terrified companion.

"I can understand his dialect. Thank heaven it's

very close to Fijian. I shall be able at least to

palaver to these men. I don't think they mean just

now to harm us. I believe we can trust them, at

any rate for the present."

The poor girl drew back in still greater awe and
alarm than ever. "Oh, are they going to land here?"

she cried, still clinging close with both hands to her

one friend and protector.
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" Try not to look so frifjhtcned !
" Felix exclaimed,

with a warning glanco. " llemcmber, much depends

upon it; savages judge you greatly by what de-

meanour you happen to assume. If you're frightened,

they know their power ; if they see you're resolute,

they suspect you have some supernatural means of

protection. Try to meet them frankly, as if you

were not afraid of them." Then advancing slowly

to the water's edge, he called out aloud in a strong

clear voice, a few words which Muriel didn't under-

stand, but which were really the Fijian for "We
also are friendly. Our medicine is good. We mean
no magic. We come to you from across the great

water. We desire your peace. Eeceive us and pro-

tect us
!

"

At the sound of words which he could readily

understand, and which differed but little, indeed,

from his own language, the leader the foremost

canoe, who seemed by his manner to . great cliief,

turned round to liis followers and cried out in tones

of superstitious awe, " Tu-Kila-Kila spoke well.

These are, indeed, what he told us. Korong

!

Korong ! They are spirits who have come to us from

the disk of the sun, to bring us light and pure fresh

fire. Stay back there, all of you. You are not holy

enough to approach. I and my crew, who are

sanctified by the mysteries, we alone will go forward

to meet them."

As he spoke, a sudden idea, suggested by his

words, struck Felix's mind. Superstition is the great

lever by which to move the savage intelligence.

Gathering up a few dry leaves and fragments of stick
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on tho shore, ho laid them together in a pile, and

awaited in silence tho arrival of tho foremost

islanders. The first canoe advanced slowly and

cautiously, the men in it eyeing these proceedings

with evident suspicion : the rest hung back, with

their spears in array, and their hands just ready to

use them with effect should occasion demand it.

The leader of the first canoe, coming close to the

shore, jumped out upon the reef in shallow water.

Half a dozen of his followers jumped after him

without hesitation, and brandished their weapons

round their heads as they advanced, in savage unison.

But Felix, pretending hardly to notice these hostile

demonstrations, stepped boldly up towards his little

pile with great deliberation, though trembling

inwardly, and proceeded before their eyes to take a

match from his box, which he displayed ostenta-

tiously, all glittering in tlie sun, to the foremost

savage. The leader stood by and watched him close

with eyes of silent wonder. Then Felix kneeling

down, struck the match on the box, and applied it>

as it lighted, to the dry leaves beside him.

A chorus of astonishment burst unanimously from

the delighted natives as the dry leaves leapt all at

once into a tongue of flame, and the little pile caught

quickly from the fire in the vesta.

The leader looked hard at the two white faces, and

then at the fire on the beach, with evident appro-

bation. " It is as Tu-Kila-Kila said," he exclaimed

at last, with profound awe. *' They are spirits from

the sun, and they carry with them pure fire in

ahining boxes."
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Then advancing a pace and pointing towards the

canoe, he motioned Felix and Muriel to take their

seats within it with native savage politeness. " Tu-

Kila-Kila has sent for you," he said, in his grandest

aristocratic air—for your chief is a gentleman. " lie

wishes to receive you. He saw your message-fire on

the reef last night, and he knew you had come. He
has made you a very great Taboo. He has put you

under the protection of Fire and Water."

The people in the boats, with one accord, shouted

out in wild chorus, as if to confirm his words,

"Taboo! Taboo! Tu-Kila-Kila has said it ! Taboo!

Taboo ! Ware Fire ! Ware Water !

"

Though the dialect in which they spoke differed

somewhat from that in use in Fiji, Felix coula still

make out with care almost every word of what the

chief had said to him : and the universal Polynesian

expression," Taboo," in particular, somewhat reassured

him as to their friendly intentions. Among remote

heathen islanders like these, he felt sure, the very

word itself was far too sacred to be taken in vain.

They would respect its inviolability. He turned

round to Muriel. " We must go with them," he said

shortly. ** It's our one chance left of life now. Don't

be too terrified ; there is still some hope. They say

somebody they call Tu-Kila-Kila has tabooed us.

No one will dare to hurt us against so great a taboo
;

for Tu-Kila-Kila is evidently some very important

King or Chief. You must step into the boat. It

can't be avoided. If any harm is threatened, be sure

I won't forget my promise."

Muriel shrank back in alarm, and clung still to
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his arm now as naturally as she would have clung to

a brother's. " Oh, Mr. Thurstan," she cried
—

" Felix,

I don't know what to say ; I can't go with them."

Felix put his arm gently round her girlish waist,

and half lifted her into the boat in spite of her

reluctance. " You must," lie said with great firmness.

" You must do as I say. I will watch over you, and

take care of you. If the worst comes, I have always

my knife, and I won't forget. Nov?, friend," he

went on in Fijian, turning round to the chief, as he

took his seat in the canoe fearlessly among all those

dusky half-clad figures, " we are ready to start. We
do not fear. We wish to go. Take us to Tu-Kila-Kila."

And all the savages around, sliouting in their

surprise and awe, exclaimed once more in concert,

" Tu-Kila-Kila is grea' We will take them, as he

bids us, forthwith to H ven."

" What do they say ? " Muriel cried, clinging

close to the white man's side in her speechless terror.

" Do you understand their language ?
"

" Weil, I can't quite make it out," Felix answered,

much puzzled :
" that is to say, not every word of it.

They say they'll take us somewhere, I don't quite

know where : but in Fijian, the word w^ould certainly

mean, to Heaven."

Muriel shuddered visibly. " You don't think,"

she said, with a tremulous tongue, " they mean to

kill us !

"
i

"No, I don't thinh so," Felix replied, not over

confidently. " They said w^e were Taboo. But with

savages like these, of course, one can never in any

case be quite certain."

\w*

y*f̂
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CHAPTEE V.

ENROLLED IN OLYMPUS.

They rowed across the lagoon, a mysterious procession,

almost in silence—the canoe with the two "".uropeans

going first, the others following at a slight ^ance

—

and landed at last on the brink of the central island.

Several of the Boupari people leaped ashore at

once; then they helped Felix and Muriel from the

frail bark with almost deferential care, and led the

way before them up a steep white path that zig-

zagged through the forest towards the centre of the

island. As they went, a band of natives preceded

them in regular line of march, shouting "Taboo,

taboo
!

" at short intervals, especially as they neared

any group of fan-palm cottages. The women whor-

they met fell on their knees at once, till the strange

procession had passed them by ; the men only bowed

their heads thrice, and made a rapid movement on

their breasts with their fingers which reminded Muriel

at onc3 of the sign of the cross in Catholic countries.

So on they wended their way in silence through

the deep tropical jungle, along a pathway just wide

enough for three to walk abreast, till they emerged

suddenly upon a large cleared space, in whose midst

grew a great banyan tree, with arms that dropped and

rooted themselves like buttresses in the soil beneath.

Under the banyan tree a raised platform stood upon

posts of bamboo. The platform was covered with

fine network in yellow and red ; and two little stools
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occupied the middle, as if placed there on purpose

and waiting for their occupants.

The man who had headed the first canoe turned

round to Felix and motioned him forward. " This is

Heaven," he said glibly in his own tongue. " Spirits,

ascend it
!

"

Felix, much wondering what the ceremony could

mean, mounted the platform without a word, in

obedience to the chiefs command, closely followed by

Muriel, who dared not leave him for a second.

" Bring water
!

" the chief said shortly in a voice of

authority to one of his followers.

The man handed up a calabash with a little water

in it. The chief took the rude vessel from his hands

in a reverential manner, and poured a few drops of

the contents on Felix's head ; the water trickled down
over his hair and forehead. Involuntarily, Felix shook

his head a little at the unexpected wetting, and

scattered the drops right and left on his neck and

shoulders. The chief watched this performance

attentively with profound satisfaction. Then he

turned to his attendants.

" The spirit shakes his head," he said with a deeply

convinced air. "All is well. Heaven has chosen

him. Korong ! Korong ! He is accepted for his pur-

pose. It is well ! It is well ! Let us try the other

one.

He raised the calabash once more, and poured a

few drops in like manner on Muriel's dark hair. The

poor girl, trembling in every limb, shook her head

also in the same unintentional fashion. The chief

regarded her with still more complacent eyes.
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" It is well," he observed once more to his com-

panions, smiling. " She too gives the sign of accept-

ance. Korong ! Korong ! Heaven is well pleased

with both. See how her body trembles
!

"

At that moment a girl caine forward with a little

basket of fruits. The chief chose a banana with care

from the basket, peeled it with his dusky hands, broke

it slowly in two, and handed one half very solemnly

to Felix.

" Eat, King of the Eain," he said, as he presented

it. " The offering of Heaven."

Felix ate it at once, thinking it best under the

circumstances not to demur at all to anything liis

strange hosts might choose to impose upon him.

The chief handed the other half just as solemnly to

Muriel. " Eat, Queen of the Clouds," he said, as he

placed it in her fingers. " The offering of Heaven."

Muriel hesitated. She didn't know what his words

meant, and it seemed to her rather the offering of a

very dirty and unwashed savage. The chief eyed her

hard. " For God's sake ea ; it, my child ; he tells you

to eat it
!

" Felix exclaimed in haste. Muriel lifted

it to her lips and swallowed it down with difficulty.

The man's dusky hands didn't inspire confidence.

But the chief seemed relieved when he had seen

her swallow it. " All is well done," he said, turning

again to his followers. " "We have obeyed the words

of Tu-Kila-Kila, and his orders that he gave us. We
have offered the strangers, the spirits from the sun, as

a free gift to Heaven, and Heaven has accepted them.

We have given them fruits, the fruits of the earth,

and they have duly eaten them. Korong ! Korong

!
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The King of the Rain and the Queen of the Clouds

have indeed come among us. They are truly gods.

We will take them now, as he bid us, to Tu-Kila-

Kila."

" What have they done to us ? " Muriel asked aside,

in a terrified undertone of Felix.

" I can't quite make out," Felix answered in the

self-same voice. " They call us the King of the Rain

and the Queen of the Clouds in their own language.

I think they imagine we've come from the sun and

that we're a sort of spirits."

At the sound of these words the girl who held the

basket of fruits gave a sudden start. It almost seemed

to Muriel as if she understood them. But when

Muriel looked again she gave no further sign. She

merely held her peace, and tried to appear wholly

undisconcerted.

The chief beckoned them down from the platform

with a wave of his hand. They rose and followed

him. As they rose the people around them bowed

low to the ground. Felix could see they were bowing

to Muriel and himself, not merely to the chief. A
doubt flitted strangely across his mind for a moment.

What could it all mean? Did they take the two

strangers, then, for supernatural beings ? Had they

enrolled them as gods ? If so, it might serve as some

little protection for them.

The procession formed again, three and three, three

and three, in solemn silence. Then the chief walked

in front of them with measured steps, and Felix and

Muriel followed behind, wondering. As they went,

the cry rose louder and louder than before, " Taboo

!

B
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" People who met them fell on their faces at

once, as the chief cried out in a loud tone, " The King

of the Eain! the Queen of the Clouds! Korongl

Korong ! They are coming ! They are coming
!

"

At last they reached a second cleared space, stand-

ing in a large garden of manilla, loquat, poncians, and

hibiscus trees. It was entered by a gate, a tall gate

of bamboo posts. At the gate ail the followers fell

back to right and left, awe-struck. Only the chief

went calmly on. He beckoned to Felix and Muriel

to follow him.

They entered, half-terrified. Felix still grasped his

open knife in his hand, ready to strike at any moment
that might be necessary. The chief led them forward

towards a very large tree near the centre of the

garden. At the foot of the tree stood a hut, some-

what bigger and better built than any they had yet

seen; and in front of the trunk a stalwart savage,

very powerfully built, but with a sinister look in his

cruel and lustful eye, was pacing up and down, like

a sentinel on guard, a long spear in his right hand,

and a tomahawk in his left, held close by his side, all

ready for action. As he prowled up and down he

seemed to be peering warily about him on every side,

as if each instant he expected to be set upon by an

enemy. But as the chief approached, the people with-

out set up once more the cry of " Taboo ! Taboo !

"

and the stalwart savage by the tree, laying down his

spear and letting his tomahawk fall free, dropped in

a second the air of watchful alarm, and advanced with

some courtesy to greet the new-comers.

"We have found them, Tu-KUa-Kila," the chief
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said, presenting them to the god with a graceful wave

of his hand. " We have found the spirits that you

brought from the sun, with the fire in their hands,

and the light in boxes. We have taken them to

Heaven. Heaven has accepted them. We have

offered them fruit, and they have eaten the banana.

The King of the Eain—the Queen of the Clouds

!

Korong ! Fcceive them !

'*

Tu-Kila-Kila glanced at them with an approving

glance, strangely compounded of pleasure and terror.

"They are plump," he said shortly. "They are

indeed Korong. My sun has sent me an acceptable

present."

"What is your will that we should do with

them ? " the chief asked in a deeply deferential tone.

Tu-Kila-Kila looked hard at Muriel—such a hate-

ful look that the knife trembled irresolute for a

second in Felix's hand. *'Give them two fresh

huts/' he said, in a lordly way. " Give them divine

pu?.tters. Give them all that they need. Make
everything right for them."

The chief bowed, and retired with an awed air

from the presence. Exactly as he passed a certain

line on the ground, marked white with a row of

coral-sand, Tu-Kila-Kila seized his spear and his

tomahawk once more, and mounted guard, as before,

at the foot of the great tree where they had seen him
pacing. An instantaneous change seemed to Muriel

to come over his demeanour at that moment. While
he spoke with the chief she noticed he looked all

cruelty, lust, and hateful self-indulgence. Now that

he paced up and down warily in front of that sacred
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floor, peering around liim with keen suspicion, he

seemed rather the personification of watchfuhiess,

fear, and a certain slavish bodily terror. Especially,

she observed, he cast upon Felix as he went a glance

of angry hate ; and yet he did not attempt to hurt or

molest him in any way, defenceless as they both

were before those numerous savages.

As they emerged from the enclosure, the girl with

the fruit basket stood near the gate, looking outward

from the wall, her face turned away from the awful

home of Tu-Kila-Kila. At the moment when Muriel

passed, to her immense astonishment, the girl spoke

to her. "Don't be afraid, missy," she said in

English, in a rather low voice, without obtrusively

approaching them. " Boupari man not going to hurt

you. Me going to be your servant. Me name Mali.

Me very good girl. Me take plenty care of you."

The unexpected sound of her own language in the

midst of so much unmitigated savagery took Muriel

fairly by surprise. She looked hard at the girl, but

thought it wisest to answer nothing. This particular

young woman, indeed, was just as dark, and to all

appearance just as much of a savage, as any of the

rest of them. But she could speak English, at any

rate ! And she said she was to be Muriel's servant

!

The chief led them back to the shore, talking

volubly all the way in Polynesian to Felix. His

dialect differed so much from the Fijian that when
he spoke first Felix could hardly follow him. But

he gathered vaguely, nevertheless, that they were to

be well housed and fed for the present at the public

expense j and even that something which the chief
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clearly regarded as a very pfreat honour was in store

for them in the future. Whatever these people's

particular superstition miglit be, it seemed pretty

evident at least that it told in the strangers* favour.

Felix almost began to hope they might manage to

live there pretty tolerably lor the next two or three

weeks, and perhaps to signal in time to some passing

Australian liner.

The rest of that wonderful eventful day was wholly

occupied with practical details. Before long, two

adjacent huts were found for them, near the shore ot

the lagoon : and Felix noticed with pleasure, not only

that the huts themselves were new and clean, but

also that the chief took great care to place round both

of them a single circular line of white coral-sand,

like the one he had noticed at Tu-Kila-Kila*s palace-

temple. He felt sure this white line made the space

within taboo. No native would dare without leave

to cross it.

When the line was well marked out round the

two huts together, the chief went away for a while,

leaving the Europeans within their broad white

circle, guarded by an angry-looking band of natives

with long spears at rest, all pointed inward. The
natives themselves stood well without the ring, but

the points of their spears almost reached the line,

and it was clear they would not for the present

permit the Europeans to leave the charmed circle.

Presently, the chief returned again, followed by
two other natives in official costumes. One of them
was a tall and handsome young man, dressed in a

long robe or cloak of yellow feathers. The other was
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stouter, and perhaps forty or thereabouts ; he wore a

short cape of white albatross pUunes, witli a girdle of

shells at his waist, interspersed v ith red coral.

" The King of Fire will make Taboo," the chief

said solemnly.

The young man with th'> cloak of yellow feathers

stepped forward and spoke, turning the line with his

left foot, and brandishing a lighted stick in his right

hand. "Taboo! Taboo! Taboo!" he cried aloud,

with emphasis. " If any man dare to transgress this

line without leave, I burn him to ashes. If any

woman, I scorch her to a cinder. Taboo to the King

of the Eain and the Queen of the Clouds. Taboo !

Taboo ! Taboo ! Korong ! I say it."

He stepped back into the ranks with an air of

duty performed. The chief looked about him

curiously a moment. "The King of Water will

make boo," he repeated, after a pause, in the same

deep tone of profound conviction.

The stouter man in the short white cape stepped

forward in his turn. He toed the line with his

naked left foot : in his brown right hand he carried

a calabash of water. " Taboo ! Taboo ! Taboo ! " he

exclaimed aloud, pouring out the water upon the

ground symbolically. "If any man dare to trans-

gress this line without leave, I drown him in his

canoe. If any woman, I drag her alive into the

spring as she fetches water. Taboo to the King of

the Eain and the Queen of the Clouds. Taboo!

Taboo ! Taboo ! Korong ! I say it."

" What does it all mean ? " Muriel whispered

terrified.
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Felix explained to her, as far as he could, in a

few hurried sentences. " There's only one word in

it I don't understand," he added hastily, "and

that's Korong. It doesn't occur in Fiji. They keep

saying we're Korong, whatever that may mean ; and

evidently they attach some very great importance

to it."

" Let the Shadows come forward," the chief said,

looking up with an air of dignity.

A good-lookin</ young man, and the girl who said

her name was Mali, stepped forth from the crowd,

and fell on their knees before him.

The chief laid his hand on the young man's

shoulder and raised him up. " The Shadow of the

King of the Eain," he cried, turning him three times

round. " Follow him in all his incoinings and his

outgoings, and serve him faithfully 1 Taboo ! Taboo 1

Pass within the sacred circle !

"

*

He clapped his hands. The young man crossed

the line with a sort of reverent reluctance, and took

his place within the ring, close up to Felix.

The chief laid his hand on Mali's shoulder. " The

Shadow of the Queen of the Clouds," he said, turn-

ing her three times round. " Follow her in all her

incomings and her outgoings, and serve her faith-

fully. Taboo! Taboo! Pass within the sacred

circle
!

"

Then he waved both hands to Felix. " Go where

you will now," he said. " Your Shadow will follow

you. You are free as the rain that drops where it

will. You are as free as the clouds that roam
through Heaven. Ko man will hinder you.'*
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And in a nioniunt, the spoarineu dropped their

spears in concert, the crowd lell back, and the

villagers dispersed as if by magic to their own
houses.

But Felix and Muriel were left alone beside their

huts, guarded only in silence by their two mystic

Shadows.

\\ s:

;if

CHAPTER Vr.

FIRST DAYS IN BOUPARI.

Throughout that day the natives brought them from

time to time numerous presents of yam, bananas, and

bread-fruit, neatly arranged in little palm-leaf baskets.

A few of them brougiit eggs as well, and one offering

even included a live chicken. But the people who
brought them, and who were mostly young girls just

entering upon womanliood, did not venture to cross

the white line of coral-sand that surrounded the

huts: they laid down ^licir presents, with many
salaams, or tho ground outside, and then waited

with a half-strirtl'^d, hrJf-reverent air for one or other

of the two Shadowo to come out and fetch them. As
soon as the baskets were carried well within the

marked line, the young girls exhibited every sign of

pleasure, and calling aloud " Korong ! Korong !

"

—

that mysterious Polynesian word of whose import

Felix was ignorant—they retirel once more by

tortuous paths through tho surromiding iungle.

"Why do they bring us pcepenis?" Felix asked

at last of his Shadow, after this carious pantomime



FinST DAYS IN BOUPAHT. 57

of

of

had been performed some three or four times. " Are

they always goiu«^ to keep us in such plenty ?

"

The Shadow looked back at him with ;in air

considerable surprise. " They bring presents,

course," he said in his own tongue, " because tiioy

are badly in want of rain. We have liad mucli

drought of late in Boupari ; we need water from

Heaven. The banana-bushes wither ; tlie flowers

on the bread-fruit tree do not swell to bread-fruit

;

the yams are thirsty. Tlierefore the fathers send

their daugliters with presents, maidens of the villages,

all marriageable girls, to ask for rainfall. But they

will always provide for you, and also for the Queen,

however you behave ; for you are both Korong. Tii-

Kila-Kila has said so, and Heaven has accepted you."

" What do you mean by Korong ? " Felix asked,

with some trepidation.

The Shadow merely looked back at him with a

sort of blank surprise that anybody should be

ignorant of so simple a conception. " Why, Korong

is Korong," he answered, aghast. " You are Korong
yourself. The Queen of the Clouds is Korong, too

You are both Korong'; that is why they all treat you'

with such respect and reverence."

And that was as much as Felix could elicit by iiis

subtlest questions from his taciturn Shadow.

In fact, it was dear that in the open, at least, the

Shadow was averse to being observed in familiar

conversation with Felix. During the heat of the
day, however, when they sat alone within the hut,

he was much more communicative. Then he
launched forth pretty freely into talk about the

,
'

m»»im»' * tm M^»
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island and its life, which would no doubt have

largely enlightened Felix, had it not been for two

drawbacks to their means of inter-communication.

In the first place, the Boupari dialect, though agree-

ing in all essentials with the Polynesian of Fiji,

nevertheless contained a great many words and

colloquial expressions unknown to the Fijians ; this

being particularly the case, as Felix soon remarked,

in the whole vocabulary of religious rites and

ceremonies. And in the second place, the Shadow

was so rigidly bound by his own narrow and insular

set of ideas, that he couldn't understand the difficulty

Felix felt in throwing himself into them. Over and

over again, when Felix asked him to explain some

word or custom, he would repeat, with naYve

impatience, " Why, Korong is Korong," or, " Tula

is just Tula: even a child mi^st surely know what

Tula is ; much more yourself, who are indeed Korong,

and who have come from the sun to bring fresh fire

to us."

In the adjoining hut, Muriel, who was now
beginning in some small degree to get rid of her

most pressing fear for the immediate future, and

whom the obvious reality of the taboo had reassured

for the moment, sat with Mali, her own particular

Shadow, unravelling the mystery of the girl's know-

ledge of English.

Mali, indeed, like the other Shadow, showed every

disposition to indulge in abundant conversation, as

soon as she found herself well within the hut, alone

with her mistress, and secluded from the prying eyes

of all the other islanders.
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"Don't you be afraid, missy," she said, with

genuine kindliness in her tone, as soon as the gifts

of yam and bread-fruit had all been duly housed and

garnered. "No harm come to you. You Korong,

you know. You very great taboo. Tu-Kila-Kila

send King of Fire and King of Water to make taboo

over you, so nobody hurt you."

Muriel burst into tears at the sound of her own
language from ^hose dusky lips, and exclaimed

through her sobs, clinging to the girl's hand for

comfort as she spoke, " Why, how did you ever come

to speak English, tell me ?

"

Mali looked up at her with a half astonished air.

" Oh, 1 servant in Queensland, of course, missy," she

answered, with great composure. "Labour vessel

come to my island, far away, four, five years ago,

steal boy, steal woman. My papa just kill my
mamma, because he angry with her, so no want

daughters. So my papa sell me and my sister for

plenty rum, plenty tobacco, to gentlemen in labour

vessel. Gentlemen in labour vessel take Jani and

me away, away, to Queensland. Big sea; long

voyage. We stop there three yam—three years—do

service ; then great chief in Queensland send us back

to my island. My island too far away
;
gentleman

on ship not find it out ; so he land us in little boat

on Boupari. Boupari people make temple slave of

us." And that was all ; to her quite a commonplace,

everyday history.

"I see," Muriel cried. "Then you've been for

three years in Australia! And there you learned

English. Why, what did you do there ?

"
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Mali looked back at her with the same matter-of-

fact air of composure as before. " Oh, me nurse at

first," she said shortly. " Then after, me housemaid,

live three year in gentleman's house, good gentleman

that buy me. Take care of little girl ; clean rooms

;

do everything. Me know how to make English lady

quite comfortable. Me tell that to chief ; that make

him say, * Mali, you be Queenie's Shadow.'

"

To Muriel in her loneliness even such companion-

ship as that was indeed a consolation. " Oh, I'm so

glad you told him," she cried. " If we have to stop

here long, before a ship takes us off, it'll be so nice

to have you here all the time with me. You won't

go away from me ever, will you ? You'll always

stop with me !

"

The girl's surprise showed more profoundly than

ever. "Me can't go away," she answered with

emphasis. "Me your Shadow. That great Taboo.

Tu-Kila-Kila great god. If me go away, Tu-Kila-

Kila kill me and eat me."

Muriel started back in hon'or. " But, Mali," she

said, looking hard at the girl's pleasant brown face,

"if you were three years in Australia, you're a

Christian, surely
!

"

The girl nodded her head in passive acquiescence.

"Me Christian in Australia," she answered. "Of
course me Christian. All folk make Christian when
him go to Queensland. That what for me call Mali,

and my sister Jani. "We have other names on my own
island ; but when we go to Queensland, gentleman

baptize us, call us ^Mali and Jani. Me Methodist in

Queensland. Methodist very good. But Methodist
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god no live in Boupari. Not any good be Methodist

here any longer. Tu-Kila-Kila god here. Him very

powerful."

" What ! Not that dreadful creature they took us

to see this morning !

" Muriel exclaimed in horror.

" Oh, Mali, you can't mean to say they think he's a

aod, that awful man there
!

"

Mali noddod her assent with profound conviction.

"Yes, yes; him god," she repeated confidently.

"Him very powerful. My sister Jani go too near

him temple, against taboo—because her not belong-a

Tu-Kila-Kila temple :—and last night, when it great

feast, plenty men catch Jani, and tie him up in rope

;

and Tu-Kila-Kila kill him, and plenty Boupari men
help Tu-Kila-Kila eat up Jani."

She said it in the same simple matter-of-fact way
as she had said that she was a nurse for three years

in Queensland. To her it was a common incident of

everyday life. Such accidents will happen, if you

break taboo and go too near forbidden temples.

But Muriel drew back, and let the pleasant-looking

brown girl's hand drop suddenly. " You can't mean

it," she cried. " You can't mean he's a god ! Such

a wicked man as that ! Oh, his ^ ery look's too

h. 'Tible."

Mali drew back in h(;r turn with a somewhat

terrified air, and peeped suspiciously around her, as

if to make sure whether any one was listening. " Oh,

hush," she said anxiously. " Don't must talk like

that. If Tu-Kila-Kila hear, him scorch us up to

ashes. Him very great god ! Him good ! Him
powerful I

"
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again.

no wrong.

"How can he be good if he does such awful

things ? " Muriel exclaimed energetically.

Mali peered around her once more with terrified

eyes in the same uneasy way. " Take care," she said

"Him god! Him powerful! Him can do

Him King of the Trees. Him King of

Heaven ! On Boupari island, Methodist god not

much ; no god so great like Tu-Kila-Kila."

"But a man can't be a god!" Muriel exclaimed

contemptuously. " He's nothing but a man ! a savage

!

a cannibal
!

"

Mali looked back at her in wondering surprise.

" Not in Queensland," she answered calmly—to her,

all the world naturally divided itself into Queensland

and Polynesia—" no god in Queensland. Governor,

him very great chief; but him no god like Tu-Kila-

Kila. Methodist god in sky, him only god that live

in Queensland. But no use worship Methodist god

over here in Boupari. Him no live here. Tu-Kila-

Kila live here. All god here make out of man.

Live in man. Korong ! What for you say a man
can't be a god ! You god yourself ! White gentleman

there, god! Korong, Korong. Chief put you in

Heaven, so make you a god. People pray to you

now. People bring you presents."

"You don't mean to say," Muriel cried, "they

bring me these things because they think me a

goddess ?

"

Mali nodded a grave assent. " Same like people

give money in church in Queensland," she answered

promptly. " Ask you make rain, make plenty crop,

make bread-fruit grow, make banana, make plantain.

I



)

FIRST DAYS IN BOUPARI. 63

You Korong now. While your time last, Queenie,

people give you plenty present."

"While my time Hsts?" Muriel repeated, with a

curious sense of discomfort creeping over her slowly.

The girl nodded an easy assent. " Yes, while your

time last," she answered, laying a small bundle of

palm-leaves at Muriel's back by way of a cushion.

"For now you Korong. By-and-by, Korong pass

to somebody else. This year, you Korong. So

people worship you."

But nothing that Muriel could say would induce

the girl further to explain .icr meaning. She shook

her head and looked very wise. " When a god come

into somebody," she said, nodding towards Muriel

in a mysterious way, " then him god himsell';

him Korong. When the god go away from him, him

Korong no longer ; somebody else Korong. Queenie

Korong now; so people worship him. While him

time last, people plenty kind to him."

The day passed away, and night came on. As it

approached, heavy clouds drifted up from eastward.

Mali busied herself with laying out a rough bed in

the hut for Muriel, and making her a pillow of soft

moss and the curious lichen-like material that hangs

parasitic from the trees, and is commonly known as

" old man's beard." As both Mali and Felix assured

her confidently no harm would come to her within

so strict a taboo, Muriel, worn out with fatigue and

terror, lay down at last and slept soundly on this

native substitute for a bedstead. She slept without

dreaming, while Mali lay at her feet, ready at a

moment's call. It was all so strange ; and yet she
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was too utterly wearied to do otherwise than sleep,

in spite of her strange and terrible surroundings.

Felix slept, too, for some hours, but woke with a

start in the night. It was raining heavily. He
could hear the loud patter of a fierce tropical shower

on the roof of his hut. His Shadow, at his feet, slept

still unmoved ; but when Felix rose on his elbow, the

Shadow rose on a sudden, too, and confronted him

curiously. The young man heard the rain ; then he

bowed down his face with an awed air, not visible,

but audible, in the still darkness. " It has come
!

"

he said with superstitious terror. " It has come at

last ! my lord has brought it
!

"

After that, Felix lay awake for some hours,

hearing the rain on the roof, and puzzled in his own
head by a half uncertain memory. What was it in

his school reading that that ceremony with the water

indefinitely reminded him of? Wasn't there some

Greek or Koman superstition about shaking your

head when water was poured upon it ? What could

that superstition be, and what light might it cast on

this mysterious ceremony ? He wished he could

remember ; but it was so long since he'd read it, and

he never cared much at school for Greek or Eoman
antiquities.

Suddenly, in a lull of the rain, the whole context

at once came back with a rush to him. He remem-

bered now he had read it, some time or other, in

some Classical Dictionary. It was a custom con-

nected with Greek sacrifices. The officiating priest

poured water or wine on the head of the sheep,

bullock, or other victim. If the victim shook its
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liead and knocked off the drops, that was a sign that

it was fit for the sacrifice, and that the god accepted

it. If the victim trembled visibly, that was a most

favourable omen. If it stood quite still and didn't

move its neck, tlien the god rejected it as unfit for his

purpose. Could that be the meaning of the ceremony

performed on Muriel and himself in " Heaven " that

morning ? "Were they merely intended as human
sacrifices ? Were they to be kept meanwhile and, as

it were, fed up for the slaugliter ? It was too horrible

to believe
;
yet it almost looked like it.

He wished he knew the meaning of that strange

word " Korong !
" Clearly, it contained the true key

to the mystery.

Anyhow, he had always his trusty knife. If the

worst came to the worst—those wretches should

never harm his spotless Muriel.

For he loved her to-night ; he would watch over

her and protect her. He would save her at least

from the deadliest of insults.

CHAPTER VII.

INTEKCIIANGE OF CIVILITIES.

All night long, without intermission, the heavy

tropical rain descended in torrents; at sunrise it

ceased, and a bright blue vault of sky stood in a spot-

less dome over the island of Boupari.

As soon as the sun was well risen, and the rain

had ceased, one shy native girl after another came

straggling up timidly to the white Hue that marked
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the taboo round Felix and Muriel's huts. They

came with more baskets of fruit and eggs. Humbly

saluting three times as they drew near, they laid

down their gifts modestly just outside the line, with

many loud ejaculations of praise and gratitude to the

gods in their own language.

" What do they say ? " Muriel asked, in a dazed

and frightened way, looking out of the hut door, and

turning in wonder to Mali.

"They say, 'Thank you, Queenie, for rain and

fruits,* " Mali answered, unconcerned, bustling about

in the hut. " Missy want to wash him face and

hands this morning ? Lady always wash every day

over yonder in Queensland."

Muris' nodded assent. It was all so strange to

her. But Mali went to the door and beckoned care-

lessly to one of the native girls just outside, who
drew near the line at the summons, with a somewhat

frightened air, putting one finger to her mouth in

coyly uncertain savage fashion.

" Fetch me water from the spring
!

" Mali said

authoritatively, in Polynesian. Without a moment's

delay the girl darted off at the top of her speed, and

soon returned with a large calabash full of fresh cool

water, which she laid down respectfully by the taboo

line, not daring to cross it.

"Why didn't you get it yourself ? " Muriel asked

of her Shadow, rather relieved than otherwise that

Mali hadn't left her. It was something in these dire

straits to have somebody always near who could at

least speak a little English.

. Mali started back in surprise. " Oh, that would
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never do," she answered, catching a colloquial ])hrat5e

she had often heard long before in Queensland.

" Me missy's Shadow. That great taboo. If me go

away out of missy's sight, very big sin—very big

danger. Man-a-Boupari catch me and kill me like

Jani, for no me stop and wait all the time on missy."

It was clear that human life was held very cheap

on the island of l^oupari.

Muriel made her scanty toilet in the hut as well

as she was able, with the calabash and water, aided

l)y a rough shell comb which Mali had provided for

her. Then she breakfasted, not ill, off eggs and fruit,

which Mali cooked with some rude native skill over

tlie open-air fire without in the precincts.

After breakfast, Felix came in to inquire how she

had passed the night in her new quarters. Already

Muriel felt how ode" was the contrast between the

quiet politeness of his manner as an English gentle-

man, and the strange savag"^ surroundings [in which

they both now found themselves. Civilization is an

attribute of communities; we necessarily leave it

behind when we find ourselves isolated among
barbarians or savages. But culture is a purely

personal and individual possession ; we carry it with

us wherever we go ; and no circumstances of life can

cer deprive us of it.

As they sat there talking, with a deep and abiding

sense of awe at the change (Muriel more conscious

than ever now of how deep was her interest in Felix

Thurstan, who represented for her all that was
dearest and best in England), a curious noise, as of a

discordant drum or tom-tom, beaten in a sort of
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recurrent tune, was heard towards the hills : und at

its very first sound both the Sliadows, Hinging them-

selves upon their faces with every sign of terror,

endeavoured to hide themselves under the native

mats with which the bare little hut was roughly

carpeted.

" What's the matter ? " Felix cried in English to

Mali ; for Muriel had already explained to him how

the girl had picked up some knowledge of our tongue

in Queensland.

' Mali trembled iu every limb, so that she could

hardly speak. "Tu-Kihi-Kila come," she answered,

all breathless. "No blackfellow look at him.

Burn blackfellow up. You and Missy Korong. All

right for you. Go out to meet him !

"

^ " Tu-Kila-Kila is coming," the young man Shadow

said in Polynesi m, almost in the same breath, and

no less tremulo usly. "We dare not look upon his

face lest he burn us to ashes. He is a very great

taboo. His face is fire. But you two are gods.

Step forth to receive him."

' Felix took Muriel's hand in his, somewhat trem-

bling himself, and led her forth on to the open space

in front of the huts to meet the man-god. She

followed him like a child. She was woman enough

for that. She had implicit trust in him.

I As they emerged, a strange procession met their

eyes unawares, coming down the zigzag path that led

from the hills to the shore of the lagoon, where their

huts were situated. At its head marched two men

—

tall, straight, and supple—wearing huge feather

masks over their faces, and beating tom-toms,
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decorated witli long strings of shiny cowries After

them, in order, came a sort of hoUow square «jf chiefs

or warriors, surrounding witli fan-pahns a central

ohject all shrouded from the view witli the utmost

precaution. This central ohject was rovered with a

huge regal umhrella, from whose edge hung rows of

small nautilus and otlier sliells, so as to form a kind

of screen, like the Japanese portieres now so common
in English doorways. Two supporters held it up,

one on either side, in long cloaks of feathers. Under

the uTuhrella, a man seemed to move; and as he

approached, the natives to right and left, fled pre-

cipitately to their huts, snatching up their naked

little ones from the ground as they went, and crying

aloud, " laboo, taboo ! He comes ! he comes ! Tu-

Kila-Kila ! Tu-Kila-Kila
!

"

The procession wound slowly on, unheeding these

common creatures, till it reached the huts. Then

the chiefs who formed the hollow square fell back

one by one, and the man under the umbrella, with

his two supporters, came forward boldly. Felix

noticed that they crossed without scruple the thick

white line of sand which all the other natives so

carefully respected. The man within the umbrella

drew aside the curtain of hanging nautilus shells.

His face was covered with a thin mask of paper

mulberry bark ; but Felix knew he was the self-same

person whom they had seen the day before in the

central temple.

Tu-Kila-Kila's air was more insolent and arrogant

than even before. He was clearly in high spirits

" You have done well, oh King of the Eain," he said,
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turning gaily to Felix ;
" and you, too, oh Qiu-on of

tho Clouds
;
you havo done ii«4ht bravely. "\Vo havo

all acquitted ourselves as our peoplo would wish.

We have made our showers to descend ahunduiitly

from heaven ; we have caused tho crops to grow ; wo

have wetted tho plantain hushes. See ;
Tu-Kilu-Kila,

who is so gren,t a god, has come from his own home

on tho hills to greet you."

" It has certainly i*aincd in the niglit," Felix

answered drily.

But Tu-Kila-Kila was not to he put off' thus.

Adjusting his thin mask or veil of bark, so as to hide

his face more thoroughly from the inferior god, he

turned round once more to the chiefs, who even so

hardly dared to look openly upon him. Then ho

struck an attitude. The man was clearly bursting

with spiritual pride. He knew himself to be a god,

and was filled with the insolence of his supernatural

power. " See, my people," he cried, holding up his

hands, palm outward, in his accustomed god-like

way ;
" I am indeed a great deity—Lord of Heaven,

Lord of Earth, Life of the World, Master of Time,

Measurer of the Sun's Course, Spirit of Growth,

Creator of the Harvest, Master of Mortals, Bestower

of Breath upon Men, Chief Pillar of Heaven !

"

The warriors bowed down before their bloated

master with unquestioning assent. "Giver of Life

to all the host of the Gods," they cried, "you are

indeed a mighty one. Weigher of the equipoise of

"Heaven and Earth, we acknowledge your might;

we give you thanks eternally."

Tu-Kila-Kila swelled with visible importance.

I

•1^
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"Did I not tell you, my mcftt," ho cxclaiincil, "I

would bring you new gods, great spirits from tho

sun, fetchera of fire from my bright home in tho

heavens ? And liave they not come ? Arc they not

here to-day ? Have they not brought tho precious

gift of fresh fire with them ?
" *

" Tu-Kila-Kila speaks true," the chiefs echoed

submissively with bended heads.

" Did I not make one of them King of the Eain ?
"

Tu-Kila-Kila asked once more, stretching one hand

toward the sky with theatrical magnificence. " Did

I not declare the other Queen of the Clouds in

Heaven? And have I not caused them to bring

down showers this night upon our crops ? Has not

the dry earth drunk ? Am I not the great god, the

saviour of Boupari ?

"

"Tu-Kila-Kila says well," the chiefs responded

once more in unanimous chorus.

Tu-Kila-Kila struck another attitude with childish

self-satisfaction. " I go into tho hut to speak with

my ministers/' ho said grandiloquently. " Fire and

Water, wait you here outside while I enter and

spf <c Nv.th my friends from the sun, whom I have

> Toi.{;ht ^or the salvation of the crops to Boupari."

Tbc ing of Fire and the King of Water, support-

ih«: X)--:'3 umbrella, bowed assent to his words. Tu-

Kiia-Kiia motioned Felix and Muriel into the nearest

hut. It was the one where the two Shadows lay

crouching in terror among the native mats. As the

god tried to enter, the two cowering wretches set up

a loud shout, " Taboo ! Taboo ! Mercy ! [Mercy

!

Mercy r* Tu-Kila-Kila retreated with a contemp-
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tuous smile. " I want to see you alone,*' he said in

Polynesian to Felix. " Is the other hut empty ?

If not, go in and cut their throats who sii there, and

make the place a solitude for Tu-Kila-Kila."

"There is no one in th? hut," Felix answered with

a nod, concealing his disgust at the command as far

as he was able.

" That is well," Tu-KihvKila answered, and walked

into it carelessly. Felix followed him close, and

deemed it best to make Muriel enter also.

As soon as they were alone, Tu-Kila-Kila's manner

altered greatly. " Come, now," he said quite genially,

yet with a curious under-current of hate in his steely

gi'ey eye ;
" we three are all gods. ''Ye who are in

Heaven need have no secrets frori one another.

Tell me the truth ; did you really come to us direct

from the sun, or are you sailing gods dropped from a

great canoe belonging to the warriors who seek

labourers for the white men in the distant country ?

"

Felix told him briefly in as few words as possible

the story of their arrival.

Tu-Kila-Kila listened with lively interest; then

he said very decisively with great bravado, " It was

/ who made the big wave wash your sister overboard.

I sent it to your ship. I wanted a Korong just now
in Boupari. It was / who brought you."

" You are mistaken," Felix said simply, not think-

ing it worth while to contradict him further. " It

was a pure natural accident."

"Well, tell me," the savage god •svent on once

more, eyeing liim close and sharp, "they say you

have brought fresh fire from the sun with you, and
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that you know liow to make it burst out like light-

ning at will. ;My people have seen it. They toll

me the wonder. I wish to see it too. We are all

gods here ; we need have no secrets. Only, I didn't

want to let tliese common people outside see I asked

you to show me. Make fire leap forth. I desire to

behold it."

Felix took out the matcli-box from his pocket, and

struck a vesta carefully. Tu-Kila-Kila looked on

witli profound interest. " It is wonderful," he said,

taking the vesta in his own hand as it burned, and

examiTiing it closely. "I have heard of this before

but I have never seen it. You are indeed gods, you

wliite men, you sailors of the sea." lie glanced at

Muriel. "And the woman, too," he said, with a

horrible leer, " the woman is pretty."

Felix took the measure of his man at once. He
opened his knife, and held it up threateningly. " See

here, fellow," he said in a low, slow tone, but with

great decision, "if you dare to speak or look like

that at that lady—god or no god, I'll drive this knife

straight up to the handle in your heart, though your

people kill me for it afterward ten thousand times

over. I am not afraid of you. These savages may
be afraid, and may think you a god ; but if you are,

then I am a god ten thousand times stronger than

you. One more word,—one more look like that, I

say—and I plunge this knife remorselessly into you."

Tu-Kila-Kila drew back, and smiled benignly.

Stalwart ruffian as he was, and absolute master of

his own people's lives, he was yet afraid in a way of

the strange new-comer. Vague stories of the men

i:



I ,

ll I

{ '

74 THE GREAT TABOO.

with white faces—the "sailing gods"—had reached

him from time to time; and though only twice

within his memory had European boats landed on

his island, he yet knew enough of the race to know
that they were at least very powerful deities—more

powerful with their weapons than even he was.

Besides, a man who could draw down fire from

Heaven with a piece of wax and a little metal box

might surely wither him to ashes, if he would, as he

stood before him. The very fact that Felix bearded

liim thus openly to his face astonished and somewhat

terrified the superstitious savage. Everybody else on

the island was afraid of him ; then certainly a man
who was not afraid must be the possessor of some

most efficacious and magical medicine. His one fear

now was lest his followers should hear and discover

his discomfiture. He peered about him cautiously,

with that careful gleam shining bright in his eye;

then he said with a leer, in a very low voice, " We
two need not quarrel. We are both of us gods.

Neither of us is the stronger. We are equal, that's

all. Let us live like brothers, not like enemies on

the island."

" I don't want to be your brother," Felix answered,

unable to conceal his loathing any more. "I hate

and detest you."

" What does he say ?
" Muriel asked, in an agony

of fear at the savage's black looks. " Is he going to

kill us ?

"

" No," Felix answered boldly. " I think he's

afraid of us. He's going to do nothing. You needn't

fear him."
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" Can she not speak ? " the sn.vage asked, pointing

with his finger somewhat rudely towards Muriel.

"Has she no voice but this, the chatter of birds?

Does she not know the human language ?

"

"She can speak," Felix replied, placing himself

like a shield between Muriel and the astonished

savage. " She can speak the language of the people

of our distant country—a beautiful language which

is as far superior to the speech of the brown men of

Polynesia as the sun in the heavens is superior to

the light of a candlenut. But she can't speak the

wretched tongue of you Boupari cannibals. I thank

Heaven she can't, for it saves her from understand-

ing the hateful things ycur people would say of her.

Now go ! I have seen already enough of you. I am
not afraid. Rem:mber> I am as powerful a god as

you. I need not fear. You cannot hurt me."

A baleful light gleamed in the cannibal's eye.

But he thought it best to temporize. Powerful as

he was on his island, there was one thing yet more

powerful by far than he ; and that was Taboo—the

custom and superstition handed down from his an-

cestors. Tliese strangers were Korong ; he dare not

touch them, except in the way and manner and time

appointed by custom. If he did, god as he was, his

people themselves would turn and rend him. Ho
was a god, but he was bound on every side by the

strictest taboos. He dare not himself offer violence

to Felix.

So he turned with a smile and bided his time.

He knew it would come. He .^ould afibrd to laugh.

Then, going to the door, he said with his grand affable

A
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manpor to his chiefs around, "I have spoken with

the gods, my ministers, witliin. They have kissed

my liands. My rain has fallen. All is well in tho

land. Arise, let us go away hence to my temple."

The savages put themselves in marching order at

once. " It is tlie voice of a god," they said reverently.

"Let us take hack Tu-Kihi-Ivila to his temple

home. Let us escort the lord of the divine umbrella.

"Wherever he is, there trees and plants put forth

green leaves and flourisli. At his bidding, flowers

bloom, and springs of water rise up in fountains.

His presence diffuses heavenly blessings."

" I think," Felly said, turning to poor terrified

Muriel, " I've sent the wretch away with a Ijcc in his

bonnet."

CITAPTEK YIII.

THE CUSTOMS OF DOVPArJ.

Human nature cannot always keep on the full stretch

of excitement. It was wonderful to both Felix and

^Muriel how soon they settled down into a quiet

routine of life on the Island of Boupari. A week

passed away— two weeks— three weeks— and the

chances of release seemed to grow slenderer and

slenderer. All they could do now was to wait for

the stray accident of a passing ship, and then try, if

possible, to signal it, or to put out to it in a canoe, if

the natives would allow them.

]\Ieanwhile, their lives for the moment seemed

fairly safe. Though for the first few days they lived
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in constant alarm, this feeling aftoi a time gave way
to one of comparative securitv. The strange institu-

tion ot taboo protected tliem more efficiently in their

wattled huts than the whole police force of London

could have dono in a Belgravian mansion. Tliere

thieves break through and steal, in spite of bolts and

bars, and metropolitan constables ; but at Boupari

no native, however daring or however wicked, would

ever venture to transgress the narrow line of white

coral sand which protected the castaways like an

intangible wall from all outer interference. AVithin

this impalpable ring-fence thoy were absolutely safe

from all rude intrusion, save that of the two Shadows,

who waited \ipon them, day and night, with unfailiivi^

willingness.

In other respects, considering the circumstances,

their life was an easy one. The natives brought

them freely of their simple store—yam, taro, bread-

fruit, and coco-nut, with plenty of fish, crabs, and

lobsters, as well as eggs by the basketful, and even

sometimes chickens. They ref[uired no pay beyond

a nod and a smile, and went away happy at those

slender recognitions. Felix discovered, in fact, that

they had got into a region wlierc the arid generaliza-

tions of political economy do not apply ; where Adam
Smith is unread, and ^Mill neglected ; where the

medium of exchange is an unknown quantity, and

where supply and demand readjust themselves con-

tinuously by simpler and more generous principles

than the familiar European one of " the higgling of

the market."

The people, too, though utter savages, were not in
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their own way altogether iinpleasing. It was their

customs and their superstitions, rather than them-

selves, that were so cruel i il horrible. Personally,

they seemed for the most |».irt simple-minded and

good-natured creatures. At first, indeed, Muriel was

afraid to venture for a step beyond the precincts of

their own huts: and it was long before she could

make up liei mind to go alone through the jungle

paths with Mali unaccompanied by Felix. But by

degrees she learnt that she could walk by herself

(of course, with the inevitable Shadow ever by her

side) over the whole island, and meet everywhere

with nothing from men, women, and children but

the utmost respect and gracious courtesy. Ihe

young lads as she passed would stand aside from the

path, with downcast eyes, and let her go by with all

the politeness of chi^;alrous Englisli gentlemen. The

old men would raise their eyes, but cross their hands

on their breasts, and stand motionless for a fev

minutes till she had got almost out of sight. The

women would bring their pretty brown babies for

the fair English lady to admire or to pat on the

head ; and when Muriel now and again stooped

down to caress some fat little naked child, lolling in

the dust outside a hut, with true tropical laziness,

the mothers would run up at the sight with delight

and joy, and throw themselves down in ecstasies of

gratitude for the notice she had taken of then*

favoured little ones. '* The gods of Heaven," they

would say, with every sign of pleasure, " have looked

graciously upon our Unaloa."

. At first Felix and Muriel were mainly struck with

^
t
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the politeness and deference which the natives dis-

played towards them. But after a time Felix at

least began to observe, behind it all, that a certain

amount of affection, and even of something like

commiseration as well, seemed to be mingled with

the respect and reverence showered upon them by

their hosts. The women, especially, were often

evidently touched by Muriel's innocence and beauty.

As she walked pa.st their huts with her light, girlish

tread they would come forth shyly, bowing many

times as they a})proached, and offer her a long spray

of the flowering hibiscus, or a pretty garland of

crimson ti-leaves, saying at the same time, many
times over, in tlieii own tongue, " Iteceive it, Korong

;

receive it, Queen of the Clouds ! You are good.

You are kind. You are a daughter of the Sun. We
are glad you have come to us."

A young girl soon makes herself at home any-

where; and Muriel, protected alike by her native

innocence and by the invisible cloak of Polynesian

taboo, quickly learnt to understand and to sympathize

with these poor dusky mothers. One morning, some

weeks after their arrival, she passed down the main

street of the village, accompanied by Felix and their

two attendants, and reached the marac—the open

forum or place of public assembly—which stood in

its midst ; a circular platform, surrounded by bread-

fruit trees, under whose broad, cool shade the people

were sitting in little groups and talking together.

They were dressed in the regular old-time festive

costume of Polynesia; for Boupari, being a small

and remote island, too iusiguiticant to be visited by
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European ships, retained still all its aboriginal

heathen manners and customs. The sight was,

indeed, a curious and picturesque one. The girls,

large-limbed, soft-skinned, and with delicately-

rounded figures, sat on the ground, laughing and

talking, with their knees crossed under them ; their

wrists were encinctured with girdles of dark red

dracocna leaves, their swelling bosoms half concealed,

half accentuated by hanging necklets of flowers.

Their beautiful brown arms and shoulders were bare

throughout; tlieir long, black hair was gracefully

twined and knotted with bright scarlet flowers. The

men, strong and stalwart, sat behind on short stools

or lounged on the buttressed roots of the bread-fruit

trees, clad like the women in narrow waist-belts of

the long red dracocna leaves, with necklets of sharks'

teeth, pendent chain of pearly shells, a warrior's cap

on their well-shaped heads, and an armlet of native

beans, arranged below the shoulder, around their

powerful arms. Altogether, it was a striking and

beautiful picture. Muriel, now almost released from

her early sense of feai*, stood still to look at it.

The men and girls were laughing and chatting

merrily together. Most of them were engaged in

holding up before tliem fine native mats ; and a row

of mulberry cloth, spread along on the ground, led

to a hut near one side of the marac. Towards this

the eyes of all the spectators were turned. ** What
is it, Mali ? " Muriel whispered, her woman's instinct

leading her at once to expect that something special

was going on in the way of local festivities.

And Mali answered at once, with many nods and
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smiles, " All right, Missy Queeuie. llim a wedding

a marriage
>>

The words liad hardly escaped her lips when a

very pretty young girl, half smotliercd in flowera,

and decked out in beads and fancy sliells, emerged

slowly from the hut, and took her way with stately

tread along the patli carpeted with native cloth.

She w^as girt round the waist with rich coloured

mats, which formed a long train, like a court dress,

trailing on the ground five or six feet behind her.

" That's the bride, I suppose," Muriel whispered,

now really interested — for what woman on earth,

wherever she may be, can resist the seductive

delights of a wedding ?

" Yes, her a bride," Mali answered ;
" and ladies

what follow, them her bridesm lids."

At the word, six other girls, similarly dressed,

though without the train, and demure as nuns,

emerged from the hut in slow order, two and two,

behind her.

Muriel and Felix moved forward with natural

curiosity towards the scene. The natives, now
ranged in a row alon^,' the path, with mats turned

inward, made way for them gladly. All seem

pleased that Heaven should thus auspiciously

lionour tlie occasion ; and the bride herself, as well

as the bridegroom who, decked in shells and teeth,

advanced from the opposite side along the path to

meet her, looked up with grateful smiles at the two

Europeans. Muriel, in return, smiled her most

gracious and girlish recognition. As the bride drew

near, she couldn't refrain from bending forward a

G
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littlo to look at the girl's really graceful costume.

As she did so, the skirt of her own European dress

brushed fur a second against the bride's train, trailed

carelessly many yards on the ground behind her.

Almost before they could know what had hap-

pened, a wild commotion arose as if by magic in

the crowd around them. Loud cries of " Taboo

!

Taboo
!

" mixed with inarticulate screams, burst on

every side from tlie assembled natives. In the

twinkling of an eye, they were surrounded by an

angry threatening throng, who didn't dare to draw

near, but standing a yard or two off drew stone

knives freely and shook their fists, scowling, in the

strangers' faces. Tlie cliange was appalling in its

electric suddenness. Muriel drew back horrified, in

an agony of alarm. " Oh, what have I done
!

" she

cried piteously, clinging to Felix for support. " Why
on earth are they angry with us ?

"

" I don't know," Felix answered, taken aback him-

self. "I can't say exactly in wliat you've trans-

gressed. But you must, unconsciously, in some way
have offended their prejudices. I hope it's not much.

At any rate they're clearly afraid to touch us."

"Missy Queenie break taboo," Mali explained at

once, with l*olynesian frankness. " That make people

angry. So him want to kill you. Missy Queenie

touch bride with end of her dress. Korong may
smile on bride—^^that very good luck : but Korong

taboo ; no must touch him."

The crowd gathered around them, still very

threatening in attitude, yet clearly afraid to approach

within arm's length of the strangers. Muriel was
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much frightened at their noise and at their frantic

gestures. " Come away," she cried, catching Felix hy

the arm once more. " Oh, what are they going to do

to us ? Will they kill us for this ? I'ju so horribly

afraid ! Oh, why did I ever do it !

"

The poo! little bride, meanwhile, left alone on tlie

carpet, and unnoticed by everybody, siink suddenly

down on the mats where she stood, buried her face in

her hands, and began to sob as if her heart would

break. Evidently, something very untoward of some

sort had happened to the dusky lady on her wedding

morning.

This final touch was too much for poor Muriel's

overwrought nerves. She, too, gave way, in a tempest

of sobs, and subsiding on one of the native stools

hard by, burst into tears herself with half hysterical

violence.

Instantly, as she did so, the whole assembly seemed

to change its mind again as if by contagious magic.

A loud shout of " She cries ; the Queen of the Clouds

cries ! " went up from all the assembled mob to heaven.

" It is a good omen," Toko, the Shadow, whispered

in Polynesian to Felix, seeing Ids puzzled look.

" We shall have plenty of rain now ; the clouds will

break; our crops will flourish." Almost before she

understood it, Muriel was surrounded by an eager and

friendly crowd, still afraid to draw near, but e\adently

anxious to see and to comfort and console her. Many
of the women eagerly held forward their native mats,

which Mali took from them, and pressing them for a

second against Muriel's eyes, handed them back with

just a suspicion of wet tears left glistening in the
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corner. The happy recipients leaped and shouted with

joy. " No more drought !
" they cried merrily, with

loud shouts and gesticulations. " The Queon of the

Clouds is good : she will weep well from heaven upon

my yam and tare plots !

"

Muriel looked up, all dazed, and saw, to her

intense surprise, the crowd was now nothing but

affection and sympathy. Slowly they gathered in

closer and closer, till they almost touched the hem of

her robe : then the men stood by respectfully, laying

their fingers on whatever she had wetted with her

tenrs, while the women and girls took her hand in

theirs and pressed it sympathetically. Mali explained

their meaning with ready interpretation. "No cry

too much, them say," she observed, nodding her head

sagely. "Not good for Missy Queenie to cry too

much. Them say, kind lady, be comforted."

There was genuine good-nature in the way they

consoled her ; and Felix was touched by the tender-

ness of those savage hearts: but the additional

explanation, given him in Polynesian by his own
Shadow, tended somewhat to detract from the dis-

interestedness of their sympathy :
" They say, * It is

good for the Queen of the Clouds to weep
: '

" Toko
said, with frank bluntness ;

" * but not too much :

—

for fear the rain should wash away all our yam and

taro plants.'

"

By this time the little bride had roused herself from

her stupor, and, smiling away as if nothing had

happened, said a few words in a very low voice to

Felix's Shadow. The Shadow turned most respect-

fully to his ma^er, and touching his sleeve-link, which
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was of bright gold, said in a very doubtful voice,

" She asks you, oh King, will you allow her, just for

to-day, to wear this ornament ?

"

Felix unbuttoned the shining bauble at once, and

was about to hand it to the bride with polite gallantry.

" She may vrear it for ever, for the matter of that, if

she likes," he said good-humouredly. " I make her a

present of it."

But the bride drew back as before in speechless

terror, as he held out his hand, and seemed just on

the point of bursting out into tears again at this

untoward incident. The Shadow intervened with

fortunate perception of the cause of the misunder-

standing. ** Korong must not touch or give anything

to a bride," he said quietly ;
" nou with his own hand.

He must not lay his finger on her ; that would be

unlucky. But he may hand it by his Shadow."

Then he turned to his fellow-tribesmen. "These

gods," he said, in an explanatory voice, like one

bespeaking forgiveness, " though they are divine, and

Korong, and very powerful—see, they have come

from the sun, and they are but strangers in Boupari

—

they do not yet know the ways of our island. They

have not eaten of human flesh. They do not under-

stand Taboo. But they will soon be wiser. They

mean very well, but they do not know. Behold, he

gives her this divine shining ornament from the

sun as a present
!

" And taking it in his hand, he

held it up for a moment to public admiration. Then

he passed on the trinket ostentatiously to the bride,

who, smiling and delighted, hung it low on her breast

among her other decorationg.
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The whole party seemed so surprised and gratified

at this proof of condescension on the part of the

divine strangers, that they crowded rouxid Felix once

more, praising and thanking him volubly. Muriel,

anxious to remove the bad impression she had created

by touching the bride's dress, hastily withdrew her

own little gold brooch and offered it in turn to the

Shadow as an additional present. But Toko, shaking

his head vigorously, pointed with his forefinger many
times to Mali. " Toko say him no can take it," Mali

explained hastily in her broken English. " Him no

your Shadow ; me your Shadow ; me do everything

for you ; me give it to the lady." And taking the

brooch in her hand she passed it over in turn amid

loud cries of delight and shouts of approval.

Thereupon, the ceremony began all over again.

They seem_ed by their intervention to have inter-

rupted some set formula. At its close the women
crowded around Muriel and took her hand in theirs,

kissing it many times over, with tears in their eyes,

and betraying an immense amount of geniune feeling.

One phrase in Polynesian they repeated again and

again ; a phrase that made Felix's cheek turn white,

as he leaned over the poor English girl with a pro-

found emotion.

" What does it mean that they say ? " Muriel

asked at last, perceiving it was all one phrase, many
times repeated.

Felix was about to give some evasive explanation,

when Mali interposed with her simple, unthinking

translation. "Them say, Missy Queenie very good

and kind. Make them sad to think. Make thera
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cry to see her. Make them cry to see Missy Queenie

Korong. Too good. Too pretty."

" Why so ? " Muriel exclaimed, drawing back with

some faint prcsenthnent of unspeakable horror.

Felix tried to stop her; 1)ut the girl would not be

stopped. "Because, when Korong time up," she

answered, blurting'it out, " Korong must
"

Felix clapped his hand to her mouth in wild haste,

and silenced her. He knew the worst now. He had

divined the truth. But Muriel at least must be

spared that knowledge.

3S,

s
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CHAPTEK IX.

SOWING THE WIND.

Vaguely and indefinitely one terrible truth had

been forced by slow degrees upon Felix's mind;

whatever else Korong meant, it implied at least

some fearful doom in store sooner or later for the

persons who bore it. How awful that doom might

be he could hardly imagine ; but he must devote

himself henceforth to the task of discovering what

its nature was, and, if possible, of averting it.

Yet how to reconcile this impending terror with

the other obvious facts of the situation ? the fact

that they were considered divine beings and treated

like gods; and the fact that the whole population

seemed really to regard them with a devotion and
kindliness closely bordering on religious reverence ?

If Korongs were gods, why should the people want
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to kill tliciu ? If tliey meant to kill tliem, why pay

tliem meanwliilo such respect and affection ?

One point at least was now, however, quite clear

to Felix. While the natives, especially the women,

displayed towards both of them in their personal

aspect a sort of regretful sympathy, he could not

help noticing at the same time that the men, at any

rate, regarded them also largely in an impersonal

light, as a sort of generalized abstraction of the

powers of nature—an embodied form of the rain and

the weather. The islanders were anxious to keep

their white guests well supplied, well fed, and in

perfect health, not so much for the strangers' sakes

as for their own advantage; they evidently con-

sidered that if anything went wrong with either of

their two new gods, corresponding misfortunes might

happen to their crops and the produce of their bread-

fruit groves. Some mysterious sympathy was held to

subsist between the persons of the castaways and the

state of the weather. The natives effusively thanked

them after welcome rain, and looked askance at

them, scowling, after long dry spells. It was for

this, no doubt, that they took such pains to

provide them with attentive Shadows, and to gird

round their movements with taboos of excessive

stringency. Nothing that the new-comers said or

did was indifferent, it seemed, to the welfare of the

community; plenty and prosperity depended upon

the passing state of Muriel's health, and famine or

drought might be brought about at any moment by

the slightest imprudence in Felix's diet.

How stringent these taboos really were Felix learnt

1^
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by slow degrees alone to realize. From the very

beginning lie had observed, to be sure, that thi y
might only eat and drink the food provided for them

;

that they were supplied with a clean and fresh-

built hut, as well as with bran-new coco-nut cups,

spoons, and platters ; that no litter of any sort was

allovved to accumulate near their sacred inclosure;

and that their Shadows never left them, or went out

of their sight, by day or by night, for a single

moment. Now, however, he began to perceive also

that the Shadows were there for that very purpose,

to watch over them, as it weve, like guards, on behalf

of the community ; to see that they ate or drank no

tabooed object ; to keep them from heedlessly trans-

gressing any unwritten law of the creed of Boupari

;

and to be answerable for their good behaviour gene-

rally. They were partly servants, it was true, and

partly sureties ; but they were partly also keepers,

and keepers who kept a close and constant watch

upon the persons of their prisoners. Once or twice

Felix, growing tired for the moment of this continual

surveillance, had tried to give Toko the slip, and to

stroll away from his hut, unattended, for a walk

through the island, in the early morning, before his

Shadow had waked ; Ijut on each such occasion he

found to his surprise that as he opened the hut door

the Shadow rose at once and confronted him angrily,

with an inquiring eye; and in time he perceived

that a thin string was fastened to the bottom of the

door, the other end of which was tied to the Shadow's

ankle; and this string could not be cut without

letting fall a sort of latch or bar which closed the

<'i

V
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door outside, only to bo raised again by some

external person.

Clearly, it was intended that the Korong should

have no chance of escape, without the knowledge of

the Shadow, who, as Felix afterwards learned, would

have paid with his own body by a cruel death for

the Korong's disappearance.

He might as well have tried to escape his own

shadow as to escape the one the islanders had tacked

on to him.

All Felix's energies were now devoted to the ar-

duous task of discovering what Korong really meant,

and what possibility he might have of saving Muriel

from the mysterious fate that seemed to be held in

store for them.

One evening, about six weeks after their arrival

in the island, the young Englishman was stroll-

ing by himself (after the sun sank low in heaven)

along a pretty tangled hillside path overhung with

lianas and rope-like tropical creepers, while his

faithful Shadow lingered a step or two behind,

keeping a sharp look-out meanwhile on all his

movements.

Near the top of a little crag of volcanic rock, in

the centre of the hills, he came suddenly upon a hut

with a cleared space around it, somewhat neater in

appearance than any of the native cottages he had

yet seen, and surrounded by a broad white belt of

coral sand, exactly like that which ringed round and

protected their own inclosure. But what specially

attracted Felix's attention was the fact that the

space outside this circle had been cleared into a
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regular flower-garden, quite European in the definite-

ness and orderliness of its quaint arrangement.

"Why, \vho lives here?" Felix asked in Polyne-

sian, turning round in surprise to his respectful

Shadow.

The Shadow waved his hand vaguely in an ex-

pansive way towards the sky, as he answered with a

certain air of awe often observable in his speech

when taboos were in question, " The King of Birds.

A very great god. He speaks the bird language."

'* Who is he ? " Fvlix inquired, taken aback, won-

dering vaguely to himself whether here, perchance,

he might have lighted upon some stray and ship-

wrecked compatriot.

"He comes from the sun like yourselves," the

Shadow answered, all deference, but with obvious

reserve. " He is a very great god. I may not speak

much of him. But he is not Korong. He is greater

than that, and less. He is Tula, the same as Tu-

Kila-Kila."

" Is he as powerful as Tu-Kila-Kila ? " Felix asked

with intense interest.

" Oh no, he's not nearly so powerful as that," the

Shadow answered, half terrified at the bare sugges-

tion. " No god in Heaven or Earth is like Tu-Kila-

Kila. This one is only King of the Birds, which is

a little province, while Tu-Kila-Kila is King of

Heaven and Earth, of Plants and Animals, of Gods

and Men, of all things created. At his nod the sky

shakes, and the rocks tremble. But still, this god is

Tula, like Tu-Kila-Kila. He is not for a year. He
goes on for ever, till some other supplants him."
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" You say lie comes from the sun," Felix put in,

devoured with curiosity. "And he speaks the hird

language ? What do you mean hy that ? Does he

speak like the Queen of the Clouds and myself when

we talk together ?

"

" Oh dear, no," the Shadow answered in a very

confident tone. " He doesn't speak the least bit in

the world like that. He speaks shriller and higher

and still more bird-like. It is chatter, chatter,

chatter, like the parrots in a tree ; tirra, tirra, tirra

;

tarra, tarra, tarra; la, la, la; lo, lo, lo; lu, lu, lu;

li-la. And he sings to himself all the time. He
sings this way "

And then the Shadow, with that wonderful power

of accurate mimicry which is so strong in all natural

human beings, began to trill out at once, with a very

good Parisian accent, a few lines from a well-known

song in " La Fille de Madame Angot,"

" Quand on conspi-rc,

Quimd sans fraycur

On pent so di-re

Conspirateur,

Pour tout le mon-de

II faut avoir

Pcrruque blon-do

Et collet noir^

Pcrruque blon-de

Et collet noir."

"That's how the King of the Birds sings,'* the

Shadow said, as he finished, throwing back his head,

and laughing with all his might at his own imitation.

"So funny, isn't it? It's exactly like the song of

the pink-crested parrot."
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"Why, Toko, it's Frencli," Felix exclaimed,

using tlie Fijian word for a Frenchman, which the

Shadow of course, on his remote island, had never

before heard. " How on earth did he come here ?

"

" I can't tell you," Toko answered, waving his

arms seaward. " He came from the sun, like your-

selves. But not in a sun-boat. It had no fire. He
came in a canoe, all by himself. And Mali says "

—

here the Shadow lowered his voice to a most

mysterious whisper—" he's a man-a-oui-oui."

Felix quivered with excitement. "Man-a-oui-oui

"

is the universal name over semi-civilized Polynesia

for a Frenchman. Felix seized upon it with avidity.

"A man-a-oui-oui," he cried, delighted. "How
strange ! How wonderful ! I must go in at once to

his hut and see him !

"

He had lifted his foot and wms just going to cross

the white line of coral-sand, when his Shadow,

catching him suddenly and stoutly round the w^aist,

pulled him back from the enclosure with every sign

of horror, alarm, and astonishment. " No, you can't

go," he cried, grappling with him with all his force,

yet using him very tenderly for all that, as becomes

a god. *' Taboo ! Taboo there
!

"

" But I am a god myself," Felix cried, insisting

upon his privileges. If you have to submit to the

disadvantages of taboo, you may as well claim its

advantages as well. "The King of Fire and the

King of Water crossed my taboo line. Why
shouldn't I cross equally the King of the Birds',

then ?

"

" So you might—as a rule," the Shadow answered
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witli [)roniptitu(le. " Ycjii arc both gods. Your

taboos do not cross. You may visit each otlior. You
may transgress one another's lines without danger of

falling dead on the ground, as common men woidd

do if they broke taboo-lines. Ihit this is the ^lonth

of liirds. The King is in retreat. No man may see

him except his own Shadow, the Little Cockatoo,

who brings him Ids food and drink. Do you see

that hawk's head, stuck upon the post by the door at

the side. That is his Special Taboo. He keeps it

for his month. Even gods must respect that sign,

for a reason which it would be very bad medicine to

mention. While tlie Month of Birds lasts, no man
may look upon the King or hear him. If they did,

they would die, and the carrion birds would eat them.

Come away. This is dangerous."

Scarcely were the words well out of his mouth

when from the recesses of the hut a rollicking French

voice v^as heard trilling out merrily

:

" Quand on con-ep'-re,

Quand, sans frayeur- •»

Without waiting for more, the Shadow seized

Felix's arm in an agony of terror. " Come away," he

cried hurriedly, " come aw^ay ! Wliat will become of

us ? This is horrible, horrible ! We have broken

taboo ! We have heard the god's voice. The sky

will fall on us. If his Shadow were to find it out

and tell my people, my people would tear us limb

from limb. Quick, quick ! Hide away ! Let us run

fast through the forest before any man discover it."

The Shadow's voice rang deep with alarm. Felix
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felt he (]iii'e not tiillu with this superstition. l*io-

found iis was Ids curid.sity id)()ut the mysterious

Frenclinian, he was compelled t<3 hottle up his ea^^er-

ness and anxiety f(»r the moment, and patiently wait

till the Month of lairds had run its course, and taken

its inconvenient taboo along with it. These limita-

tions were terrilde. Yet he counted much upon the;

information the Frenchman couhl give him. Tiie

man had been some time on the island, it was clear,

and doubtless he understood its ways thoroughly:

he might east some liglit at last ui)on the Korong

mystery.

So he went back through the woods with a heart

somewhat lighter.

Not far from their own huts he met Muriel and

Mali.

As they walked home togelher, Felix told his

companion in i vei few word,-} the rtiir'"'^^ discovery

about the Frenchina '" and the im})(jni)tra,,, c l:"^^**^ by

which he was at present .^ni '"unded. Muriel «W^vv

a deep sigh. ''Oh, Felix," she said- ^or the) \*ciy',

naturally by this time very much at hoiuO with oiu;

another, ** did you ever know nnything so dreadfivl ^.^

the mystery of these taboos? It • "^nis as If v^'o

should never get really to the boLius* o*f them.

Mali's always springing some new one up( ' me. 1

don't believe we shall ever be able to lea .
•- the

island—we're so hedged round with taboos. Even if

we were to see a ship to-day, I don't believe they'd

allow us to signal it."

There was a red sunset : a lurid, tropical, red and

j<reen sunset. It boded mischief.
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They were passing by some huts at the moment,

and over the stockade of one of them a tree was

hanging with small yellow fruits, which Felix knew
well in Fiji as wholesome and agreeable. He broke

off a small branch as he passed, and offered a couple

thoughtlessly to Muriel. She took them in her

fingers, and tasted them gingerly. " They're not so

bad," she said, taking another from the bough.

" They're very much like gooseberries."

At the same moment, Felix popped one into his

own mouth, and swallowed it without thinking.

Almost before they knew what had happened,

w4th the same extraordinary rapidity as in the case

of the wedding, the people in the cottages ran out,

with every sign of fear and apprehension, and seizing

the branch from Felix's hands, began upbraiding the

two Shadows for their want of attention.

"We couldn't help it," Toko exclaimed, with

every appearance of guilt and horror on his face.

*' They were much too sharp for us. Their hearts

are black. How could we two interfere? These

gods are so quick ! They had picked and eaten them

before we ever saw them."

One of the men raised his hand with a threatening

air—but against the Shadow, not against the sacred

person of Felix. " He will be ill," he said angrily,

pointing towards the whit 3 man ;
" and She will, too

Their hearts arc indeed black. They have sown the

seed of the wind. They have both of them eaten of

it. They will both be ill. You deserve to die ! And
what will come now to our trees and plantations ?

'*

The crowd gathered round them, cursing low and

\

I ' i
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horribly. The ivvo terrified Europeans slunk off to

their huts, unaware of their exact crime, and closely

followed by a scowling bufc despondent mob of

natives. As they crossed their sacred boundary,

Muriel cried, with a sudden outburst of tears, " Oh,

Felix, what on earth shall we ever do to get rid of

this terrible, unendurable godship ?
"

The natives without set up a great shout of horror.

" See, see ! she cries
!

" they exclaimed, in inde-

scribable panic. "She has eaten the Storm-fruit,

and already she cries ! Oh, clouds, restrain your-

selves! Oh, great Queen, mercy! Whatever will

become of us and our poor huts and gardens !

"

And for hours they crouched around, beating their

breasts and shrieking.

That evening, Muriel sat up late in Felix's hut,

with Mali by her side, too frightened to go back into

her own alone before those angry people. And all

the time, just beyond the barrier line, they could

hear, above the whistle of the wind around the hut,

the droning voices of dozens of natives, cowering low

on the ground: they seemed to be going through

some litany or chant, as if to deprecate the result of

this imprudent action.

"What are they doing outside?" Felix asked of

his Shadow at last, after a peculiarly long wail of

misery.

And the Shadow made answer, in very solemn

tones, " They are trying to propitiate your Mightiness,

and to avert the omen, lest the rain should fall, and

the wind should blow, and the storm-cloud should

burst over the island to destroy them."

. H
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Then Felix remembered suddenly of himself that

the season when this Storm-fruit, or Storm-apple, as

they called it, was ripe in Fiji, was also the season

when the great Pacific cyclones most often swept

over the land in full fury ;-—storms unexampled on

any other sea, like that famous one which wrecked

so many European men-of-war a fev^ years since in

the harbour of Samoa.

And without, the wail came louder and clearer

still :
" If you sow the bread-fruit-seed, you will reap

the bread-fruit. If you sow the wind, }^ou will reap

the whirlwind. They have eaten the Storm-fruit.

Oh, great King, save us !

"

CHAPTER X.

REAPING THE WHIRLWIND.

Towards midnight, Muriel began to doze lightly

from pure fatigue.

" Put a pillow under her head, and let her sleep,"

Felix said in a whisper. " Poor child, it would be cruel

to send her alone to-night into her own quarters."

And Mali slipped a pillow of mulberry paper under

her mistress's head, and laid it on her own lap, and

bent down to watch her.

But outside, beyond the line, the natives murmured

loud their discontent. "The Queen of the Clouds

stay? in the King of the Eain's hut to-night," they

muttered angrily. " She will not listen to us. Before

morning, be sure, the Tempest will be born of their

meeting to destroy us."
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About two o'clock, there came a lull in the wind,

which had been rising steadily ever since that lurid

sunset. Felix looked out of the hut door. The

moon was full. It was almost as clear as day with

the bright tropical moonlight, silvery in the open,

pale green in the shadow. The people were still

squatting in great rings round the hut, just outside

the taboo line, and beating gongs and sticks and

human bones, to keep time to the lilt of their lugu-

brious litany.

The air felt unusually heavy and oppressive.

Felix raised his eyes to the sky, and saw wisps of

light cloud drifting in rapid flight over the scudding

moon. Below, an ominous fog bank gathered steadily

westward. Then one clap of thunder rent the sky.

After it, came a deadly silence. The moon was veiled.

All was dark as pitch. The natives themselves fell

on their faces and prayed with mute lips. Three

minutes later, the cyclone had burst upon them in

all its frenzy.

Such a hurricane Felix had never before

experienced.

Its energy was awful. Eound the palm-trees the

wind played a frantic and capricious devil's dance.

It pirouetted about the atoll in the mad glee of

unconsciousness. Here and there, it cleared lanes,

hundreds of yards in length, among the forest trees

and the coco-nut plantations. The noise of snapping

and falling trunks rang thick on the air. At times

the cyclone would swoop down from above upon the

swaying stem of some tall and stately palm that

bent like grass before the wind, break it off short
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with a roar at the bottom, and lay it low at once on

the ground, with a crash like thunder. In other

places, little playful whirlwinds seemed to descend

from the sky in the very midst of the dense brush-

wood, where they cleared circular patches, strewn

thick underfoot with trunks and branches in their

titanic sport, and yet left unhurt all about the

surrounding forest. Then again a special cyclone of

gigantic proportions would advance, as it were, in a

single column against one stem of a clump, whirl

round it spirally like a lightning flash, and, deserting

it for another, leave it still standing but turned and

twisted like a screw by the irresistible force of its

invisible fingers. The storm god, said Toko, was

dancing with the palm-trees. The sight was awful.

Such destructive energy Felix had never even

imagined before. No wonder the savages all round

beheld in it the personal wrath of some mighty

spirit.

For in spite of the black clouds they could see it

all—both the Europeans and the islanders. The

intense darkness of the night was lighted up for them

every minute by an almost incessant blaze of sheet

and forked lightning. The roar of the thunder

mingled with the roar of the tempest, each in turn

overtopping and drowning the other. The hut where

Felix and Muriel sheltered themselves shook before

the storm ; the very ground of the island trembled

and quivered—like the timbers of a great ship before

a mighty sea—at each onset of the breakers upon the

surrounding fringe-reef. And side by side with it all,

t9 crown their misery, wild torrents of rain, descend-
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ing in water-spouts, as it seemed, tor dashed in great

sheets against the roof of their frail tenement, poured

fitfully on with fierce tropical energy.

In the midst of the hut Muriel crouched and

prayed with bloodless lips to Heaven. This was too,

too terrible. It seemed incredible to her that on top

of all they had been called upon to suffer of fear and

suspense at the hands of the savages, the very dumb
forces of nature themselves should thu? be stirred up

to open war against them. Her faith in Providence

was sorely tried. Dumb forces, indeed ! Why, they

roared with more terrible voices than any wild beast

on earth could possibly compass. The thunder and

the wind were howling each other down in emulous

din, and the very hiss of the lightning could be

distinctly heard like some huge snake at times above

the creaking and snapping of the trees before the

gale in the surrounding forest.

Muriel crouched there long, in the mute misery of

utter despair. At her feet Mali crouched too, as

frightened as herself, but muttering aloud from time

to time, in a reproachful voice, " I tell Missy Queenie

what going to happen. I warn her not. I tell her

she must not eat that very bad storm-apple. But

Missy Queenie no listen. Her take her own way,

then storm come down upon us."

And Felix's Shadow, in his own tongue, exclaimed

more than once in the self-same tone, half terror, half

expostulation, " See now what comes from breaking

taboo? You eat the storm-fruit. The storm-fruit

suits ill with the King of the Eain and the Queen of

the Clouds. The heavens have broken loose. The



K

102 THE OREAT TABOO.

sea has boiled. See what wind and what flood you

are bringing upon us."

By-and-by, above even the fierce roar of the

mingled thunder and cyclone, a wild orgy of noise

burst upon them all from without the hut. It was

a sound as of numberless drums and tom-toms, all

beaten in imison with the mad energy of fear: a

hideous sound, suggestive of some hateful heathen

devil-worship. Muriel clapped her hands to her ears

in horror. " Oh, what's that ? " slie cried to Felix, at

this new addition to their endless alarms. " Are the

savages out there rising in a body ? Have they come

to murder us ?

"

" Perhaps," Felix said, smoothing her hair with his

hand, as a mother might soothe her terrified child,

"perhaps they're angry with us for having caused

this storm, as they think, by our foolish action. I

believe they all set it down to our having unluckily

eaten that unfortunate fruit. I'll go out to the door

myself and speak to them.'*

Muriel clung to his arm with a passionate clinging.

" Oh, Felix," she cried, " no. Don't leave me here

?.lone. My darling, I love you. You're all the world

there is left to me now, Felix. Don't go out to those

wretches and leave me here alone. They'll murder

you ! they'll murder you ! Don't go out, I implore

you. If they mean to kill us, let them kill us both

together, in one another's arms. Oh, Felix, I am
yours, and you are mine, my darling

!

"

It was the first time either of them had acknow-

ledged the fact ; but there, before the face of that

awful convulsion of nature, all the little deceptions
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and veils of life seemed rent asunder for ever as by

a flash of lightning. They stood face to face with

each other's souls, and forgot all else in the agony of

the moment. Felix clasped the trembling girl in his

arms like a lover. The two Shadows looked on and

shook with silent terror. If the King of the Rain

thus embraced the Queen of the Clouds before their

very eyes, amid so awful a storm, wliat unspeakable

effects might not follow at once from it ! But they

had too much respect for those supernatural creatures

to attempt to interfere with their action at such a

moment. They accepted their masters almost as

passively as they accepted the wind and the thunder,

which they believed to arise from them.

Felix laid his poor Muriel tenderly down on the

mud floor again. " I must go out, my child," he said.

" For very love of you, I must play the man, and find

out what these savages mean by their drumming."

He crept to the door of the hut (for no man could

walk upright before that awful storm), and peered

out into the darkness once more, awaiting one of the

frequent flashes of lightning. He had not long to

wait. In a moment the sky was all ablaze again from

end to end, and continued so for many seconds con-

secutively. By the light of the continuous zigzags of

fire, Felix could see for himself that hundreds and

hundreds of natives—men, women, and cliildren,

naked, or nearly so, with their hair loose and wet

about their cheeks—lay flat on their faces, many
courses deep, just outside the taboo line. The wind

swept over them with extraordinary force, and the

tropical rain descended in great floods upon their bare
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backs and shoulders. But the savages, as if entranced,

seemed to take no heed of all these earthly things.

They lay grovelling in the mud before some unseen

power ; and beating their tom-toms in unison, with

barbaric concord, they cried aloud once more as

Felix appeared, in a weird litany that overtopped

even the tumultuous noise of the tempest, " Oh, Storm-

God, hear us ! Oh, great spirit, deliver us ! King

of the Eain and Queen of the Clouds, befriend us

!

Be angry no more! Hide your wrath from your

people ! Take away your hurricane, and we will

bring you many gifts. Eat no longer of the storm-

apple—the seed of the wind—and we will feed you

with yam and turtle, and much choice bread-fruit.

Great King, we are yours
;
you shall choose which

you will of our children for your meat and drink

;

you shall sup on our blood. But take your storm

away; do not utterly drown and submerge our

island
!

"

As they spoke they crawled nearer and nearer,

with gliding serpentine motion, till their heads

almost touched the white line of coral. But not a

man of them all went one inch beyond it. They

stopped there and gazed at him. Felix signed to

them with his hand, and pointed vaguely to the sky,

as much as to say he was not responsible. At the

gesture the whole assembly burst into one loud shout

of gratitude. " He has heard us, he has heard us,"

they exclaimed, with a perfect wail of joy. " He will

not utterly destroy us. He will take away his storm.

He will bring the sun and the moon back to us."

Felix returned into the hut, somewhat reassured,

f
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SO far as the attitude of the savages went. " Don't

be afraid of them, Muriel," he cried, taking her

passionately once more in a tender embrace. " They

daren't cross the taboo. They won't come near;

they're too frightened themselves to dream of

hurting us."

CHAPTER XI.

AFTEll THE STORM.

Next morning, the day broke bright and calm, as if

the tempest had been but an evil dream of the night,

now past for ever. The birds sang loud ; the lizards

came forth from their holes in the wall, and basked,

green and gold, in the warm dry sunshine. But

though the sky overhead was blue and the air clear,

as usually happens after these alarming tropical

cyclones and rain-storms, the memorials of the great

wind that had raged all night long among the forests

of the island were neither few nor far between.

Everywhere the ground was strewn with leaves and

branches and huge stems of coco-palms. All nature

was draggled. Many of the trees were stripped

clean of their foliage, as completely as oaks in an

English winter; on others, big strands of twisted

fibres marked the scars and joints where mighty

boughs had been torn away by main force; while

elsewhere, bare stumps alone remained to mark the

former presence of some noble dracoena or some

gigantic banyan. Bread-fruits and coco-nuts lay

tossed in the wildest confusion on the ground : the
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banana and plantain-patches were beaten level with

the soil or buried deep in the mud: many of the

huts had given way entirely : abundant wreckage

strewed every corner of the island. It was an awful

sight. Muriel shuddered to herself to see how much

they two that night had passed through.

What the outer fringing reef had suffered from

the storm they hardly knew as yet; but from the

door of the hut Felix could see for himself how even

the calm waters of the inner lagoon had been lashed

into wild fury by the fierce swoop of the tempest.

Round the entire atoll the solid conglomerate coral

floor was scooped under, broken up, chewed fine

by the waves, or thrown in vast fragments on the

beach of the island. By the eastern shore, in

particular, just opposite their huts, Felix observed a

regular wall of many feet in height, piled up by the

waves like the familiar Chesil Beach near his old

home in Dorsetshire. It was the shelter of that

temporary barrier alone, no doubt, that had preserved

their huts last night from the full fury of the gale,

and that had allowed the natives to congregate in

such numbers prone on their faces in the mud and

rain, upon the unconsecrated ground outside their

taboo line.

But now, not an islander was to be seen within

earshot. All had gone away to look after their

ruined huts or their beaten-down plantain-patches,

leaving the cruel gods, who, as they thought, had

wrought all the mischief out of pure wantonness, to

repent at leisure the harm done during the night to

their obedient votaries.
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Felix -was just about to cross the taboo-li.ic and

walk down to tho slioro to cxaniino the barrier, wbeu

Toko, his ShadoAV, laying his hand on his shoulder

with more genuine interest and affection than ho

had ever yet shown, exclaimed with some horror,

" Oh no ! Not that ! Don't dare to go outside ! It

would bo very dangerous for you. If my people

were to catch you on profane soil just now, there's

no saying what harm they might not do to you."

" Why so ? " Felix exclaimed in surprise. " Last

night, surely, they were all prayers and promises

and vows and entreaties."

The young man nodded his head in acquiescence.

" Ah yes ; last night," he answered. " Tliat was very

well then. Vows were sore needed. The storm was

raging, and you were within your taboo. How
could they dare to touch you, a mighty god of tho

tempest, at the very moment when you were rend-

ing their banyan-trees and snapping their coco-nut

stems with your mighty arms like so many little

chicken-bones ? Even Tu-Kila-Kila himself, I

expect, the very high god, lay frightened in his

temple, cowering by his tree, annoyed at your wrath

;

he sent Fire and Water among the worshippers, no

doubt, to offer up vows and to appease your anger."

Then Felix remembered, as his Shadow spoke,

that, as a matter of fact, he had observed the men
who usually wore the red and white feather cloaks

among the motley crowd of grovelling natives wjio

lay flat on their faces in the mud of the cleared

si)ace the night before, and prayed hard for mercy.

Only they were not wearing their robes of office at

i
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the moment, in accordance with a well-known

savage custom : they had come naked and in disgrace,

as befits all suppliants. They had left behind them

the insignia of their rank in their own shaken huts,

and bowed down their bare backs to the rain and

the lightning.

"Yes, I saw them among the other islanders,"

Felix answered, half smiling, but prudently remain-

ing witliin the taboo-line as his Shadow advised him.

Toko kept his hand still on his master's shoulder.

" Oh, King," he said, beseechingly, and with great

solemnity, " I am doing wrong to warn you ; I am
breaking a very great taboo. I don't know what

harm may come to me for telling you. Perhaps Tii-

Kila-Kila will burn me to ashes with one glance of

his eyes. He may know this minute what I'm say-

ing here alone to you."

It is hard for a white man to meet scruples like

this ; but Felix was bold enough to answer outright,

" Tu-Kila-Kila knows nothing of the sort, and can

never find out. Take my word for it. Toko, nothing

that you say to me will ever reach to Tu-Kila-Kila."

The Shadow looked at him doubtfully, and

trembled as he spoke. "I like you, Korong," he

said, with a genuinely truthful ring in his voice.

"You seem to me so kind and good—so different

from other gods, who are very cruel. You never

beat me. Nobody I ever served treated me as well

or as kindly as you have done. And for your sake, I

will even dare to break taboo,—if you're quite, quite

sure Tu-Kila-Kila will never discover it."

"I'm quite sure," Felix answered with perfect
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confidence. "I know it for certain. T swear a great

oath to it."

"You swear by Tu-Kila-Kihi himself?" the

young savage asked anxiously.

" I swear by Tu-Kila-Kila himself," Felix replied

at once. " I swear, without doubt. lie can never

know it."

"That is a great taboo," tho Shadow went on,

meditatively, stroking Felix's arm. "A very great

taboo indeed. A terrible medicine. And you are a

god: I can trust you. Well, then, you see, the

secret is this : you are Korong, but you are a

stranger, and you don't understand the ways of

Boupari. If for three days after the end of this

storm, which Tu-Kila-Kila has sent Fire and Water

to pray and vow against, you or the Queen of the

Clouds show yourselves outside your own taboo-

line,—why, then, the people are clear of sin : whoever

takes you may rend you alive; they will tear you

limb from limb and cut you into pieces."

" Why so ? " Felix asked, aghast at this discovery.

They seemed to live on a perpetual volcano in this

wonderful island ; and a volcano ever breaking out

in fresh places. They could never get to the bottom

of its horrible superstitions.

"Because you eat the storm-apple," the Shadow

answered confidently. " That was very wrong. You
brought the tempest upon us yourselves by your own

trespass ; therefore, by the custom of Boupari, which

we learn in the mysteries, you become full Korong

for the sacrifice at once. That makes the term for

you. The people will give you all your dues ; then
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they will say, 'We are free; we have bought you

with a price ; we have brought your coco-nuts. No
sin attaches to us; we are righteous, we are

righteous.* And then they will kill you, and Fire

and Water will roast you and boil you."

" But only if we go outside the taboo-line ? " Felix

asked anxiously.

"Only if you go outside the taboo-line," the

Shadow replied, nodding a hasty assent. " Inside it,

till your term comes, even Tu-Kila-Kila himself, the

very high god, whose meat we all are, dare never

hurt you."

" Till our term comes \
" Felix inquired, once

more astonished and perplexed. " What do you

mean by that, my Shadow ?

"

But the Shadow was either bound by some

superstitious fear, or else incapable of putting him-

self into Felix's point of view. " Why, till you are

full Korong," he answered, like one who speaks of

some familiar fact, as who should say, till you are

forty years old, or, till your beard grows white. " Of

course, by-and-by, you will be full Korong. I can-

not help you then ; but, till that time comes, I would

like to do my best by you. You have been very

kind to me. I tell you much. More than this, it

would not be lawful for me to mention."

And that was the most that, by dexterous ques-

tioning, Felix could ever manage to get out of his

mysterious Shadow.
" At the end of three days we will be safe, though ?

"

he inquired at last, after all other questions failed to

produce an answer.
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** Oh yes, at the end of three days, the storm will

have blown over," the young man answered easily.

"All will then be well. You may venture out once

more. The rain will have dried over all the island.

Fire and Water will have no more power over you."

FeMx went back to the hut to inform Muriel of

this new peril thus suddenly sprung upon them.

Poor Muriel, now almost worn out with endless

terrors, received it calmly. " I'm growing accus-

tomed to it all, Felix," she answered resignedly. " If

only I know that you will keep your promise, and

never let me fall alive into these wretches' hands, I

shall feel quite safe. Oh, Felix, do you know, when
you took me in your arms like that last night, in

spite of everything, I felt positively happy."

About ten o'clock they were suddenly roused by

a sound of many natives, coming in quick succession,

single file, to the huts, and shouting aloud, **0h.

King of the Kain. Oh, Queen of the Clouds, come

forth for our vows ! Eeceive your presents !

"

Felix went forth to the door to look. With a

warning look in his eyes, his Shadow followed him.

The natives were now coming up by dozens at a time,

bringing with them, in great arm-loads, fallen coco-

nuts and bread-fruits, and branches of bananas, and

large draggled clusters of half-ripe plantains.

" Why, what are all these ? " Felix exclaimed in

surprise.

His Shadow looked up at him as if amused at the

absurd simplicity of the question. " These are yours,

of course," he said ;
" yours, and the Queen's ; they

are the wind-falls you made. Did you not knock
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tliem all off the trees for yourselves when you were

coming down in such sheets from the sky last

evening ?

"

Felix wrung his hands in positive despair. It was

clear indeed that to the minds of the natives there

was no distinguishing personally between himself

and Muriel and the rain or the cyclone.

" Will they bring them all in ? " he asked, gazing

in alarm at the huge pile of fruits the natives were

making outside the huts.

" Yes, all," the Shadow answered ;
" they are

vows ; they are god-sends ; but if you like, you can

give some of them back- If you give much back, of

course it will make my people less angry with you."

Felix advanced near the line, holding his hand up

before him to command bilence. As he did so, he

was absolutely appalled himself at the perfect storm

of execration and abuse which his appearance excited.

The foremost natives, brandishing their clubs and

stone-tipped spears, cr shaking their fists by the Mne,

poured forth upon his devoted head at once all the

most frightful curses of the Polynesian vocabulary.

" Oh, evil god," they cried aloud with angry faces

;

" oh, wicked spirit ! you have a bad heart. See what

a wrong you have purposely done us. If your heart

were not bad, would you treat us like this ? If you

are indeed a god, come out across the line, and let us

try issues together. Don't bkulk like a coward in

your hut and within your taboo, but come out and

fight us. We are not afraid, who are only men.

Why are you afraid of us ?
"

Felix tried to . speak once more, but the din
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drowned his voice. As he paused, the people set up
their louds shouts again. "Oh, you wicked god!

You eat the storm-apple ! You have wrought us

much harm. You have spoilt our harvest. How
you came down in great sheets last night ! It was

pitiful, pitiful! We would like to kill you. You
might have taken our bread-fruits and our bananas,

if you would ; we give you them freely ; they are

yours ; here, take them. We feed you well ; we
make you manv offerings. But why did you wish to

have our huts also ? Why did you beat down our

young plantations and break our canoes against the

beach of the island ? That shows a bad heart ! You
are an evil god ! You dare not defend yourself.

Come out and meet us."

CHAPTER XII.

A POINT OF THEOLOGY.

At last, with great difficulty, Felix managed to

secure a certain momentary lull of silence. The

natives, clustering round the line till they almost

touched it, listened with scowling brows, and

brandished threatening spears, tipped with points of

stone, or shark's teeth, or tuHle-bone, while he made

his speech to them. From time to time, one or

another interrupted him, coaxing and wheedling him,

as it were, to cross the line ; but Felix never heeded

them. He was beginning to understand now how to

treat this strange people. He took no notice of their

threats or their entreaties either.

I



^ J.. ' I

114 THE GREAT TABOO.

m

ifii

<

'

'
I

I \

I ]

>. I

,1

ii

f

if )

!

I

]
1

'
I !

By-and-by, partly by words and partly by gestures,

he made them understand that they might take back

and keep for themselves all the coco-nuts and bread-

fruits they had brought as wind-falls. At this, the

people seemed a little appeased. " His heart is not

quite so bad as we thought," they murmured among

themselves ;
" but if he didn't want them, what did

he mean ? Why did he beat down our huts and our

plantations ?

"

Then Felix tried to explain to them—a somewhat

dangerous task—that neither he nor Muriel were

really responsible for last night's storm ; but at that,

the people with one accord raised a great loud shout

of unmixed derision. " He is a god," they cried, " and

yet he is ashamed of his own acts and deeds, and

afraid of what we, mere men, will do to him ! Ha

!

Ha! Take care! These are lies that he tells.

Listen to him ! Hear him !

"

Meanwhile, more and more natives kept coming

up with wind-falls of fruit, or with objects they had

vowed in their terror to dedicate during the night

;

and Felix all the time kept explaining at the top of

his voice, to all as they came, that he wanted nothing,

and that theycould take all back again. This curiously

inconsistent action seemed to puzzle the wondering

natives strangely. Had he made the storm, then,

they asked, and eaten the storm-apple, for no use to

himself, but out of pure perverseness ? If he didn't

even want the wind-falls and the objects vowed to

him, why had he beaten down their crops and broken

their houses ? They looked at him meaningly : but

they dared not cross that great line of taboo. It
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was their own superstition alone, in that moment of

danger, that kept their hands off those defenceless

white people.

At last, a happy idea seemed to strike the crowd.

" What he wants is a child !
" they cried effusively.

" He thirsts for blood ! Let us kill and roast him a

proper victim
!

"

Felix's horror at this appalling proposition knew
no bounds. " If you do," he cried, turning their own
superstition against them in this last hour of need,

" I will raise up a storm worse even than last night's

!

You do it at your peril! I want no victim. The

people of my country eat not of human flesh. It is a

thing detostable, horrible, hateful to God and man.

With us, all human life alike is sacred. We spill no

blood. If you dare to do as you say, I will raise

such a storm over your heads to-night as will sub-

merge and drown the whole of your island."

The natives listened to him with profound interest.

" We must spill no blood
!

" they repeated, looking

aghast at one another. " Hear what the King says !

We must not cut the victim's throat. We must

bind a child with cords and roast it alive for him !

"

Felix hardly knew what to do or say at this

atrocious proposal. " If you roast it alive," he cried,

" you deserve to be all scorched up with lightning.

Take care what you do ! Spare the child's life ! I

will have no victim. Beware how you anger me !

"

But the savage no sooner says than he does. With

him, deliberation is unknown, and impulse every-

thing. In a moment, the natives had gathered in a

circle a little way off, and began drawing lota
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Several children, seized hurriedly up among the

crowd, were huddled like so many sheep in the

centre. Felix looked on from his enclosure, half

petrified with horror. The lot fell upon a pretty

little girl of five years old. Without one word of

warning, without one sign of remorse, before Felix's

very eyes, they began to bind the struggling and

terrified child just ouside the circle.

The white man could stand this horrid barbarity

DO longer. At the risk of his life—at the risk of

Muriel's, he must rush out to prevent them. They

should never dare to kill that helpless child before

his very eyes. Come what might—though even

Muriel should suffer for it—he felt he must rescue

that trembling little creature. Drawing his trusty

knife, and opening the big blade ostentatiously before

their eyes, he made a sudden dart like a wild beast

across the line, and pounced down upon the party

that guarded the victim.

Was it a ruse to make him cross the line, alone,

or did they really mean it ? He hardly knew ; but

he had no time to debate the abstract question.

Bursting into their midst, he seized the child with a

rush in his circling arms, and tried to hurry back

with it within the protecting taboo-line.

Quick as lightning, he was surrounded and almost

cut down by a furious and frantic mob of half-naked

savages. " Kill him ! Tear him to pieces
!

" they

cried in their rage. " He has a bad heart ! He
destroyed our huts ! He broke down our plantations

!

Kill him, kill him, kill him !

"

As they closed in upon him, with spears anql
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tomahawks and clubs, Felix saw he hcd nothing lelt

for it now but a hard fight for life to return to the

taboo-line. Holding the child in one arm, and

striking wildly out with his knife with the other, he

tried to hack his way back by main force to the

shelter of the taboo-line in frantic lunges. The

distance was but a few feet, but the savages pressed

round him, half frightened still, yet gnashing their

teeth and distorting their faces with anger. " He
has broken the taboo," they cried in vehement tones.

" He has crossed the line willingly. Kill him ! Kill

him ! We are free from sin. We have bought him

with a price—with many coco-nuts !

"

At the sound of the struggle going on so close

outside, Muriel rushed in frantic haste and terror

from the hut. Her face was pale, but her demeanour

was resolute. Before Mali could stop her, she too

had crossed the sacred line of the coral-mark, and

had flung herself madly upon Felix's assailants, to

cover his retreat with her own frail body.

"Hold off! " she cried in her horror, in English,

but in accents even those savages could read. " You
shall not touch him !

"

With a fierce effort Felix tore his way back,

through the spears and clubs, towards the place of

safety. The savages wounded him on the way more

than once with their jagged stone spear-tips, and

blood flowed from his breast and arms in profusion.

But they didn't dare even so to touch Muriel. The

sight of that pure white woman rushing out in her

weakness to protect her lover's life from attack

seemed to strike them with some fresh access ol
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superstitious awe. One or two of themselves were

wounded by Felix's knife, for they were unaccustomed

to steel, though they had a few blades made out of

old European barrel-hoops. For a minute or two

the conflict was sharp, and hotly contested. Then

at last Felix managed to fling the child across the

line, to push Muriel with one hand at arm's length

before him, and to rush himself within the sacred

circle.

No sooner had he crossed it than the savages drew

ap around, undecided as yet, but in a threatening

body. Eank behind rank, their loose hair in their

eyes, they stood like wild beasts baulked of their

prey, and yelled at him. Some of them brandished

their spears and their stone hatchets angrily in their

victim's faces. Others contented themselves with

howling aloud as before, and piling curses afresh on

the heads of the unpopular storm-gods. " Look at

her," they cried in their wrath, pointing their skinny

brown fingers angrily at Muriel. " See, she weeps

even now. She would flood us with her rain. She

isn't satisfied with all the harm she has poured down

upon Boupari already. She wants to drown us."

And then a little knot drew up close to the line of

taboo itself, and began to discuss in loud and serious

tones a pressing question of savage theology and

religious practice.

t "They have crossed the line within the three

days," some of the foremost warriors exclaimed in

excited voices. "They are no longer taboo. We
can do as we please with them. We may cross the

line now ourselves if we will, and tear them to

r\
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pieces. Come on ! Who follows ? Korong ! Korong I

Let us rend them ! Let us eat them !

"

But though they spoke so bravely, they hung

back themselves, fearful of passing that mysterious

barrier. Others of the crowd answered them back

warmly, " No, no ; not so. Be careful what you do.

Anger not the gods. Don't ruin Boupari. If the

taboo is not indeed broken, then how dare we break

it ? They are gods. Fear their vengeance. They

are indeed terrible. See what happened to us when

they merely eat of the storm-apple! What might

not happen if we were to break taboo without due

cause and kill them ?

"

One old grey-bearded warrior in particular held

his coantrymen back. " Mind how you trifle with

gods," the old chief said, in a tone of solemn warn-

ing. " Mind how you provoke them. They are

very mighty. When I was young, our people killed

three sailing gods who came ashore in a small canoe

built of thin split logs; and within a month an

awful earthquake devastated Boupari, and fire burst

forth from a mouth in the ground, and the people

knew that the spirits of the sailing gods were very

angry. Wait, therefore, till Tu-Kila-Kila himself

comes, and then ask of him, and of Fire and Yv^ater

As Tu-Kila-Kila bids you, that do you do. Is he

not our great god, the King of us all, and the

guardian of the customs of the Island of Boupari ?

"

" Is Tu-Kila-Kila coming ? " some of the warriors

asked, with bated breath.

" How should he not come ? " the old chief asked,

drawing himself up very erect. " Know you not the
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mysteries ? The rain has put out all the fires in

Boupari. The King of Fire himself, even his hearth

is cold. He tried his best in the storm to keep his

sacred embers still smouldering; but the King of

the Rain was stronger than he was, and put it out at

last in spite of his endeavours. Be careful, there-

fore, how you deal with the King of the Rain, who

comes down among lightnings, and is so very

powerful."

"And Tu-Kila-Kila. comes to fetch fresh fire?"

one of the nearest savages asked, with profound awe.

" He comes to fetch fresh fire, new fire from the

sun," the old man answered, with awe in his voice.

" These foreign gods, are they not strangers from the

sun? They have brought the divine seeds of fire,

growing in a shining box that reflects the sunlight.

They need no rubbing-sticks and no drill to kindle

fresh flame. They touch the seed on the box, and,

lo, like a miracle, fire bursts forth from the wood

spontaneous. Tu-Kila-Kila comes, to behold this

miracle."

4 The warriors hung back with doubtful eyes for a

moment. Then they spoke with one accord, "Tu-
Kila-Kila shall decide. Tu-Kila-Kila! Tu-Kila-

Kila ! If the great god says the taboo holds good,

we will not hurt nor offend the strangers. But if the

great god says the taboo is broken, and we are all

without sin—then, Korong ! Korong ! we will kill

them ! We will eat them !

"

As the two parties thus stood glaring at one

another, across that narrow imaginary wall, another

cry went up to heaven at the distant sound of a
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peculiar tom-tom. "Tii-Kila-Kils pities !*^ tW
slioutcd. " Our great god approac^iea I Woiiieii,

begone ! Men, hide your eyes ! Ply, dy from thv;

brightness of his face, which is as the stin in g^oiry I

Tu-Kila-Kila comes ! Y\y far, all prof ne ones !**
^

And in a moment, the women had disappeared

into space, and the men lay Hat on the moist ground

M'ith low groans of surprise, and hid their faces in

their hands in abject terror.

^1

CHAPTER XIIT.

AS BETWEEN GODS.

Tu-KILA-KILA came up in his grandest panoply. The

great umbrella, with the hanging cords, rose high

over his head; the King of Fire and the King of

"Water, in their robes of state, marched slowly by his

side ; a whole group of slaves and temple attendants,

clapping hands in unison, followed obedient at his

sacred heels. But as soon as he reached the open

space in front of the huts and began to speak, Felix

could easily see, in spite of his own agitation and

the excitement of the moment, that the implacable

god himself was profoundly frightened. Last night's

storm had indeed been terrible; but Tu-Kila-Kila

mentally coupled it with Felix's attitude towards

himself at their last interview, and really believed

in his own heart he had met after all with a stronger

god, more powerful than himself, who could make
the clouds burst forth in fire and the earth tremble.

The savage swaggered a good deal, to be sure, as is

f



n

•i

i
;

I

^'^J

122 THE GREAT TABOO.

I

often the fashion with savages when frightened ; but

Felix could see between the lines, that he swaggered

only on the familiar principle of whistling to keep

your courage up, and that in his heart of hearts he

was most unspeakably terrified.

" You did not do well, oh King of the Rain, last

night," he said, after an interchange of civilities, as

becomes great gods. "You have put out even the

sacred flame on the holy hearth of the King of Fire.

You have a bad heart. Why do you use us so ?

"

" Why do you let your people offer human sacri-

fices ? " Felix answered boldly, taking advantage of

his position. " They are hateful in our sight, these

cannibal ways. While we remain on the island, no

human life shall be unjustly taken. Do you under-

stand me ?

"

Tu-Kila-Kila drew back, and gazed around him

suspiciously. In all his experience no one had ever

dared to address him like that. Assuredly, the

stranger from the sun must be a very great god

—

how great, he hardly dared to himself to realize. He
shrugged his shoulders. " When we mighty deities

of the first order speak together, face to face," he

said, with an uneasy air, " it is not well that the

meit) common herd of men should overhear our pro-

found deliberations. Let us go inside your hut. Let

us confer in private."

They entered the hut, alone, Muriel still clinging

to Felix's arm, in speechless terror. Then Felix at

once began to explain the situation. As he spoke, a

baleful light gleamed in Tu-Kila-Kila's eye. The

great god removed his mulberry-paper mask. He

;v \
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was evidently delij^lited at the turn things had taken.

If only he dared—but there ; he dared not. " Firo

and Water would never allow it," ho nnirmured

softly to himself. " They know the taboos as well

as I do." It was clear to Felix that the savage

would gladly have sacrificed him if he dared, and

that he made no bones about letting him know it

;

but the custom of the islanders bound him as tightly

as it bound themselves, and he was afraid to trans-

gress it.

"Now listen," Felix said, at last, after a long

palaver, looking in the savage's face with a resolute

air :
" Tu-Kila-Kila, we are not afraid of you. We

are not afraid of all your peopld. I went out alone

just now to rescue that child, and, as you see, I

succeeded in rescuing it. Your people have wounded

me—look at the blood on my arms and chest—but I

don't mind for wounds. I mean you to do as I say,

and to make your people do so too. Understand,

the nation to which I belong is very powerful. You
have heard of the sailing gods who go over the sea in

canoes of fire, as swift as the wind, and whoso

weapons are hollow tubes, that belch forth great

bolts of lightning and thunder? Very well, I am
one of them. If ever ;y

oU harm a hair of our heads,

those sailing gods will before long send one of their

mighty fire-canoes, and bring to bear upon your

island their thunder and lightning, and destroy your

huts, and punish you for the wrong you have ventured

to do to us. So now you know. Eemember that

you act exactly as I tell you."

Tu-Kila-Kila was evidently overawed by the

J
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white man's resolute voice and manner. He had

heard before of the sailing gods (as the Polynesians

of the old school still call the Europeans); and

though but one or two stray individuals among them

had ever reached his remote island (mostly as cast-

aways), he was quite well enough acquainted with

their might and power to be deeply impressed by

Felix's exhortation. So he tried to temporize.

" Very well," he made answer, with his jauntiest air,

assuming a tone of friendly good-fellowship towards

his brothel -god. " I will bear it in mind. I will try

to humour you. While your time lasts, no man shall

hurt yDU. But if I promise you that, you must do a

good turn for me instead. You must come out before

the people and give me a new fire from the sun, that

you carry in a shining box about with you. The

King of Fire has allowed his sacred flame to go out

in deference to your flood ; for last night, you know,

you came down heavily. Never in my life have I

known you come down heavier. The King of Fire

acknowledges himself beaten. So give us light now
before all the people, that they may know we are

gods, and may fear to disobey us."

" Only on one condition," Felix answered sternly

;

for he felt ho had Tu-Kila-Kila more or less in his

power now, and that he could drive a bargain with

him. Why, he wasn't sure ; but he saw Tu-Kila-Kila

attached a profound importance to having tho sacred

fire relighted, as he thought, direct from heaven.

"What condition is that?" Tu-Kila-Kila asked,

glancing about him suspiciously.

" Why, that you give up in future human sacrifices."

^!
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A

Tu-Kila-Kila gave a start. Then he reflected for

a moment. Evidently, the condition seemed to him
a very hard one. " Do you want all the victims for

yourself and her, then ? " he asked, with a casual nod

aside towards Muriel.

Felix drew back with horror depicted on every

line of his face. " Heaven forbid
!

" he answered

fervently. "We want no bloodshed, no human
victims. We ask you to give up these horrid

practices, because they shock and revolt us. If you

would have your fire lighted, you must promise us

to put down cannibalism altogether henceforth in

your island."

Tu-Kila-Kila hesitated. After all, it was only for

a very short time that these strangers could thus

beard him. Thsir day would come soon. They

were but Korongs. Meanwhile, it was best, no

doubt, to effect a compromise. "Agreed," he

answered slowly. " I will put down human sacri-

fices—so long as you live among us. And I will

tell the people your taboo ic not broken. All shall

be done as you will in this matter. Now, come out

before the crowd and light the fire from Heaven."

" Eemember," Felix repeated, " if you break your

word, my people will come down upon you, sooner

or later, in their mighty fire-canoes, and will take

vengeance for your crime, and destroy you utterly."

Tu-Kila-Kila smiled a cunning smile. " I know

all that," he answered. " I am a god myself, not a

fool, don't you see ? You are a very great god, too

;

but I am the greater, No more of words between us

two. It is as between gods. The fire ! the fire
!

"

t I

\ !1
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Tu-Kila-Kila replaced his mask. They proceeded

from the hut to the open space within the taboo-line.

The people still lay all flat on their faces. " Fire

and Water," Tu-Kila-Kila said in a commanding

tone, " come forward and screen me !

"

The King of Fire and the King of Water unrolled

a large square of native cloth, which they held up as

a screen on two poles in front of their superior deity.

Tu-Kila-Kila sat down on the ground, hugging his

knees, in the common squatting savage fashion,

behind the veil thus readily formed for him. " Taboo

is removed," he said, in loud clear tones. "My
people may rise. The light will not burn them.

They may look towards the place where Tu-Kila-

Kila's face is hidden from them."

The people all rose with one accord, and gazed

straight before them.

" The King of Fire will bring dry sticks," Tu-Kila-

Kila said, in his accustomed regal manner.

The King of Fire, sticking one pole of the screen

into the ground securely, brought forward a bundle

of sun-dried sticks and leaves from a basket beside

him.

" The King of the Rain, who has put out all our

hearths with his flood last night, will rr; light them
again with new fire, fresh flame from the -un, rays of

our disk, divine, mystic, wonderful," Tu-Kila-Kila

proclaimed in his droning monotone.

Felix advanced as he spoke to the pile, and struck

a match before the eyes of all the islanders. As they

saw it light, and then set fire to the wood, a loud cry

went up once more, "Tu-Kila-Kila is great! Hils
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words are trud ! He has brought fire from the sun !

His ways ave wonderful
!

"

Tu-Kila-Kila, from his point of vantage behind

the curtain, strove to improve the occasion with a

theological lesson. " That is the way we have

learned from our divine ancestors," he said slowly

;

"the rule of the gods in our island of Boupari,

Each god, as he grows old, reincarnates himself

visibly. Before he can grow feeble and die he

immolates himself willingly on his own altar ; and

a younger and a stronger than he receives his spirit.

Thus the gods are always young and always with

you. Behold myself, Tu-Kila-Kila ! Am I not from

old times ? Am I not very ancient ? Have I not

passed through many bodies ? Do I not spring ever

fresh from my own ashes ? Do I not eat perpetually

the flesh of new victims ? Even so with fire. The

flames of our island were becoming impure. The

King of Fire saw his cinders flickering. So I gave

my word. The King of the Eain descended in floods

upon them. He put them all out. And now he

rekindles them. They burn up brighter and fresher

than ever. They burn to cook my meat, the limbs

of my victims. Take heed that you do the King of

the Eain no harm as long as he remains within his

sacred circle. He is a very great god. He is fierce ; he

is cruel. His taboo is not broken. Beware ! Beware

!

Disobey at your peril. I, Tu-Kila-Kila, have spoken."

As he spoke, it seemed to Felix that these strange

mystic words about each god springing fresh from

his own ashes must contain the solution of that

dread problem they were trying in vain to read.
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That, perhaps, was the secret of Korong. If only

they could ever manage to understand it

!

Tu-Kila-Kila beat his tom-tom twice. In a second

all the people fell flat on their faces again. Tu-Kila-

Kila rose; the Kings of Fire and Water held the

umbrella over him. The attendants on either side

clapped hands in time to the sacred tom-tom. With

proud slow tread the god retraced his steps to his

own palace-temple ; and Muriel and Felix were left

alone at last in their dusty enclosure.

" Tu-Kila-Kila hates me," Felix said, later in the

day, to his attentive Shadow. »

" Of course," the young man answered, with a tone

of natural assent. " To be sure he hates you. How
could he do otherwise ? You are Korong. You may
any day be his enemy."

" But he's afraid of me, too," Felix went on. " He
would have liked to let the people tear me in pieces.

Yet he dared not risk it. He seems to dread offend-
))mg me.

" Of course," the Shadow replied, as readily as

before. " He is very much afraid of you. You are

Korong. You may any day supplant him. He
would like to get rid of you, if he could see his way.

But till your time comes he dare not touch you." i

" When will my time come ? " Felix asked, with

that dim apprehension of some horrible end coming

over him yet again in all its vague weirdness. !

The Shadow shook his head. " That," he answered,

" it is not lawful for me so much as to mention. I

tell you too far. You will know soon enough. Wait,

and be patient."

11
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CHAPTER XIV.

"MR. THURSTAN, I PRESUME.'*

Naturally enough, it was some time before Felix

and Muriel could recover from the shock of their

deadly peril. Yet, strange to say, the natives at the

end of three days seemed positively to have forgotten

all about it. Their loves and their hates were as

short-lived as children's. As soon as the period of

seclusion was over, their attentions to the two

strangers redoubled in intensity. They were evi-

dently most anxious, after this brief disagreement,

to reassure the new gods, who came from the sun,

of their gratitude and devotion. The men who had

wounded Felix, in particular, now came daily in the

morning with exceptional gifts of fish, fruit, and

flowers ; they would bring a crab from the sea, or a

joint of turtle-meat. " Forgive us, oli ! King," they

cried, prostrating themselves humbly. " We did not

mean to hurt you ; we thought your time had really

come. You are a Korong. "We would not offend

you. Do not refuse us your showers because of our

sin. We are very penitent. We will do what you

ask of us. Your look is poison. See, here is wood

;

here are leaves and fire; we are but your meat;

choose and cook which you will of us
!

"

It was useless Felix's trying to explain to them

that he wanted no victims, and no propitiation. The

more he protested, the more they brought gifts.

"He is a very great god," they exclaimed. "He
K
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wants nothing from us. What can we give him that

will be an acceptable gift ? Shall we offer him our-

selves, our wives, our children ?
'*

As for the women, when they saw how thoroughly

frightened of them Muriel now was, they couldn't

find means to express tlieir regret and devotion.

Mothers brought their little children, whom she had

patted on the head, and offered them, just outside

the line, as presents for her acceptance. They ex-

plained to her Shadow ttiat they never meant to

hurt her, and that, if only she would venture without

the line, as of old, all should be well, and they would

love and adore her. Mali translated to her mistress

these speeches and prayers. " Them say, * You come

back, Queenie,' " she explained in her broken Queens-

land English. "'Boupari women love you very much.

Boupari women glad you come. You kind; you

beautiful ! AH Boupari man and woman very much
pleased with you and the gentleman, because you

give back him coco-nut and fruit that you pick in

the storm, and because you bring down fresh fire

from heaven.'

"

Gradually, after several days, Felix'^t confidence

was so far restored that he ventured to stroll beyond

the line again ; and he found himself, indeed, most

popular among the people. In various ways he

picked up gradually the idea that the islanders

generally disliked Tu-Kila-Kila, and liked himself;

and that they somehow regarded him as Tu-Kila-

Kila's natural enemy. What it could all mean he

did not yet understand, though some inklings of an

explanation occasionally occurred to him. Oh, how I

II
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he longed now for the Month of Birds to end, iu

order that he might pay his long-deferred visit to

the mysterious Frenchman from whose voice his

Shadow had fled on that fateful evening with such

sudden precipitancy. The Frenchman, he judged,

must have been long on tht, 'sland, and could prob-

ably give him some satisfactory solution of this

abstruse problem.

So he was glad indeed when one evening some

weeks later his Shadow, observing the sky narrowly,

remarked to him in a low voice, "New moon to-

morrow ! The Month of Birds will then be up. In

the morning you can go and see your brother god at

the Abode of Birds without breaking taboo. The

Month of Turtles begins at sunrise. My family god

is a turtle, so I know the day for it."

So great was Felix's impatience to settle this

question, that almost before the sun was up next day

he had set forth from his hut, accompanied as usual

by his faithful Shadow. Their way lay past Tu-

Kila-Kila's temple. As they went by the entrance

with the bamboo posts, Felix happened to glance

aside through the gate to the sacred enclosure.

Early as it was, Tu-Kila-Kila was afoot already;

and, to Felix's great surprise, was pacing up and

down, with that stealthy, wary look upon his cun-

ning face that Muriel had so particularly noted on

the day of their first arrival. His spear stood in

his hand, and his tomahawk hung by his left side

;

he peered about him suspiciously, with a cautious

glance, as he walked round and round the sacred

tree he guarded so continually. There was some-
"'1
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thing weird and awful in the sight of that savage

god, thus condemned by his own superstition and

the custom of his people to tramp ceaselessly up and

down before the sacred banyan.

At sight of Felix, however, a sudden burst of

frenzy seemed to possess at once all Tu-Kila-Kila's

limbs. He brandished his spear violently, and set

himself spasmodically in a posture of defence. His

brow grew black, and his eyes darted out eternal

hate and suspicion. It was evident he expected an

instant attack, and was prepared with all his might

and main to resist aggression. Yet he never offered

to desert his post by the tree, or to assume the

offensive. Clearly, he was guarding the sacred grove

itself with jealous care, and was as eager for its

safety as for his own life or honour.

Felix passed on, wondering what it all could mean,

and turned with an inquiring glance to his trembling

Shadow. As for Toko, he had held his face averted

meanwhile, lest he should behold the great god, and

be scorched to a cinder; but in answer to Felix's

mute inquiry, he murmured low, " Was Tu-Kila-Kila

there? Were all things right? Was he on guard

at his post by the tree already ?

"

"Yes," Felix replied, with that weird sense of

mystery creeping over him now more profoundly

than ever. " He was on guard by the tree, and he

looked at me angrily."

" Ah," the Shadow remarked, with a sigh of regret,

"he keeps watch well. It will be hard work to

assail him. No god in Boupari ever held his place

so tight. Who wishes to take Tu-Kila-Kila's divinity

must get up early."

1
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Tliey went on in silence to the little volcanic

knoll near the centre of the island. There, in the

neat garden plot they had observed before, a man, in

the last relics of a very tattered European costume,

much covered with a short cape of native cloth, was

tending his flowers and singing to liimself merrily.

His back was turned to them as they came up.

Felix paused a moment unseen, and caught the

words the stranger was singing :

—

•' Tres jolie,

Pell polie,

Possedaut uu gros magot

;

Fort en gueulo,

Pus begueule

;

Telle etait
"

The stranger looked up, and paused in the midst

of liis lines, open-mouthed. For a moment he stood

and stared astonished. Then raising his native cap

with a graceful air, and bowing low, as he would

have bowed to a lady on the Boulevard, he advanced

to greet a brother European with the familiar

words, in good educated French, " Monsieur, I salute

you
:

"

To Felix, the sound of a civilized voice, in the

midst of so much strange and primitive barbar-

ism, was like a sudden return to some forgotten

world, so deeply and profoundly did it move and

impress him. He grasped the sunburnt Frenchman's

rugged hand in his. "Who are you?" he cried

in the very best Parisian he could muster up on

the spur of the moment. " And how did you come

here ?

"

i ""i
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"Monsieur," the Frenchman answered, no less

profoundly moved than himself, "this is indeed

wonderful! Do I hear once more that beautiful

language spoken ? Do I find myself once more in

the presence of a civilized person ? What fortune !

What happiness ! Ah, it is glorious, glorious."

For some seconds they stood and looked at one

another in silence, grasping their hands hard again

and again with intense emotion ; then Felix repeated

liis question a second time :
" Who are you, Monsieur ?

and where do you come from ?

"

" Your name, surname, age, occupation ? " the

Frenchman repeated, bursting forth at last into

national levity. " Ah, Monsieur, what a joy to hear

those well-known inquiries in my ear once more. I

liasten to gratify your legitimate curiosity. Name

:

Peyron ; Christian name : Jules ; age : forty-one

;

occupation : convict, escaped from New Caledonia."

Under any other circumstances that last qualifica-

tion might possibly have been held an undesirable

one in a new acquaintance. But on the island of

Boupari, among so many heathen cannibals, pre-

judices pale before community of blood ; even a

New Caledonian convict is at least a Christian

European. Felix received the strange announce-

ment without the faintest shock of surprise or dis-

gust. He would glady have shaken hands then and

there with M. Jules Peyron, indeed, had he intro-

duced himself in even less equivocal language as a

forger, a pickpocket, or an escaped housebreaker.

" And you, Monsieur ? " the ex-convict inquired

politely.

i

I

I
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Felix told him in a few words the history of their

accident find their arrival in the island.

" Comment ? " the Frenchman -exclaimed, with

surprise and delight. "A lady as well; a charming

En[,dish lady 1 What an acquisition to the society

ofBoupari! Quelle chance! Quel hoiiheur ! Monsieur,

you are welcome, and Mademoiselle too! And in

what quality do you live here ? You are a god, I

see ; otherwise, you would not have dared to

transgress my taboo, nor would this young man

—

your Shadow, I suppose— have permitted you to

do so. But which sort of god, pray ? Korong—or

Tula 'i

"

"They call me Korong," Felix answered, all

tremulous, feeling himself now on the very verge of

solving this profound mystery.

" And Mademoiselle as well ? " the Frenchman

'exclaimed in a tone of dismay.

" And Mademoiselle as well," Felix replied. " At

least, so I make out. We are both Korong. I have

many times heard the natives call us so."

His new acquaintance seized his hand with every

appearance of genuine alarm and regret. " My poor

friend," he exclaimed, with a horrified face, "thi.i is

terrible, terrible! Tu-Kila-Kila is a very hard

man. What can we do to save your life and

Mademoiselle's ! We are powerless ! Powerless

!

I have only that much to say. I condole with you

!

I commiserate you !

"

" Why, what does Korong mean ? " Felix asked,

with blanched lips. " Is it then something so very

terrible ?

"
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"Terrible! Ah, terrible!" the Frenchman answered,

holding up his hands in horror and alarm. " I hardly

know how we can avert your fate. Step within my
poor hut, or under the shade of my Tree of Liberty

here, and I will tell you all the Httlo I know about

it"

CHAPTER XV.

THE SECKET OF KOllONO.

** You have lived here long ? " Felix asked with

tremulous interest, as he took a seat on the bencli

under the big tree, towards which his new host

politely motioned him. " You know the people well,

and all their supei'stitions ?

"

" Helas, yes, Monsieur," the Frenchman answered

with a sigh of regret. ** Eigh' n years have I spent

altogether in this beast of a .^ific; nine as a con-

vict in New Caledonia, and nine more as a god here

;

and, believe me, I hardly know which is the harder

post. Yours is the first white face I have ever seen

since my arrival in this cursed island."

" And how did you come here ? " Felix asked half

breatldess, for the very magnitude of the stake at

issue—no less a stake than Muriel's life—made him

hesitate to put pointblank the question he had most

at heart for the moment.

"Monsieur," the Frenchman answered, trying to

cover his rags with his native cape, " that explains

itself easily. I was a medical student in Paris in

the days of the Commune. Ah I that beloved Paris

—how far away it seems now from Boupari ! Like

i
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all other students I >vas lulvuuccd— Ivepublicun,

Socialist— wlmt you will— a political enthusiast.

Wlien tho events took place—the events of 70—

I

espoused with all my heart the cause of tho people.

You know the rest. The bourgeoisie conquered. I

was taken red-handed, as the Versaillais said—my
pistol in my grasp—an open revolutionist. They

tried me by court-martial—br'r'r—no delay—guii'y,

M. le President—hard labour to perpetuity. They

sent me with that brave Louise Michel and so many
other good comrades of the cause to New Caledonia.

There, nine years of convict life was more than

enough for me. One day I found a canoe on the

shore—a little Kanaka canoe—you know the type;—

•

a mere shapeless dug-out. Hastily I loaded it with

food—yam, taro, bread-fruit—I pushed it off into tlie

sea—I embarked alone—I entrusted myself and all

my fortunes to the Bon Dieu and the wide Pacific.

The Bon Dieu did not wholly justify my confidence.

It is a way he has—that inscrutable one. Six weeks

I floated hither and thither before varying winds.

At last one evening I readied this island. I Tloated

ashore. And, eiijin, mc voild !
"

" Then you were a political prisoner only ? " Felix

said politely.

M. Jules Peyron drew himself up with much
dignity in his tattered costume. " Do I look like a

card-sharper, Mousieur ? " he asked simply, with

offended honour.

Felix hastened to reassure him of his perfect con-

fidence. " On the contrary, Monsieur," he said, " the

moment I heard you were u convict from New
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Caledonia, I felt certain in my heart you could be

nothing less than one of those unfortunate and

ill-treated Communards."
*' Monsieur,'* the Frenchman said, seizing his hand

a second time, " I perceive that I have to do with a

man of honour and a man of feeling. Well, I landed

on this island, and they made me a god. From that

day to this I have been anxious only to shuffie off

my unwelcome divinity, and return as a mere man
to the shores of Europe. Better be a valet in Paris,

say I, than a deity of the best in Polynesia. It is a

monotonous existence here—no society, no life—and

the cuisine—bah, execrable ! But till the other day,

when youi' steamer passed, I have scarcely even

sighted a European ship. A boat came here once,

worse luck, to put off two girls (who didn't belong

to Boupari), returned indentured labourers from

Queensland ; but, unhappily, it was during my taboo

—the Month of Birds, as my jailers call it—and

though I tried to go down to it or to make signals of

distress, the natives stood round my hut with their

spears in line, and prevented me by main force from

signalling to them or communicating with them.

Even the other day, I never heard of your arrival

till a fortnight had elapsed, for I had been sick with

fever, the fever of the country, and as soon as my
Shadow told me of your advent it was my taboo

again, and I was obliged to defer for myself the

honour of calling upon my new acquaintances. I

am a god, of course, and can do what I like ; but

while my taboo is on, mafoi, Monsieur, I can hardly

call my life my own, I assure you."
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" But your taboo is up to-day," Felix said, " so my
Shadow tells me."

"Your Shadow is a very well-informed young

man," M. Peyron answered with easy French spright-

liness. " As for my donkey of a valet, he never by

any chance knows or tells me anything. I had just

sent him out—the pig—to learn, if possible, your

nationality and name, and what hours you preferred,

as I proposed later in the day to pay my respects to

Mademoiselle your friend, if she would deign to

receive me."

"Miss Ellis would be charmed, I'm sure," Felix

replied, smiling in spite of himself at so much
Parisian courtliness under so ragged an exterior.

" It is a p^'eat pleasure to us to find we are not

really alon^ >n this barbarous island. But you were

going to explain to me, I believe, the exact nature

of this peril in which we both stand—the precise

distinction between Korong and Tula."

"Alas, Monsieur," the Frenchman replied, draw-

ing circles in the dust with his stick with much
discomposure, "I can only tell you I have been

trying to make out the secret of this distinction

myself ever since the first day I came to the island

;

but so reticent are all the natives about it, and so

deep is the taboo by which the mystery is guarded,

that even now I, who am myself Tula, can tell you

but very little with certainty on the subject. All I

can say for sure is this—that gods called Tula retain

their godship in permanency for a very long time,

although at the end some violent fate, which I do

not clearly understand, is destined to befall them.
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That is my condition as King of the Birds—for no

doubt they have told you that I, Jules Peyron

—

Eepublican, Socialist, Communist — have been

elevated against my will to the honours of royalty.

That is my condition, and it matters \ at little to me,

for I know not when the end may ^ ^e; and we can

but die once ; how or where, what i ters ? Mean-

while, I have my distractions, my little ayrements—
my gardens, my music, my birds, my native friends,

my coquetteries, my aviary. As King of the Birds,

I keep a small collection of my subjects in the living

form, not unworthy of a scientific eye. Monsieur is

not ornithologist ? Ah, no, I thought not. Well,

for me, it matters little ; my time is long. But for

you and Mademoiselle, who are both Korong !

"

He paused significantly.

" What happens, then, to those who are F rong ?

"

Felix asked, with a lump in his throat— not for

himself, but for Muriel.

The Frenchman looked at him with a doubtful

look. " Monsieur," he said, after a pause, " I hardly

know how to break the truth to you properly. You
are new to the island, and do not yet understand

these savages. It is so terrible a fate. So deadly.

So certain. Compose your mind to hear the worst.

And remember that the worst is very terrible."

Felix's blood froze within him ; but he answered

bravely all the same, "I think I have guessed it

myself already. The Korong are offered as human
sacrifices to Tu-Kila-Kila."

" That is nearly so," his new friend replied, with a

solemn nod of his head. " Every Korong is bound
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to die, when his time comes. Your time will depend

on the particular date when you were admitted to

Heaven."

Felix reflected a moment. "It was on the 26th

of last month," he answered, shortly.

"Very well," M. Peyron replied, after a brief calcu-

lation. " You have just six months in all to live from

that date. They will offer you up by Tu-Kila-Kila's

hut the day the sun reaches the summer solstice."

"But why did they make us gods then?" Felix

interposed, with tremulous lips. "Why treat us

with such honours meanwhile, if they mean in the

end to kill us ?
"

He received his sentence of death with greater

calmness than the Frenchman had expected.

"Monsieur," the older arrival answered, with a

reflective air, " there comes in the mystery. If we

could solve that, we could find out also the way of

escape for you. For there is a way of escape for

every Korong : I know it well ; I gather it from all

the natives say : it is a part of their mysteries ; but

what it may be, I have hitherto, in spite of all my
efforts, failed to discover. All I do know is this

:

Tu-Kila-Kila hates and dreads in his heart every

Korong that is elevated to Heaven, and would do

anything, if he dared, to get rid of him quietly. But

he doesn't dare, because he is bound hand and foot,

himself, too, by taboos innumerable. Taboo is the

real god and king of Boupari. All the island alike

bows down to it and worships it."

" Have you ever known Korongs killed ? " Felix

asked once more, trembling.



•I
142 THE GREAT TABOO.

)l

c

r

.

\

'

" Yes, Monsieur. Many of them, alas ! And this

is what happens. When the Korong's time is come,

as these creatures say, either on the summer or winter

solstice, he is bound with native ropes, and carried

up so pinioned to Tu-Kila-Kila's temple. In the

time before this man was Tu-Kila-Kila, I re-

member "

"Stop," Felix cried. "I don't understand. Has

there then been more than one Tu-Kila-Kila ?

"

"Why, yes," the Frenchman answered. " Certainly,

many. And there the mystery comes in again. We
have always amongst us one Tu-Kila-Kila or another.

He is a sort of Pope, or Grand Lama, voyez voiis ?

No sooner is the last god dead than another god

succeeds him and takes his name, or rather his title.

This young man who now holds the place was known
originally as Lavita, the son of Sami. But what is

more curious still, the islanders always treat the new
god as if he were precisely the self-same person as

the old one. So far as I have been able to under-

stand their theology, they believe in a sort of trans-

migration of souls. The soul of the Tu-Kila-Kila

who is just dead passes into and animates the body

of the Tu-Kila-Kila who succeeds to the office. Thus

they speak as though Tu-Kila-Kila were a con-

tinuous existence : and the god of the moment, him-

self, will even often refer to events which occurred to

him, as he says, a hundred years ago or more, but

which he really knows, of course, only by the persis-

tent tradition of the islanders. They are a curious

people, these Bouparese. But what would you have ?

Among savages one expects things to be as among

savages."
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Felix drew a quiet sigh. It was certain tliat on

the island of Boupari that expectation, at least, was

never doomed to be disappointed. " And when a

Korong is taken to Tu-Kila-Kila's temple," he asked,

continuing the subject of most immediate interest,

" what happens next to him ?

"

''Monsieur," the Frenchman answered, "I hardly

know whether I do right or not, to say the trutli to

you. Each Korong is a god for one season only:

when the year renews itself, as the savages believe,

by a change of season, then a new Korong must be

chosen by Heaven to fill the place of tlie old ones

who are to be sacrificed. This tliey do in order that

the seasons may be ever fresh and vigorous.

Especially is that the case with the two meteoro-

logical gods, so to speak, the King of the Eain and

the Queen of the Clouds. Those, T iniderstand, are

the posts in their pantheon which you and the lady

who accompanies you occupy."

" You are right," Felix answered, with profoundly

painful interest. "And what then becomes of the

King and the Queen who are sacrificed ?
"

" I will tell you," M. Peyron answered, dropping

liis voice still lower into a sympathetic key. " But

steel your mind for the worst beforehand. It is

sufficiently terrible. On the day of your arrival,

this, I learn from my Shadow, is just what happened.

That night, Tu-Kila-Kila made his great feast, and

offered up the two chief human sacrifices of the year,

the free-will offering, and the scapegoat of trespass.

They keep then a festival, wliicli answers to our own

ITew Year's day in Europe. Next morning, in
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accordance with custom, the King of the Rain, and

the Queen of the Clouds were to be publicly slain, in

order that a new and more vigorous King and Queen

should be chosen in their place, who might make the

crops grow better, and the sky more clement. In

the midst of this horrid ceremony, you and Made-

moiselle by pure chance arrived. You were im-

mediately selected by Tu-Kila-Kila, for some reason

of his own, which I do not sufficiently understand,

but which is nevertheless obvious to all the initiated,

as the next representatives of the rain-giving gods.

You were presented to Heaven on their little plat-

form raised above the ground, and Heaven accepted

you. Then you were envisaged with the attributes

of divinity ; the care of the rain and the clouds was

made over to you ; and immediately after, as soon as

you were gone, the old King and Queen were laid on

an altar near Tu-Kila-Kila's home, and slain with

tomahawks. Their flesh was next hacked from their

bodies with knives, cooked, and eaten; their bones

were thrown into the sea, the mother of all waters,

as the natives call it. And that is the fate, I fear the

inevitable fate, that will befall you and Mademoiselle

at these wretches' hands about the commencement

of a fresh season."

Felix knew the worst now, and bent his head in

silence. His worst fears were confirmed ; but after

all, even this knowledge was better than so much
uncertainty.

And now that he knew when " his time was up,"

as the natives phrased it, he would know when to

redeem his promise to Muriel.
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CHAPTER XVI.

A VERY FAINT CLUE.

" But you hinted at some hope, some chance of

escape," Felix cried at last, looking up from the

grouv>d and mastering his emotion. "What now is

that hope ? Conceal nothing from me."
" Monsieur," the Frenchman answered, shrugging

his shoulders with an expression of utter impotence,

" I have as good reasons for wishing to find out all

that as even you can have. Your secret \^ my secret

;

but with all my pains and astuteness, I have been

unable to discover it. The natives are reticent, very

reticent indeed, about all these matters. They fear

taboo ; and they fear Tu-Kila-Kila. The women, to

be sure, in a moment of expansion, might possibly

tell one; but then, the women, unfortunately, are

not admitted to the mysteries. They know no more

of all these things than we do. The most I have

been able to gather for certain is this—that on the

discovery of the secret depend Tu-Kila-Kila's life

and power. Every Boupari man knows this Great

Taboo; it is communicated to him in the assembly

of adults when he gets tattooed and reaches man-

hood. But no Boupari man ever communicates it to

strangers ; and for that reason, perhaps, as I believe,

Tu-Kila-Kila often chooses for Korong as far as

possible those persons who are cast by chance upon

the island. It has always been the custom, so far as

I can make out, to treat castaways or prisoners taken

'\
1

1



I I*

146 THE GREAT TABOO.

\\

in war as gods, and then at the end of their term to

kill them ruthlessly. This plan is popular with the

people at large, because it saves themselves from the

dangerous honours of deification ; but it also serves

Tu-Kila-Kila's purpose, because it usually elevates

to Heaven those innocent persons who are un-

acquainted with that fatal secret which is, as the

natives sav, Tu-Kila-Kila's death—his word of

dismissal."

"Thou if only we could find out this secret
"

Felix cried.

His new friend interrupted him. " What hope is

there of your finding it out. Monsieur," he exclaimed,

"—you, who have only a few months to live—when
T, who have spent nine long years of exile on the

island, and seen two Tu-Kila-Kilas rise and fall, have

been unable with my utmost pains to discover it ?

Tencz ; you have no idea yet of the superstitions of

these people, or the difficulties that lie in the way of

fathoming them. Come this way to my aviary ; I

will show you something that will help you to realize

the complexities of the situation."

He rose and led the way to another cleared space

at the back of the hut, where several birds of gaudy

plumage were fastened to perches on sticks by

leathery leashes of dried shark's skin tied just above

their talons. "I am the King of the Birds, Mon-

sieur, you must remember," the Frenchman said,

fondling one of his screaming proteges. " These are

a few of my subjects. But I do not keep them for

mere curiosity. Each of them is the Soul of the

tribe to which it belongs. This, for example,—my

'
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Cluseret—is the Soul of all tlie grey parrots ; that

that you see yonder—Badinguet, I call him—is the

Soul of the hawks ; this, my Mimi, is the Soul of the

little yellow-crested kingfisher. My task as King of

the Birds is to keep a representative of each of theso

always on liand ; in which endeavour I am faithfully

aided by the whole population of the island, wlio bring

me eggs and nests and young birds in abundance. If

the Soul of the little yellow kingfisher now were to

die, without a successor being found ready at once

to receive and embody it, then the whole race of

little yellow kingfishers would vanish altogether;

and if I myself, the King of tlie Birds, who am, as it

were, the Soul and life of all of them, were to die

without a successor being at hand to receive my
spirit, then all tlie race of birds with one accord

would become extinct forthwith and for ever."

He moved among his pets easily, like a king

among his subjects. Most of them seemed to know
him and love his presence. Presently, he came to

one very old parrot, quite different from any Felix

had ever seen on any trees in the island ; it was a

parrot with a black crest and a red mark on its

throat, half-blind with age, and tottering on its

pedestal. This solemn old bird sat apart from all

the others, nodding its head oracularly in the

sunlight, and blinking now and again with its white

eyelids in a curious senile fashion.

The Frenchman turned to Felix with an air of

profound mystery. "This biid," he said solemnly,

stroking its head with his hand, while the parrot

turned round to him and bit at his finger with half-
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doddering affection, " this bird is the oldest of all my
birds—is it not so, Methuselah?—and illustrates

well in one of its aspects the superstition of these

people. Yes, my friend, you are the last of a kind

now otherwise extinci;, are you not, mon vietix ? No,

no, there—gently ! Once upon a time, the natives

tell me, dozens of these parrots existed in the island

;

they flocked among the trees, and were held very

sacred ; but they were hard to catch, and difficult to

keep, and the Kings of the Birds, my predecessors,

failed to secure an heir and coadjutor to this one.

So as the Soul of the species, which you see here

before you, grew old and feeble, the whole of the race

to which it belonged grew old and feeble with it.

One by one they withered away and died, till at last

*^his solitary specimen alone remained to vouch for

the former existence of the race in the island. Now,

the islanders say, nothing but the Soul itself is left

;

and when the Soul dies, the red-throated parrots will

be gone for ever. One of my predecessors paid with

his life in awful tortures for his remissness in not

providing for the succession to the soulship. I tell

you these things in order that you may see whether

they cast any light for you upon your own position

and also because the oldest and wisest natives say

that this parrot alone among beasts, or birds, or

uninitiated things, knows the secret on which depends

the life of the Tu-Kila-Kila for the time being."

" Can the parrot speak ? " Felix asked, with pro-

found emotion.

" Monsieur, he can speak, and he speaks frequently.

But not one word of all he says is comprehensible
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either to mo or to any other living being. His

tongue is that of a forgotten nation. The islanders

understand him no more than I do. He has a very

long sermon or poem, whieh he knows by heart, in

some unknown language, and he repeats it often at

full lengtli from time to time, especially when he has

eaten well, and feels full and happy. The oldest

natives tell a romantic legend about this strange

recitation of the good Methuselah—I call him

Methuselah because of his great age—but I do not

really know whether their tale is true or purely

fanciful. You never can trust these Polynesian

traditions
!

"

" What is the legend ? " Felix asked with intense

interest. ** In an island where we find ourselves so

girt round by ^mystery within mystery and taboo

within taboo as this, every key is worth trying. It

is well for us at least to learn everything we can

about the ideas of the natives. Who knows vvhat

clue may supply us at last with the missing link

which will enable us to break through this intolerable

servitude ?

"

** Well, the story they tell is this/' the Frenchman

replied, " though I have gathered it only a hint at a

time from very old men, who declared at the same
moment that some religious fear—of which they have

many—prevented them from telling me any further

about it. It seems that a long time ago—how many
years ago nobody knows (only that it was in the

time of the thirty-ninth Tu-Kila-Kila, before the

reign of Lavita, the son of Sami)—a strange Korong

was cast up upon this island by the waves of the sea,
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mucli as you and I have been in the present genera-

tion. By accident, .says the story, or else, as otliers

aver, throiijjh the indiscretion of a native woman
wlio fell in lovo with him, and who worried the

taboo out of her husband, the stranger became

acquainted with the secret of Tu-lviLa-Kila. As the

natives themselves put it, he learnt the Death of the

Hi^h God, and where in the world his Soul wa3

hiddeii. Thereupon, in some mysterious way or

other, he became Tu-Kila-Kila himself, and ruled as

High God for ten years or more here on this island.

Now up to that time, the legend goes on, none but

the men of the island knew the secret ; they learnt it

as soon as they were initiated in the great mysteries

which occur before a boy is given a spear and

admitted to the rank of complete manhood. But

sometimes a woman was told the secret wrongfully

by her husband or her lover ; and one such woman,

apparently told the strange Korong, and so enabled

him to become Tu-Kila-Xila."

" But •, iiere does the parrot come in ? " Felix

asked, with still profounder excitement than ever.

Sometliing within him seemed to tell him instinc-

tively he was now within touch of the special key

that must sooner or later unlock the mystery.

" Well," the Frenchman went on, still stroking the

parrot affectionately with his hand, and smoothing

down the feathers on its ruffled back, "the strange

Tu-Kila-Kila who thus ruled iu the island, though

he learned to speak Polynosiau well, had a language

of his own, a language ot the birds, which no man on

eitrth could ever talk with him. So, to beguile his
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time and to liave somo one who couW coiivorso

with him in his riative dialect, ho taught tliis parrot

to speak his own tongue, and spent most of his days

in talking with it and fondling it. At last, after lie

had instructed it by slow degrees how to repeat this

long sermon or poem—wliich 1 have often heard it

recite in a sing-song voice from ])eginning to end

—

his time came, as they say, and lie had to give way

to another Tu-Kila-Kila ; for the Bou])are.se have a

proverb like our own about the king, ' The High God

is dead ; may the High God live for ever
!

' But

before he gave up his soul to his successor, and was

C'Vten or buried, whicliever is the custom, he handed

over his pet to the King of the Birds, strictly

charging all future bearers of that divine ofiice to

care for the parrot as they would care for a son or a

daughter. And so the natives make much of the

parrot to the present day, saying he is greater than

any, save a Korong or a god, for he is the Soul of a

dead race, summing it up in himself, and he knows

the secret of the Death of Tu-Kila-Kila."

" But you can't tell me what language he speaks ?"

Felix asked, with a despairing gesture. It was

terrible to stand thus within measurable distance of

the secret which might, perhaps, save Muriel's life,

and yet be perpetually baulked by wheel within

wheel of more than Egyptian mystery.

" "Who can say ? " the Frencliman answered,

shrugging his shoulders helplessly. " It isn't Poly-

nesian ; that I know well, for I speak Bouparese now
like a native of Boupari ; and it isn't the only other

language spoken at the present day in the South Seas
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—the Melanesia!! of New Caledonia—for that I learnt

well from the Kanakas while I was serving my time

as a convict among them. All we can say for certain

is that it may perhaps be some very ancient tongue.

For panots, we kaow, are i!nmensely long-lived.

Some of them, it is said, exceed their century. Is it

not so, t !. my friend Methuselah ?

"

K

CHAPTER XVII.

FACING THE WORST.

Muriel meanwhile sat alone in her hut, frightened

at Felix's unexpected disappearance so early in tlie

morning, and anxiously awaiting her lover's return,

for she made no pretences now to herself that she did

not really love Felix. Though they two might never

return to Eu^'ope to be husband and wife, she did not

doubt that before the eye of Heaven they were

already betrothed to one another as truly as though

they had plighted their troth in solemn fashion. Felix

had risked his life for her, and had brought all this

misery upon himself in the attempt to save her.

Felix was now all the world that was left her. With
FcILk, she was happy, even on this horrible island

;

without him, she was miserable and terrified, no

matter what happened.

" Mali," she cried to her faithful attendant, as soon

as she found Felix was missing from his tent,

" what's become of Mr. Thurstan ? Where can he be

gone I wonder this morning ?

"
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"You no fear, Missy Queenie," Mali answered,

with the childish confidence of the native Polynesian.

" Mistah Thurstan, him gone to see man-a-oui-oui,

the King of the Birds. Month of Birds finish last

night ; man-a-oui-oui no taboo any longer. King of

the Birds keep very old parrot, Boupari folk tell me

;

and old parrot very wise, know how to make Tu-

Kila-Kila. Mistah Thurstan, him gone to find man-

a-oui-oui. Parrot tell him plenty wise thing. Parrot

wiser than Boupari people ; know very good medicine;

wise like Queensland lady and gentleman." And
Mali set herself vigorously to work to wash the

wooden platter on which she served up her mistress's

yam for breakfast.

It was curious to Muriel to see how readily Mali

liad slipped from savagery to civilization in Queens-

land, and how easily she had slipped back again from

civilization to savagery in Boupari. In waiting on

her mistress she was just the ordinary trained native

Australian servant ; in every other respect she was

the simple unadulterated heathen Polynesian. She

recognized in Muriel a white lady of the English sort,

and treated her within the hut as white ladies were

invariably treated in Queensland ; but she considered

that at Boupari one must do as Boupari does, and it

never for a moment occurred to her simple mind to

doubt the omnipotence of Tu-Kila-Kila in his island

realm any more than she had doubted the omnipo-

tence of the white man and his local religion in their

proper place (as she thought it) in Queensland.

An hour or two passed before Felix returned. At
last he arrived, very white and pale, and Mui iel saw
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at once by the mere look on his face that he had

learned some terrible news at the Frenchman's.

" Well, you found him ? " she cried, taking his

hand in hers, but hardly daring to ask the fatal

question at once.

And Felix, sitting down, as pale as a ghost

answered faintly, " Yes, Muriel, I found him !

"

" And he told you everything ?

"

" Everything he knew, my poor child. Oh, Muriel,

Muriel, don't ask me what it is. It's too terrible to

tell you."

Muriel clasped her white hands together, held

l)loodless downwards, and looked at him fixedly,

"Mali, you can go," she said. And the Shadow,

rising up with childish confidence, glided from the

hut, and left them, for the first time since their

arrival on the central island, alone together.

Muriel looked at him once more with the same

deadly fixed look. "With you, Felix,'* she said

slowly, " I can bear or dare anything. I feel as if

the bitterness of death were past long ago. I know

it must come. I only want to be quite sure when.

. . . And besides, you must remember, I have your

promise."

Felix clasped his own hands despondently in

return, and gazed across at her from his seat a few

feet off in unspeakable misery.

"Muriel," he cried, "I couldn't. I haven't the

heart. I daren't."

Muriel rose and laid her hand solemnly on his arm.

" You will !
" she answered boldly. " You can ! You

must I I know I can trust your promise for that.

ii^
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This moment, if you like. I would not shrink. But

you will never let me fall alive into the hands of

these wretches. Felix, from your .and I could stand

anything. I'm not afraid to die. I love you too

dearly."

Felix held her white little wrist in his grasp and

sobbed like a child. Her very bravery and conhdence

o;3en.3d to unman him utterly.

She looked at him one a more. "When?" she

asked quietly, but with lips as pale as death.

" In about four months from now," Felix answered

endeavouring to be calm.

" And they will kill us both ?

"

" Yes, both. I think so."

"Together?"
" Together."

Muriel drew a deep sigh.

"Will you know the day beforehand?'* she

asked.

" Yes. The Frenchman told me it. He has

known others killed in the selfsame fashion."

" Then, Felix—the night before it comes, you will

promise me, will you ?
"

" Muriel, Muriel, I could never dare to kill you."

She laid her hand soothingly on his. She stroked

him gently. " You are a man," she said, looking up

into his eyes with confidence. "I trust you. I

believe in you. I know you will never let these

savages hurt me. . . . Felix, in spite of everything,

I've been happier since we came to this island

together than ever I have been in my life befoie.

I've had my wish. I didn't want to miss in life the

I
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one thing that life has best worth giving. I haven't

missed it now. I know I haven't; for 1 love you,

and you love me. After that, I can dies, and die

gladly. If I die with you, that's all I auk. These

seven or eight terrible weeks have maae me feel

somehow unnaturally calm. When I came here

first I lived all the time in an agony of terror. I've

got over the agony of terror now. I'm quite resigned

and happy. All I ask is to be saved—by you—from

the cruel hands of these hateful cannibals."

Felix raised her white hand just once to his lips.

It was the first time he had ever ventured to kiss

her. He kissed it fervently. She let it drop as if

dead by her side. " Now tell me all that happened,"

she said. "I'm strong enough to bear it. I feel

such a woman now—so wise and calm. These few

weeks have made me grow from a girl into a woman
all at once. There's nothing I daren't hear, if you'll

tell me it, Felix."

Felix took up her hand again and held it in his,

as he narrated the whole story of his visit to the

Frenchman. When Muriel had heard it, she said

once more slowly, " I don't think there's any hope

in all these wild plans of playing off superstition

against superstition. To my mind there are only

two chances left for us now. One is to concoct with

the Frenchman some means of getting away by

canoe from the island—I'd rather trust the sea than

the tender mercy of these dreadful people ; the other

is to keep a closer look-out than ever for the merest

chance of a passing steamer."

Felix drew a deep sigh. " I'm afraid neither's
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much use," he said. "If we tried to get away,

dogged as we are, day and right, by our Shadows,

the natives \vould follow us with their war-canoes

in battle array and hack us to pieces ; for Peyron

says that, regarding us as gods, they think the rain

would vanish from their island for ever, if once they

allowed us to get away alive and carry the luck with

us. And as to the steamers, wo haven't seen a trace

of one since we left the Australasian. Probably it

was only by the purest accident that even she ever

came so close in t' "^oupari."

" At any rate," Muriel cried, still clasping his hand

tight, and letting the tears now trickle slowly down

her pale white cheeks, " we can talk it all over some

day with M. Peyron."

"We can talk it over to-day," Felix answered, "if

it comes to that ; for Peyron means to step round,

he says, a little later in the afternoon, to pay his

respects to the first white lady he has ever seen since

he left New Caledonia."

CHAPTER XVIII.

TU-KILA-KILA PLAYS A CARD.

Before the Frenchman could carry out his plan,

however, he was himself the recipient of the high

honour of a visit from his superior god and chief, Tu-

Kila-I^la.

Every day and all day long, save on a few rare

occasions when special duties absolved him, the

custom and religion of the islanders prescribed that

il
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their supreme incarnate deity should keep watch and

ward without cessation over the great spreading

banyan-tree that overshadowed with its dark boughs

his temple-palace. High god as he was held to be,

and all-powerful within the limits of his own strict

taboos, Tu-Kila-Kila was yet fis rigidly bound within

those iron laws of custom and religious usage as the

meanest and poorest of his subject worshippers.

From sunrise to sunset, and far on into the night,

the Pillar of Heaven was compelled to prowl up and

down, with spear in hand and tomahawk at side, as

Felix had so often seen him, before the sacred trunk

of which he appeared to be in some mysterious way

the appointed guardian. His very power, it seemed,

was intimately bound up with the performance of

that ceaseless and irksome duty : he was a god, in

whose hands the lives of his people were but as dust

in the balance ; but he remained so only on the

onerous condition of pacing to and fro like a sentry

for ever before the still more holy and venerable

object he was chosen to protect from attack or injury.

Had he failed in his task, had he slumbered at his

post, all god though he might be, his people them-

selves would have risen in a body and torn him

limb from limb before their ancestral fetish as a

sacrilegious pretender.

At certain times and seasons, however, as for

example at all high feasts and festivals, Tu-Kila-Kila

had respite for awhile from this constant treadmill of

mechanical divinity. Whenever the moon was at

the half-quarter, or the planets were in lucky con-

junctions, or a red glow lit up the sky by night, or
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the sacred sacrificial fires of human flesh were lighted,

then Tu-Kilii-Kila could lay aside liis tomahawk and

spear, and become for a while as the islanders, liis

fellows, were. At other times, too, when he went

out in state to visit the lesser deities of his court, the

King of Fire and the King of Water made a solemn

taboo before he left his home, which protected the

sacred tree from aggression during its guardian's

absence. Then Tu-Kila-Kila, shaded by his divine

umbrella, and preceded by the noise of the holy tom-

toms, could go like a monarch over all parts of his

realm, giving such orders as he pleased (within the

limits of custom) to his inferior officers. It w^as in

this way that he now paid his visit to M. Jules

Peyron, King of the Birds. And lie did so for what

to him were amply sufficient reasons.

It had not escaped Tu-Kila-Kila's keen eye, as he

paced among the skeletons in his yard that morning,

that Felix Thurstan, the King of the Eain, had taken

his way openly towards the Frenchman's quarters.

He felt pretty sure, therefore, that Felix had by this

time learned another white man was living on the

island ; and he thought it an ominous fact that the

new-comer should make his wav towards his fellow

European's hut on the very first morning when the

law of taboo rendered such a visit possible. The

savage is always by nature suspicious ; and Tu-Kila-

Kila had grounds enough of his own for suspicion in

this particular instance. The two white men were

surely brewing mischief together for the Lord of

Heaven and Earth, the Illuminer of the Glowing

Light of the Sun ; he must make haste and see what
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plan that they were concocting against the sacred

tree and the person of its representative, the King of

Plants and of the Host of Heaven.

But it isn't so easy to make haste when all your

movements are impeded and hampered by endless

taboos and a minutely annoying ritual. Before Tu-

Kila-Kila could get himself under way, sacred um-

brella, tom-toms, and all, it was necessary for the

King of Fire and the King of Water to make taboo

on an elaborate scale with their respective elements

;

and so by the time the high god had reached M. Jules

Peyron's garden, Felix Thurstan had already some

time since returned to Muriel's hut and his own

C|rarters.

Tu-Kila-Kila approached the King of the Birds,

amid loud clapping of hands, with considerable

haughtiness. To say the truth, there was no love

lost between the cannibal god and his European

subordinate. The savage, puffed up as he was in his

own conceit, had nevertheless always an uncomfort-

able sense that in his heart of hearts the impassive

Frenchman had but a low opinion of him. So he

invariably tried to make up by the solemnity of his

manner and the loudness of his assertions for any

trifling scepticism that might possibly exist in the

mind of his follower.

On this particular occasion, as he reached the

Frenchman's plot, Tu-Kila-Kila stepped forward

across the white taboo line with a suspicious and

peering eye. " The King of the Pain had been here,"

he said, in a pompous tone, as the Frenchman rose

and saluted him ceremoniously. " Tu-Kila-Kila's
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eyes are sharp. They never sleep. The sun is his

si^'ht. He beholds all things. You cannot hide

aught in heaven or earth from the knowledge of him
that dwells in heaven. I look down upon land and
sea, and spy out all that takes place or is planned in

them. I am very holy and very cruel. I see all

earth and I drink the blood of all men. The King
of the Rain has come this morning to visit the King

of the Birds. Where is he now ? What has your

divinity done with him ?

"

He spoke from under the sheltering cover of his

veiled umbrella. The Frenchman looked back at

him with as little love as Tu-Kila-Kila himself

would have displayed had his face been visible.

" Yes, you are a very great god," he answered, in the

conventional tone of Polynesian adulation, with just

a faint undercurrent of irony running through his

accent as he spolce. " You say the truth. You do,

indeed, know all things. What need for me, then, to

tell you, whose eye is the sun, that my brother, the

King of the Eain, has been here and gone again ?

You know it yourself. Your eye has looked upon it.

My brother was indeed with me. He consulted me
as to the showers I should need from his clouds for

the birds my subjects."

" And where is he gone now ? " Tu-Kila-Kila

asked, without attempting to conceal the displeasure

in his tone, for he more than half suspected the

Frenchman of a sacrilegious and monstrous design of

chaffing him.

The King of the Birds bowed low once more.

" Tu-Kila-Kila*s glance is keener than m} hawk's,"

M
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laiunbo-jiimbo. He believed in it Jiimself, but they

dill not, and their very unbelief made him respect

and fear them.

"Now that we two are alone," he said, glancing

carelessly around him, "we two wlio ;.re j,'ods, and

know the world well—we two who see everything in

heaven or earth—there is no need for concealment

—

we may talk as plainly as we will with one another.

Come, tell me tlie truth ! The new white man has

seen you ?

"

" He has scon mo, yes, certainly," the Frenchman

admitted, taking a keen look deep into the savage's

cunning eyes.

"Does he speak your language—the language of

birds?" Tu-Kila-Kila asked once more, with in-

sinuating cunning. " I have heard that the sailing

gods are of many languages. Are you and he of one

speech or two ? Aliens, or countrymen ?

"

" He speaks my language as he speaks Poly-

nesian," the Frenchman replied, keeping his eye

firmly fixed on his doubtful guest, " but it is not his

own. He has a tongue apart—the torgue of an island

not far from my country, which we call England."

Tu-Kila-Kila drew nearer, and dropped his voice

to a confidential whisper. " Has he seen the Soul of

all dead parrots ? " he asked, with keen interest in

his voice. "The parrot that knows Tu-Kila-Kila's

secret? That one over there—the old, the very

sacred one ?

"

M. Peyron gazed round his aviary carelessly.

" Oh, that one," ne answered, with a casual glance at

Methuselah, as though one parrot or another were
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much the same to him. "Yes, I think lio saw it. I

pointed it out to him, in fact, us the oldest and

stranj^est of all my subjects."

Tu-Kila-Kila*s countenance fell. " Did lie hear it

apeak? "he asked, in evident alarm. " L)id it tell

him the story of Tu-Kila-Kila's secret ?

"

" No, it didn't speak," the Frenchman answered.

*' It seldom does now. It is very old. And if it did,

I don't suppose the King of the Rain would have

understood one word of it. Look here, great god,

allay your fears. You're a terrible coward. I

expect the real fact about the parrot is this : it is

the last of its own race : it si)eaks the language of

some tribe of men who once inhabited these islands,

but are now extinct. No human being at present

alive, most probably, knows one word of that for-

gotten language."

"You think not?" Tu-Kila-Kila asked, a little

relieved.

" I am the King of the Birds, and I know tlie

voices of my subjects by heart ; I assure yo". it is as

I say," M. Peyron answered, drawing himself up

solemnly.

Tu-Kila-Kila looked askance, with something very

closely approaching a wink in his left eye. " We
two are both gods," he said, with a tinge of irony in

his tone. " We know what that means . . . / do

not feel so certain." He stood close by the parrot

with itching fingers. " It is very, very old," he went

on to himself musingly " It can't live long. And
then—none but Boupari men will know the secret."

As he spoke, he darted a strange glance of hatred

I
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towards the unconscious bird, the innocent repository,

as he firmly believed, of the secret that doomed him.

The Frenchman had turned his back for a moment
now, to fetch out a stool. Tu-Kila-Kila, casting

a quick, suspicious eye to right and left, took a step

nearer. The parrot sat mumbling on its percli,

inarticulately, putting its head on one side, and

blinking its half-blinded eyes in the bright tropical

sunshine. Tu-Kila-Kila paused irresolute before its

face for a second. If only he dared—one wring of

the neck—one pinch of his finger and thumb almost

!

—and all would be over. But he dared not ! lie

dared not ! Your savage is over-awed by the blind

terrors of taboo. His predecessor, some elder Tu-

Kila-Kila of forgotten days, had laid a great charm

upon that parrot's life. Whoever hurt it was to die

an awful death of unspeakable torment. The King

of the Birds had special charge to guard it. If even

the Cannibal God himself wrought it harm, who

could tell what judgment might fall upon him forth-

with, what terrible vengeance the dead Tu-Kila-Kila

might wreak upon him in his ghostly anger ? And
that dead Tu-Kila-Kila was his own soul ! His own

soul might flare up within him in some mystic way,

and burn him to ashes.

And yet—suppose iihis hateful new-comer, the

King of the Rain, whom lie had himself made Korong

on purpose to get rid of him the more easily, and so

had elevated into his own worst potential enemy

—

suppose this new-comer, the King of the Eain, were

by chance to speak that other dialect of the bird-

language which the King of the Birds himself knew
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not, but which the parrot had learnt from his old

master, the ancient Tu-Kila-Kila of other days, and

in which the bird still recited the secret of the sacred

tree and the Dea'Ji of the Great God—ah, then, he

might still have to fight hard for his divinity. lie

giized angrily at the bird. Methuselah blinked, and

put his head on one side, and looked craftily askance

at him. Tu-Kila-Kila hated it, that insolent creature.

Was he not a god, and should he be thus bearded in

his own island by a mere Soul of dead birds, a poor

wretched parrot ? But the curse ! What might not

that portend ? Ah, well, he would risk iL Glancing

around him once more to rigl 'o and left, to make sure

that nobody was looking, t\e cunning savage put

forth liis hand stealthily, and tried with a friendly

caress to seize the parrot.

In a moment, before he had time to know what

was happening, Methuselah—sleepy old dotard as he

seemed—had woke up at once to a sense of danger.

Turning suddenly round upon the sleek caressing

hand, he darted his beak with a vicious peck at his

assailant, and bit the divine finger of the Pillar of

Heaven as carelessly as he would have bitten any

child on Boupari. Tu-Kila-Kila, thunderstruck, drew

back his arm with a start of surprise and a loud cry

of pain. The bird had wounded him. He shook his

hand and stamped. Blood was dropping on the

ground from the man-god's finger. He hardly knew
what strange evil this omen of harm might portend

for the woHd. The Soul of all dead parrots had

carried out the curse, and had drawn red drops from

the sacred veins of Tu-Kila-Kila.
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One must be a savage one's self, and superstitious

at that, fully to understand the awful si<^nificance of

this deadly occurrence. To draw blood from a god,

and, above all, to let that blood fall upi»n the dust of

the ground, is the very worst luck—too awful for the

human mind to contemplate.

At the selfsame moment, the parrot, awakened by

the unexpected attack, threw back its head on its

perch, and laughing loud and long to itself in its own

harsh way, began to pour forth a whole volley of

oaths in a guttural language of which neither

Tu-Kila-Kila nor the Frenchman understood one

syllable. And at the same moment, too, M. Peyron

himself, recalled from the door of his hut by

Tu-Kila-Kila's sharp cry of pain and by his liege

subject's voluble flow of loud speech and laughter,

ran up all agog to know what was tlie matter.

Tu-Kila-Kila, with an effort, tried to hide in his

robe his wounded linger. But the Frenchman caught

at the meaning of the whole scene at once, and

interposed himself hastily between the parrot and its

assailant. "Ht$! my Methuselah," he cried in

French, stroking the exultant bird with his hand,

and smoothing its ruffled feathers, "did he try to

choke you then? Did he try to get over you?

That was a brave bird! You did well mon ami, to

bite him ? . . . No, no. Life of the World, and

Measurer of the Sun's Course,'* he went on in l*oly-

nesian, "you shall not go near him. Keep your

distance, I beg of you. You may be a high god

—

though you were a scurvy wretch enough, dou't you

recollect, when you were only Lavita, the son of Sami,
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—but I know your tricks. Hands off from my
birds, say I. A curse is on the head of the Soul of

dead parrots. You tried to hurt him, and see how

the curse has worked itself out ! The blood of the

grept god, the Pillar of Heaven, has stained the grey

dust of the island of Boupari."

Tu-Kila-Kila stood sucking his finger, and looking

the very picture of the most savage sheopishneas.

V
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CHAPTER XIX.

DOMESTIC BLISS.

Tu-KiLA-KiLA went home that day in a very bad

humour. The portent of the bitten finger had

seriously disturbed him. For, strange as it sounds

to us, he really believed himself in his own divinity

;

and the bare thought that the holy soil of earth

should be dabbled and wet with the blood of a god

gave him no little uneasiness in ?iis own mind on his

way homeward. Besides, what would his people

think of it if they found it out? At all hazards

almost, he must strive to conceal this episode of the

bite from the men of Boupari. A god who gets

wounded, and, worse still, gets wounded in the very

act of trying to break a great taboo laid on by

himself in a prcN^ious incarnation—such a god un-

doubtedly lays himself open to the gravest misappre-

hensions on the part of his worshippers. Indeed,

it was not even certain whether his people, if they

knew, would any longer regard him as a god at

all. The devotion of savages is profound, but it is
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far from personal. Where deities pass so readily

from one body to another, you must always keep

a sharp look-out lest the great spirit should at any

minute have deserted his earthly tabernacle, and have

taken up his abode in a fresh representative. Honour

the gods by all means ; but make sure at the same

time what particular house they are just then in-

habiting.

It was the hour of siesta in Tu-Kila-Kila*s tent.

For a short space in the middle of the day, during

the heat of the sun, while Fire and Water with their

embers and their calabash, sat on guard in a porch

by the bamboo gate, Tu-Kila-Kila, Pillar of Heaven

and Threshold of Earth, had respite for a while from

his daiW task of guarding the sacred banyan, and

could take his ease after his meal in his own

quarters. While that precious hour of taboo lasted,

no wandering dragon or spirit of the air could hurt

the holy tree, and no human assailant dare touch or

approach it. Even the disease-making gDds, who
walk in the pestilence, could not blight or wither

it. At all other times, Tu-Kila-Kila mounted guard

over his tree with a jealousy that fairly astonished

Felix Thurstan's soul ; for Felix Thurstan only dimly

understood as yet how implicitly Tu-Kila-Kila's own

life and office were bound up with the ii.violability

of the banyan he protected.

Within the hut, during that play-time of siesta,

while the lizards (who are also gods) ran up and

down the wall, and puffed their orange throats, Tu-

Kila-Kila lounged at his ease that afternoon, with

one of his many ''vives,—a tall and beautiful Poly-

1
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iiesian woman, lithe and siipi^lo, as is the wont of her

race, and as exquisitely formed in every limb and

feature as a sculptured Greek goddess. A graceful

wreath of crimson liibiscus adorned her shapely head,

round which her long and glossy blac^k hair was

coiled in great rings with artistic profusion. A
festoon of blue flowers and dark red dracoina leaves

hung like a chaplet over her olive-brown neck and

swelling bust. One breadth of native cloth did duty

for un apron or girdle round her waist and hips. All

else was naked. Her plump brown arms were set

off by the green and crimson of the llowers that

decked her. Tu-Kila-Kila glanced at his slave with

approving eyes. He always liked Ula ; she pleased

him the best of all his women. And she knew his

ways, too : she never contradicted him.

Among savages, guile is woman's best protection.

The wife who knows when to give way with hypo-

critical obedience, and whe.i to coax or wheedle her

yielding lord, runs the best chance in the end for

her life. Her model is not the oak, but the willow.

She must be able to watch for the rising signs of

ill-humour in her master's mind, and guard against

them carefully. If she is wise, sl.e keeps out of

her husband's way when his anger is aroused, but

soothes and flatters him to the top of his bent

when his temper is just slightly or momentarily

ruffled.

"The Lord of Heaven and Earth is ill at ease,"

Ula murmured insinuatingly, as Tu-Kila-Kila winced

once with the pain of his swollen finger. "Wliat

has happened to-day to the Increaser of Bread-fruit ?
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My lord is sad. His uye is downcast. Who has

crossed n:y master^ '^'ill ? Who has dared to anger

him ?

"

Tu-Kila-lvila kept the wounded hand wrapped ii[)

in a soft leaf, like a woolly mullein. All the way

home, ho had been obliged to conceal it, and disguise

the pain he felt, lest Fire and Water should discover

Ids secret. For he dared not let his people know

that the Soul of all dead parrots had bitten his finger,

and drawn blood from tl^e sacred veins of the man-

god. But he almost hesitated now whether or not

he should confide in Ula. A god may surely trust

his own wedded wives. And yet—such need to be

careful—women are so treacherous! IIo suspected

Ula sometimes of being a great deal too fond of tjiat

young man Toko, who used to be one of the temple

attendants, and whom he had given as Shadow

accordingly to the King of the liain, so as to get rid

of him altogether from among the crowd of his

followers. So he kept his own counsel for tlie

moment, and disguised his misfortune. " I have

been to see tlio King of the Birds this morning," he

said, in a grumbling voice ;
" and I do not like him.

That God is too insolent. For my part I hate these

strangers, one and all. They have no respect for

Tu-KiLa-Kila like the men of Boupari. They are as

bad as atlieists. They fear not the gods, and the

customs of our fathers are not in them."

Ula crept nearer, with one lithe round arm laid

caressingly close to her master's neck. *' Then wliy

do you make them Korong ? " she asked, with

feminine curiosity, like some wife who seeks to
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worm out of her husliand the secret of freemasonry.

" Why do you not co* <. them and eat them at once,

as soon as they arrive i They are very good food

—

so white and fine. That last new-comer, now—the

Queen of the Clouds—why not eat her? She is

plump and tender."

" I like her," Tu-Kila-Kila responded, in a gloating

tone. " I like her every way. 1 would have brought

her here to my temple and admitted her at once to

be one of Tu-Kila-Kila's wives—only that Fire and

Water woaid not have permitted me. They have too

many taboos, those awkward gods. I do not love

them. But I make my strangers Korong for a very

wise reason. You women are fools
;
you understand

nothing; you dc net know the mysteries. These

things are a great deal too high and too deep for you.

You could not comprehend them. But men know
well why. They are wise ; they have been iiiitiated.

Much more, then, do I, who am the very high god

—

who eat human flesh and drink blood like water

—

who cause the sun to shine and the fruits to grow

—without whom the day in heaven would fade and

die out, and the foundations of the earth ^vould be

shaken like a plantain leaf."

Ula laid her soft brown hand soothingly on the

great god's arm just above the elbow. "Tell me,"

she said, leaning forward towards him, and looking

deep into his eyes with those great speaking grey

orbs of hers ;
" tell me, oh ! Sustainer of the Equi-

poise of Heaven ; I know you are great ; I know you

are mighty ; I know you are holy and wise and

cruel ; but why must you let these sailing gods who

I:
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come from unknown lands beyond the place where

the sun rises or sets—why must you let them so

trouble and annoy you ? Why do you not at once

cat them up and be done with them ? Is not their

flesh sweet ? Is not their blood red ? Are they

not a dainty well fit for the banquet of Tu-Kila-

Kila ?

"

The savage looked at her for a moment and

hesitated. A very beautiful woman this Ula, cer-

tainly. Not one of all his wives had larger brown

limbs, or whiter teeth, or a deeper respect for his

divine nature. He had almost a mind—it was only

Ula! Why not break the silence enjoined upon

gods towards women, and explain this matter to her ?

Not the great secret itself, of course—the secret on

which hung the Death and Transmigration of Tu-

Kila-Kila—oh no ; not that one. The savage was

far too cunning in his generation to entrust that

final terrible taboo to the ears of a woman. But the

reason why he made all strangers Korong. A woman

might surely be trusted witli that—especially Ula.

She was so very handsome. And she was always so

respectful to him.

" Well, the fiict of it is," he answered, laying his

hand on her neck, that plump brown neck of hers,

under the garland of dracoena leaves, and stroking it

volujDtuously, " the sailing gods who happen upon

this island from time to time are made Korong—but

hush ! it is taboo." He gazed around the hut sus-

piciously. " Are all the others away ? " he asked, in

a frightened tone. " Fire and Water would denounce

me to all my people if once they found I had told a
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voice. " I like you so well, that, ])luni[) as you are,

I really believe, Ula, 1 could never make up my
mind to eat you."

"My lord is very gracious," Ula made answer, in

a soft low tone, pretending to caress him. And for

some minutes more, she continued to make much of

him in the fulsome strain of Polynesian flattery.

At last the kava had clearly got into Tu-Kihi-

Kila*s head. Then Ula bent forward once more and

again attacked him. "Now I know you will tell

me," she said coaxingly, " why you make them

Korong. As long as I live, I will never speak or

hint of it to anybody anywhere. And if I do—why,

the remedy is near. I am your meat—take me and

cat me."

Even cannibals ara human ; and at the touch of

her soft hand, Tu-Kila-Kila gave way slowly. *• I

made them Korong," he answered in rather thick

accents, " because it is less dangerous for me to

make them so than to choose for the post from

among our own islanders. Sooner or later, my day

must come ; but I can put it oft' best by making my
enemies out of strangers who arrive upon our island,

and not out of those of my own household. All

Boupari men who have i'jeen initiated know the

terrible secret—they know where lies the Death of

Tu-Kila-Kila. The strangers who come to us from

the sun or the sea do not know it ; and therefore my
life is safest with them. So I make them Korong

whenever I can, to prolong my own days, and to

guard my secret."

" And the Death of Tu-Kila-Kila ? " the woman

m
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wliispered very low, still soothing his arm with her

hand and patting his cheek softly from time to time

with a gentle caressing motion. " Tell me where

does that live ? Who holds it in charge ? Where
is Tu-Kila-Kila's great spirit laid by in safety ? I

know it is in the tree ; but where and in what part

of it ?

"

Tu-Kila-Kila drew back with a little cry of sur-

prise. " You know it is in the tree
!

" he cried.

" You know my soul is kept there ! Why, Ula, who
told you that ? and you a woman ! Bad medicine

indeed! Some man has been blabbing what he

learned in the mysteries. If this should reach the

ears of the King of the Eain " he paused mys-

teriously.

" Wliat ? What ? " Ula cried, seizing his hand in

hers, and pressing it hard to her bosom in her

anxiety and eagerness. " Tell me the secret ! Tell

me!"
With a sudden sharp howl of darting pain, Tu-

Kila-Kila withdrew his hand. She had squeezed

the finger the parrot had bitten, and blood began

once more to flow from it freely.

A wild impulse of revenge came over the savage.

He caught her by the neck with his other hand,

pressed her throat hard, till she was black in the

face, kicked her several times with ferocious rage,

and then flung her away from him to the other side

of the hut with a fierce and untranslatable native

imprecation.

Ula, shaken and hurt, darted away towards the

door, with a face of abject terror. For every reason
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on earth she was intensely alarmed. Were it merely

Bfi a matter of purely earthly fear, she had ground

enough for fright in having so roused the hasty

anger of that powerful and implacable creature.

He would kill her and eat her with far less com-

punct.on than an English farmer would kill and eat

one of his own barnyard chickens. But besides that,

it terrified her not a little in more mysterious ways

to see the blood of a god falling upon the earth so

freely. She knew not what awful results to her-

self and her race might follow from so terrible

a desecration.

But, to her utter astonishment, the great god him-

self, mad with rage as he was, seemed none the less

almost as profoundly frightened and surprised as she

herself was. " What did you do that for ? " he cried,

ncvv sufficiently recovered for thought and speech,

wringing his hand with pain, and then popping his

finger hastily into his mouth to case it. " You are a

clumsy thing. And you want to destroy me, too,

with your foolish clumsiness."

He looked at her and scowled. He was very

angry. But the savage woman is nothing if not

quick-witted and politic. In a flash of intuition,

Ula saw at once he was more frightened than hurt

;

he was afraid of the effect of this strange revelation

upon his own reputation for supreme godship. With
every mark and gesture of deprecatory servility the

woman sidled back to his side like a whipped dog.

For a second she looked down on the floor at the

drops of blood ; then, without one word of warning

or one instant's hesitation, she bit her own finger
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hard till blood flowed from it freely. " I will show

this to Fire and Water," sLo said, holding it up

before his eyes, all red and bleeding. " I will say

you were angry with me and bit me for a punish-

ment, as you often do. They will never find out it

was the blood of a god. Have no fear for their eyes.

Let me look at your finger."

Tu-Kila-Kila, half appeased by her clever quick-

ness, held his hand out sulkily, like a disobedient

child. Ula examined it close. " A bite," she said

shortly. "A bite from a bird! a peck from a

parrot."

Tu-Kila-Kila jerked out a surly assent. "Yes,

the Soul of all dead parrots," he answered, with an

angry glare. " It bit me this morning at the King

of the Birds*. A vicious brute. But no one else

saw it."

Ula put the finger up to her own mouth, and

sucked the wound gently. Her medicine staunclied

it. Then she took a thin leaf of the paper mulberry,

soft, cool, and soothing, and bound it round the

place with a strip of the lace-like inner bark, as deftly

as any hospital nurse in Londcn would have done it.

These savage women are capital hands in sickness.

Tu-Kila-Kila sat and sulked meanwhile, like a dis-

appointed child. When Ula had finished, she nodded

her head and glided softly away. She knew her

chance of learning the secret was gone for the

moment, and she had too much of the guile of the

savage woman to spoil her chances by loitering

about unnecessarily while her lord was in his present

ungracious humour.

\ \\ \
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As she stole from the hut, Tu-Kila-Kila, looking

ruefully at his wounded hand, and then at that light

and supple retreating figure, muttered sulkily to

himself with a very bad grace, " the womar knows

too much. She nearly wormed my secret out of me.

She knows that Tu-Kila-Kiia's life and soul are

bound up in the tree. She knows that I blod, and

that the parrot bit me. If she blabs, as women will

do, mischief may come of it. I am a great god, a

very great god—keen, bloodthirsty, cruel. And I

like that woman. But it would be wiser and safer,

perhaps, after all, to forego my affection and to make
a great feast of her."

And Ula, lookinj back with a smile and a nod,

and holding up her own bitten and bleeding hand

with a farewell shake as if to remind her divine

husband of her promise to show it to Fire and

Water, murmured low to herself as she went, " He is

a very great god ; a very great god, no doubt ; but I

hate him, I hate him ! He would eat me to-morrow

if I didn't coax him and wheedle him and keep him

in a good temper. You want to be sharp, indeed, to

be the wife of a god. I got off to-day with the skin

of my teeth. He might have turned and killed me.

If only I could find out the Great Taboo, I would

tell it to the stranger, the King of the Rain; and

then, perhaps, Tu-Kila-Kila would die. And the

stranger would become Tu-Kila-Kila in turn, and I

would be one of his wives ; and Toko, who is his

Shadow, would return again to the service of Tu-

Kila-Kila's temple."

But; Fire, as she passed, was saying to Water,
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" We are getting tired in Boupari of Lavita, the

son of Sami. If the hick of the island is not

to change, it is higli time, I think, we should have

a new Tu-Kila-Kila."

,'!'*'
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CHAPTER XX.

COUNCIL OF WAR.

That same afternoon, Muriel had a visitor. M.

Jules Peyron, formerly of the College ^0 France, no

longer a mere Polynesian god, but a French gentle-

man of the boulevards in voice and manner, came to

pay his respects, as in duty bound, to Mademoiselle

Ellis. M. Peyron had performed his toilet under

trying circumstances, to the best of his ability. The

remnants of his European clothes, much patched and

overhung with squares of native tappa cloth, were

hidden as much as possible by a wide feather cloak,

very savage in effect, but more seemly at any rate

than the tattered garments in which Felix had first

found him in his own garden parterre. M. Peyron,

however, was fully aware of the defects of his cos-

tume, and profoundly apologetic. "It is with ten

thousand regrets, Mademoiselle," he said many times

over, bowing low and simpering, " that I venture to

appear in a lady's salon—for after all, wherever a

European lady goes, there her salon follows her—in

such a tenue as that in which I am now compelled to

present myself. Mais que voulez-wust Nous ne

sommcs pas a Paris ! " For to M. Peyron, as inno-
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cent in his way as Mali herself, the whole world

divided itself into Paris and the Provinces.

Nevertheless, it was touching to both the new-

comers to see the Frenchman's delight at meeting

once more with civilized beings. " Figure to your-

self. Mademoiselle," he said, with true French effu-

sion, "figure to yourself the joy and surprise witli

which I, this morning, receive Monsieur your friend

at my humble cottage ! For the first time after nine

years on this hateful island, I see again a European

face; I hear again the sound, the beautiful sound

of that charming French language. My emotion,

believe me, was too profound for words. When
Monsieur was gone, I retired to my hut, I sat

down on the floor, I gave myself over to tears,

tears of joy and gratitude, to think I should once

more catch a glimpse of civilization ! This after-

noon, I ask myself, can I venture to go out and pay

my respects, thus attired, in these rags, to a Euro-

pean lady ? For a long time I doubt, I wonder, I

hesitate. In my quality of Frenchman, I would

have wished to call in civilized costume upon a civil-

ized household. But what would you have ? neces-

sity knows no law. I am compelled to envelope

myself in my savage robe of office as a Polynesian

god—a robe of office which, for the rest, is not with-

out an interest of its own for the scientific ethnologist.

It belongs to me especially as King of the Birds,

and in it, in effect, is represented at least one feather

of each kind or colour from every part of the body of

every species of bird that inhabits Boupari. I thus

sum up, ^oiir alnsi dire, in my official costume all the
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birds of the island, as Tu-Kila-Kila, the /ery high

god, sums up in his quaint and curious dress the

laud, and the sea, the trees and the stones, earth, and

air, and fire, and water."

Familiarity with danger begets at last a certain

callous indifference. Muriel was surprised in her

own mind to discover how easily they could chat

with M. Peyron on such indifferent subjects, with

that awful doom of an approaching death hanging

over them so shortly. But the fact was, terrors of

every kind had so encompassed them round since

their arrival on the island, that the mere additional

certainty oP a date and mode of execution was rather

a relief to tlieir minds than otherwise. It partook of

the nature of a reprieve, not of a sentence. Besides,

this meeting with another speaker of a European

tongue seemed to them so full of promise and hope,

that they almost forgot the terrors of their threatened

end in their discussion of possible schemes for escape

to freedom. Even M. Peyron himself, who had

spent nine long years of exile in the island, felt that

the arrival of two new Europeans gave him some

hope of effecting at last his own retreat from this

unendurable position. His talk was all of pass-

ing steamers. If the Australasian had come near

enough once to sight the island, he argued, then the

homeward-bound vessels, en route for Honolulu, must

have begun to take a new course considerably to the

eastward of the old navigable channel. If this were

so, their obvious plan was to keep a watch, day and

night, for another passing Australian liner ; and when-

ever one hove in Sxght, to steal away to the shore.

'.i
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seize a stray canoe, overpower if possible their

Shadows, or give them the slip, and make one bold

stroke for freedom on the open ocean.

None of them could conceal fi'om their own minds,

to be sure, the extreme difficulty of carrying out this

programme. In the first place, it was a toss-up

whether they ever sighted another steamer at all

;

for during the weeks they had already passed on the

island, not a sign of one had appeared from any

quarter. Then, again, even supposing a steamer

ever hove in sight, what likelihood that they could

make out for her in an open canoe in time to attract

attention before she had passed the island ? Tu-

Kila-Kila would never willingly let them go ; their

Shadows would watch them with unceasing care

;

the whole body of natives would combine together

to prevent their departure. If they ran away at

all, they must run for their lives; as soon as the

islanders discovered they were gone, every war-canoe

in the place would be manned at once with blood-

thirsty savages, who would follow on their track

with relentless persistence.

As for Muriel, less prepared for such dangerous

adventures than the two men, she was rather in-

clined to attach a certain romantic importance (as a

girl might do) to the story of the parrot and the

possible disclosures which it could make if it could

only communicate with them. The mysterious

element in the history of that unique bird attracted

her fancy. " The only one of its race now left alive,"

she said, with slow reflectiveness. "Like Dolly

Pentreath, the last old woman who could speak
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Cornish ! I wonder how long parrots ever live ? Do
you know at all, Monsieur ? You are the King of

the Birds—you ought to be an authority on their

habits and manners."

Ihe Frenchman smiled a gallant smile. " Un-

happily, Mademoiselle," he said, " though, as a

medical student, I took up to a certain extent bio-

logical science in general at the College de France, I

never paid any special or peculiar attention in Paris

to birds in particular. But it is the universal opinion

of the natives (if that counts for much) that parrots

live to a very great age ; and this one old parrot of

mine, whom I call Methuselah on account of his

advanced years, is considered by them all to be a

perfect patriarch. In effect, when the oldest men now
living on the island were little boys, they tell me
that Methuselah was already a venerable and much
venerated parrot. He must certainly have outlived

all the rest of his race by at least the best part of

three-quarters of a century. For the islanders them-

selves not infrequently live, by unanimous consent,

to be over a hundred."

" I remember to have read somewhere," Felix said,

turning it over in his mind, " that when Humboldt

was travelling in the wilds of South America he

found one very old parrot in an Indian village,

which the Indians assured him spoke the language

of an extinct tribe, incomprehensible then by any

living person. If I recollect aright, Humboldt

believed that particular bird must have lived to be

nearly a hundred and fifty."

" That is so. Monsieur," the Frenchman answered.
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" 1 remember the case well, and have often recalled

it. I recollect our professor mentioning it one day

in the course of his lectures. And I have always

mentally coupled that parrot of Humboldt's with my
own old friend and sul^ject, Methuselah. However,

that only impresses upon one more fully the folly

of hoping that we can learn anything worth know-

ing from him. I have heard him recite his story

many times over, though now he repeats it less fre-

quently than he used formerly to do ; and T feel con-

vinced it is couched in some unknown and no doubt

forgotten language. It is a much more guttural and

unpleasant tongue than any of the soft dialects now
spoken in Polynesia. It belonged, T am convinced,

to that yet earlier and more savage race which the

Polynesians must have displaced ; and, as such, it is

now, I feel certain, practically irrecoverable."

" If they were more savage than the Polynesians,"

Muriel said, with a profound sigh, " I'm sorry for

anybody who fell into their clutches."

" But what would not many philologists at home in

England give," Pelix murmured philosophically, "for

a transcript of the words that parrot can speak

—

perhaps a last relic of the very earliest and most

primitive form of human language."
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And at the very moment when these things were

passing under the wattled roof of Muriel's hut, it

happened that on the taboo-space outside, Toko, the

Shadow, stood talking for a moment with Ula, the

fourteenth wife of the great Tu-Kila-Kila.

"I never see you now, Toko," the beautiful

m
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Polynesian said, leaning almost across the white line

of coral-sand whicli she dared not transj,a'ess. " Times

are dull at the temple since you came to he Shadow

to the white-faced stranger."

" It was for that that Tu-Kila-Kila sent me liere,"

the Shadow answered, with profound conviction. ** He
is jealous, the great god. He is had. He is cruel.

He wanted to get rid of me. So he sent me away to

the King of the Rain that I might not see you."

Ula pouted, and held up her wounded fmger before

his eyes coquettishly. " See what he did to me," she

said, with a mute appeal for sympathy—though in

that particular matter the truth was not in her.

"Your god was angry with me to-day because I hurt

his hand, and he clutched me by the throat, and

almost choked me. He has a bad heart. See how
he bit me and drew blood. Some of these days, I

believe, he will kill me and eat me."

The Shadow glanced around him suspiciously with

an uneasy air. Then he whispered low, in a voice

half grudge half terror, " If he does, he is a great god

—he can search all the world—I fear him much, but

Toko's heart is warm. Let Tu-Kila-Kila look out for

vengeance.

The woman glanced across at him open-eyed, with

her enticing look. " If the King of the Eain, who is

Korong, knew all the secret," she murmured slowly*

" he would soon be Tu-Kila-Kila himself; and you

and I could then meet together freely."

The Shadow started. It was a terrible suggestion.

" You mean to say '* he cried ; then fear overcame

him, and crouching down where he sat he gazed

,'i :*
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around him terrified. Who could say that the wind
woukl not report liis words to Tu-Kihi-Kihi ?

Ula hiughed at his fears. •• Pooh," she answered,

smiling. " You are a man ; and yet you are afraid of

a little taboo. I am a woman ; and yet, if I knew
the secret as you do, I would break taboo as easily

as I would break an eggshell. I would tell the white-

faced stranger all—if only it would bring you and me
together for ever."

" It is a great risk, a very great risk," the Shadow
answered, trembling. " Tu-Kila-Kila is a mighty

god. He may be listening this moment, and may
pinch us to death by his spirits for our words, or burn

us to ashes with a flasli of his anger."

The woman smiled an incredulous smile. " If you
had lived as near Tu-Kila-Kila as I have," she

answered boldly, " you would think as little, perhaps,

of his divinity as I do."

For even in Polynesia, superstitious as it is, no

hero is a god to liis wives or his valets.

-ill-

Ml'

(I

i< I

CHAPTER XXI.

METHUSELAH GIVES SIGN.

All the hopes of the three Europeans were concen-

trated now on the bare off-chance of a passing

steamer. M. Peyrou in particular was fully con-

vinced that if the Australasian had found the inner

channel practicable, other ships in future w^ould

follow her example. With this idea firmly fixed in

his head, he arranged with Felix that one or other
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ol' them should keep watch alteriuitely by niglit as

far as possible ; and he also undertook tliat a canoe

should constantly be in readiness to carry theni away

to tlie suppositious ship, if occasion arose for it.

Muriel took counsel with Mali on the question of

rousing the Frcnclnnan, if a steamer a]ipeared, and

they were the first to sight it ; and Mali, in whom
renewed intercourse witli white people had restored

to some extent the civilized Queensland attitude of

mind, readily enough promised to assist in their

scheme, provided she was herself taken with them,

and so relieved from the terrible vengeance which

would otherwise overtake lier. " If Boupari man
catch me," she said, in her simple graphic Polynesian

way, " Boupari man kill me, and lay me in leaves,

and cook me very nice, and make great feast of me,

like him do with Jani." From that untimely end,

both Felix and Muriel promised faithfully, as far as

in them lay, to pro<-9ct her.

To communicate with M. Peyron by day-time,

without arousing the ever-wakeful suspicion of the

natives, Felix hit upon an excellent plan. He bur-

nished his metal match-box to the very highest polish

it was capable of taking, and then heliographed by

means of sun-flashes on the Morse code. He had

learnt the code in Fiji in the course of his official

duties ; and he taught the Frenchman now readily

enough how to read and reply with the other half of

the box, torn off for the purpose.

It was three or four days, however, before the t o

English wanderers ventured to return M Peyroi 's

visit. They didn't wish to attract too greatly the
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ntfentiou of tho islaiulors. Gradually, as their stay

oil the island went on, they learned tho truth that

Tu-Kila-Kila's eyes, as he himself had boasted, wero

literary everywhere. For he had spies of his own,

told off in every direction, who dogged tho steps of

his victims unseen. Sometimes, as Felix and ^luriel

walked unsuspecting through the jungle paths, closely

followed by their Shadows, a stealthy brown figure,

crouched low to the ground, would cross tl'c road for

a moment behind them, and disappc.r agi'n noise-

lessly into the dense mass of underbrush. Then Mali

or Toko, turning round, all hushed, with a terrilied

look, would murmur low to themselves, or to one

another, "There goes one of the Eyes of Tu-Kila-

Kila !" It was only by slow degrees that this system

of espionage grew clowr t^ the strangers ; Ijut as soon

as they ad learnt its iviiJi^v nnd ubiquity, they felt

at once ")W undesirultlu it ^
W^d Ue {ox them to

excite the tyrribjf^ man-god's jealousy a"d Huspicion

by being observed too wfte»Ti in clo!^« pi "mal inter-

course Nvitli tluir fellow exile nifi'^ victim, the FjcucIi -

man. It was thi^ tluit made theiu h»i\^'« recourse to

the device of the heliogviif^'i-

So three or four days pa«*ed betorc i/"'*ie) dared

to approach M. Peyron's cotta^'^ Whe»v ohe did at

last go there with Felix, it was in <he early morning,

before the fierce tropical sun that i '^•at full ..i\i th<'

island, had begun to exert its midday force and

power. The path that led there lay throug)> the tliit k

and tangled mass of brushwood which covered the

greater part of the island with its dense vegetation

;

it was overhung by huge tree-ferns and broad-leaved
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southern bushes, and abutted at last on the little

wind-swept knoll where the King of the Birds had

his appropriate dwelling-place. The Frenchman

received them with studied Parisian hospitality. He
had decorated his arbour with fresh flowers for the

occasion, and bright tropical fruits on their own green

leaves did duty for the coffee or the absinthe of his

fatherland on his home-made rustic table. Yet in

spite of all the rudeness of the physical surroundings,

they felt themselves at home again with this one

exiled European ; the faint flavour of civilization

pervaded and permeated the Frenchman's hut, after

the unmixed savagery to which they had now been so

long accustomed.

Muriel's curiosity, however, centred most about

the mysterious old parrot of whose strange legend so

much had been said to her. After they had sat for a

little under the shade of the spreading banyan, to cool

down from their walk—for it was an oppisssive

morning—M. Peyron led her round to his aviary at

the back of the hut, and introduced her, by their

native names, to all his subjects. " I am responsible

for their lives," he said gravely, ' for their welfare,

for their happiness. If I were to let one of them,

grow old without a successor in the field to follow

him up and receive his soul,—as in the case of my
iViend Methuselah here, who was so neglected by my
predecessors—the whole species would die out for

want of a spirit, and my own life would atone for that

of my people. There you have the central principle

of the theology of Boupari. Every race, every ele-

ment, every power of nature, is summed up for them

* i ^
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in some particular person or thing ; and on the life

of that person or thing depends, as they believe, the

entire health of the species, the sequence of events,

the whole order and succession of natural phenomena."

Felix approached the mysterious and venerable

bird with somewhat incautious fingers. "It looks

very old," he said, trying to stroke its head and neck

with a friendly gesture. "You do well indeed in

calling it Methuselah."

As he spoke, the bird, alarmed at the vague con-

sciousness of a hand and voice which it did not recofj-

nize, and mindful of Tu-Kila-Kila*s recent attack,

made a vicious peck at the fingers outstretched to

caress it. " Take care ! " the Frenchman cried, in a

warning voice. " The patriarch's temper is no longer

what it was sixty or seventy years ago. He grows

old and peevish. His humour is soured. He Avill

sing no longer tlie lively little scraps of Offenbach I

have taught him. He does nothing but sit still and

mumble now in his own forgotten language. And
he's dreadfully cross,—so crabbed

—

mon dicu, what a

character ! Why, the other day, as I told you, he bit

Tu-Kila-Kila himself, the high god of the island, witli

a good hard peck, when that savage tried to touch

him
;
you'd have laughed to see his godship sent off

bleeding to his hut with a w^ounded finger ! I will

confess I was by no means sorry at the sight myself

I do not love that god, nor he me ; and I was glad

when Methuselah, on whom he is afraid to revenge

himself openly, gave him a nice smart bite for trying

to interfere with him."

" He's very snappish, to be sure," Felix said, with a
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smile, trying once more to push forward one hand and

stroke the bird cautiously. But Methuselah resented

all such authorized intrusions. He was growing too

old to put up with strangers. He made a second

vicious attempt to peck at the hand held out to

soothe him, and screamed as he did so in the usual

discordant and unpleasant voice of an angry or

frightened parrot.

" Why, Felix," Muriel put in, taking him by the

arm with a girlish gesture—for even the terrors by

which they were surrounded hadn't wholly succeeded

in killing out the woman within her—" how clumsy

you are! You don't understand one bit how to

manage parrots. I had a parrot of my own at my
aunt's in Australia, and I know their ways and all

about them. Just let me try him." She held out

her soft white hand towards the sulky bird with a

fearless caressing gesture. " Pretty Poll, pretty Poll
!

"

she said, in English, in the conventional tone of

address to their kind. " Did the naughty man go and

frighten her then ? Was she afraid of his hand ?

Did Polly want a lump of sugar ?

"

On a sudden, the bird opened its eyes quickly with

an awakened air, and looked her back in the face,

half blindly, half quizzingly. It preened its wings

for a second, and crooned with pleasure. Then it put

forward its neck, with its head on one side, took her

dainty finger gently between its beak and tongue, bit

it for pure love with a soft short pressure, and at

once allowed her to stroke its back and sides with a

very pleased and surprised expression. The success

of her skill flattered Muriel. "There! it knows
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nme !

" she cried, with childish delight ;
" it under-

stands I'm a friend ! It takes to me at once ! Pretty

Poll ! Pretty Poll ! Come, Poll, come and kiss me !

"

The bird drew back at the words, and steadied

itself for a moment knowingly on its x^erch. Then

it held up its head, gazed around it with a vacant air

as if suddenly awakened from a very long sleep, and,

opening its mouth, exclaimed in loud, clear, sharp,

and distinct tones—and in English—" Pretty Poll

!

Pretty Poll ! Polly wants a buss ! lV>lly wants a

nice sweet bit of apple !

"

For a moment, M, Peyron couldn't imagine what

had happened. Felix looked at Muriel. Muriel

looked at Felix. The Englishman held out botli his

hands to her in a wild fervour of surprise. Muriel

took them in her own, and looked deep into his eyes,

whilst tears rose suddenly and dropped down her

cheeks, one by one, unchecked. They couldn't say

why themselves ; they didn't know wherefore
;
yet

this unexpected echo of their own tongue in the

mouth of that strange and mysterious bird thrilled

through them instinctively with a strange unearthly

tremor. In some dim and unexplained way, they

felt half unconsciously to themselves that this dis-

covery was, perhaps, the first clue to the solution of

the terrible secret whose meshes encompassed them.

M. Peyron looked on in mute astonishment. He
had heard the bird repeat that strange jargon so

often that it had ceased to have even the possibility

of a meaning for him. It was the way of Methusaleh

—^^just his language that he talked; so harsh! so

guttural! "Pretty Poll! Pretty Poll!" he had
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noticed the bird harp upon those quaint words again

and again. They were part, no doubt, of that old

primitive and forgotten Pacific language the creature

had learned in other days from some earlier bearer

of the name and ghastly honours of Tu-Kila-Kila,

Why should these English seem so profoundly moved

by them ?

' " Mademoiselle doesn't surely understand the bar-

barous dialect which our Methuselah speaks ! " he

exclaimed in surprise, glancing half suspiciously

from one to the other of these incomprehensible

Britons. Like most other Frenchmen, he had been

brought up in total ignorance of every European

language, except his own ; and the words the parrot

pronounced, M^lien delivered with the well-known

additions of parrot harshness and parrot volubility,

seemed to him so inexpressibly barbaric in their

clicks and jerks, that he hadn't yet arrived at the

faintest inkling of the truth, as he observed their

emotion.

Felix seized his new friend's hand in his and

wrung it warmly. " Don't you see what it is ? " he

exclaimed, half beside himself with this vague hope

of some unknown solution. " Don't you realize how
the thing stands ? Don't you guess the truth ? This

isn't a Polynesian dialect at all. It's our own
mother tongue. The bird speaks English

!

"

" English ! " M. Peyron replied, with incredulous

scorn. " What ! Methusaleh speak English ! Oh
no. Monsieur, impossible. Voiis vous trompez, fen
suis sur. I can never believe it. Those harsh in-

articulate sounds to belong to the noble language of

fr

il
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Shaxper and Newtowne ! Ah, Monsieur, incroyable !

voits vous trompcz ; vous vous trompez !"

As he spoke, the bird put its head on one side

once more, and looking out of its half blind old eyes

with a crafty glance round the corner at Muriel,

observed again in not very polite English, "Pretty

Poll ! Pretty Poll ! Polly wants some fruit. Polly

wants a nut ! Polly wants to go to bed ! . . . God
save the King ! To hell with all Papists !

"

" Monsieur," Felix said, a certain solemn feeling

of surprise coming over him slowly at this last

strange clause, "it is perfectly true. The bird

speaks English. The bird that knows the secret of

which we are all in search—the bird that can tell us

the truth about Tu-Kila-Kila—can tell us in the

tongue which Mademoiselle and I speak as our

native language. And what is more—and more

strange—I gather from his tone and the tenor of

his remarks, he was taught, long since—a century

ago or more—and by an English sailor
!

"

Muriel held out a bit of Ijanana on a sharp stick

to the bird. Methuselah-Polly took it gingerly off

the end like a well-behaved parrot !
" God save the

King !
" Muri'jl said in a quiet voice, trying to draw

him on to speak a little further.

Methuselah twisted his eye sideways, first this

way, then that, and responded in a very clear tone

indeed, " God save the King ! Confound the Duke of

York ! Long live Dr. Gates ! And to hell with all

Papists
!

"
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CHAPTEK XXII.

TANTALIZING, VERY.

TiiEY looked at one another again with a wihl sur-

mise. The voice was as the voice of some long past

age. Could the parrot be speaking to them in the

words of seventeenth-century English ?

Even M. Peyron, wdio at first had received the

strange discovery with incredulity, woke up before

long to the importance of this sudden and unexpected

revelation. The Tu-Kila-Kila who had taught

Methuselah that long poem or sermon which native

tradition regarded as containing the central secret of

their creed or its mysteries, and which the cruel and

cunning Tu-Kila-Kila of to-day believed to be of

immense importance to his safety—that Tu-Kila-Kila

of other days was, in all probability, no other than

an English sailor. Cast on these shores, perhaps, as

they themselves had been, by the mercy of the waves,

he had managed to master the language and religion

of the savages among whom he found himself thrown

;

he had risen to be the representative of the cannibal

god : and, during long months or years of tedious

exile, he had beguiled his leisure by imparting to the

unconscious ears of a bird the w^eird secret of his

success, for the benefit of any others of his own race

who might be similarly treated by fortune in future.

Strange and romantic as it all sounded, they could

hardly doubt now that this was the real explanation

of the bird's command of English words. One
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problem alone remained to disturb their souls. Was
the bird really in possession of any local secret and

mystery at all, or was this the whole burden of the

message he had brought down across the vast abyss

of time—" God save the King, and to hell with all

Papists ?

"

Felix turned to M. Peyron in a perfect tumult of

suspense. " What he recites is long ? " he said

interrogatively, with profound interest. " You have

heard him say much more than this at times ? The

words he has just uttered are not those of the sermon

or poem you mentioned ?

"

M. Peyron opened his hands expansively before

him. " Oh, mon clicu, no, Monsieur," he answered

with effusion. "You should hear him recite it. He's

never done. It is whole chapters—whole chapters

;

a perfect Henriade in parrot-talk. When once he

begins there's no possibility of checking or stopping

him. On, on he goes. Farewell to rest ; he insists

upon pouring it all forth to the very last sentence.

Gabble, gabble, gabble ; chatter, chatter, chatter

;

pouf, pouf, pouf ; boum, boum, boum ; he runs ahead

eternally in one long discordant sing-song monotone.

The person who taught him must have taken entire

months to teach him, a phrase at a time, paragraph

by paragraph. It is wonderful a bird's memory could

hold so much. But till now, taking it for granted he

spoke only some wild South Pacific dialect, I never

paid much attention to Methuselah's vagaries."

" Hush. He's going to speak," Muriel cried, hold-

ing up, in alarm, one warning finger.

And the bird, his tongue-strings evidently loosened
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by the strange recurrence after so many years of

those familiar Englisli sounds, " Pretty I'oll ! Pretty

Poll
!

" opened his mouth again in a loud chuckle of

delight, and cried, with persistent shrillness, " God

save the King! A fig for all arrant knaves and

roundheads
!

"

A creepier feeling than ever came over the two

English listeners at those astounding words. " Great

heavens
!

" Felix exclaimed to the unsuspecting

Frencliman, " he speaks in the style of the Stuarts

and the Commonwealth !

"

The Frenchman started. "Epoqiic Louis Quatorze!"

he murmured, translating the date mentally into his

own more familiar chronology. "Two centuries

since ! Oh, incredible ! incredible ! Methuselah is

old, but not quite so much of a patriarch as that.

Even Humboldt's parrot could hardly have lived for

two hundred years in the wilds of South America."

Felix regarded the venerable creature with a look

of almost superstitious awe. "Facts are facts," he

answered shortly, shutting his mouth with a little

snap. " Unless this bird has been deliberately taught

historical details in an archaic diction—and a ship-

wrecked sailor is hardly likely to be antiquarian

enough to conceive such an idea—he is undoubtedly

a survival from the days of the commonwealth or the

restoration. And you say he runs on with his tale

for an hour at a time! Good heavens, what a thought

!

I wish we could manage to start him now. Does he

begin it often ?

"

"Monsieur," the Frenchman answered, "when I

came here first, though Methuselah was already very
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old and feeble, he was not quite a dotard, and ho used

to recite it all every morning regularly. That was

the hour, I suppose, at which the master, who first

taught him this lengthy recitation, used originally to

impress it upon him. In tliose days his sight and his

memory were far more clear than now. But by

degrees, since my arrival, ho has grown dull and

stupid. The natives tell mo that fifty years ago,

while he was already old, he was still bright and

lively, and would recite the whole poem w^ienever

anybody presented him with his greatest dainty, the

claw of a moora-crab. Nowadays, however, when

he can hardly eat, and hardly nmmble, he is mucli

less persistent and less coherent than formerly. To

say the truth, I have discouraged him in his efforts,

because his pertinacity annoyed me. So now he

seldom gets through all his lesson at one bout, as he

used to do at the beginning. The best way to get

him on is for me to sing him one of my French songs.

That seems to excite him, or to rouse him to rivalry.

Then he will put his head on one side, listen critically

for a while, smile a superior smile, and finally begin

—^jabber, jabber, jabber—trying to talk me down, as

if I were a brother parrot."

" Oh, do sing now !
" Muriel cried, with intense

persuasion in her voice. " I do so want to hear it."

She meant, of course, the parrot's story.

But the Frenchman bowed, and laid his hand on

his heart. " Ah, Mademoiselle," he said, " your wish

is almost a royal command. And yet, do you

know, it is so long since I have sung, except to

please myself—my music is so rusty, old pieces you
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liavc heard—I liavc no accoinpiiniment, no scoro

—

mais cnfin, we are all so far from Paris I

"

Muriel didn't dare to undeceive liini as to her

meaning, lest lie should refuse to sing in real e rne.jt,

and the chance of learning tlie parrot's secret might

slip by them irretrievably. ** Oh, Monsieur," she

cried, fitting herself to his humour at once, and

speaking as ceremoniously as if she were assisting at

a musical party in the Avenue Victor Hugo, " don't

decline, I beg of you, on those accounts. We are

both most anxious to hear your song. Don't disap-

point us, pray. Please begin immediately."

"Ah, Mademoiselle," the Frenchman said, "who
could resist such an appeal ? You are altogether too

flattering." And then, in the same cheery voice

that Felix had heard on the first day he visited the

King of the Birds' hut, M. Peyron began in very

decent style to pour forth the merry sounds of his

rollicking song

—

*' Quand on coiispi-re,

Quand sans fraycur

On pent se dire

Conspiratcur

—

Pour tout lo mon-do

II f'aut avoir

Perruquc blon-do,

Et collet noir."

He had hardly got as far as the end of the first

stanza, however, when Methuselah, listening, with

his ear cocked up most knowingly, to the French-

man's song, raised his head in opposition, and, sitting

bolt upright on his perch, began to scream forth a

voluble stream of words in one unbroken flood, so
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fast that Muriel could liardly follow tlicui. Tho

bird spoke in a thick aud very liarsli voice, aud,

wliat was more remarkable still, with a distinct and

extremely peculiar north country accent. "In the

nineteenth year of the reign of his ^lost Gracious

Majesty, Kin^; Charles the Second," he blurted out

viciously, with an ani^ay look at the Frenchman, " I,

Nathaniel Cross, of the borough of Sunderland, in

the county of Doorham, in England, an able-bodied

mariner, then sailing the South Seas in the good

barque Martyr Prince, of the Port of Great (Jrimsby,

whereof one Thomas Wells, Gent., under God, was

master
"

" Oh, hush, hush," Muriel cried, unable to catch

the parrot's precious words through the emulous

echo of the Frenchman's music. "Whereof one

Thomas Wells, Gent., under God, was master

Go on, Polly."
•* Peirnqiio blniulo

Et collet uoir,"

the Frenchman repeated, with a half-offended voice,

finishing his stanza.

But just as he stopped, Methuselah stopped too,

and throwing back his head in tho air with a

triumphant look, stared hard at his vanquished and

silenced opponent out of those blinking grey eyes of

his. *' I thought I'd be too much for you ! " he seemed

to say wrathfully.

" Whereof one Thomas Wells, Gent., under God,

was master," Muriel suggested again, all aigog with

excitement. " Go on, good bird ! Go on, pretty

Polly."

I r
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lint Mutliu.selah was evidently put off the scent

now by the uuseasoiuiblo interruption. Instead of

continuing, he threw back liis lioad a second time

with a triumphant air and hxuglied aloud boister-

ously. "Pretty Tolly," he cried. "Pretty Polly

wants a nut. Tu-Kila-Kila maroo! Pretty Poll!

Pretty Polly
!

"

" Sing again, for heaven's sake
!

" Felix exclaimed,

in a profoundly agitated mood, explaining briefly to

the Frenchman the full significance of the words

Methuselah had just begun to utter.

The Frenchman struck up his tunc afresh to give

the bird a start ; but all to no avail Methuselah

was evidently in no humour for talking just then.

He listened with a callous, uncritical air, bringing

his white eyelids down slowly and sleepily over his

bleared grey eyes. Then he nodded his head slowly.

"No use," the Frenchman murmured, pursing his

lips up gravely. " The bird won't talk. It's going

off to sleep now. Methuselah gets visibly older

every day, Monsieur and Mademoiselle. You are

only just in time to catch his last accents."

CHAPTER XXIII.

A MESSAGE FROM THE DEAD.

Early next morning, as Felix still lay in his hut,

dozing, and just vaguely conscious of the buzz of a

mosquito close to his ear, he was aroused by a sudden

loud cry outside—a cry that called his native name

three times running :
" 0, King of the Eain, King of
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the Ilnin, Kin^^ of the IJain, uwike ! High tiiiKi to

bo up ! Tlio Kirjf? of tint) liirds sends you heiiltli and

greeting
!

"

Felix rose at once ; and his Shadow, rising before

him, and unbolting the loose wooden fastener of the

door, went out in liaste to see who called beyond the

white taboo-line r-f their sacred precincts.

A native woman, tall, lithe, and handsome, stood

there in the full light of morning, beckoning. A
strange glow of hatred gleamed in her large grey

eyes. Her shiipely brown bosom heaved and panted

heavily, liig beads glistened moistly on her smooth

high brow. It was clear she had run all the way in

haste. She was deeply excited and full of eager

anxiety.

"Why, what do you want here so early, Uhi?"
the Shadow asked in surprise—for it was indeed she.

" How have you slipped away, as soon as the sun

has risen, from the sacred hut of Tu-Kila-Kila ?

"

Ula's grey eyes flashed angry fire as she answered.

"He has beaten me again," she cried, in revengeful

tones ;
" see the weals on my back ! See my arms

and shoulders! He has drawn blood from my
wounds. He is the most hateful of gods. I should

love to kill him. Therefore I slipped away from him

with the early dawn and came to consult with his

enemy, the King of the Birds, because I heard the

words that the Eyes of Tu-Kila-Kila, who pervade

the world, report to their master. The Eyes have

told him that the King of the Eain, the Queen of the

Clouds, and the King of the Birds are plotting

together in secret against Tu-Kila-Kila. When I

'
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I,

liearcl that, I was glad : I went to the King of the

Birds to warn him of his danger ; and the King of

the Birds, concerned for your safety, has sent me in

haste to ask his brother gods to go at once to him."

In a minute Felix was up and had called out Mali

from the neighbouring hut. " Tell Missy Queenie,"

he cried, " to come with me to see the man-a-oui-oui

!

The man-a-oui-oui has sent me for us to come. She

must make great haste. He wants us immediately."

"With a word and a sign to Toko, Ula glided away

stealthily with the cat-like tread of the native

Polynesian woman, back to her hated husband.

Felix went out to the door and heliographed with

his bright metal plate, turned on the Frenchman's

hill, « What is it ?

"

In a moment tlie answer flashed back, word by

word, " Come quick, if you want to hear. Methuselah

is reciting
!

"

A few seconds later Muriel emerged from her hut,

and tlie two Europeans, closely followed, as always,

by their inseparable Shadows, took the winding side-

path that led through the jungle by a devious way,

avoiding the front of Tu-Kila-Kila's temple, to tlie

Frenchman's cottasre.

They found M. Peyron very much excited, partly

by XJla's news of Tu-Kila-Kila's attitude, but more

still by Methuselah's agitated condition. " The whole

night through, my dear friends," he cried, seizing

their hands, " that bird has been chattering, chatter-

ing, chattering. Oh^ mon dier quel oiseau ! It seems

as though the words he heard yesterday from

Mademoiselle had struck rome lost chord in the
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creature's memory. But he is also very feeble. I

can see that well. His garrulity is the garrulity of

old age in its last flickering moments. He mumbles

and mutters. He chuckles to himself. If you don't

hear his message now and at once, it's my solemn

conviction you will never hear it."

He led them out to the aviary, where Methuselah

in effect was sitting upon his perch, most tremulous

and woebegone. His feathers shuddered visibly

;

he could no longer preen himself " Listen to what

he says," the Frenchman exclaimed, in a very serious

voice. " It is your last, last chance. If the secret

is ever to be unravelled at all, by Methuselah's aid,

now is, wdthout doubt, tlie proper moment to

unravel it."

Muriel put out her hand and stroked the bird

gently. "Pretty Poll," she said soothingly, in a

sympathetic voice. " I'retty Poll ! Poor Poll ! Was
he ill ? Was he suffering ?

"

At the sound of those familiar words, unheard so

long till yesterday, the parrot took her finger in his

beak once more, and bit it with the tenderness of his

kind in their softer moments. Then he threw back

his head with a sort of mechanical twist, and screamed

out at the top of his voice, for the last time on earth,

his mysterious message.

"Pretty Poll! Pretty Poll! God save the King!

Confound the Duke of York. Death to all arrant

knaves and roundheads

!

" In the nineteenth year of the reign of his Most

Gracious Majesty, King Charles the Second, I,

Nathaniel Cross, of the borough of Sunderland, in

\ I 2i-
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the county of Doorham, in England, an able-bodied

mariner, then sailing the South Seas in the good

barque Martyr Prince, of the Port of Great Grimsby,

whereof one Thomas "Wells, Gent., under God, was

master, was, by stress of weather, wrecked and cast

away on the shores of this island, called by its

gentile inhabitants by the name of Boo Parry. In

which wreck, as it befell, Thomas Wells, Gent., and

all his equipment ^VGve, by divine disposition, killed

and drownded, save and except three mariners,

.whereof I am one, who in God's good providence,

swam safely through an exceeding great flood of

waves and landed at laast on this island. There my
two companions, Owen Williams of Swansea in the

parts of Wales, and Lewis Le Pickard, a French

Hewgenott refugee, were at once, by the said gen-

tiles, cruelly entreated, and after great torture cooked

and eaten at the temple of their chief god, Too-Keela-

Keela. But I, myself, having through God's grace

found favour in their eyes, was promoted to the post

which in their speech is called Korong, the nature of

which this bird, my mouthpiece, will hereafter, to

your ears, more fully discover."

Having said so much, in a very jerky way, Me-
thuselah paused, and blinked his eyes wearily.

" What does he say ? " the Frenchman began, eager

to know the truth. But Felix, fearful lest any in-

terruption might break the thread of the bird's

discourse and cheat them of the sequel, held up a

warning finger, and then laid it on his lips in mute

injunction. Methuselah threw back his head at that

and laughed aloud.
(( God save the King !

" he cried
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again, in a still feebler vfv.y, " and to hell with all

Papists
!

"

It was strange how they all hung on the words of

that unconscious messenger from a dead-and-gone

age, who himself knew nothing of the import of the

words he was uttering. Methuselah laughed at their

earnestness, shook his head once or twice, and seemed

to think to himself. Then he remembered afresh'

*^^he point he had broken off at.

"More fully discover. For seven years have I

now lived on this island, never having seen or h'ard

Christian face or voice ; and at the end of that time,

feeling my health feail, and being apprehensive lest

any of my fellow-countrymen should hereafter suffer

the same fate as I have done, I began to teach this

parrot his message, a few words at a time, impressing

it duly and fully on his memory.
" Larn, then, wayfarer, that the people of Boo

Parry are most arrant gentiles, heathens, and carri-

bals. And this, as I discover, is the nature and

method of their vile faith. They hold that the gods

are each and several incarnate in some one particular

human being. This human being they worship and

reverence with all ghostly respect as his incarnation.

And chiefly, above all, do they revere the gjeat god

Too-Keela-Keela, whose representative (may the

Lord in Heaven forgive me for the same) I myself

am at this present speaking. Having thus, for my
sins, attained to that impious honour.

"God save the King! Confound the Duke of

York ! To hell with all Papists

!

" It is the fashion of this people to hold that their

;i;
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natural practice. The man-god must be killed so

soon as he showeth in body or mind that his native

powers are beginning to feail. And it is necessary

that he be killed, according to their faith, in this

ensuing fashion.

" If the man-god were to die slowly by a death in

the course of nature, the ways of the woorld might

be stopped altogether. Hence these savages catch

the soul of their god, as it were, ere it grow old and

feeble, and transfer it betimes, by a magic device, to

a suitable successor. And surely, they say, this

suitable successor can be none other than him that is

able to take it from him. • This, then, is their horrid

counsel and device—that each one of their gods should

kill his antecessor. In doing thus, he taketh the

old god's life and soul, which thereupon migrates

and dwells within him. And by this tenure (may

Heaven be merciful to me, a sinner) do I, Nathaniel

Cross, of the county of Doorham, now hold this

dignity of Too-Keela-Keela, having slain, therefor,

in just quarrel, my antecessor in the high godship."

As he reached these words Methuselah paused,

and choked in his throat slightly. The mere me-

chanical effort of continuing the speech he had

learned by heart two hundred years before, and re-

peated so often since that it had become part of

his being, was now almost too much for him. The

Frenchman was right. They were only jngt in time.

A few days later, and the secret would have died

with the bird that preserved it.

r
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CHAPTER XXIV.

AN UNFINISHED TALE.

W \

i\ <

For a minute or two Methuselah mumbled in-

articulately to himself. Then, to their intense dis-

comfiture, he began once more, "In the nineteenth

year of the reign of His Most Gracious Majesty,

King Charles the Second, I, Nathaniel Cross
"

" Oh, this will never do," Felix cried. " We
haven't got yet to the secret at all. Muriel, do try

to set him right. He must waste no breath. We
can't afford now to let him go all over it."

Muriel stretched out her hand and soothed the

bird gently as before. " Having slain, therefore, my
predecessor in the high godship," she suggested in

the same sing-song voice as the parrot's.

To her immense relief, Methuselah took the hint

with charming docility.

" In the high god-ship," he went on, mechanically,

where he had stopped. "And this here is the

manner whereby I obtained it. The Too-Keela-Keela

from time to time doth generally appoint any cast-

away stranger that comes to the island to the post of

Korong—that is to say, an annual god or victim.

For as the year doth renew itself at each change of

seasons, so do these carribals in their gentilisme

believe and hold that the gods of the seasons—to

wit, the King of the Eain, the Queen of the Clouds,

the Lord of Green Leaves, the King of Fruits, and

others—must needs be sleain and renewed at the

/.',
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diverse solstices. Now, it so happened that I, on my
arrival in the island, was appointed Korong, and

promoted to the post of King of the Rain, having a

native woman assigned me as Queen of the Clouds,

with whom I might keep company. This woman
being, after hei kind, enamoured of me, and anxious

to escape her own fate, to be sleain by my side, did

betray to me that secret which they call in their

tongue the Great Taboo, and which liad been

betrayed to herself in turn by a native man, her

former lover. For the men are instructed in these

things in the mysteries when they coom of age, but

not the women.

"And the Great Taboo is this. No man can

becoom a Too-Keela-Keela unless he first sleay the

man in whom the high god is incarnate for the mo-

ment. But in order that he may sleay him, he must

also himself be a full Korong, only those persons

who are already guds being capable for the highest

post in their hierarchy ; even as with ourselves, none

but he that is a deacon may become a priest, and

none but he that is a priest may be made a bishop.

For this reason, then, the Too-Keela-Keela prefers

to advance a stranger to the post of Korong, seeing

that such a person will not have been initiated in the

mysteries of the island, and therefore will not be

aware of those sundry steps which must needs be

taken of him that would inherit the godship.

" Furthermore, even a Korong can only obtain the

highest rank of Too-Keela-Keela if he order all

things according to the forms and ceremonies of

the taboo parfectly. For these gentiles are very

'»..
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I

careful of the levitical part of their religion, deriving

the same, as it seems to me, from the polity of the

Hebrews, the fame of whose tabernacle must sure

have gone forth through the ends of the woorld, and

the knowledge of whose temple must have been yet

more wide dispersed by Solomon his ship?" ». )r. they

came into these parts to fetch gold from Ophir. And
the ceremony is, that before any man may sleay the

'arthly tenement of Too-Keela-Keela and inherit his

soul, which is in very truth (as they do think) the

god himself, he must needs fight with the person in

whom Too-Keela-Keela doth then dwell, and for this

reason. If the holder of the soul can defend himself

in fight, then it is clear that his strength is not one

whit decayed, nor is his vigour feailing ; nor yet has

his assailant been able to take his soul from him.

But if the Korong in open fight do sleay the person

in whom Too-Keela-Keela dwells, he becometh at

once a Too-Keela-Keela himself—that is to say, in

their tongue, the Lord of liOrds, because he hath

taken the life of him that preceded him.

"Yet so intricate is the theology and practice of

these loathsome savages, that not even now have I

explained it in full to you, ship-wrecked mariner,

for your aid and protection. Tor a Korong, though

it be a part of his privilege to contend if he will with

Too-Kila-Kila for the high godship and princedom of

this isle, may only do so at certain appointed times,

places, and seasons. Above all things it is necessary

that he should first find out the hiding place of the

soul of Too-Keela-Keela. For though the Too-Keela-

Keela for the time that is be animated by the god,
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with

yet, for greater security, lie doth not keep his soul

in his own body, but (being above all things the god

of fruitfulness and generation, who causes women to

bear children, and the plant called taro to bring forth

its increase) he keepeth his soul in the great sacred

tree behind his temple, which is thus the Father of

All Trees, and the chiefest abode of the great god

Too-Keela-Keela.

"Nor does Too-Kcela-Keela's soul abide equally

in every part of this aforesaid tree ; but in a certain

bough of it, resembling a mistletoe, which hath

yellow leaves, and, being broken off, groweth ever

green and yellow afresh; which is the central

mystery of all their Sathanic religion. For in this

very bough—easy to be discerned by the eye among

the green leaves of the tree " the bird paused and

faltered.

Muriel leaned forward in an agony of excitement.

" Among the green leaves of the tree," she went on,

soothing him.

Her voice seemed to give the parrot a fresh

impulse to speak. "Is contained, as it were," he

continued feebly, " the divine essence itself, the soul

and life of Too-Keela-Keela. Whoever, then, being

a full Korong, breaks this off, hath thus possessed

himself of the very god in person. This, however,

he must do by exceeding stealth; for Too-Keela-

Keela, or rather the man that bears that name, being

^he guardian and defender of the great god, walks

ever up and down, by day and by night, in exceed-

ing great cunning, armed with a spear and with a

hatchet of stone, around the root of the tree, watch-

K
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ing jealously over the branch which is, as lio

bulievcs, liis own soul and being. I, therefore, being

warned of tlie taboo by the woman that was my
consort, did craftily, near the appointed time for my
own death, creep out of my hut, and my consort,

having induced one of the wives of Too-Keela-Keela

to make him drunken with too much of that in-

toxicating drink which they do call kava, did proceed

—did proceed—did proceed—In the nineteenth year

of the reign of His Most Gracious Majesty,

King Charles the Second
"

Muriel bent forward once more in an agony oi

suspense. " Oh, go on, good Poll
!

" she cried. *• Go
on. llemember it. Did proceed to

"

The single syllable helped Methuselah's memor}
,

"Did proceed to stealthily pluck the bough, and

having shown the same to Fire and Water, the

guardians of the taboo, did boldly, challenge to single

combat the bodily tenement of the god, with spear

and hatchet, provided for me in accordance with

ancient custom by Tire and Water. In which

combat, heaven mercifully befriending me against

my enemy, I did coom out conqueror ; and was

thereupon proclaimed Tu-Keela-Keela myself, with

ceremonies too many and barbarous to mention, lest

I raise your gorge at them. But that which is most

important to tell you for your own guidance and

safety, mariner, is this—that being the sole and

only end I have in imparting this history to so

strange a messenger—that after you have by craft

plucked the sacred branch, and by force of arms

overcoom Too-Keela-Keela, it is by all means
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needful, whether you wilt o^ \iot, that sT;.bmiMI|f

the hateful and gentile cxwtotn of thlij p€^)ple-

this people—Pretty Toll' WAiy Poll! G-mI u.'

—God save tlie Kii)g! Death tu i]i& niuvrt^^'Tith

year of the reigu of all uu; ul J< naves iiiid rcmnd-

heads."

He dropped his head on his breasf, and blinked Iiiii

wliite eyelids more feebly than ever. His strergth

was failing him fast. The Soul of all dead parrots

was wearing out. M. Peyron, who had stood by all

this time, not knowing in any way ^vhat might be

the value of the bird's disclosures, came forward and

stroked poor Methuselah with liis caressing hand.

But Methuselah was incapable now of any further

effort. He opened his blind eyes sleepily for the

last, last time, and stared around him with a blank

stare at the fading universe. " God save the King !

"

he screamed aloud wuth a terrible gasp, true to his

colours still. " God save the King, and to hell with

all Papists
!

"

Then he fell off his perch, stone dead, on the

ground. They were never to hear the conclusion of

that strange, quaint message from a forgotten age to

our more sceptical century.

Felix looked at Muriel, and Muriel looked at

Felix. They could hardly contain themselves with

awe and surprise. The parrot's words were so

human, its speech was so real to them, that they felt

as though the English Tu-Kila-Kila of two hundred

years back had really and truly been speaking to

them from that perch; it was a human creature

indeed that lay dead before them. Felix raised the

'if
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warm body from the ground with positive revercnco.

" We will bury it decently," he said in French, turn-

ing to M. Peyron. " He was a plucky bfrd, indeed,

and he has carried out his master's intentions

nobly."

As they spoke, a little rustling in the jungle hard

by attracted their attention. Felix turned to look.

A stealthy brown figure glided away in silence

through the tangled brushwood. M. Peyron started.

" We are observed. Monsieur," he said. " We must

look out for squalls! It is one of the Eyes of

Tu-Kila-Kila
!

"

" Let him do his worst
!

" Felix answered. " We
know his secret now, and can protect ourselves

against him. Let us return to the shade, Monsieur,

and talk this all over. Methuselah has indeed given

us something very serious for to-day to think

about."

CHAPTEK XXV.

TU-KILA-KILA STRIKES.

And yet, when all was said and done, knowledge of

Tu-Kila-Kila's secret didn't seem to bring Felix and

Muriel much nearer a solution of their own great

problems than they had been from the beginning.

In spite of aU Methuselah had told them, they were

as far off as ever from securing their escape, or even

from the chance of sighting an English steamer.

This last was still the main hope and expectation

of all three Europeans. M. Peyron, who was a bit
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t

of a matliomaticiiiii, luid accumtt'ly calculated tlm

time, from what Felix told him, when tho Anstraia-

8ian would pass again on her next homeward voyage

;

and when that time arrived, it was their united

intention to watch night and day for tho faintest

glimmer of her lights, or the faintest wreath of her

smoke on the far eastern horizon. They had ventured

to confide their design to all three of their Shadows

;

and the Shadows, attached by tl.'^ 1^ Indness to which

they were so little accustomed among their own

people, had in every case agreed to assist them with

the canoe, if occasion served them. So for a time

the two doomed victims subsided into their ac-

customed calm of mingled hope and despair, waiting

patiently for the expected arrival of the much longed-

for Australasian.

If she took that course once, why not a second

time ? And if ever she hove in sight, might they

not hope, after all, to signal to her with their rudely

constructed heliograph, and stop her ?

As for Methuselah's secret, there was only one

way, Felix thought, in which it could now prove of

any use to them. When the actu?.l day of their

doom drew nigh, he might perhaps be tempted to try

the fate which Nathaniel Cross of Sunderland had

successfully courted. That might gain them at least

a little respite. Though even so, he hardly knv3w

what good it could do him to be elevated for awhile

into the chief god of the island. It might not even

avail him to save Muriel's life ; for he did not doubt

that when the awful day itself had actually come,

the natives would do their best to kill her in spite of

i^
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him, unless he anticipated them by fulfilling his own

terrible yet merciful promise.

Week after -week went by,—month after month

passed—and the date when the Australasian might

reasonably be expected to reappear drew nearer and

nearer. They waited and trembled. At last, a few

days before the time M. Peyron had calculated, as

Felix was sitting under the big shady tree in his

garden one morning, while Muriel, now worn out

with hope deferred, lay within her hut alone with

Mali, a sound of tom-toms and beaten palms was

heard on the hill -path. The natives around fell on

their faces or fled. It announced the speedy approach

of Tu-Kila-Kila.

P>y this time, both the castaways had grown com-

paratively accustomed to that hideous noise, and to

the hateful presence which it preceded and heralded.

A dozen temple-attendants tripped on either side

down the hill-path, to guard him, clappiiig their

hands in a barbaric measure as they went ; Fire and

Water, in the midst, supported and flanked the

divine umbrella. Felix rose from his seat with very

little ceremony indeed as the great god crossed the

white taboo-line of his precincts, followed only

beyond the limit by Fire and Water.

Tu-Kila-Kila was in his most insolent vein. He
glanced around Avith a horrid ligh^^ of triumph dancing

visibly in his eyes. It was clear he had come, intent

upon some grand theatrical coup. He meant to take

the white-faced stranger by surprise this time.

" Good-morning, oh. King of the Eain," he exclaimed

in a loud voice and with boisterous familiarity.

ii;
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" How do you like yonr outlook now ? Things are

getting on. Things are getting on. The end of your

rule is drawing very near, isn't it? Before long, I

must make the seasons change. I ^r^ust make my
sun turn. I must twist round my sky. And then, I

shall need a new Korong instead of you, oh, pale-

faced one
!

"

Felix looked back at him without moving a muscle.

" I am well," he answered shortly, restraining his

anger. " The year turns round whether you will or

not. You are right that the sun will soon begin to

move southward on its path again. But many things

may happen to all of us meanwhile. / am not afraid

of you."

As he spoke, he drew his knife, and opened the

blade, unostentatiously but firmly. If tlie worst

were really coming now, sooner than he expected, he

would at least not forget his promise to Muriel.

Tu-Kila-Kila smiled a hateful and ominous smile.

" I am a great god," he said calmly, striking an atti-

tude as was his wont. " Hear how my people clap

their hands in my honour! I order all things. I

dispose the course of nature in heaven and earth. If

I look at a coco-nut tree, it dies; if I glance at

a bread-fruit, it withers away. We will see before

long whether or not you are afraid of me. Mean-

while, oh Korong, I have come to claim my dues at

your hands. Prepare for your fate. To-morrow the

Queen of the Clouds must be sealed my bride. Fetch

her out that I may speak vith her. I have come to

tell her so."

It was a thunderbolt from a clear sky, and it fell
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with terrible effect on Felix. For a moment the

knife trembled in his grasp with an almost irresistible

impulse. He could hardly restrain himself as he

heard those horrible, incredible words, and saw the

loathsome smirk on the speaker's face by which they

were accompanied, from leaping then and there at

the savage's throat, and plunging his blade to the

haft into the vile creature's body. But by a violent

effort he mastered his indignation and wrath for the

present. Planting himself full in front of Tu-Kila-

Kila,' and blockii\g the way to the door of that sacred

English girl's hut—oh, how horrible it was to him

even to think of her purity being contaminated by

the vile neighbourhood, for one minute, of that loath-

some monster ! he looked full into the wretch's face,

and answered very distinctly, in low, slow tones, " If

you dare to take one step towards the place where

that lady now rests, if you dare to move your foot

one inch nearer, if you dare to ask to see her face

again, I will plunge the knife hilt-deep into your

vile heart, and kill you where you stand without one

second's deliberation. Now you hear my words and

you know what I mean. My weapon is keener and

fiercer than any you Poly,;?- irms ever saw. Eepeat

those words once more, au I by all that's true and

holy, before they're out of your mouth, I leap upon

you and stab you."

Tu-Kila-Kila drew back in sudden surprise. He
was unaccustomed to be so bearded in his own sacred

island. "Well, I shall claim her to-morrow,'* he

faltered out, taken aback by Felix's unexpected

energy. He paused for a second, then he went on
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more slowly, " To-morrow I will come with all my
people to claim my bride. This afternoon they will

bring her mats of grass and necklets of nautilus shell

to deck her for her wedding, as becomes Tu-Kila-

Kila's chosen one. The young maids of Boupari will

adorn her for her lord, in the accustomed dress of

Tu-Kila-Kila's wives. They will clap their hands

;

they will sing the marriage song. Then early in the

morning I will come to fetch her—and woe to him

who strives to prevent me !

"

Felix looked at him long, with a fixed and dogged

look. " What has made you think of this devilry ?
"

he asked at last, still grasping his knife hard, and

half undecided whether or not to use it. " You have

invented all these ideas. You have no claim, even

in the horrid customs of your savage country, to

demand such a sacrifice."

Tu-Kila-Kila laughed loud, a laugh of triumphant

and discordant merriment. " Ha, ha ! " he cried, " you

do not understand our customs, and will you teach

me, the very high God, the guardian of the laws and

practices of Boupari ? You know nothing
;
you are

as a little child. I am absolute wisdom. With

every KoTong, this is always our rule. Till the moon

is full, on the last month before we offer up the

sacrifice, the Queen of the Clouds dwells apart with

her Shadow in her own new temple. So our fathers

decreed it. But at the full of the moon, when the

day has come, the usage is that Tu-Kila-Kila, the

very high God, confers upon her the honour of

making her his bride. It is a mighty honour. The

feast is great. Blood flows like water. For seven
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days and nights, then, she lives with Tu-Kila-Kila in

his sacred abode, the threshold of Heaven ; she eats

of human flesh ; she tastes human blood ; she drinks

abundantly of the divine kava. At the end of that

time, in accordance with the custom of our fathers,

those great dead gods, Tu-Kila-Kila performs the

high act of sacrifice. He puts on his mask of the

face of a shark, for he is holy and cruel ; he brings

forth the Queen of the Clouds before the eyes of all

his people, attired in her wedding robes, and made

drunk with kava. Then he gashes her wdth knives

;

he offers her up to Heaven that accepted her ; and

the King of the Eain he offers after her ; and all the

people eat of their flesh, Korong ! and drink of their

blood, so that the body of gods and goddesses may
dwell within all of them. And when all is done, the

high god chooses a new king and queen at his will

(for he is a mighty god), who rule for six moons more,

and then are offered up, at the end, in like fashion."

As he spoke, the ferocious light that gleamed in

the savage's eye made Felix positively mad with

anger. But he answered nothing directly. " Is this

so ? " he asked, turning for confirmation to Fire and

Water. " Is it the custom of Boupari that Tu-Kila-

Kila should wed the Queen of the Clouds seven days

before the date appointed for her sacrifice ?

"

The King of Fire and the King of Water, tried

guardians of the etiquette of Tu-Kila-Kila's court,

made answer at once with one accord, " It is so,

oh, King of the Eain. Your lips have said it. Tu-

Kila-Kila speaks the solemn truth. He is a very

great god. Such is the custom of Boupari."
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Tii-Kila-Kila laughed his triumph in harsh savage

outbursts.

But Felix drew back for a second, irresolute. At

last he stood face to face with the absolute need

for immediate action. Now was almost the moment
when he must redeem his terrible promise to Muriel.

And yet, even so, there was still one chance of life,

one respite left. The mystic yellow bough on the

sacred banyan! the Great Taboo! the wager of

battle with Tu-Kila-Kila ! Quick as lightning, it

all came up in his excited brain. Time after time,

since he heard Methuselah's strange message from

the grave, had he passed Tu-Kila-Kila's temple

enclosure, and looked up with vague awe at that

sacred parasite that grew so conspicuously in a

fork of the branches. It was easy to secure it, if

no man guarded. There still remained one night.

In that one short night, he must do his best—and

worst. If all then failed, he must die himself, with

Muriel

!

For two seconds he hesitated. It was hateful

even to temporize with so hideous a proposition.

But for Muriel's sake, for her dear life's sake, he

must meet these savages with guile for guile. " If

it be, indeed, the custom of Boupari," he answered

back, with pale and trembling lips, " and if I, one

man, am powerless to prevent it, I will give your

message, myself, to the Queen of the Clouds, and

you may send, as you say, your wedding decorations.

But come what will—mark this—you shall not see

her yourself to-day. You shall not speak to her.

There, I draw a line—so, with ray stick in the dust.

1
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II you try to advance one step beyond, I stab you

to the heart. "Wait till to-morrow to take your

prey. Give me one more night. Great god as you

are, if you are wise, you will not drive an angry

man to utter desperation."

Tu-Kila-Kila looked with a suspicious side glance

at the gleaming steel blade he still fingered tremu-

lously. Though Boupari was one of those rare

and isolated small islands unvisited as yet by

European trade, he had, nevertheless, heard enough

of the sailing gods to know that their skill was deep

and their weapons very dangerous. It would be

foolish to provoke this man to wrath too soon.

To-morrow, when taboo was removed, and all was

free licence, he would come when he willed and take

his bride, backed up by the full force of his assembled

people. Meanwhile, why provoke a brother god too

far ? After all, in a little more than a week from

now, the pale-faced Korong would be eaten and

digested

!

"Very well," he said sulkily, but still with the

sullen light of revenge gleaming bright in his eye.

" Take my message to the vj, -.jen. You may be my
herald. Tell her what honour is in store for her—^to

be first the wife and then the meat of Tu-Kila-Kila

!

She is a very fair woman. I like her well. I have

longed for her for months. To-morrow, at the early

dawn, by the break of day, I will come with all

my people and take her home by main force to

me.
}>

He looked at Felix and scowled, an angry scowl

of revenge. Then, as he turned and walked away,

Mi;
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under cover of the great umbrella, witli its dangling

pendents on either side, the temple attendants clapped

their hands in unison. Fire and Water marched

slow and held the umbrella over him. As he dis-

appeared in the distance, and the sound of his

tom-toms grew a. i on the hills. Toko, the Shadow,

who had lain flat, trembling, on his face in the hut

while the god was speaking, came out and looked

anxiously and fearfully after him.

" The time is ripe," he said, in a very low voice

to Felix. "A Korong may strike. All the people

of Boupari murmur among themselves. They say

this fellow has held the spirit of Tu-Kila-Kila within

himself too long. He waxes insolent. They think

it is high time the great God of Heaven should find

before long some other fleshly tabernacle."

CHAPTEE XXVI,
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A RASH RESOLVE.

The rest of that day was a time of profound and

intense anxiety. Felix and Muriel remained alone

in their huts, absorbed in plans of escape, but mes-

sengers of many sorts from chiefs and gods kept

continually coming to them. The natives evidently

regarded it as a period of preparation. The Eyes of

Tu-Kila-Kila surrounded their precinct
;
yet Felix

couldn't help noticing that they seemed in many
ways less watchful than of old, and that they

whispered and conferred very much in a mysterious

fashion with the people of the village. More than
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once Toko shook his head sagely. " If only any one

dared break the Great Taboo," he said with some

terror on his face, " our i^eople would be glad. It

would greatly please them. They are tired of this

Tu-Kila-Kila. He has held the god in his breast

far, far too long. They would willingly see some

other in place of him."

Before noon, the young girls of the village, bring-

ing native mats and huge strings of nautilus shells,

trooped up to the hut, like bridesmaids wdth flowers

in their hands, to deck Muriel for her approaching

wedding. Before tliem they carried quantities of

red and brown tappa cloth and very fine net-work,

the dowry to be presented by the royal bride to

her divine husband. Within the hut, they decked

out the Queen of the Clouds with garlands of flowers

and necklets of shells, in solemn native fashion,

bewailing her fate all the time to a measured dirge

in their" own lan^uajre. Muriel could see that their

sympathy, though partly conventional, was largely

real as well. Many of the young girls seized her

hand convulsively from time to time, and kissed it

with genuine feeling. The gentle young English

woman had won their savage hearts by her purity

and innocence. " Poor thing, poor thing," they said,

stroking her hand tenderly. "She is too good for

Korong ! Too good for Tu-Kila-Kila ! If only we
knew the Great Taboo like the men, we would tell

her everything. She is too good to die. We are

sorry she is to be sacrificed !

"

But when all their preparations were finished, the

chief among them raised a calabash with a little
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scented oil in it, and poured a few drops solemnly

on Muriel's head. " great god," she said, in her

own tongue, " we offer this sacrifice, a goddess herself,

to you. We obey your words. You are very holy.

We will each of us eat a portion of her flesh at your

feast. So give us good crops, strong health, many
children

!

"

" What does she say ? " Muriel asked, pale and

awe-struck, of Mali.

Mali translated the words with perfect sang-froid.

At that awful sound Muriel drew back, chill and

cold to the marrow. How inconceivable was the

state of mind of these terrible people ! They were

really sorry for her; they kissed her hand with

fervour; and yet, they deliberately and solemnly

proposed to eat her !

Towards evening the young girls at last retired, in

regular order, to the clapping of hands, and Felix

was left alone with Muriel and the Shadows.

Already he had explained to Muriel what he

intended to do ; and Muriel, half dazed with terror

and paralyzed by these awful preparations, con-

sented passively. "But how if you never come

back, Felix ? " she cried at last, clinging to him

passionately.

Felix looked at her with a fixed look. " I have

thought of that," he said. " M. Peyron, to whom I

sent a message by flashes, has helped me in my
difficulty. This bowl has poison in it. Peyron sent

it to me to-day. He prepared it himself from the

root of the kava bean. If by sunrise to-morrow

you have heard no news, drink it off at once. It

m
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will instantly kill you. You shall not fall alive into

that creature's clutches."

By slow degrees the evening wore on, and night

approached—the last night that remained to them.

Felix had decided to make his attempt about one

in the morning. The moon was nearly full now,

and there would be plenty of light. Supposing he

succeeded, if tliey gained nothing else, they would

gain at least a day or two's respite.

As dusk set in, and they sat by the door of the

hut, they were all surprised to see Ula approach the

precinct stealthily through the jungle, accompanied

by two of Tu-Kila-Kila's Eyes, yet apparently on

some strange and friendly message. She beckoned

imperiously with one finger to Toko to cross the

line. The Shadow rose, and without one word of

explanation went out to speak to her. The woman
gave her message in short, sharp sentences. "We
have found out all," she said, breathing hard. " Fire

and Water have learnt it. But Tu-Kila-Kila him-

self knows nothing. We have found out that the

King of the Rain has discovered the secret of the

Great Taboo. He heard it from the Soul of all dead

parrots. Tu-Kila-Kila's Eyes saw, and learnt, and

understood. But they said nothing to Tu-Kila-Kila.

For my counsel was wise : I planned that they

should not, with Fire and Water. Fire and Water

and all the people of Boupari think, with me, the

time has come that there should arise among us a

new Tu-Kila-Kila. This one let his blood fall out

upon the dust of the ground. His luck has gone.

We have need of another."
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" Then for wliat have you come ? " Toko asked,

all awe-struck. It was terrible to him for a woman
to meddle in such high matters.

" I have come," Ula answered, laying lier hand on

his arm, and holding her face close to his, with

profound solemnity, "I have come to say to the

King of the liain, * Whatever you do, that do quickly.'

To-night I will engage to keep Tu-Kila-Kila in his

temple. He shall see nothing. He shall hear

nothing. I know not the Great Taboo ; but I know
from him this much—that if by wile or guile I keep

him alone in his temple to-night, the King of the

Eain may fight with him in single combat ; and if

the King of the Eain conquers in the battle, he

becomes himself the home of the great deity."

She nodded thrice, with her hands on her foreliead,

and withdrew as stealthily as she had come through

the jungle. The Eyes of Tu-Kila-Kila, falling into

line, remained behind, and kept watch upon the huts

with the closest apparent scrutiny.

More than ever they were hemmed in by mystery

on mystery.

The Shadow went back and reported to Felix.

Felix, turning it over in his own mind, wondered

and debated. Was this true, or a trap to lure him to

destruction ?

As the night wore on and the hour drew nigh,

Muriel sat beside her friend and lover, in blank

despair and agony. How could she ever allow him

to leave her now ? How could she venture to

remain alone with Mali in her hut in this last

extremity? It was awful to be so girt with

'
t

t

1

(
'I

!>

i

fl

"H

<t4

I -4



230 THE OREAT TABOO.

ft

1

'i

!
i

mysterious enemies. " I must go with you, Felix !

I must go too
!

" she cried over and over again. " I

daren't remain behind with all these awful men.

And then, if ho kills either of us, he will kill us

at least both together."

But Felix knew he might do nothing of the sort.

A ' more terriljle chance was still in reserve. He
might spare 3Iuriel. And against that awful pos-

sibility he felt it his duty now to guard at all hazard.

"No, Muriel," he said, kissing her, and holding

her pale hand, "I must go alone. You can't come

with me. If I return, we will have gained at least

a respite, till the Australasian may turn up. If I

don't, you will at any rate have strength of mind

left to swallow the poison before Tu-Kila-Kila

comes to claim you."

Hour after " r passed by slowly, and Felix

and the Shadow watched the stars at the door,

to know when the hour for the attempt had arrived.

The Eyes of Tu-Kila-Kila, peering silent from just

beyond ^the line, saw them watching all the time,

but gave no sign or token of disapproval. With
heads bent low and tangled hair about their faces,

they stood like statues, watching, watching sullenly.

Were they only waiting till he moved, Felix

wondered ; and would they then hasten off by short

routes through the jungle to warn their master of

the impending conflict.

At last the hour came when Felix felt sure there

was the greatest chance of Tu-Kila-Kila sleeping

soundly in his hut, and forgetting the defence of the

sacred bough on the holy banyan tree. He ros^

u
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from his seat witli a j^'osturo for silence, nnrl moved
forward to ^Iuri(!l. The poor f^'irl liuni,' herself, all

tears, into liis anus. " Oh, Felix, Felix," sho cried,

"redeem your ])r()Uiiso now! Kill us both hero

together, and then at least I sliall never he separated

from you ! It wouldn't l)e wrong ! It can't be

^vrong! We would surely l)e I'orgiven if we did it

only to cscapo falling into the hands of these terrible

savages
!

"

Felix clasped her to his bosom with a faltering

heart. "No, Muriel," he said slowly. "Not yet.

Not yet. I must leave no opening on earth untried

by which I can possibly or conceivably save you.

It's as hard for me to leave you here alone, as for

you to be left. But for your own dear sake, I must

steel myself. I must do it."

He kissed her many times over. He wiped away

her tears. Then with a gentle movement ho un-

twined her clasping arms. "You must let me go,

my own darling," he said. "You must let me go,

without crossing the border. If you pass beyond

the taboo-line to-nidit, heaven on"iv knows what

perhaps may happen to you. We must give these

people no handle of offence. Good-night, Muriel,

my own heart's wife; and if I never come back,

then good-bye for ever."

She clung to his arm still. He disentangled

himself gently. The Shadow rose at the same

moment and followed in silence to the open door.

Muriel rushed after them wildly. "Oh, Felix,

Felix, come back," she cried, bursting into wild

floods of hot fierce tears. "Come back and let me
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Let me die ! Let me die withdie with you

!

you
!

"

Felix crossed the white line without one word of

reply, and went forth into the night, half unmanned

by this effort. Muriel sank where she stood into

Mali's arms. The girl caught her and supported

her. But before she had fainted quite away, ?Juriel

had time vaguely to see and note one significant

fact. The Eyes of Tu-'Kila-Kila, who stood watch-

ing the huts with lynx-like care, nodded twice to

Tol'O the Shadow as he passed between them ; then

they stealthily turned and dogged the two men*s

footsteps afar off in the jungle.

Muriel was left by herself in the hut, face to face

with Mali.

"Let us pray, Mali," she cried, seizing her

Shadow's arm.

And Mali, moved suddenly by some half-obliterated

impulse, exclaimed in concert, in a terrified voice,

** Let us pray to Methodist God in heaven
!

"

For her life, too, hung on the issue of that rash

endeavour.

CHAPTER XXVII.

A STRANGE ALLY.

In Tu-Kila-Kila's temple-hut, meanwhile, the jealous,

revengeful god, enshrined among his skeletons, was

having in his turn an anxious and doubtful time of

it. Ever since his sacred blood had stained the dust

of earth by the Frenchman's cottage and in his own
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temple, Tu-Kila-ICila, for all his bluster, had been

deeply stirred and terrified in his inmost soul by

that unlucky portent. A savage, even if he be a

god, is always superstitious. Could it be that his

own time was indeed drawing nigh? that he, who
had remorselessly killed and eaten so many hundreds

of human victims, was himself to fail a prey to some

more successful competitor? Had the white-faced

stranger, the King of the Rain, really learnt the

secret of the Great Taboo from the Soul of all dead

parrots ? Did that mysterious bird speak the tongue

of these new fire-bearing Korongs, whose doom was

fixed for the approaching solstice? Tu-Kila-Kila

wondered and doubted. His suspicions were keen,

rid deeply aroused. Late that night he still lurked

» the sacred banyan tree, and when at last he

retired to his own inner temple, white with the

grinning skulls of the victims ho had devoured, it

was with strict injunctions to Fire and Water, and

to his Eyes that watched there, to bring him word at

once of any projected aggression on the part of the

stranger.

Within the temple-hut, however, Ula awaited him.

That was a pleasant change. The beautiful, supple,

satin-skinned Polynesian looked more beautiful and

more treruherous than ever that fateful evening.

Her great brown limbs, smooth and glossy as pearl,

were set off by a narrow girdle or waistband of green

and scarlet leaves, twined spirally around her. Arm-
lets of nautilus shell threw up the dainty plumpness

of her soft round forearm. A garland hung festooned

across one shapely shoulder : her bosom was bare or
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but half hidden by the crimson hibiscus that nestled

voluptuously upon it. As Tu-Kila-Kila entered, she

lifted her large eyes, and, smiling, showed two even

rows of pearly white teeth. " My master has come !

"

she cried, holding up 'joth lissome arms with a

gesture to welcome I " The great god relaxes

his care of the world i x while. All goes on well.

He leaves his sun to sleep, and his stars to shine,

and he retires to rest on the unworthy bosom of

her, his mate, his meat, that is honoured to love

him."

Tu-Kila-Kila was scarcely just then in a mood for

dalliance. " The Queen of the Clouds comes hither

to morrow," he answered, casting a somewhat con-

temptuous glance at Ula's more dusky and solid

charms. " I go to seek her with the wedding gifts

early in the morning. For ' week she shall be

mine. And after that " he lifted his tomahawk

and brought it down on a huge block of wood

significantly.

Ula smiled once more, that deep treachere is smile

of hers, and showed her white teeth even deeper than

ever. " If, my lord, the great god, rises so early to-

morrow," she said, sidling up toward him volup-

tuously, " to seek one more bride for his sacred

temple,—all the more reason he should take his rest

and sleep soundly to-night. Is he not a god ? Are

not his limbs tired ? Does he not need divine silence

and slumber ?

"

Tu-Kila-Kila pouted. " I could sleep more soundly,"

he said with a snort, " if I knew what my enemy the

Korong is doing. I have set my Eyes to watch him

;
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yet I do not feel secure. They are not to be trusted.

I shall be hapi)ier far when I have killed and eaten

him." He passed his hand across his bosom with a

reflective air. You have a great sense of security

toward your enemy, no doubt, when you know that

he slumbers, well digested, within you.

Ula raised herself on her elbow and gazed snake-

like into his face. " My lord's Eyes are everywhere,"

she said reverently, with every mark of respect.

"He sees and knows all things. Who can hide

anything on earth from his face ? Even when he is

asleep, his Eyes watch well for him. Then wliy

should the great god, the measurer of heaven and

earth, the King of Men, fear a white-faced stranger ?

To-morrow, the Queen of the Clouds will be yours,

and the stranger will be abased: ha, ha, he will

grieve at it ! To-night, Fire and Water keep guard

and watch over you. Whoever would hurt you must

pass through Fire and Water before he reach your

door. Fire would burn, Water would drown. This

is a Great Taboo. No stranger dare face it.**

Tu-Kila-Kila lifted himself up in his thrasonic

mood. "If Im^did," he cried, swelling himself, "I

would shrivel him to ashes with one flash of my
eyes. I would scorch him to a cinder with one

stroke of my lightning."

Ula smiled again, a well-satisfied smile. She was

working her man up. " Tu-Kila-Kila is great," she

repeated slowly. " All earth obeys him. All heaven

fears him.''

The savage took her hand with a doubtfid air.

" And yet," he said, toying with it, half irresolute,

I
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" when I went to the white-faced stranger's hut this

morning, he did not speak fair: he answered me
insolently. His words were over bold. He talked

to me as one talks to a man, not to a great god. Ula,

I wonder if he knows my secret ?

"

Ula started back in well-affected horror. "A
white-faced stranger from the sun know your secret,

great King !

" she cried, hiding her face in a square

of cloth. " See me beat my breast ! Impossible

!

Impossible ! No one of your subjects would dare

to tell him so great a taboo. It would be rank

blasphemy. If they did, your anger would utterly

consume them !

"

" That is true," Tu-Kila-Kila said practically, " but

1 might not discover it. I am a very great god. My
Eyes are everywhere. No corner of the world is hid

from my gaze. All the concerns of Heaven and

earth are my care. And therefore, sometimes, I

overlook some detail."

" No man alive would dare to tell the Great

Taboo ! " Ula repeated confidently. " Why, even I

myself, who am the most favoured of your wives,

and who am permitted to bask in the light of your

presence—even I, Ula—I do not know it. How
much less, then, the spirit from the sun, the sailing

god, the white-faced stranger !

"

Tu-Kila-Kila pursed up his brow and looked

preternaturally wise, as the savage loves to do.

"But the parrot," he cried, "the Soul of all dead

parrots ! He knew the secret, they say :—I taught

it him myself in an ancient day, many, many years

ago—when no man now living was born, save only I

U..--...
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-^in another incarnation—and he may have told it.

For the strangers, they say, speak the language of

birds; and in the language of birds did I tell the

Great Taboo to him."

• Ula pooh-poohed the mighty man-god*s fears.

" No, no," she cried with confidence ;
" he can never

have told them. If he had, would not your Eyes,

that watch ever for all that happens on Heaven or

earth, have straightway reported it to you? The

parrot died without yielding up the tale. Were it

otherwise, Toko, who loves and worships you, would

surely have told me."

The man-god puckered his brows slightly, as if he

liked not the security. "Well, somehow, Ula," he

said, feeling her soft brown arms with his divine

hand, slowly, " I have always had my doubts since

that day the Soul of all dead parrots bit me. A
vicious bird ! What did he mean by his bite ?

"

He lowered his voice and looked at her fixedly.

" Did not his spilling my blood portend," he asked,

with a shudder of fear, " that through that ill-omened

bird I, who was once Lavita, should cease to be

Tu-Kila-Kila ?

"

Ula smiled contentedly again. To say the truth,

that was precisely the interpretation she herself had

put on that terrific omen. The parrot had spilt Tu-

Kila-Kila's sacred blood upon the soil of earth.

According to her simple natural philosophy that was

a certain sign that through the parrot's instru-

mentality Tu-Kila-Kila's life would be forfeited to

the great eternal earth-spirit. Or rather, the earth-

spirit would claim the blood of the man, Lavita, in

I

i n

I



r

1

I :

i

h

^

238 TJIE QBEAT TABOO.

whose body it dwelt, and would itself migrate to

some new earthly tabernacle.

But for all that, she dissembled. "Great god,"

she cried, smiling a benign smile, " you are tired

!

You are thirsty! Care for Heaven and earth has

wearied you out. You feel tlie fatigue of upholding

the sun in Heaven. Your arms must ache. Your

thews must give under you. Drink of the soul-

inspiring juice of the kava ! My hands have pre-

pared the divine cup. For Tu-Kila-Kila did I make
it—fresh, pure, invigorating !

"

She held the bowl to his lips with an enticing

smile. Tu-Kila-Kila hesitated and glanced around

him suspiciously. " What if the white-faced stranger

should come to-night ?
" he whispered hoarsely. " He

may have discovered the Great Taboo after all. Who
can tell the w^ays of the world, how they com6 about ?

My people are so treacherous. Some traitor may
have betrayed it to him."

"Impossible," the beautiful snake-like woman
answered, with a strong gesture of natural dissent,

"^nd even if he came, would not kava, the divine

inspiriting drink of the gods, in which dwell the

embodied souls of our fathers—would not kava make
you more vigorous, strong for the fight ? Would it

not course through your limbs like fire ? Would it

not pour into your soul the divine abiding strength

of your mighty mother, the eternal earth-spirit ?

"

"A little," Tu-Kila-Kila said, yielding, "but not

too much. Too much would stupefy me. When the

spirits that the kava-tree sucks up from the earth

are too strong within us, they overpower our own
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strength, so that even I, the high god—even I can

do nothing."

Ula held the bowl to his lips and enticed him to

drink with her beautiful eyes. " A deep draught, oh

supporter of the sun in Heaven," slic cried, pressing

his arm tenderly. " Am I not Ula ? Did I not

brow it for you ? Am I not the chief and most

favoured among your w^omen ? I will sit at the

door. I will watch all night. I will not close an

eye. Not a footfall on the ground, but my ear

shall hear it." •

" Do," Tu-Kila-Kila said laconically. " I fear Fire

and Water. Those gods love me not. Fain would

they make me migrate into some other body. But I

myself like it not. This one suits me admirably.

—

Ula, that kava is stronger than you are used to

make it."

" No, no," Ula cried, pressing it to his lips a

second time passionately. " You are a very great

god. You are tired ; it overcomes you. And if you

sleep, I will watch. Fire and Water dare nut> dis-

obey your commands. Are you not great ? Your

Eyes are everywhere. And I, even T, will be as one

of them."

The savage gulped down a few more mouthful s of

the intoxicating liquid. Then he glanced up again

suddenly with a quick suspicious look. The cunning

of his race gave him wisdom in spite of the deadly

strength of the kava Ula had brewed too deep for

him. With a sudden resolve, he rose and staggered

out. " You are a serpent, woman !

" he cried angrily,

seeing the smile that lurked upon Ula's face. " To-

!

(
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morrow I will kill you. I will take the white

woman for my bride, and she and I will feast off

your carrion body. You have tried to betray me,

but you are not cunning enough, not strong enough.

No woman shall kill me. I am a very great god. I

will not yield. I will wait by the tree. This is a trap

you have set, but I do not fall into it. If the King

of the Eain comes, I shall be there to meet him."

He seized his spear and hatchet and walked forth,

erect, without one sign of drunkenness. Ula trembled

to herself as she saw him go. She was playing a

deep game. Had she given him only just enough

kava to strengthen and inspire him ?
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

WAGER OF BATTLE.

Felix wound his way painfully through the deep

fern-brake of the jungle, by no regular path, so as to

avoid exciting the ala^-m of the natives, and to take

Tu-Kila-Kila's palace-temple from the rear, where

the big tree which overshadowed it with its drooping

branches was most easily approachable. As he and

Toko crept on, bending low, through that dense

tropical scrub, in deatlily silence, they were aware

all the time of a low crackling sound that rang ever

some paces in the rear on their trail through the

forest. It was Tu-Kila-Kila's Eyes, following them

stealthily from afar, footstep for footstep, through

the dense undergrowth of bush, and the crisp fallen

leaves and twigs that snapped light beneath their
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footfall. What hope of success with those watchful

spies, keen as heagles and cruel as bloodhounds,

following ever on their track ? What chance of

escape for Felix and Muriel, with the cannibal man-
god's toils laid round on every side to ensure their

destruction ?

Silently and cautiously the two men groped their

way on through the dark gloom of the woods, in

spite of their mute pursuers. The moonlight flickered

down athwart the trackless soil as they went; the'

hum of insects innumerable droned deep among the

underbrusli. Now and then the startled scream of a

night-jar broke the monotony of the buzz that was

worse than silence; owls boomed from the hollow

trees, and fireflies darted dim throur;h the open spaces.

At la^.t they emerged upon the cleared area of the

temple. There Felix, without one moment's hesita-

tion, with a firm and resolute tread, stepped over the

white coral line that marked the taboo of the great

god's precincts. That was a declaration of open war

;

he had crossed the Eubicon of Tu-Kila-Kila's empire.

Toko stood trembling on the far side; none might

pass that mystic line imbidden and live, save the

Korong alone who could succeed in breaking off the

bough " with yellow leaves, resembling a mistletoe,"

of which Methuselah, the parrot, had told Felix and

Muriel, and so earn the right to fight for his life with

the redoubted and redoubtable Tu-Kila-Kila.

As he stepped over the taboo-line, Felix was

aware of many native eyes fixed stonily upon him

from the surrounding preci'ict. Clearly they were

awaiting him. Yet not a soul gave the alarm ; that

B



242 THE GREAT TABOO.

in itself would liave been to break taboo. Every

man or woman among the temple attendants within

that charmed circle stood on gaze curiously. Close

by, TJla, the favourite wife of the man-god, crouched

low by the hut, with one finger on her treacherous

lip, bending eagerly forward, in silent expectation of

what next might happen. Once, and once only, she

glanced at Toko with a mute sign of triumph ; then

she fixed her big eyes on Felix in tremulous anxiety
;

for to her as to him, life and death now hung

absolutely on the issue of his enterprise. A little

further back the King of Fire and the King of

Water, in full sacrificial robes, stood smiling sar-

donically. For them it was merely a question of

one master more or less, one Tu-Kila-Kila in place

of another. They had no special interest in the

upshot of the contest, save in so far as they always

hated most the man who for the moment held by

his own strong arm the superior godship over them.

Around, Tu-Kila-Kila's Eyes kept watch and ward

in sinister silence. Taboo was stronger than even

the commands of the high god himself. Wlien once

a Korong had crossed that fatal line, unbidden and

unwelcomed by Tu-Kila-Kila, he came as Tu-Kila-

Kila's foe and would-be successor ; the duty of every

guardian of the temple was then to see fair play

between the god that was and the god that might be

—the Tu-Kila-Kila of the hour and the Tu-Kila-Kila

who might possibly supplant him.

" Let the great spirit itself choose which body it

will inhabit," the King of Fire murmured in a soft

low voice, glancing towards a dark spot at the foot
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of the big tree. The moonlight fell dim tlirouj^h the

branches on tlie place where he looked. The gibber-

ing bones of dead victims rattled lightly in the wind.

Felix's eyes followed the King of I'ire's, and saw,

lying asleep upon the ground, Tu-Kila-Kila himself,

with his spear and tomahawk.

lie lay there, huddled up by the very roots of the

tree, breathing deep and regularly. Eight over his

head projected the branch in one part of whose

boughs grew the fateful parasite. By the dim light

of the moon, straggling tliroiigh the dense foliage

Felix could sec its yellow leaves distinctly. Beneath

it, hung a skeleton, suspended by invisible cords, head

downward from the branch. It was the skeleton of

a previous Korong who had tried in vain to reach

the bough, and perished. Tu-Kila-Kila had made

high feast on the victim's flesh; his bones, now
collected together and cunningly fastened with

native rope, served at oiice as a Marning and as a

trap or pitfall for all who might rashly venture to

follow him.

Felix stood for one moment, alcue and awestruck,

a solitary civilized man, among tlxose hi Icons sur-

roundings. Above, the cold moon ; all about, the grim,

stolid, half-hostile natives; close by, that strange

serpentine savage wife, guarding, cat-like, the sleep of

her cannibal husband ; behind, the watchful Eyes of

Tu-Kila-Kila, waiting ever in the background, ready to

raise a loud shout of alarm and warning the moment

the fateful branch w^as actually broken, but mute,

by their vows, till that moment was accomplished.

Then a sudden wild impulse urged him on to the

•>$i*
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attempt. Tho ])anyn*i liad dropped down rooting

offsets to the gruiind, after tlie fashion of its kind,

from its main branches. Felix seized one of these

and swung liimself lightly' np, till he reached the

very limb on which the sacred parasite itself was

growing.

To get to the parasite, however, he must pass

directly al)ove Tu-Kila-Kila's head, and over the

point where that ghastly grinning skeleton was

suspended, as by an unseen hair, from the fork that

bore it.

He walked along, balancing himself, and clutching

as he went at the neighbouring boughs, while Tu-

Kila-Kila, overcome with the kava, slept stolidly

and heavily on beneath him. At last he was almost

within grasp of the parasite. Could he lunge out

and clutch it? One try—one effort! No, no; he

almost lost footing and fell over in the attempt. He
couVbi't k.^ep his ba'^nce so. He must try further

on. Come what might, he must go past the skeleton.

The grisly mass swung again, clanking its bones

as it swung, and groaned in the wind ominously.

The breeze whistled audibly through its hollow skull

and vacant eye-sockets. Tu-Kila-Kila turned un-

easily in his sleep below. Felix saw there was not

one instant of time to be lost now. He passed on

boldly ; and as he passed, a dozen thin cords ot paper

niidberry, stretched every way in an invisible net-

work among the boughs, to small to be seen in the

dim moonlight, caught him with their toils and almost

overhhiew him. They broke with his weight, and

Felix himself, stumbling blindly, fell forward. 4-t
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tlio post of a sprained wrist and a j,'i'eat jerk on his

bmi.sed lin<^crs, ho caught at a huugli by Ids side, but

wrenched it away suddenly. It was toucli and go.

At tlie very same moment, the skeleton fell heavily,

and rattled on the ground beside Tu-Kila-Kila.

Before Felix could discover what luul actually

happened, a very great shout went up all round

below and made him stngger with excitement. Tu-

Kila-Kila was awake, and had started up, all intent,

mad with wrath and kava. Glaring about him wildly,

and brandishing his great spear in his stalwart hands,

he screamed aloud in a perl'ect frenzy of passion and

despair. " Where is he, the Korong ? Bring him

on, my meat! Let me devour his heart! Let mo
tear him to pieces ! Let me drink of his blood

!

Let me kill him and eat him !

"

Sick and desperate at the accident, Felix, in turn,

clinging hard to his bough with one hand, gazed

wildly about him to look for the parasite. But it

had gone as if by magic. He glanced around in

despair, vaguely conscious that nothing was left for

it now but to drop to the ground and let himself be

killed at leisure by that frantic savage. Yet even

as he did so, he was aware of that great cry—a cry

as of triumph—still rending the air. Fire and Water

had rushed forward, and were holding back Tu-Kila-

Kila, now black in the face from rage, with all

their might. Ula was smiling a malicious joy.

The Eyes were all agog with interest and excite-

ment. And from one and all, that wild scream rose

unanimous to the startled sky : "He has it ! He
has it ! The Soul of the Tree ! The Spirit of the
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World ! The great god's abode. Hold off your

hands, Lavita, son of Sami ! Your trial has come.

He has it ! He has it !

"

Fel'x looked about him with a whirling brain.

His eye fell suddenly. There, in his own hands, lay

the fateful bough. In his efforts to steady himself,

he had clutched at it by pure accident, and broken

it off unawares with the force of his clutching. As

fortune would have it, he grasped it still. His

senses reeled. He was almost dead with excitement,

suspense, and uncertainty, mingled with the pain of

his wrenched wrist. But for Muriel's sake, he

pulled himself together. Gazing down and trying

hard to take it all in—that strange savage scene

—

he saw that Tu-Kila-Kila was making frantic

attempts to lunge at him with the spear, while the

King of Fire and the King of Water, stern and

relentless, were holding him off by main force, and

striving their best to appease and quiet him.

There was an awful pause. Then a voice broke

the stillness from beyond the taboo-line.

** The Shadow of the King of the Rain speaks," it

said, in very solemn conventional accents. ** Korong

!

Korong! The Great Taboo is broken. Fire and

Water, hold him in whom dwells the god till my
master comes. He has the Soul of all the spirits of

the wood in his hands. He will fight for his right.

Taboo ! Taboo ! I, Toko, have said it."

He clapped his hands thrice.

Tu-Kila-Kila made a wild effort to break away

once more. But the King of Fire, standing

opposite him, spoke still louder and clearer. "If
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you touch the Korong before the line is drawn," he

said, with a voice of authority, "you are no Tu-Kila-

Kila, but an outcast and a criminal. All the people

will hold you with forked sticks, while the Korong

burns you alive slowly, limb by limb, with me, who
am Fire, the fierce, the consuming. I will scorch

you and bake you till you are as a bamboo in the

flame. Taboo ! Taboo ! Taboo ! I, Fire, have

said it."

The King of Water, with three attendants, forced

Tu-Kila-Kila on one side for a moment. Ula stood

by and smiled pleased compliance. A temple slave,

trembling all over at this conflict of tlie gods, brought

out a calabash full of white coral sand. The King

of Water spat on it and blessed it. By this time a

dozen natives at least had assembled outside the

taboo line, and stood eagerly watching the result of

the combat. The temple slave made a long white

mark with the coral sand on one side of the cleared

area. Then he handed the calabash solemnly to

Toko. Toko crossed the sacred precinct with a few

inaudible words of muttered charm to save the taboo,

as prescribed in the mysteries. Then he drew a

similar line on the ground on his side some twenty

yards off. " Descend, oh, my lord !
" he cried to

Felix; and Felix, still holding the bough tight in

his hand, swung himself blindly from the tree, and

took his place by Toko.

" Toe the line !
" Toko cried, and Felix toed it.

" Bring up your god ! " the Shadow called out

aloud to the King of Water. And the King of

Water, using no special ceremony with so great a
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duty, dragged Tu-Kila-Kila helplessly along with

him to the further taboo line.

The King of Water brought a spear and tomahawk.

He handed them to Felix. " With these weapons,"

he said, " fight, and merit heaven. I hold the bough

meanwhile—the victor takes it.'*

The King of Fire stood out between the lists,

" Korongs and gods,'* he said, " the King of the Kain

has plucked the sacred bough, according to our

fathers' rites, and claims trial which of you two shall

henceforth hold the sacred soul of the world, the

great Tu-Kila-Kila. Wager of Battle decides the

day. Keep toe to line. At the end of my words,

forth, forward, and fight for it. The great god knows

his own, and will choose his abode. Taboo, Taboo,

Taboo ! I, Fire, have spoken it."

Scarcely were the words well out of his mouth,

when, with a wild whoop of rage, Tu-Kila-Kila, who
had the advantage of knowing the rules of the

game, so to speak, dashed madly forward, drunk

with passion and kava, and gave one lunge with his

spear full tilt at the breast of the startled and un-

prepared white man. His aim, though frantic, was

not at fault. The spear struck Felix high up on the

left side. He felt a dull thud of pain ; a faint

gurgle of blood. Even in the pale moonlight his eye

told him at once a red stream was trickling out over

his flannel shirt. He was pricked, at least. The

great god had wounded him.

>r 1
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CHAPTER XXIX.

VICTORY—AND AFTER ?

The great god had wounded him. But not to the

heart. FeUx, as good luck would have it, happened

to be wearing buckled braces. He had worn them

on board, and, like the rest of his costume, had, of

course, never since been able to discard them. They

stood him in good stead now. The buckle caught

the very point of the bone-tipped spear, and broke

the force of the blow as the great god bmged forward.

The wound was but a graze; and Tu-Kila-Kila's

light shaft snapped short in the middle.

Madder and wilder than ever, the savage pitched

it away, yelling, rushed forward with a fierce curse

on his angry tongue, and flung himself, tooth and

nail, on his astonished opponent.

Tiie suddenness of the onslaught almost took the

Englishman's breath away. By tliis time, however,

Felix had pulled together his ideas and takon in the

situation. Tu-Kila-Kila was attacking him now

with hi3 heavy stone axe. He must parry those

deadly blows. He must be alert, but watchful. He
must put himself in a posture of defence at once.

Above all, he must keep cool, and have his wits

about him.

If he could but have drawn his knife, he would

have stood a better chance in that hand-to-hand

conflict. But there was no time now for such

tactics as those. Besides, even in close fight with a

V
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bloodthirsty savage, an English gentleman's sense

of fair play never for one moment deserts him.

Felix felt, if they were to figh : it out face to face for

their lives, they should fight at least on a perfect

equality. Steel against stone was a mean advantage.

Parrying Tu-Kila-Kila's first desperate blow with

the haft of his own hatchet, he leaped aside half a

second to gain breath and strength. Then he rushed

on, himself, and dealt one deadly down-stroke with

the ponderous weapon.

For a minute or two they closed, in perfectly savage

single combat. Fire and Water, observant and

impartial, stood by like seconds to see the god him-

self decide the issue, which of the two c<jmbatants

should be his living representative. The contest was

brief but very hard fought. Tu-Kila-Kila, inspired

with the last frenzy of despair, rushed wildly on his

opponent with hands, and fists, and teeth, and nails,

dealing his blows in blind fury, right and left, and

seeking only to sell his life as dearly as possible. In

this last extremity, his very superstitions told against

him. Everything seemed to show his hour had come.

The parrot's bite—the omen of his own blood that

stained the dust of earth—Ula's treachery—the

chance by which the Korong had learned the Great

Taboo—Felix's accidental or providential success in

breaking off the bough—the length of time he him-

self had held the divine honours—the probability

that the god would by this time begin to prefer a

new and stronger representative—all these things

alike combined to fire the drunk and maddened

savage with the energy of despair. He fell upon his
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enemy like .a tiger upon an elephant. He fought

with his tomahawk and his feet and his whole lithe

body ; he foamed at the mouth with impotent rage
;

he spent his force on the air in the extremity of his

passion.

Felix, on the other hand, sobered by pain, and

nerved by the fixed consciousness that Muriel's safety

nowdepended absolutelyon his perfect coolness, fought

with the calm skill of a practised fencer. Happily,

he had learned the gentle art of thrust and parry

years ^efore in England ; and though both weapon

and opponent were here so different, the lessons ot

quickness and calm watchfulness he had gained in

that civilized school stood him in good stead, even

now, under such adverse circumstances. Tu-Kila-

Kila, getting spent, drew back for a second at last,

and panted for breath. That faint breathing space

of a moment's duration sealed his fate. Seizing his

chance with consummate skill, Felix closed upon the

breathless monster, and brought down the heavy

stone hammer point blank upon the centre of his

crashing skull. The weapon drove home. It cleft a

great red gash in the cannibal's head. Tu-Kila-Kila

reeled and fell. There was an infinitesimal pause of

silence and suspense. Then a great shout went up

from all round to heaven, " He has killed him ! Ho
has killed him ! We have a new-made god ! Tu-

Kila-Kila is dead ! Long live Tu-Kila-Kila !

"

Felix drew back for a moment, panting and breath -

less, and wiped his wet brow with his sleeve, hifj

brain all whirling. At his feet, the savage lay

stretched like a log. Felix gazed at the blood-

5 'I 'V
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bespattered ftice remorsefully. It is an awful thing,

even in a just quarrel, to feel that you have really

taken a human life ! The responsibility is enough

to appal the bravest of us. lie stooped down and

examined the prostrate body with solemn reverence.

Blood was flowing in torrents from the wounded

head. But Tu-Kila-Kila was dead— stone dead for

ever.

Hot tears of relief w^ellcd up into Felix's eyes.

He touched the body cautiously with a reverent hand.

No life. No motion.

Just as he did so, the woman Ula came forward,

bare-limbed and beautiful, all triumph in her walk,

a proud, insensitive savage. One second she gazed

at the great corpse disdainfully. Then she lifted

her dainty foot, and gave it a contemptuous kick.

" The body of Lavita, the son of Sami," she said, with

a gesture of hatred. "He had a bad heart. We
will cook it and eat it." Next, turning to Felix,

"Oh, Tu-Kila-Kila," she cried, clapping her hands

three times and bowing low to the ground, ** you are

a very great god. We will serve you and salute you.

Am not I, Ula, one of your wives, your meat ? Do
with me as you will. Toko, you are henceforth the

great god's Shadow !

"

Felix gazed at the beautiful heartless creature, all

horrified. Even on Boupari, that cannibal island, he

was hardly prepared for quite so low a depth of

savage insensibility. But all the people around,

now a hundred or more, standing naked before their

new god, took up the shout in concert. " The body

of Lavita, the son of Sami," they cried. ** A carrion
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corpse ! The god has deserted it. The great soul of

the world has entered the heart of the white-faced

stranger from the disk of the sun ; the King of the

Eain ; the great Tu-Kila-Kila. We will cook and

eat the body of Lavita, the son of Sami. He was

a bad man. He is a worn-out shell. Nothing re-

mains of him now. The great god has left him."

They clapped their hands in a set measure as they

recited this hymn. The King of Fire retreated into

the temple. Ula stood by, and whispered low with

Toko. There was a ceremonial pause of some fifteen

minutes. Presently, from the inner recesses of the

temple itself, a low noise issued forth as of a rising

wind. For some seconds it buzzed and hummed,

droningly. But at the very first note of that holy

sound, Ula dropped her lover's hand, as one drops a

red hot coal, and darted wildly off at full speed, like

some frightened wild beast, into the thick jungle.

Every other woman near began to rush away with

equally instantaneous signs of haste and fear. Tlie

men, on the other hand, erect and naked, with their

hands on their foreheads, crossed the taboo line at

once. It was the summons to all who had been

initiated at the mysteries— the sacred bull-roarer was

calling the assembly of the men of Boupari.

For several minutes it buzzed and droned, that*

mystic implement, growing louder and louder till it

roared like thunder. One after another, the men of

the island rushed in as if mad or in flight for their

lives before some fierce beast pursuing them. They

ran up, panting, and dripping with sweat; their

hands clapped to their foreheads ; their eyes starting

i\
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wildly from their staring sockets ; torn, and bleeding,

and lacerated by the thorns and branches of the

jungle, for each man ran straight across country from

the spot where he lay asleep, in the direction of the

sound, and never paused or drew breath, for dear

life's sake, till he stood beside the corpse of the dead

Tu-Kila-Kila.

And every moment the cry pealed louder and

louder still. "Lavita, the son of Sami, is dead,

praise heaven ! The King of the Eain has slain

him, and is now the true Tu-Kila-Kila 1

"

Felix bent irresolute over the fallen savage's blood-

stained corpse. What next was expected of him he

hardly knew or cared. His one desire now was to

return to Muriel—to Muriel, whom he had rescued

from something worse than death at the hateful hands

of that acciirsed creature who lay breathless for ever

on the ground beside him.

Somebody came up just then, and seized his hand

warmly. Felix looked up with a start. It was their

friend the Frenchman. " Ah, my captain, you have

done well," M. Peyron cried, admiring him. " What
courage ! What coolness ! What pluck ! What
soldiership ! I couldn't see all. But I was in at the

death! And oh, mon Dciu, how I admired and

envied you !

"

By this time, the bull-roarer had ceased to bellow

among the rocks. The King of Fire stood forth. In

his hands he held a length of bamboo-stick with a

lighted coal in it. " Bring wood and palm-leaves,"

he said, in a tone of command. " Let me light my-

self up, that I may blaze before Tu-Kila-Kila."

I
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He turned, and bowed thrice very low before Felix.

"The accepted of Hea/eii," he cried, holding his

hands above him. " Tlie very high god ! The King

of all Things ! He sends down his showers upon our

crops and our fields. He causes his sun to shine

brightly over us. He makes our pigs and our slaves

bring forth their increase. All we are but his meat.

We, his people, praise him."

And all the men of Boupari, naked and bleeding,

bent low in response. " Tu-Kila-Kila is great," they

chanted, as they clapped their hands. " We thank

him that he has chosen a fresh incarnation. The

sun will not fade in the heavens overhead, nor the

bread-fruits wicher and cease to bear fruit on earth.

Tu-Kila-Kila, our god, is great. He springs ever

young and fresh like the herbs of the field. He is a

most high god. We, his people, praise him."

Four temple attendants brought sticks and leaves,

while Felix stood still, half dazed with the newness

of these strange preparations. The King of Fire

with his torch set light to the pile. It blazed merrily

on high. " I, Fire, salute you," he cried, bending

over it towards Felix. "Now cut up the body of

Lavita, the son of Sami," he went on, turning towards

it contemptuously. " I will cook it in my flame,

that Tu-Kila-Kila the great may eat of it."

Felix drew back with a face all aglow with horror

and disgust. " Don't touch that body
!

" he cried

authoritatively, putting his foot down firm. " Leave

it alone at once. I refuse to allow you." Then he

turned to M. Peyron. " The King of the Birds and

I," he said, with calm resolve, we two will bury it."
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Tlic King of File ilrew back at tlieae strange words,

nonplussed. Tliis wiis indeed au ill-omened break

in the ceremony of initiation of a new Tu-Kila-Kila

to which ho had never before in liis life been accus-

tomed. Ho liardly knew how to comport himself

under sucli singular circumstances. It was as though

the sovereign of iMigland, on corunation-ciay, should

refuse to be crowned, and intimate to the Archbishop,

in his full canonicals, a confirmed preference for the

republican form of government. It was a contingency

that law and custom in Ijoupari had neither, in their

wisdom, foreseen nor provided for.

The King of Water whispered low in the new
god's ear. " You nuist eat of his body, my lord," he

said. " That is absolutely necessary. Every one of

us must eat of the flesh of the god ; but you, above

all, must eat his heart, his divine nature. Otherwise

you can never be full Tu-Kila-Kila."

" I don't care a straw for that," Felix cried, now
aroused to a full sense of the break in Methuselah's

story, and trembling with apprehension. " You may
kill me if you like ; we can die only once ; but human
flesh I can never taste ; nor wiU I, while I live, allow

you to touch this dead man's body. We will bury it

ourselves, the King of the Birds and I. You may
tell your people so. That is my last word." He
raised his voice to the customary ceremonial pitch.

" I, the new Tu-Kila-Kila," he said, " have spoken

it."

The King of Fire and the Kng of Water, taken

aback at his boldness, conferred together for some

seconds privately. The people meanwhile looked on
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and wondered. What could this strange hitch in the

divine proceedings mean ? Was the god himself

recalcitrant ? Never in their lives had the oldest

men among thorn known anything like it.

And as they whispered and debated, awestruck hut

discordant, a shout arose once more from the outer

circle—a mighty shout of mingled surprise, alarm,

and terror. " Taboo ! Taboo ! Fence the mysteries

!

Beware ! Oh, great god, we warn you. The mysteries

are in danger ! Cut her down ! Kill her ! A woman

!

A woman 1

"

At the words, Felix was aware of somebody burst-

ing through the dense crowd and rushing wildly

towards him. Next moment, Muriel hung and

sobbed on his shoulder, while Mali just behind her

stood crying and moaning.

Felix held the poor startled girl in his arms and

soothed her. And all around, another great cry arose

from five hundred lips :
" Two women have profaned

the mysteries of the god. They are Tu-Kila-Kila's

trespass-offering. Let us kill them and eat them !

"

[en
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CHAPTER XXX.

SUSPENSE.

In a moment, Felix's mind was fully made up.

There was no time to think ; it was the hour for

action. He saw how he must comport himself

towards this strange wild people. Seating Muriel

gently on the ground, with Mali beside her, and

stepping forward himself with Peyron's hand in

s
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his, he beckoned to the vast and surging crowd to

bespeak respectful .silence.

A mighty hush fell at once, upon the people. The

King of Fire and the King of Water stood ba'^k,

obedient to his nod. Tlicy waited for the upshot of

this strange new develo])niont.

" Men of Boupari," Felix began, speaking with a

marvellous fluency in their own tongue, for the

excitement itself supplied him with eloquence ;
" I

have killed your late god in the prescribed way ; I

have plucked the sacred bough, and fought in single

combat by the established rules of your own religion.

Fire and Water, you guardians of the customs of this

holy island, is it not so ? You saw all things done,

did you not, after the precepts of your ancestors ?

"

The King of Fire bowed low and answered, " Tu-

Kila-Kila speaks, indeed, the truth. Water and I

with our own eyes have seen it."

" And now," Felix went on, " I am myself, by your

own laws, Tu-Kila-Kila."

The King of Fire made a gestuie of dissent. " Oh,

great god, pardon me," he murmured, " if I say ought,

now, to contradict you; but you are not a full T -

Kila-Kila yet till you have eaten of the heart of the

god your predecessor."

"Then where is now the spirit of Tu-Kila-Kila,

the very high god, if I am not he ? " Felix asked

abruptly, thus puzzling them with a hard problem in

their own savage theology.

The King of Fire gave a start, and pondered. This

was a detail of his creed that had never before so

much as occurred to him. All faiths have their

#
'
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cruxes. "I do not well know," he answered,

" whether it is in the heart of Lavita, the sou of Sauii,

or in your own body. But I feel sure it must now

be cer<^ainly somewhere, though just where, our

fathers have never told us."

Felix recognized at once that he had gained a

point. "Then look to it well," he said austerely.

"Be careful how you act. Do nothing rash. For

either the soul of the god is in the heart of Lavita,

the son of Sami ; and then, since I refuse to eat it, it

will decay away as Lavita's body decays, and the

world will shrivel up, and all things will perisli,

because the god is dead and crumbled to dust for

ever. Or else it is in my body, who am god in his

place ; and then, if anybody does me harm or hurt,

he will be an impious wretch, and will have broken

taboo, and heaven knows what evils and misfortunes

may not therefore fall on each and all of you."

A very old chief rose from the ranks outside. His

hair was white and his eyes bleared. " Tu-Kila-Kila

speaks well," he cried in a loud but mumbling voice.

" His words are wise. He argues to the point. He
is very cunning. I advise you, my people, to be

careful how you anger the white-faced stranger, for

you know what he is ; he is cruel ; he is powerful.

There never was any storm in my time—and I am
an old, old man—so great in Boupari as the storm

that arose when the King of the Rain eat the storm-

apple. Our yams and our tares even now are suffer-

ing for it. He is a mighty strong god. Beware how
you tamper with him !

"

He sat down, trembling. A younger chief rose
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from a nearer rank, and said his say in turn. " I do

not agree with our father," he cried, pointing to the

chief who had just spoken. "His word is evil; he

is much mistaken. I have another thought. My
thought is this. Let us kill and eat the white-faced

stranger at once, by wager of battle ; and let whoso-

ever fights and overcomes him receive his honours,

and take to wife the fair woman, the Queen of the

Clouds, the sun-faced Korong, whom he brought from

the sun with him."

"But who will then be Tu-Kila-Kila
?
" Felix

asked, turning round upon him quickly. Habitua-

tion to dange? had made him unnaturally alert in

such utmost extremities.

" Why, the man who slays you," the young chief

answered pointedly, grasping his heavy tomahawk

with profound expression.

" I think not," Felix answered. " Your reasoning

is bad. For if I am not Tu-Kila-Kila, how can any

man become Tu-Kila-Kila by killing me? And if

I am Tu-Kila-Kila, how dare you, not being yourself

Korong, and not having broken off the sacred bough,

as I did, venture to attack me ? You wish to set

aside all the customs of Boupari. Are you not

ashamed of such gross impiety ?

"

" Tu-Kila-Kila speaks well," the King of Fire put

in, for he had no cause to love the aggressive young

chief, and he thought better of his chances in life as

Felix's minister. "Besides, now I think of it, he

must be Tu-Kila-Kila, because he has taken the life

of the last great god, whom he slew with his hands

;

and therefore the life is now his—he holds it."
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Felix was emboldened by this favourable opinion

to strike out a fresh line in a further direction, He
stood forward once more, and beckoned again for

silence. "Yes, my people," lie said calmly, with

slow articulation, " by the custom of your race and

the creed you profess I am now indeed, and in very

truth, the abode of your ;^reat god, Tu-Kila-Kila.

But, furthermore, I have a new revelation to make
to you. I am going to instruct you in a fresh way.

This creed that you hold is full of errors. As Tu-

Kila-Kila, I mean to take my own course, no islander

hindering me. If you try to depose me, what great

gods have you now got left ? None, save only Fire

and Water, my Ministers. King of the Rain there

is none ; for I, who was he, am now Tu-Kila-Kila.

Tu-Kila-Kila there is none, save only me ; for the

other, that was, I have fought and conquered. The

Queen of the Clouds is with me. The King of the

Birds is with me. Consider, then, O friends, that if

you kill us all, you will have nowhere to turn
; you

will be left quite godless."

" It is true," the people murmured, looking about

them, half puzzled. *' He is wise. He speaks well.

He is indeed a Tu-Kila-Kila."

Felix pressed his advantage home at once. " Now
listen," he said, lifting up one solemn forefinger. " I

come from a country very far away, where the

customs are better by many yams than those of

Boupari. And now that 1 am indeed Tu-Kila-Kila

—your god, your master—I will change aiid alter

some of vour customs that seem to me here and now
most undesirable. In the first place—hear this !—

I
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will put down all cannibalism. No man shall eat of

human flesh on pain of death. And to begin with,

no man shall cook or eat tlie body of Lavita, the son

of Sami. On that I am determined—I, Tu-Kila-

Kila. The King of the Birds and I, we will dig a

pit, and we will bury in it the corpse of this man
that was once your god, and wliom his own wickedness

compelled me to fight and slay, in order to prevent

more cruelty and bloodshed."

The young chief stood up, all red in his wrath, and

interrupted him, brandishing a coral-stone hatchet.

" This is blasphemy," he said. " This is sheer rank

blasphemy. These are not good words. They are

very bad medicine. The white-faced Korong is no

true Tu- Kila-Kila. His advice is evil—and ill-luck

would follow it. He wishes to change the sacred

customs of "Boupari. Now, that is not well. My
counsel is this : let us eat him now, unless he changes

his heart, and amends liis ways, and partakes, as is

righi, of the body of Lavita, the son of Sami."

The assembly swayed visibly, this way and that,

some inclining to the conservative view of the rash

young chief, and others to the cautious liberalism of

the grey-haired warrior. Felix noted their division,

and spoke once more, this time still more authorita-

tively than ever.

"Furthermore," he said, "my people, hear me.

As I came in a ship propelled by fire, over the high

waves of the sea, so I go away in one. We watch

for such a ship to pass by Boupari. When it comes,

the Queen of the Clouds—upon whose life I place a

great taboo ; let no man dare to touch her at his
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peril : if he does, I '.dll rush upon him and kill him

as I killed Lavita, the son of Sami. When it comes,

the Queen of the Clouds, the King of the Birds, and

I, we will go away back in it to the land whence we

came, and be quit of Boupari. But we will not leave

it fireless or godless. AVhen I return back home

again to my own far land, I will send out messengers,

very good men, v/ho will tell you of a God more

powerful by much than any you ever knew, and very

rigliteous. They will teach you great things you

have never dreamed of. Therefore, I ask you now to

disperse to your own homes, wliile the King of the

Birds and I bury the body of Lavita, the son of

Sami."

All tliis time Muriel had been seated on the

ground, listening with profound interest, but scarcely

understanding a word, though here and there, after

her six months' stay in the island, a single phrase

was dimly intelligible to her. But now, at this

critical moment, she rose, and standing upright by

Felix's side, in her spotless English purity among

those assembled savages, she pointed just once with

her uplifted finger to the calm vault of heaven, and

then across the moonlit liorizon of the sea, and last

of all to the clustering huts and villages of Boupari.

"Tell them," she said to Felix, with blanched lips,

but without one sign of a tremor in her fearless voice,

" I will pray for them to heaven, when I go across

the sea, and will think of their children that I loved

to pat and play with, and will send out messengers

from our home beyond the wav(}s to make them

wiser and happier and better."
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Felix translated her simple message to them in its

pure womanly goodness. Even the natives were

touched. They whispered and hesitated. Then after

a time of much murmured debate, the King of Fire

stood forward as a mediator. " There is an oracle, oh

Korong," he said, not to prejudge the matter, " which

decides all these things,—a great conch-shell at a

sacred grove in the neighbouring island of Aloa

Mauna. It is the holiest oracle of all our holy

religion. We gods and men of Boupari have taken

counsel together, and have come to a conclusion.

We will put forth a canoe and send men with blood

on their faces to inquire at Aloa Mauna of the very

great oracle. Till then, you are neither Tii-Kila-Kila,

nor not Tu-Kila-Kila. It behoves us to be very care-

ful how we deal with gods. Our people will stand

round your precinct in a row and guard you with

their speary. You shall not cross the taboo line to

them, nor they to you : all shall be nevitral. Food

shall be laid by the line, as always, morn, noon, and

night; and your Shadows shall take it in; but you

shall not come out. Neither shall you bury the body

of Lavita, the son of Sami. Till the canoe comes

back, it shall lie in the sun and rot there."

He clapped liis hands twice.

In a moment, a tom-tom began to beat from behind,

and the people all crowded without the circle. The

King of Fire came forward ostentatiously and made

taboo. " If any man cross this line," he said in a

droning sing-song, " till the canoe return from the great

oracle of our faith on Aloa Mauna, I, Fire, will scorch

him into cinder and ashes. If any woman transgress,
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I will pitch her with palm oil, and light her up for a

lamp c-i a moonless night to lighten this temple."

The King of Water distributed shark's-tooth spears.

At once a great serried wall hemmed in the Europeans

all round, and they sat down to wait, the three

whites together, for the upshot of the mission to Aloa

Mauna.

And the dawn now gleamed red on the eastern

horizon.

i
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CHAPTER XXXI.

AT SEA: orr boupari.

Thirteen days out from Sydney, the good ship Aus-

tralasian was nearing the equator.

It was four of the clock in the afternoon, and the

captain (off duty) paced the deck, puffing a cigar, and

talking idly with a passenger on former experiences.

Eight bells went on the quarter-deck: time to

change watches.

" This is only our second trip through this channel,"

the captain said, gazing across with a casual glance at

the palm-trees that stood dark against the blue

horizon. "We used to go a hundred miles to east-

ward, here, to avoid the reefs. But last voyage I

came through this way quite safely—though we had

a nasty accident on the road—unavoidable—unavoid-

able! Big sea was running free over the sunken

shoals ; caught the ship aft unawares and stove in

better than half a dozen port-holes. Lady passenger

on deck happened to be leaning over the weather

i
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•gunwale; big sea caught her up on its crest in a

jiffey, 1] ed her like a baby, and laid her down again

gently, just so, on the bed of the ocean. By George,

sir, I was annoyed. It was quite a romance, poor

thing
;
quite a romance ; we all felt so put out about

it the rest of that voyage. Young fellow on board,

nephew of Sir Theodore Thurstan of tlie Colonial

Office, was in love witli Miss Ellis—girl's name was

Ellis—ftither's a parson somewhere down in Somer-

setshire—and as soon as the big sea took her up on

its crest, what does Thurstan go and do, but he ups

on the taffrail, and, before you could say Jack

Robinson, jumps over to save her."

" But he didn't succeed?" the passenger asked, with

lar*gu:d interest.

" Succeed, my dear sir ? and with a sea running

twelve feet high like that ? Why, it was pitch dark,

and such a surf on that tho gig could hardly go

through it." The captain smiled, and puffed away

pensively. " Drowned," he said, after a brief pause,

with complacent composure. " Drowned. Drowned.

Drowned. Went to the bottom, both of 'em. Davy

Jones's locker. But unavoidable quite. These acci-

dents vHll happen, even on the best regulated liners.

Why, there was my brother Tom, in the Cunard

service—same that boast they never lost a passenger

;

there was my brother Tom, he was out one day off

the Newfoundland banks, heavy swell setting in from

the nor-nor-east, icebergs ahead, passengers battened

down Bless my soul, how that light seems to

come and go, don't it ?

"

It was a reflected light, flashing from the island
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straight in the captain's eyes, small and insignificant

as to size, but strong for all that in the full tropical

sunshine, and glittering like a diamond from a vague

elevation near the centre of the island.

"Seems to come and go in regular orders," the

passenger ohserved reflectively, witlidrawing his cigar.

" Looks for all the world just like naval signalling."

The captain paused, and shaded his eyes a moment.

" Hanged if that isn't just what it is*' he answered

slowly. "It's a rigged up heliograph, and they're

using the Morse code ; dash my eyes if they aren't.

Well, this is civilization ! What tlie dickens can

have come to the island of Boupari ? There isn't a

darned European soul in the place, nor ever has been.

Anchorage unsafe ; no harbour; bad reef; too small

for missionaries to make a living, and natives got

nothing worth speaking of to trade in."

" What do they say ? " the passenger asked, with

suddenly quickened interest.

"How the devil should I tell you yet, sir?" the

captain retorted with choleric grumpiness. "Don't

you see I'm spelling it out, letter by letter ? 0, r, e,

s, c, u, 6, u, s, c, 0, m, e, w, e, 1, 1, a, r, m, e, d,—yes,

yes, I twig it." And th3 captain jotted it down in

his note-book for some seconds silently.

"Eun up the flag there," he shouted a moment

later, rushing hastily forward. " Stop her at once,

Walker. Easy, easy. Get ready the gig. Well,

upon my soul, this is a rum start, any way."

" What does the message say ? " the passenger

inquired with intense surprise.

"Say? Well, there's what I make it out," the
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captain answered, handing him the scrap of paper on

which ho had jotted down the letters. " I missed tho

beginning, but the end's all right. Look alive there,

boys, will you. Bring out the Winchester. Take

cutlasses, all hands. I'll go along myself in her."

The passenger took the piece of paper on which lie

read, "and send a boat to rescue us. Come well

armed. Savages on guard. Thurstan, Ellis."

In less than three minutes the boat was lowered

and manned, and the captain, with the Winch 3ter

six-shooter by his side, seated grim in the stern, look

command of the tiller.

On the island it was the first day of Felix and

Muriel's imprisonment in the dusty precinct of

Tu-Kila-Kila's temple. All the morning through,

they had sat under the shade of a smaller banyan in

the outer corner : for Muriel could neither enter the

noisome hut, nor go near the great tree with the

skeletons on its branches ; nor could she sit where

the dead savage's body, still festering in the sun,

attracted the buzzing blue flies by thousands to drink

up the blood that lay thick on the earth in a pool

around it. Hard by, the natives sat keen as lynxes

in a great circle just outside the white taboo-line,

where with serried spears they kept watch and ward

over the persons of their doubtful gods or victims.

M. Peyron, alone preserving his equanimity under

these adverse circumstances, hummed low to himself

in very dubious tones ; even he felt his French gaiety

had somewhat forsaken him; this revolution in

Boupari failed to excite his Parisian ardour.
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About one o'clock in tlie day, however, looking

casually seaward—wliat was this th^t M. Poyron, to

his great surprise, descried far away on the dim

soutliern horizon ? A low black line lying close to

the water ? No, no : not a steamer

!

Too prudent to excite the natives' attention

unnecessarily, the cautious Frenchman whispered in

the most commonplace voice on earth to Felix :
" Don't

look at once ; and when you do look, mind you don't

exhibit any agitation in your tone or manner. Ikit

what do you make that out to be—that long black

haze on the horizon to southward ?

"

Felix looked, disregarding the friendly injunction,

at once. At the same moment, Muriel turned her

eyes quickly in the self-same direction. Neither

made t\\(: faintest sign of outer emotion : but Muriel

clenched her white hands hard till the nails dug into

the palm in her effort to restrain herself, as she

murmured very low in an agitated voice, " Uh vapetir,

un vapeur !
**

" So I think," M. Peyron answered, very low and

calm. " It is indeed a steamer
!

"

For three long hours those anxious souls waited

and watched it draw nearer and nearer. Slowly the

natives, too, began to perceive the unacccustomed

object. As it drew abreast of the island, and the

decisive moment arrived for prompt action, Felix rose

in his place once more and cried aloud, " My people,

I told you a ship propelled by fire would come from

the far land across the sea to take us. The ship has

come: you can see for yourselves the thick black

smoke that issues in huge puffs from the mouth of
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the monster. Now, listen to me, and dare not to

disobey me. My word is law : let all men see to it.

I am going to send a message of fire from the sun to

the great canoe that walks upon the water. If any
man ventures to stop me from doing it, the people

from the great canoe will land on this isle and take

vengeance for his act, and kill him with the thunder

which the sailing gods carry ever about with them."

By this time the island was alive with commotion.

Hundreds of natives, with their long hair falling

unkempt about their keen brown faces, were gazing

with open eyes at the big black ship that ploughed

her way so fast against wind and tide over the surface

of the waters. Some of them shouted and gesticulated

with panic fear ; others seemed half inclined to waste

no time on preparation or doubt" but to rush on at

once and immolate their captives before a rescue was

possible. But Felix, keeping ever his cool head

undisturbed, stood on the dusty mound by Tu-Kila-

Kila's house, and taking in his hand the little mirror

he had made from the matchbox, flashed the light

from the sun full in their eyes for a moment, to the

astonishment and discomfiture of all those gaping

savages. Then he focussed it on the Australasianf

across the surf and the waves, and with a throbbing

heart began to make his last faint bid for life and

freedom.
».

• For four or five minutes he went flashing on, uncer-

tain of the effect, whether they saw or saw not. Then

a cry from Muriel burst at once upon his ears. She

clasped her hands convulsively in an agony of joy.

" They see us ! They see us !

"

f
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And sure enough, scarcely half a minute later, a

British f'ag ran gaily up the mainmast, and a boat

seemed to drop down over the side of the vessel.

As for the natives, they watched these proceedings

with considerable surprise and no little discomfiture

—Fire and Water, in particular, whispering together,

mucli alarmed, with many superstitious nods and

taboos, in the corner of the enclosure.

Gradually, as the boat drew nearer and nearer,

divided counsels prevailed among the savages. With
no certainly-recognized Tu-Kila-Kila to marshal their

movements, each man stood in doubt from whom to

take his orders. At last, the King of Fire, in a

hesitating voice, gave the word of command. " Half

the warriors to the shore to repel the enemy ; half tu

watch round the taboo line, lest the Korongs escape

us ! Let Breathless Fear, our war-god, go before tbe

face of our troops, invisible !

"

And, quick as thouglit, at his word, the warriors

had paired off, two and two, in long lines ; some

running hastily down to the beach to man the war-

canoes, while others remained with shark's-tootb

spears still set in a looser circle round the great

temple-enclosure of Tu-Kila-Kila.

For Muriel, this suspense was positively terrible.

To feel one was so close to the hope of rescue, and

yet to know that before that help arjived, or even as

it came up, those savages might any moment run their

' ghastly spears through them.

But Felix made the best of his position still.

*' Eemember," he cried, at the top of his voice, as the

warriors started at a run for the water's edge, " your
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Tu-Kila-Kila tells you, these new-comers are his

friends. Whoever hurts them, does so at his peril.

This is a great taboo. I bid you receive them.

Beware for your lives. I, Tu-Kila-Kila the Great,

have said it."

CHAPTER XXXII.

THE DOWNFxVLL OF A PANTHEON.

The Australasian's gig entered the lagoon through the

frir.ging-reef by its narrow seaward mouth, and

rowed steadily for the landing-place on the main

island.

A little way out from shore, amid loud screams and

yells, the natives came up with it in their laden war-

canoes. Shouting and gesticulating and brandishing

their spears with the shark's-tooth tips, they endea-

voured to stop its progress landward by pure noise

and bravado.

"We must be careful what we do, boys," the

captain observed, in a quiet voice of seamanlikc

resolution to his armed companions. " We mustn't

frighten the savages too much, or show too hostile a

front, for fear they should retaliate on our friends on

the island." He held up his hand, with the gold

braid on the wrist, to command silence; and the

natives, gazing open-mouthed, looked and wondered

at the gesture. These sailing gods were certainly

arrayed in most gorgeous vestments, and their canoe,

though devoid of a grinning figure-head, was provided

with a most admirable and well-uniformed equipment.
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A coral rock jutted high out of the sea to left hard

by. Its summit was crowded with a basking popu-

lation of sea-gulls and pelicans. The captain gave

the word to " easy all." In a second the gig stopped

short, as those stout arms held her. He rose in his

place and lifted the six-shooter. Then he pointed it

ostentatiously at the rock, away from the native

canoes, and held up his hand yet again for silence.

" We'll give 'em a taste of what we can do, boys," lie

said, "just to show 'em, not to hurt 'em." At that he

drew the trigger twice. His first two chambers were

loaded on purpose with duck-shot cartridges. Twice

the big gun roared ; twice the fire flashed red from

its smoking mouth. As the smoke cleared away,

the natives, dumb with surprise, ana perfectly cowed

with terror, saw ten or a dozen torn and bleeding

birds float mangled upon the water.

" Now for the dynamite !
" the captain said cheerily

proceeding to lower a small object overboard by a

single wire, while he held up his hand a third time to

bespeak silence and attention.

The natives looked again, with eyes starting from

their heads. The captain gave a little click, and

pointed with his finger to a spot on the water's top a

little way in front of him. Instantly, a loud report,

and a column of water spurted up into the air some

ten or twelve feet in a boisterous fountain. As it

subsided again, a hundred or so of the bright-coloured

fish that browse among the submerged coral-groves of

these still lagoons, rose dead or dying to the seething,

boiling surface.

The captain smiled. Instantly the natives set up
T

/ >
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a terrified shout. *' It is even as he said," they cried.

"These gods are his ministers! The white-faced

XyA^ Korong is a very great diety ! He is indeed the

^ true Tu-Kila-Kila. These gods have come for him.

They are very mighty. Thunder and lightning and

waterspouts are theirs. The waves do as they bid.

The sea obeys them. They are liere to take away

our Tu-Kiha-Kihi from our midst. And what will

then become of the island of Boupari ? AVill it not

sink in the waves of the sea and disappear ? Will

not the sun in heaven grow dark, and the moon cease

to shed its benign light on the earth, when Tu-Kila-

Kila the great returns at last to lus own far country ?

"

" That lot '11 do for 'em, I expect," the captain said

clieerily, with a confident smile. " Now forward all,

boys. I fancy we've astonished the natives a trifle."

They rowed on steadily, but cautiously, towards

tlie w^hite bank of sand which formed the usual

landing-place, the captain holding the six-shooter in

readiness all the time, and keeping an eye firmly

fixed on every movement of the savages. But the

warriors in the canoes, thoroughly cowed and over-

awed by this singular exhibition of the strangers'

prowess, paddled on in whispering silence, nearly

abreast of the gig, but at a safe distance, as they

tliought, and eyed the advancing Europeans with

quiet looks of unmixed suspicion.

At last, the adventurous young chief who had

advised killing Felix off-hand on the island, mustered

up courage to paddle his own canoe a little nearer,

and flung his spear madly in the direction of the gig.

It fell short by ten yards. He stood eyeing it angrily.

! M
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But the captain, grimly quiet, raising his Wincliester

to his shoulder vvitliout one second's delay, and
marking his man, fired at tlie young chief as he

stood, still half in the attitude of throwing, on tlic

prow of his canoe, an easy aim for fire-arms. The
ball went clean through the savage's breast, and

then ricocheted three times on the water alar off.

The young chief fell stone dead into the sea like a

log, and sank instantly to the bottom.

It was a critical moment. Tlie captain felt un-

certain whether the natives would close round them

in force or not. It is always dangerous to fire a

sliot at savages. But the Boupari men were too

utterly awed to venture on defence. " Ho was Tu-

Kila-Kila's enemy," they cried, in astonished tones.

"He raised his voice against the very high god.

Therefore, the very high god's friends have smitten

him witli their lightning. Their thunderbolt w^ent

through him, and hit the water beyond. How strong

is their hand ! They can kill from afar. They are

mighty gods. Let no man strive to fight against the

friends of Tu-Kila-Kila."

The sailors rowed on and reached the landing-

place. There, half of them, headed by the captain,

disembarked in good order, with drawn cutlasses,

while the other half remained behind to guard the

gig, under the third officer. The natives also dis-

embarked, a little way off, and, making humble signs

of submission with knee and arm, endeavoured by

pantomime to express the idea of their willingness to

guide the strangers to their friends' quarters.

The captain waved them on with his hand. The
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natives, reassured, led the way, at some distance

ahead, along the paths through the jungle. The

captain had his finger on his six-shooter the wliile

;

every sailor grasped his cutlass, and kept his revolver

ready for action. " I don't half like the look of it,"

tlie captain observed, partly to liimself " Tliey seem

to be leading us into an ambuscade or something.

Keep a sharp look-out against surprise from the

jungle, boys; and if any native shows fight, shoot

him down instantly."

At last, they emerged upon a clear space in the

front, where a great group of savages stood in a

circle with serried spears round a large wattled hut

that occupied the elevated centre of the clearing

For a minute or two, the action of the savages

was uncertain. Half of the defenders turned round

to face the invaders angrily ; the other half stood

irresolute, wdth their spears still held inward, guard-

ing a white line of sand with inflexible devotion.

The warriors who had preceded them from the

shore called aloud to their friends by the temple in

startled tones. The captain and sailors had no idea

what their words meant. But just then, from the

midst of the circle, an English voice cried out in

haste, " Don't fire ! Do nothing rash ! We're safe.

Don't be frightened. The natives are disposed to

parley and palaver. Take care how you act. Tliey're

terribly afraid of you."

Just outside the taboo-line the captain halted.

The grey-headed old chief, who had accompanied his

fellows to the shore, spoke out ^*n Polynesian. " Do
not resist them," he said, "my people. If you do,

I
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you will be blasted by their lightning like a bare

bamboo in a mighty cyclone. They carry thunder

in their hands. They are mighty, mighty gods. The

white-faced Korong spoke no more than the truth.

Let them do as they will with us. We are but their

meat. We are as dust beneath their sole, and as

driven mulberry leaves before the breath of the

tempest."

The defenders hesitated still a little. Then,

suddenly losing heart, they broke rank at last at a

point close by where the captain of the Australasian,

stood, one man after another falling aside slowly

and shamefacedly a pace or two. The captain, un-

hesitatingly, overstepped the white taboo-line. Next

instant, Felix and Muriel were grasping his hand

hard, and M. Peyron was bowing a polite Parisian

reception.

Fortliwith, the sailors crowded round them in a

hollow square. Muriel and Felix, half faint with

relief from their long and anxious suspense, staggered

slowly down the seaward path between them. But

there was no need now for further show of defence.

The islanders, pressing near and flinging away their

weapons, followed the procession close with tears and

lamentations. As they went on, the women, rush-

ing out of their huts while the fugitives passed, tore

their hair on their heads, and beat their breasts in

terror. The warriors who had come from the shore

recounted with their own exaggerative additions che

miracle of the six-shooter and the dynamite cartridge.

Gradually they approached the landing-place on the

beach. There, the third officer sat waiting in the gig
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to receive tliem. The lamentations of the ishindeis

now became positively poignant. " Oh, my father,"

they cried aloud, " my brother, my revered one, you

are indeed the true Tu-Kila-Kihi. Do not go away

like this and dvjsert us ! Oh, our motlier, great

Queen, mighty goddess, stop with us! Take not

away your sun from the heavens, nor your rain from

the crops. "We acknowledge we have sinned ; we have

done very wrong ; but the chief sinner is dead ; the

wrong-doer has paid : spare lis who remain : spare us,

great deity : do not make the bright lights of heaven

become dark over us. Stay with your worshippers,

and we will give you choice young girls to eat every

day ; we will sacrifice the tenderest of our children

to feed you."

It is an awful thing for any race or nation when

its taboos fail all at once and die out entirely. To

the men of Boupari, the Tu-Kila-K}la of the moment

represented both the Moral Order and the regular

sequence of the physical universe. Anarchy and

chaos might rule when he was gone. The sun might

be quenched, and the people run riot. No wonder

they shrank from the fearful consequences that might

next ensue. King and priest, god and religion, all

at one fell blow, were to be taken away from, them

!

Felix turned round on the shore and spoke to

them again. " My people," he said, in a kindly tone

—for after all he pitied them—"you need have no

fear. When I am gone, the sun will still shine and

the trees will still bear fruit every year as formerly.

I will send the messengers I promised from my own
land to teach you. Until they come, I leave you
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this as a great taboo. Tu-Kila-Kila enjoins it. Shed

no human blood ; eat no human flesh. Those who

do will be punished when another fire-canoe comes

from the far land to bring my messengers."

The King of Fire bent low at the words. " Oh,

Tu-Kila-Kila," he said, •' it shall be done as you say.

Till your messengers come, every man shall live at

peace with all his neighbours."

They stepped into the gig. Mali and Toko

followed before M. Peyron as naturally as they had

always followed their masters on the island before.

" Who are these ? " the captain asked, smiling.

" Our Shadows," Felix, answered. " Let them come.

I will pay their passage when I reach San Francisco.

They have been very faithful to us, and they are

afraid to remain lest the islanders should kill them

for letting us go or for not accompanying us."

" Very well," the captain answered. " Forward

all there, boys ! Now, ahead for the ship. And thank

God, we're well out of it !

"

But the islanders still stood on the shore and

wept, stretching their hands in vain after the depart-

ing boat, and crying aloud in piteous tones, " Oh, my
father, return! Oh, my mother, come back! Oh,

very great gods, do not fly and desert us !

"

(A

Seven weeks later, Mr. and Mrs. Felix Thurstan,

who had been married in the cathedral at Honolulu

the very morning the Australasian arrived there,

sat in an eminently respectable drawing-room in a

London square, where Mrs. Ellis, Muriel's aunt by

marriage, was acting as their hostess.
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"But liow drerulful it is to tliiuk, dL\ar," Mi'3

Ellis remarked lor the twentieth time since their

arrival, with a deep-drawn siL;h, "how dreadful to

think that you and Felix should have been all those

months alone on the island together without being

married !

"

Muriel looked up with a quiet smile towards Felix.

"
I. think, Aunt Mary," she said dreanuly, " if you'd

been there yourself, and suffered all those fears, and

passed through all those horrors that we did together,

you'd have troubled your head very little indeed

about such conventionalities as whether or not you

happened to be married. . . . Besides," she added

after a pause, with a fine perception of the inexorable

stringency of Mrs. Grundy's law, " we weren't quite

without chaperons, either, don't you know ; for our

Shadows, of course, were always with us."

Whereat Felix smiled an equally quiet smile.

" And terrible as it all was," he put in, " I shall,

never regret it, because it made Muriel know how
profoundly I loved her, and it made me know how
brave and trustful and pure a woman could be under

such awful conditions."

But Mrs. Ellis sat still in her chair and smiled

uncomfortably. It affected her spirits. Taboos, after

all, are much the same in England as in Boupari.

THE END.

I'RINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SOiNS, LIMITFD, LONDON AND LECCLES.
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Collected by Luowio Bechstein. With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm,
and 98 Illustrations by Richter. Square Bvo, cloth extra. 6».6ii.; gilt edges. 7*. fld.

BEERBOHH.-WANDERINGS IN PATAGONIA: or. Life among the
Ostrich Hunters. By Julius Bebrbohm. With iilusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 8«« 6d.

BESANT (WALTER), NOVELS BY.
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3»* ttd. each ; post 8vo. illust. bds., 3a. each ; cl. limp, 3a. ttd. each.
ALL SOBTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by Fred. Barnard.
THE CAPTAINS' BOOM, &c. With Frontispiece by B. J. Whbblbr.
ALL IN A OABDEN FAIB. With 6 Illustrations by Harry Furniss.
DOBOTHY FOBSTEB. With Frontispiece by Charles Green.
UNCLE JACK, and other Stories. I CHILDBEN OF OIBEON.
THE WOBLD WENT VEBY WELL THEN. With 12 Illustrations by A. Forkstier.
HEBB PAULUS: Plis Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall.

FOB FAITH AND FBEEDOM. With Illustrations by A. Forestier and F. Waddy
TO CALL HEB MINE, &c. With 9 Illustrations by A. Forestibr.
THE BELL OF ST. PAUL'S^

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3it. ttd. each.
ABMOBEL OF LYONESSE : A Romance of To-day. With 12 Iilusts. by P. ..arnard.
THE HOLY BOSS, &c. With Frontispiece by F. Barnard.
BT. KATHEBINE'S BY THE TOWEB. With la full-page Illustrations by C.

Green. Three Vols., crown Bvo.

PIFIY YEABB AGO. With is^'Plates and Woodcuts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, Sm,
THE EULOGY OF BICHABD JEFFEBIES. With Portrait. Cr. Bvo, cl. extra, ttfc
THE ART OF FICTION. DemySvo.la.
U>NDOH. With nearly 100 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 18a. {Preparing.
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BESANT (WALTER) AND JAMES RICE, NOVELS BY.
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., ila. 64. each ; post 8vo, iUust. IkIb., Urn, each; cl. limp, )!. 64. each.

BT OBLIA't ARBOUR.
THB CHAPLAIN OF THB FLEET.
THE SEAMY BIDE.
THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT. &c.
'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'S BAY, Ac.
THE TEN YEARS' TEHART, &c.

READY-MOHBY MORTIBOY.
MY LITTLE OIRL.
WITH HARP AND CROWN.
THIS SON OF VULCAN.
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY.
THE MONKS OF THELEMA.

*4.* There If alio a LIBRARY EDITION of the above Twelve Volumei, handsomely
Mt In new type^ on a large orown 8vo page , and bound In oloth extra . 6i>. eaoh.

BENNETT (W. C, LL.D.), WORKS BY. Post Svo, doth Ump. 'J«. each?

A BALLAD HISTORY OF ENGLAND. | SONGS FOR SAILORS.

BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS.
95 IllustratioDS. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6*.

By Austin Dubson. With

BLACKBURN'S (HENRY) ART HANDBOOKS.
ACADEMY NOTES, separate yea.s, from 1875-188T, 1889, and 1800, each 1«.
ACADEMY NOTES, 1891. With Illustrations. In.
ACADEMY NOTES, 1878 79. Complete in One Vol., with 6oo lllusts. Cloth limp, 6s.
ACADEMY NOTES. 1880 84. Complete in One Vol., with 700 lllusts. Cloth limp. 6«.
GROSVBNOR NOTES, 1877. 64.
OROSYENOR NOTES, separate years, from 1878 *o 1890, each Is.
OROSYENOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82. With 300 lllusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s.
OROSYENOR NOTES. Vol. II., 1883-87. With 300 lllusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp. 6s.
THE NEW GALLERY, 1888-1800. With numerous Illustrations, each Is.
THE NEW GALLERY, 1891. With Illustrations. Is.
ENGLISH PICTURES AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 114 Illustrations. Is.
OLD MASTERS AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 128 Illustrations. Is. 64.
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE TO THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 243 Ulusts. cl., 'dm,

THE PARIS 8 LON, 1801. With Facsimile Sketches. 3s.
THE PARIS SOCIETY OF FINE ARTS, 1101. VVith Sketches. 3s. 64.

BLAKE (WILLIAM) : India-proof EtciiifKs from his Works by Willia*
Bell Scott. With descriptive Text. Folio iuli I ^»<»ards. ills.

BLIND (MATHILDE). I ems >y. Crown 8vo, clot*
THE ASCENT OF MAN.
DRAMAS IN MINIATURE.

6b. each.

Will *rnntisplece by Ford Maik,,, ^row:

BOURNE (H. R. FOX), WORKS BY.
ENGLISH MERCHANTS: Memoirs in Illustration o( the Proar<<s9 of Br<>i«hu»

merce. Wi«h numerom Illustrations. Crown 8vo, clu(/i ^, 'ra, f«
ENGLISH NEVk PAPERS: Hi.; 11 torv ofJourjiaUsm^Two Vob l';T>y

THE OTHER Sii^^E OF THE EMIN PA3HA NfLIBF EXPEDI
cloth extra, 6b.

.c:..!|*s.

BOWERS* (G.) HUNTING SKETCHES. obLong 4to. »
»j(i ^s it eaci,.

OANTERB IH CRAMPSHIRE. | LEAVES FROM A #**TIRTi«0 j'^HnmL.

BOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY.
CHRONICLES OF NO-MAN^S LAND. |

SAYAGE LIFE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64.; post Svo, picture '*»f^i, 9s.

Post Svo, illust. ^^^ boaridi, )|a. vach.
CAMP NOTES.

BRAND'S OBSERVATIONS ON POPULAR ANTIQUITIES , chiefly

illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions With
the Additions of Sir Hkwrv Ellis, and Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7m, #4.

BREWER (REV. DR.), WORKS BY.
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND

STORIES. Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Vs. 64.
A«*rHORB AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES: Being the Appendices to

"The Reader's Handbook," separately printed. Crown Svo, cloth limp, Sis.

A yiCTlONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Ts. 64.

BREWJTER (SIR DAVID), WORKS BY. Post Svo. cl. ex.. 4.."64. each.

MORE WORLDS THAN ONE : Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates.

THE MARTYRS OF SCIENCE : Galileo.Tycho Brake, and Krpleb. With Portrait*.

LETTER* ON NATURAL aAOIO. With numerous Illustrations.

1
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BRET HARTE, WORKS BY.
LIBRARY EDITION, Complete in Six Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6». each.

BRi2T HJIRTE'S COLLECTED WORKS. Arranged and Revised by the Anthoi.
Vol. 1. CoMPLBTB PoBTicAi. AND DRAMATIC WoRKS. With Steel Portrait.

Vol. II. Luck ov Roaring Camp—Bohemian Papers—American Legends, v.

Vol. III. Tales oif the Argonauts—Eastern Sketches.
Vol. IV. Gabriel Conroy.
Vol. V. Stories—Condensed Novels, &c.
Vol. VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope,.

Vol.VII. is in preparation. With a Portrait by John Pettie, R.A.

' paper i

THE QUEEN f!F THE PIRATE ISLE. With 2» oiiiini<l Drawings by Katb
Greenaway, reproduced in Colours by Enw.'NP Evans. Small 4to, cloth, 9s.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. Od. each.
A WAIP OP THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.
A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. With 59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.
A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two Illustrations by Hume Nisbet.
COLONEL STARBOTILE'S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With a

Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard. iPreparing.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, its. each.
GABRIEL CONROT. I THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP, &c.
AN HEIRESS OF RED DOG, &c. __|_CALIFORNIAN STORIES.

Post 8vo, illustrated boarda, JSs. each : cloth limp, 3s. Od. each.
FLIP.

I
MARUJA^

I

^A PHYLLIS OF THE SIERRAS.
Fcap. 8vo. picture cover, Is. each.

_ THE TWINS OF TABLE MOUNTAIN. | JEFF BRIGGS'S LOYE STORY>

BRILLAT-SAVARIN.-GASTRONOMY AS A FINE ART. By Brillat-
Savarin. Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, Jls^

PostBRYDGES.-UNCLE~SAM AT HOME. By Harold Brydges.
^8vo, illustrated boards, ^g. ; cloth limp, ila. 6d.

BUCHANAN'S (ROBERT) WORKSr Crown Svo^ cloth extra, «s. each.

SELECTED POEMS OF RCBJRT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dalziel.
THE EARTHQUAKE ; or, Six Days and a Sabbath.
THE CITY OP DREAM : An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnab.
THE OUTCAST : A Rhyme for the Time. With 15 Illustrations by Rudolf Blind,

Peter Macnab, and Hums Nisbet. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, Ss.

ROBERT BUCHANAN'S COMJPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Por-
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7ti, 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

THE SHADOW OP THE SWORD.
A CHILD OP N\TURE. Frontispiece.
GOD AND THE MAN. With zi Illus-

trations by Fred. Barnard.
THE MARTYRDOM OP MADELINE.
With Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper.

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.
LOVE ME FOR EVER. Frontispiece.

ANNAN WATER. |
FOXGLOVE MANOR.

THE NEW ABELARD.
MATT : A Story of a Caravan. Front.
THE MASTER OF THE MINE. Front.
THE HEIR OF LINNE.

BURTON (CAPTAIN). -THE BOOK OF THE SWORD: Being a
History ot the Sword and its Use in all Countries, from the Earliest Times. By
Richard F. Bu rton. With over 400 Illustrations. Square 8vo. cloth extra. 33s.

BURTON (ROBERT).
THE ANATOMY OP MELANCHOLY: A New Edition, with translations of the

Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Od.
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED Being an Abridgment, for pcpular nse, of Burton's

Anatomy OF Melancholy. Post 8vo, cloth limp, tis. ttd .

TAINE (T. HALL); NOVELSTBY. crown Svo, clotb extra, 3s. 6d. each
post ovo, illustrated boards, Urn, each ; cloth limp, 3h. 6d. each.

SHADOW OP AJ!RIME. J_ A SON OP HAOAR. | THE DEEMSTER.
CAMERON (CdMMANJ5ER).-tHE CRUISE OF THE "BLACK

PRINCE" PRIYATEER. By V. Lovett Cameron, R.N., C.B. With Two Illustra-

tions^y P. Macnab. Crown Svo, cloth extra, S»» ; post Svo. illustrated boards, 98.

CAMEMN'(MSS:H.lLDVEfT)71IdVELS3Y:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3«. Od. each : post Svo, illustrated boards, 9», each.

JUUET'S GUARDIAN. V DECEIVERS EVER.
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CARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life
by R. H. Shepherd, and Three Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, Is. Od.

THE CORRESPONDENCE OF THOMAS CARLYLE AND RALPH WALDO
EMERSON, 1834 to 1872. Edited bv Charles Eliot Norto.n. With Portraits.
Two Vols., crowu 8vo. cloth extra, ii4ji.

CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF. By Mrs. Alexander Irela.nd.
With Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo. cloth extra, Tw. 6d.

CHAPMAN'S (GEORGE) WORKS. Vol. 1. contains the Plays complete,
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., the Poems and Minor Translations, with an
Introductory Essay by Algernon Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., the Translations
of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, <l«. each.

CHATTO AND JACKSON.-A TREATISE ON WOOD ENGRAVING.
Historical and Practical. By William Andrew Chatto and John Jackson. With
an Additional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn, and 450 tine Illusts. Large 4to. hf. -bd. , 88g»

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis.
With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Small 4to, cloth extra, 6«.

CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. By Mrs. H. K. Haweis. Demy Svo. cloth limp. Qm, Od.

CLARE.-FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS: A Tale of Tynedale. By
Austin Clark. Post 8vo, picture boards, gs. ; cloth limp, ftm, Od.

CLIVE (MRS. ARCHER), NOVELS BY, Post Svo, illust. boards, Ss. each.
PAUL FERROLL. | WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIPE.

CLODD.-MYTHS AND DREAMS. By Edward
Second Edition. Revised. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Clodd, F.R.A.S.

COBBAN.— THE CURE OF SOULS: A Story.
Cobban. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 38.

By J. Maclaren

COLEMAN (JOHN), WORKS BY.
PLAYERS AND PLAYWRIGHTS I HAVE KNOWN. Two Vols, Svo, cloth, 34s.
CURLY; An Actor's Story. With ai Illusts. by J. C. Dollman. Cr. Svo.cl . , Is. fld.

COLLINS (C. ALLSTON).-THE BAR SINISTER. Post 8vo, 2s.

COLLINS (MORilMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards. 3s. each.

SWEET ANNE PAGE. IFROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. I TRANSMIGRATION.
BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR. | YOU PLAY ME FALSE. | VILLAGE COMEDY.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.
A FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. | SWEET AND TWENTY, j FRANCES.

COLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY.
Cr. Svo. cl. ex., 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo. illust. bds., 3n. each; c1 limp, 38. €d. each.
ANTONINA. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.
BASIL. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoney.
HIDE aND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and J. Mahoket.
AFTER DARK. With Illustrations by A. B. Houghton.
THE DEAD SECRET. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R..\.

QUEEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir John Gilbert, R.A.
THE WOMAN IN WHITE. With Illusts. by Sir J. Gilbert, R. A., and F. A. Eraser
MO NAME. With Illustrations by Sir J. E. Millais, R.A., and tx. W. Cooper.
MY MISCELLANIES. With a Steel-plate Portrait of W1LKI& Collins.
ARMADALE. With lUustraiions by G. H. Thomas.
THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Eraser.
MAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by William Small.
POOR MISS FINCH. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Edward Hughes.
MISS OR MRS.? With Illusts. by S. L. Fildbs, R.A., and Hen3:y Woods, A.R.A.
THE NEW MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C. S. Reinhardt.
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney.
THE LAW AND THE LADY. Illusts. by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and Sydney Hall.
THE TWO DESTINIES.

Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins.THE HAUNTED HOTEL.
THE FALLEN LEAVES.
JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER.
THE BLACK BOBE.

HEART AND SCIENCE.
"I SAY NO."
A ROGUE'S LIFE.

BLIND LOVE. With Preface by Walter Besant, and

COLEHNS (JOHN CHURTON, M.A.), BOOKS BY.
ILLUSTRATIONS OF TENNYSON. Crown Svo, cloth rxtra, «s.
h MONOGRAPH ON DEAN SWIFT. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss^

THE EVIL GENIUS,
LITTLE NOVELS.
THE LEGACY OF CAIN
Illusts. by A. Fore itier.

TShortly
iShortly
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COLMAN'S HUMOROUS WORKS: "Broad Grins," "My Nightgown
and Slippers," and other Humorous Works of Geokgb Colman. With Lite by
G. B. BucKSTONE, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 8vo . cloth extra, 7»» 6g«

COLQUHOUNT^EVERY inch a soldier : A Novel. By M. J.
CoLQUHOUN. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, *2m,

C0NVALWCENT~C60KERY : A Family Handbook. By Catherine
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; clo*h limp . Ib. 6d.

cWway"(monWre d.), works by.
DEMOMOLOOY AMD DEVIL-LORE. With 65 Illustrations. Third Edition. Two

Vols., demy 8vo. cloth extra, itSs.
A KECKLACE OF STORIES. 25 Illusts. by W. J. HENNitssv. Sq. 8vo, cloth, Gs.
PINE AND PALM: A Novel. Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, l;jlii.

OEOROE WASHINGTON'S RULES OF CIVILITY Traced to their Sources and
Restored. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 38. ftd.

COOK (~DUTTON)rN BY.
PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 38. 6d.

; post 8vo, illust. boards, 3s.
LEO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards , ga.

CORNWALL-POPULAR ROMANCES OF~fHE WEST OF ENG-
LAND ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected
by Robert Hjjnt, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by Geo.Cruikshank. C r. 8vo. cl., 78. Od.

COTES.-TWO GIRLS ON A BARQE. ~By VT Cecil Cotes. With
44 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3w. Od.

CRADDOCK.-THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT~SMOKY MOUN-
TAINS. By Charles Egbkrt Craodock. Post 8vo, illust. bds., ita. ; cl. lim p, 38. 6d.

CRinKSHANK*S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete~in Two~Sef^es1
The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering oi
the Best Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett,
Robert Brough, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by Cruik-
shank, Hine, Lanoells, &c. Two Vols , crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 78. Od. each.

1HE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Blanchard Jerrolo. With 84
Illustrations and a Bibliography. Ciown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. Od.

CUMmNG (C. F. GORDOi^^^^^
IN THE HEBRIDES. With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations.

IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 Illustrations.

VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. With Photogravure Froutis. Deniy_8vo, cl., 78. tfd.

CUSSANS.-A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with' instnicti^Hno?
Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. With
408 Woodcuts, Two Coloured and Two Plain Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.

CYPLE"S(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr.Svo, cl ,3s. 6d.; post87o,bds..29^

nANIEL.-MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. BTcib^E
*^ Danie l. Wit h Illustrations by Robert Cruikshawk. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 38. Od.
DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port SalvatlorK By Alphonse

Daudkt. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 38^Od.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

SAVENANT.-HINtS FOR PARE¥TS'OirT'HrCHOrCE OF A 1^^
FESSION FOR THEIR SONS. By^ Davknant, M.A. Post 8vo. Is.; cl.. Is. Od.

DAVIES (DR. N. ErYORKE-), WORKS BY.
~

Crown 8VO, Is. each; cloth limp. Is. Od. each.
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS.
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its C'.iiG.

AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown 8vo. 38. ; cloth limp. 3s. Od.
DAVIES' (SIR JOHN)"CdMPLETE POETICAL WORKS;~nrchidSii

Psalms I. to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Unpublished MSS., for the first time
Collected and Edited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. B.
Grosart, P.p. Two Vols., crown 8vo. cloth boards. 138.

DAWSON .—THE"1*0UNTA1N "OFTOUTH : A Novel of Adventure.
By Erasmus Dawson, M.B. Edited by Paul Devon. With Two Illustrations bv
Hume Nisbbt. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. Od, "
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t)E GUERIN.-THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited
by G, S. Trehutien. With a Memoir by Sainte-Bhuve. Translated from the
goth French Edition by Jessie P. Frothingham. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound. *2u, Od.

DE MAISTRE.-A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier de
_ Maistrb. Translated by Hknry Attwell. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ^tx. Od.

^

DE MILLE.-A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James De Mille. With a
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Hn, Od.; post 8vo. illustrated boards, It*.

DERBY (THE).-THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF : A Chronicle
of the Race for The Derby, from Diomed to Donovan. With Notes on the Win-
ning Horses, the Men who trained them, Jockeys vrho rode them, and Gentlemen to
whom thi^y belonged ; also Notices of the Betting and Betting Men of the period, and
Brief Accounts ofTHE Oaks. By Louis Henry Curzon. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ow»

DERWENT (LEITH), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo,cl.,»s.Od. ea., post 8vo,bds.,»«.e*.
OUR LADY OF TEARS.

L. CIRCE'S LOVERS.
.

Post Svo. illustrated boards, ria. each.
HICHOLAB NICKLEBY.
OLIVER TWIST.

THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography.
Edited by Richard Herne Shepherd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 0«i.—Also a
Smaller Edition, in the Mavf'iir Library, post Svo, cloth limp, Ss. Od.

ABOUT EHGLAND WITH DICKENS. By Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations
by C. A. Vandhrhoof, Alfred Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo. cloth extra, 7m. Od*

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY
SKETCHES BY BOZ. | I
THE PICKWICK PAPERS.

DICTIONARIES.
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev

E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, yg. Od.
THE READER'S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND

STORIES. By the Rev. £. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an English Bibliography
Fifteenth Thousand. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7«. Od.

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr. Svo, (iloth limp. 3s.
FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana-

tory Notes. By Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. Od.
SLANG DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., Os. Od.
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F. Hays. Cr.Svo.cl., 3s.
WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-

the-Way Matters. By Emkzer Edwards. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7s. Od.

DIDEROT.-THE PARADOX OF ACTING. lYanslated, with Annota-
tions, from Diderot's " Le ParadoxesurleConiddien," by Walter Herkies Pollock.
With a Preface by Henry Irving. Crown Svo. parchment, 4«. Od. ^

^BSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY.
THOMAS BEWICK ft HIS PUPILS. With 95 Illustrations. Square Svo, cloth, Os.
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN: Mademoiselle de Corday; Madame Roland; Thb

Princess de Lambai.lb ; Madame de Genlis. Fcap. Svo, hf.-roxburghe,ils« Odt

6OBSON (W. T.), WORKS BY. Post Svo. cloth limp, 3s. Od. each.
LITERARY FRIVOLITIES, FANCIES, FOLLIES, AND FROLICS.
POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICITIES.

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.
Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ils. each; cloth limp. 3s. Od. each,

THE MAN-HUNTER. I TRACKED AND TAKEN,
CAUGHT AT LAST! I WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN?

A DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPHS.
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER.

post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s.
With 23 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, Os. ;

DOYLE (A. CONAN, Author of •• Micah Clarke "), NOVELS BY.
THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. Crown Svo. cloth extra, Os.
STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan Doyle, Percy Fitzgerald, Florence

Marryat, &c. Cr. Svo. cl. ex., Eight III jsts.. Os. ; post Svo, illust. bds., 3s.

DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. with vignette Portraits. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., Os. per Vol.
BEN JONSON'B WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-

graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. Edited by Col. Cunningham. IhreeVols.
CHAPMAN'S WORKS. Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays

complete; Vol. II., Poems and Minor Tranclations, with an Introductory Essay,
by A. C. Swinburne ; Vol. III., Translations ot the Iliad and Odyssey.

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Edited, with Notes, by Col. Cunningham. One Voi.
MABSINOER'S PLAYS. From Gifford's Text. Edit.by CoI.Cunninoham. One Vol.
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FITZGERALD (PERCY, M. A., F.S.A.), WORKS BY.
THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, .'Is. 6d.
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo, cl., i|i«. 04.
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Cr.4to. In.
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3g. Oil. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, i|».

Post 8vo, illastrpted boards, tia. each.
BELLA DONNA. I LADY OF BRANTOME. I THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON.
POLLY.

I
NEVER FORGOTTEN. I SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET.

LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinlecki7 With an Account of bis Sayings,
Doings, and Writings ; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, {>4a.

iFLAHMARION.—URANIA : A Romance. By Camille FlammarionT
Translated by Augcsta Rice Stetson. With 90 Illustrations by Ds Bielbr,
Myrbach, and Gambard. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tin*

FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS : Christ's Victorie
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor

_ Poems. W ith Notes by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo. c loth boards, tt».

FLUDYER (HARRY) AT CAMBRIDGE : A Series of F^^SHI^ Letters.
Post Svo, picture cover. Iw. ; cloth limp, la. 0«1.

FONBLANQUE (ALBANY).-FILTHY LUCRE. PostSvo. illust. bds., 2s.

FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3». 6«1. each: post Svo, illustrated boards, iln. each.
ONE BY ONE. I QUEEN COPHETUA. | A REAL QUEEN. | KINO OR KNAVE?
OLYMPIA. Post Svo. illust. bds., an. | ESTHER'S GLOVE. Fcap. Svo, pict. cover. Is.
ROMANCES OF THE LAW. Crown 8vo. cloth. Om. ; post Svo. illust. boards, a*.

FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY.
SETH'S BROTHER'S WIFE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, Sm.
THE LAWTON GIRL. With Frontispiece by F. Barnard. Cr. Svo, cloth ex., Oi». %

post Svo, illustrated boards, 98.

FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF.
Three Vols., demy Svo, cloth boards, 7m. 6d. each.

By Henry Van Laun.

FRENZENY.-FIFTY YEARS ON THE TRAIL: Adventures of John
Y. Nelson, Scout, Guide, and Interpreter. By Harrington O'Reilly. With ico
Illustrations by Paul Frenzen y. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3n . Hth

FRERE.—PANDURANG KARI ; or, Memoirs ofaHindoo. With Pre-
face by Sir Bartle Frere. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3«. Od. ; post Svo, illust. bds.. a*.

FRISWELL(HAIN).-ONEOFTWO: ANovel. Post 8vo, illust. bds, q*.

FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. crown Svo. doth extra, 3». 6d. each.
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES.

I LIVES OF THE CONJURERS.
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.
Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Edited
by John Lane. Published Annually. Crown Svo, cloth, la. 6d.

HARDENING BOOKS. Post Svo. is. eaoh ; cloth limp, Is. Od. each.^ A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: Practical Advice as to the
Management of the Flower, Fruit, an'^ Frame Garden. By George Glenny.

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN : Plants, ar.d How we Cook Them. By Tom Jerrold.
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. Ry Tom and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID^IHE RENT. By Tom Jerrold.

MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. By Francis G. Heath.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, gilt edges, 6g.

GARRETT.—THE CAPEL GIRLS : A Novel. By Edward Garrett.
Crown Svo, cloth extra. S** Od.; post Svo, illustrated boards, its.

GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE, THE. Is. Monthly. Tn addition to the
Articles upon subjects in Literature, Science, and Art, tor which this M??axine has
so high a reputation, "TABLE TALK" by Sylvanus Urban appears monthly.
*»* Hound Volumes for recen t yean heht nt Uock, 8s. Od. each Ca^es for binding, t>s,

GENTLEMAN^S ANNUALTTHE. Published Annually in November, u.
The iSgt Annual is written by T. W. Speight. Author of "The Mysteries of Heroq

Pjlte,"afldi8entitle4 8ACKTQIiIF5,
'
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GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Grimm
and Translated by Edgar Taylor. With introduction by John Ruskin, and 33 Steel
Platea by Georgb Cruikshank. Square 8vo. cloth, 6i». 6d.; gilt edges, I'm. Od*

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown Hvo, cloth extra, 3a. ttd. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, tl*. each.

ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM.
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST.
THE GOLDEN SHAFT.

OF HIGH DEGREE.
IN HONOUR BOUND.

THE DEAD HEART.
FOR LACK OF GOLD.
WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAT?
FOR THE KING.
QUEEN Olr THE MEADOW.
IN PASTURES GREEN.

Post 8vo, illusirated boards, ila. each.
IN LOVE AND WAR.
A HEART'S PROBLEM.
BT MEAD AND STREAM.
THE BRAES OF YARROW.
FANCY FREE. | A HARD KNOT.
HEART'S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY.

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).-SENTENCED I Cr. 8vo. Is. ; cl., Is. 6d.

GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY.
)TS.DR. AUSTIN'S GUESi

THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 3s. each.
JAMES DUKE, COSTERHONGER.

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. In Two Series, each
complete in itself, price flm, ttd. each.
The First Series contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea

—

Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The Second Sbriks: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Pan'l

Druce—Tom Cobb—H. M.S. " Pinafore '—The Sorcerer- Pirates of Penzance.

EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. Gilbert. Containing:
The Sorcerer—H.M.S. "Pinafore"—Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience—

^

Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 9«. 6d.
THE "GILBERT AND SULLIVAN" BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every

Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. Gilbert set to Music by Sir A.
Sullivan. Compiled by Alex. Watson. Royal i6mo. Jap, leather, Q», Od.

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY.
THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love, Battle and Adventure. With 2 Illusts. by

Hume Nisbet. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, Ss. Od.
THE FOSSICKER. With Frontispiece and Vignette by Hume Nisbet. Crown 8vo,

' cloth extra, 3g. Od.

GLENNY.-A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE:
Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Gardeg. By George Glenwv. Post Svo, la.; cloth limp, la. 6d.

GODWIN.-LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By William God-
wiw. Post Svo. cloth limp, fim,

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE : An Encyclopedia of
Quotations. Edited by Theodore Taylor. Crown Svo. cloth gilt, 7a. ttd.

G0WIN6:=FIVE THOUSAND MILES IN A SLEDGE : A Midwinter
Tourney Across Siberia. By Lionel F. Gowing. With 30 Illustrations by C. J,
Uren, and a Map by E. Weller. Large crown Svo. cloth extra, W».

GRAHAM.— THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE: A S^ory. By Leonard
Graham. Fcap. Svo

,
picture cover, Im.

GREEfTS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from
Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. F.ueffer.
With 545 Illustrations. Large crown Svo, cloth extra, y*. 6d. .

GREENWOOD (JAMES), WORKS BY. Cr. Svo. cloth extra, »». «d. each.
THE WILDS OF LOHDON. | LOW-LIFE DEEPS.

GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY:
NIKANOR. 1 ranslated by Eliza E. Chase. With 8 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, tta.
A MOBLE WOMAN. Translated by Albert D. Vanoam. Crown Svo, cloth extia, Sa. ;

post Svo. illustrated boards, {la.

UABBERTON (JOHN, Author of "Helen's Babies"), NOVELS BVT"** Post Svo, illustrated boards Jia. e
BRUBTON'S BAYOU.

each ; cloth limp, *Zm. 6d. each.

J COUNTRY LUCK,
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HAIR, THE : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. J. PiNcus. Crown 8vo. Is.; cloth limp, Is. ttd.

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. cr. svo.ci. ex^«..each.
MEW SYMBOLS. | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW. | THE SERPihRT PLAY.
MAIDEH ECSTASY. Small 4to.'cioth extra, 8s.

HALL.-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S. C. Hall.
With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisr, Gilbert, Harvey, and

„ Ge"""' Cruikshank. Medium 8vo. cloth extra, 7«. 6d.

HALLIDAY (ANDRT)^^EVERY-DAY~P>^MSTnP^^^ 2a,

HANbWMtlNG"tHE PHlLdSOPHY OP.' With over lOo Facsimiles
and Explanatory Text. By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post 8vo. cloth limp, J*, fld .

HANKY-PANKY : A Collection of Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. &c. Edited by W. H. Cremer. With aoo
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4m. ttd.

SACRIFICE. ByHARDY (LADY DUFFUS). - PAUL WYNTER*
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qm,

HARDY (THOMAS). -UNDER THE GREENWOOD^^TREE By
Thomas Hardy, Author of " Far from the Madding Crowd." PostSvo, illust. bds., 9s.

HARWOOD.-THE TENTH EARL.
8vo, illustrated boards, ils.

By J. Berwick Harwood. Post

HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and gt Illustrations.

THE ART OF DECORATIOH. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations.

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREH. With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts.

THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. ttd.
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, as. ttd.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M.A.). -AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Washington
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, James Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward,
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth ex tra, tts.

HAWLEY SMART.-WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. B^
Hawley Smart. Grown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. ttd.

HAWTHORN^.—OUR OLD HOME. By Nathaniel Hawthorne.
Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31
Photogravures. Two Vols., crown Svo. buckram, gilt top, 15s.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. ttd. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.

GARTH. I
ELLICE QUENTIN. | BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST.

SEBASTIAN STROME. DAVID POINDEXTER.
FORTUNE'S FOOL. I THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA.

MISS CADOONA.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, Hm, each.

.
l.jyJX?-?'^ * NAME.

Fcap. Svo, illustrated cover, Is.MRS. GAINSBOROUGH'S DIAMONDS.
A DREAM AND A FORGETTING. Po»t Svo, cloth limp, Is. ttd

HAYS.—WOMEN OF THE DAY : A Biographical Dictionary of Notable
Contemporaries. By Frances Hay s. Crryy v Svo. cloth extra, .is.

HEATH.-MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE.
By Francis George Heath. Crown Svo, cloth ex tra, gilt edges, tts.

HELPsTsiirxRTiroR)rivoRKS by:
ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 3s. ttd. each.
SOCIAL PRESSURE.

IVAN DB BIRON ; A Novel. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, •»'»- ttd. ; post Svo, illnst. bds.. gs.

HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE: a Novel. B> Isaac Henderson.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3s. ttd.

HERMAN.-A LEADING LADY. By Henry Herman, joint-Author

oC ** The Bishops' Bible." Post Svo, cloth extra, ils. ttd.
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tlERRICK'S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND
COMPLETE OOLLECTED P0E1I8. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the
Rev. A. B. Grosart. P.P. ; Steel Portrait, &c. Three Volg.. crown 8vo. cl. bda., 18».

HERTZKA.—FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr. Theodor
K«RTZK». Translated by Arthur Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6«»

HESSE-WARTEGO.—TUNIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier
Erwsx vow Hkssb-Wartbqo. With aa Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3«i» fld»

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY.
TJLVERH AHECDOTEB AMD 8AYINGB: Including the Origin of Si^s, and

Reminiscences connected with Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. With Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3** 0<i>

THE LIFE AHD ADYEMTUREB OF A CHEAP JACK. By One of the Fra.
TERWiTY. Edited by Charles Hindlby. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3w. ltd.

HOEY.—THE LOVER'S CREED. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, i|«.

HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).-NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, Is.

HOLMES.-THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE
PREBERVATIOM : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers and Singers. By
GoRDow HoLMBfl, M.P. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 1». ; cloth. In. Od.

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL). WORKS BY.
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. Illustrated by J. Gordon

Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9*. Od.—Another Edition, in smaller type, with
an Introduction by G. A. Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, $).

THE PROFEBSOR AT THE BREAKFABT-TABLE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, gn.

HOOD'S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life
of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Tn. Od.

HOOD'B WHIMB AND OODITIEB. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, printed on
laid paper and half-bound, 9m»

HOOD (TOM).-FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A
Noah'sArkaeological Narrative. By Tom Hood. With as Illustrations by W. Brunton
and E. C. Barnes. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 0».

HOOK'S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS; including his
Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Lite of the Author,
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7-* Od.

HOOPER.-THE HOUSE OF RABY : A Novel.
Hooper. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, tim.

By Mrs. George

HOPKINS.-" 'TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:" A Novel. By Tighe
Hopkins. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. il»»

HORNE. — ORION: An Epic Poem. By Richard Hengist Hornb.
With Photographic Portrait by Summers. Tenth Edition. Cr.Bvo. cloth extra. t»»

HORSE (THE) AND HIS RIDER : An Anecdotic Medley. By " Thor-
manby." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Oa.

HUNT.—ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A Tale for a Chimney Corner,
and other Pieces. Edited, with an Introduction, by Edmund Ollier. Post 8vo,
printed on laid paper and half-bd., Qu. Also in sm. sq. 8vo. cl. ^xtra. at same price.

HUNT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. Od. each; post 8vo. illustrated hoards. 3s. each.
THE LEADER CABKET. | BELF-COMDEMHED. | THAT OTHER PERSON.
THORWICROFT'B MODEL. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, gig.

HYDROPHOBIA : An Account of M. Pasteur's System. Containing
a Trauslation of all his Communications on the Subject, the Technique of his
Method, and Statistics. By Renaud Suzor. M.B. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Os.

1NGEL0W (JEAN).-FATED TO BE FREE. With 24 Illustrations
by G. J. PiNWELL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 3ii. Od.; post 8vo. illustrated boards, a«.

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of Them. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

»l ,i".
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IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by
A. Pkrcbval Gravbs. Poat 8vo. cloth limp. 9m, Od.

JAMES.-A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN'S HOUNDS.' By Charles
James . Post 8vo, picture cover, le. ; cloih limp, 1m, Od.

j ^

JANVIER.-PRACTICALkYRAMICS FOR STUDENTS. BylcrrHERiN*
A. Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Om.

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY.
THE DARK COLLEBH.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ije. each.

THE QUEEN OF CONNAUOHT.

Cr, Svo, cl.. Oe.

In.

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post Svo. doth limp. 4m. «d. each.

NATURE NEAR LONDON. | THE LIFE OF^THE FIELDS.] THE OPEN AIR.

THE EULOGY CF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By Walter Besant. Second Edi-
tion. With a FhotoRraph Portrait. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 0».

JENNINOS (H. J.), WORKS BY.
CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post Svo, cloth limp, i)a. 6d.
LORD TENNYSON ; A Biographica l Sketch. With a Photonraph.

JEROME.— STAGELAND: Curious Habits and Customs of its

habitants. By Jerome K. Jerome. With 64 Illustrations by J. Bernard Partridge.
Sixteen th Thousand. Fcap. 410, cloth extra, 3«. Od^

JERROLD:=THE^M¥lFs^HArR ; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS^
_ By Douglas Jerrolp. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and halt-bound, ijw.

JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,le. each; cloth limp, le. Od. each.

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT.
HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated.

OUR KITCHEN GARDEN; The Plants we Grow, and How we CookJThem^

JESSE.-SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By
Edward Jesse. Post Svo, cloth limp, i)e.

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. Cr.Svo. d. extra, 7e. Od. each.

FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300
Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged.

CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Including the Sea and Seamen. Miners,
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals,
Birds, Ekks, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece.

CROWNS AND CORONATIONS; A History of Regalia. With loo Illustrations.
_^

JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Expianalory
and a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunninq.
HAM. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 0». each

.

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE W0RKS~0F; Translated by WnisTOir
Containing " The Antiquities of the Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." With 5a
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols., demy Svo. half»bound. lili*. Od.

ITEMPT.—PENCIL AND PALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artists. By
Robert Kempt. Post Svo, cloth limp, a*. Od.

KERSHAW. - COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humorous
Sketches. By Mark Kershaw. Post Svo, illustrated boards, ^m.; cloth, 9«. Od.

KEYSER.-CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel.
Crown Svo, picture cover, le. ; cloth limp, le. Od.

By Arthur Kevser.

KING (R. ASHE), NOVELS BY. Cr. Svo. cl., 3«. Od. ea.
;
post Svo, bds.. 9e. ea.

A DRAWN GAME. X "THE WEARING OF THE GREEN."
PASSION'S SLAVE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 9e.
BELL BARRY. 2 vols., crown Svo.

^^

KINGSLEY (HENRY), NOVELS BY.
OAK8H0T7 CASTLE. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 3e.

_ WUttBgR SEVENTEEN. Crown Svo, cloth extra. »». Od.
KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century,

edited, with an Introduction, by the Marquess of Lorne, K.T. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., Oe*

/
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KNIGHT. -THE PATIENrS VADE HECUU; How to G«t Most
Benefit from Medical Advice. By William Knioht, M.ELC.S., aad Buward
KwiQHT. L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 1»«| cloth limp, la. 04.

*S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse.
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. ^sh.^phbrd. With Two Portraits
and Facsimile of a page of the " Essay on Roast Pig.*' Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7m. Od*

THB ESSAYS OF BLIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hall-bound, 4».
LITTLE BSSAYSt Sketches and Characters bv Charles Lamb, selected from his

Letters by Pbrcy Fitzoeralp. Post 8vo, cloth limp. {>. Od .

LANDOR.-CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS-
PEARE, &c., before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching neer-stcaling, loth September, 1383
To which is added, A COMFBRBMOB OF MASTER EDMUND BPENSBR with tb'<

Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1395. By Walter Savaoe Lanoor.
Fcap. 8vo, haK-Roxburgne, tjw. 6d.

LANE.-THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in
England THE ARABIAM MIGHTS' BMTERTA1HMEHT8. Translated from the
Arabic, with Notes, by Edward William Lanb. Illustrated by many hundred
Engravings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by Edward Stanley Pools. With a
Preface by Stanley Lane-Poolb. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, Vm, 6J»each.

Lakdkr.
[Shortly.

LARDER.-A MNMLK'^ :iiLHi:t,hK,c.
Three Vols. Crown 8vo.

A iNovel. By A.

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY.
THE STORY OF THB LOHDOR PARKS. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo. cl. extra. .'Ii«. 6<l.

AIIECD0TB8 OF THE CLBROY: The Antiquities, Humours, and Eccentricities of
the Cloth. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, *^m.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9*. 6«i. each.
FORBWSIC AWECDOTES.

|
THEATRICAL AWECDOTES.

CEIGH (HENRY S.). WORKS BY:
"

CAROLS OF COCKAYilE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, Sa*
JEUX D'ESPRIT. Edited bv Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9*. Od.

LEYS (JOHN).-THE LINDSAYS ; A Romance. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Life fN London ; or, The History of Jkrry Hawthorn and Cor-
inthian Tom. With Cruikshank's Coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
y*. Od. [New Edition preparing.

LINSKILL.-IN EXCHANGE FOR
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ilct.

A SOUL. By Mary Linskill.

LINTON (E. LYNNX WORKS BY.
WITCH STORIES.

I

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3a. 6d. each.
OURSELVES: Essays on Women.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3a.each.

80WIR0 THE WIRD.
PATRICIA KEMBALL.
ATOHEMENT OF LEAM DUHDAS.
THE WORLD WELL LOST.

UNDER WHICH LORD?
"MY LOVEi"

I
lOME.

PASTOR CAREW, Millionaire * Miser.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 4«. each.

_ THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. | WITH A SILKEN THREAD.
LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustrations

on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7»» 6d.

LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE : A Novel. By Henry W. Lucy. Crowii
8vo, cloth extra, 3». Od. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, Hm,

LUSIAD (THE) OF CAMOENS. Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by Robert Ffrench Dufp. With 14 Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth hoards. 18«.

JJACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY. i-
TERESA ITASCA, and other Stories. Crown 8vo, bound in canvas, 3a. M.
BROKEN WINOS. With 6 Illusts. by W. J. Hknnkssy. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6a.

IIACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY.
MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET. Second Edition. Crown Svo, cl. extra. S».
BDNOR WHITLOCK. Crowa Svo, cloth-extra, Oa.

^
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HeCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.), WORKS BY.
A HISTORY or OUR OWN TIMES, from the Acceasion of Queen Victoria to the

General Election of iSiio. Four Vola. demy 8vo, cloth extra, t*^m, .;ach.—AIm
a Popvlkh Edition, in Four Volt., crown 8vo, clotli extra, IliN cch.—And a
luBiLKB Edition, with an Appendix of Events to the end ot 1886, in Two Volt.,
laree crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. lid. each.

Jl SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWM TIMES. One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra. «•.
—Also a Chkap Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, )J«. <ld.

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR OBOROBBi Four Volt, demy Svo. cloth extra.
liia. each. [Vols. I. & II. rtttdy

Crown Svo, cloth extra, :!. 4ld. each

:

THE WATBRDALE REIOHBOURS.
post 8vo, illustrated boards. Sla. each.

MISS MISARTHROPB.
DOMNA QUIXOTE.
THE COHET OF A SEASON.
MAID OF ATHENS.
OAMIOLAt A Girl with a Fortune.

MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER.
A FAIR SAXON.
LINLEY ROCHFORD.
DEAR LADY DISDAIN.
•«THB RIGHT HONOURABLE." By jJstin McCarthv. M.P.,and Mr8.CAMi>iii:LL>

Pkaed. Fourth Edition. Crown fivo, cloth extra. On.

MCCARTHY (JUSTIN H.. M.P.), WORKS BY.
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., Svo, lt|«. each. [Vols. I. & II. ready.
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown Svo, la. : cloth, la. Md.
IRELAND SINCE THE UNION ! Irish History, 179S-1886. Crown Svo, cloth, Om.
BNOLAHD UNDER OLADSTONE, 18IW-88. Crown Svo. cloth extra. Oa.
HAFIZ IN LONDON : Poeuis. binall Svo. gold cloth, '3*, lid.
HARLEQUINADE: Poems. Small 410, Japanese vellum, 8l.

OUR SENSATION NOVEL. Crown Svo, picture cover, la. ; ctoth limp, la lid.
DOOM 1 An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, la.
DOLLY : A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover, la. ; cloth limp, la. ttd.
LILY LASS; A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, la. < cloth limp, la. II<1.

HACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY.
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAOINATION. Ten V(

Vol.

Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, in cloth
case, tlla. Or the Vols, may be had separately, in grolier cl., at Ija. ttd. each.
I. Within and Without.—the Hidden Life.

II. The Disciple.—The Gospel Women.—Book of Sonnets.—Organ Sonos.
N III. Violin Songs.—Songs of thb Days and Nights.-A Book of Dreams.—

Roadside Poems.—Poems for Children.
„ IV. Parables.—Ballads.—Scotch Songs.
„ V. & VI. Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. The Portent.
„VIIl. The Light Princess.—The Giant's Heart.-Shadows.
„ IX. Cross Purposes.—The Golden Kev.—The Cara.sovn.—Little Daylight.
„ X. The Cruel Painter.—The Wow o' Rivven.—The Castle.—Thb Broken

Swords.—Thb Gray Wolf.—Uncle Cornelius.

THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF DR. GEORGE MACDONALD. Col-
lected and arranged by the Author. Crown Svo, buckram, tt."*. IShorlly.

MACD()NELL.—QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. By Agnes Macdonbll.
Crown Svo. cloth extra, iin. Wd. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ^e.

MACGREGOR. - PASTIMES~AND PLAYERS : Notes on Popiiiar
Gumes. By Robert Macgregow. Pos t Svo . cloth limp, 8a. ttd. _

MA(3iCAY.-INfEW:UDESAND UNDERTONES ; or, Music at Twilight.
By Charles Mackay. LL.D. Crown Svo, cloth extra, tta.

MAdLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER-
ARY CHARACTERS: 8S PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical,

Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature ofthe former half of

the Present Century, by William Bates, B.A. Crown Svo. cloth extra. t». ttd. J
MACQUOID (MRS.), WORKS BY. Square Svo, cloth extra, ta. «d. each.

IN THE ARDENNES. With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. Wxtb

34 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations byT. R. Macquoid, and a. Map.
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map.
ABOUT YORKSHIRE. Witb^ illustrations by T. R. Macquoid.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, tia. each.

TSB BVI& «YE, m^ other Stories, | LOST R0S6.
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MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management : including full Practical
Directions (or producing the LimeliKi>t, piakinx OxyKen Gas, utd preparing Lantern
Slid«g. By T. C Hkpwowth. Wi th io i l l iintratimu Cr. 8vo. 1». f cloth. lii^O«l«

MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Cups and Ba'Ss,

Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiets, &c. Ail from actual Experience. Edited by W. H.
Crbmbr. Withaw) Iliustrationw. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4"t 0«i«

_

MAGNA CHARTA : An Exact Facsimile of the OriRinal in the British
Museum, s feet by a teet, with Arms and Seals eniblntoned in Cjold and Colours, 3««

MALLOCK (W. H.). WORKS BY.
THE HEW REPUBLIC. Pnst 8vo, picture cover, 9<.t cloth limp, 9«. Od.
THE MEW PAUL A YIROIHIA t Potiivisni on an Island. Post 8vo, clolb, 4*. Od.
POEMB. Small 4to, parchment, (Km.

J8 LIFE WORTH LIVIHO ? Crown 8vo, cloth extra. «w.

MALLbRY'S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D'ARTHUR : The Stories of
King Arthur and of the Knights oi the Round T%ble. {.\ Selection.) Edited by B.

__ MoNTOOMBRiB Rankihq. Post 8vo , cioth limp, !!iw.

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown Svo. doth bxtra,7«.Od. each.

THE CHOICE WORKS OF HARK TWAIH. Revised and Corrected throughout
by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustraiion-i.

ROUOHIHO IT, and IMMOCENTS AT HOME. With rtoo Illusts by P. A. Frasrr.
THE GILDED AOE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With 312 Illustrations.

MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations.

A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KINO ARTHUR. With aao Illnsts. b^ Beard.
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT: The Auventures of Mulberry Sellers With

numerous Illustrations. [/ ^paring.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7«. ttd. each
;
post Svo, illust. boards, JIm. each.

THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or New Pi! srim's Progress. With ai4 Illnstrations«

iTbe Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.)
ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With in Illustrations.

A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations.

THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 190 Illustrations.

LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With ^00 Illustrations.

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Ulusts. by E. W. Kemblb.

THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT, &c. Cr. Svo. cl., «*. j post Svo, illust. bds.. <«.

MARLOWE'S WORKS. Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo. cloth extra . Urn,

MARRYAT (FLORENCE), NOVELS BY. Post Svo.illust. boards, 4«. each.

A HARVEST OF WILD OATS. | WRITTEN IN FIRE. | FIOHTINO THE AIR.

_ OPEN! SESAME ! Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3w. Od. | post Bvo, picture boards, il*.

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited
by Col. CtJNNiNGHAM. Ctown Svo cloth extra. 6».

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS : A Novel." By J.
Masterman. Post Svo, illustrated boards, S>w.

MATTHEWS.—A SECREfOFTHESEA, &c. ByBRANDER Matthews.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, i>M. ; cloth limp, il*. 6d.

MAYHEW.-LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS~"SlDlJ
OF LONDON LIFE. By Henrv Mayhbw. With Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth, Sk. ttd.

MENKEN.—INFELICIA : Poems by Adah Isaacs Menken. With
Biographical Preface, Illustrations by F. E. Lummis and F. O. C. Darlbv, umI
Facsimile of a Letter from Charles Dickens. Small 4to, cloth extra, y». Od.

MIXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grand^T^B^
A. E. Sweet and J. Armov Knox. With 265 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7it, 6d.

MIDDLEMASS (JEAN), N0VELS^Y7
TOUCH AND 00.

Post Svo, illust. boards, da. each.
MR. DORILLIOn.

MILL11.-PHYSI0L0GY FOR THE YOUNG; or, The House of Life:
Human Physiology, with its application to the Preservation of Health, by Mrs.
f, Fp?«^xcK MiLvER. Wit^ nypa^rpus Hlustratioq;. Pus) Svo, cloth lim|>, i|s, Qd^
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MILTON (J. L.), WORKS BY. Pott 8vo, la. each ; cloth, la. ttd.each.
THE HtOIBHC'OP THE IKIN. With Directions tor Diet, Soaps, Uaths, Sir.

THE BATH IE DIIEASEI OF THE SKIE.
THE LAW! or LIPB, AMD THEIR RELATION TO D1BEABE8 OF THE SRIE.
THE iUCCEBBFUL TRBATiiBiiTjSr'CKI>ROBY. UumyHvo, l«.

MIWTO (WM.)-WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr.8vo,ls. ; cloth. Is. 6di

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY.
)RY.HATHBRCOURT RBOTOI

THAT OIRL IE BLACK.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 'J«.

Crown 8vo, picturn r.ov«r, Im. ( cloth, 1«. fld.

MoORfi (fHOMAS), WORKS BYT
THE BHCURBANl and ALCIPHROM. FcJt 8vo, half-bound, 'J«.

PROBE AMD YERBE, Humorous, Saiirica., and Soiiliinental, by Thomas Moorr;
with Suppressed Passages from the Mkmoiks op Loko Kykon Edited by K.
Hkrwb Shrph k.rd. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. cloth extra , y». Qd .

'

MUDDOCK (J. E.). STORIES BY.
BTORIEB WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post Svo.illust. boards, 'Jm.; cloth, tia.ttd.
THE DEAD MAN*B BECRETt or, The Valley ut Gold : A Narrative of Stran^a

Adventure. With a Frontispiece by F. Uarnakd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sin. {

, illustrated boards, ila.post 8vo,

HOMSirO). CHRlSTH). NOVELS BY
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3a. »d. each ; postSvo,

HEARTS.
THE WAY OF THE
WORLD.

illustrated hoards. 9h. each.
A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE.
FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
CYNIC FORTUNE.

A LIFE'S ATONEMENT.
JOSEPH'S COAT.
COALS OF FIRE.
YAL 8TRAN0E.

Post Svo, picture boards, 'Ja. carh.
A MODEL FATHER. |__ BY^THE GATE OF THE SEA.
OLD BLAZER'S HERO. With Three Illustrations by A. McCori4Ick. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, If». t post Svo. illustrated boards. 'Jm.

HURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) &, HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY.
Crown Hvo, cloth extra, wn. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, iJa. each.

ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS.
PAUL JONES'S ALIAS. With 13 lUuBtrations by A. Forf.stier and G. Nicolkt.
THE BISHOPS* BIBLE. Crown bvo. clotn extra, :|m. <td.

MURRAY.-A GAME OF BLUFF : A Novel.
Post 8\0, picture boards, !ja. \ cloth limp. !!|w. Oil.

By Henry Murray.

IllSBET (HUME), BOOKS BY.
*'BAIL UP!" A Romance of Bushrangers and Blacks. Cr. 8vo,cI. ex.,3a.Od.
LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrat ions. jCrownJBvo, cloth^extra, 3a. Od.

tIOVELrSTS.-HALF-HOURS WITH THE BEST NOVELIStS~OF
THE CENTURY. Edit , by H .T. Macken.ie B ell. Cr. 8vo, cl., ;i«. Od. [Preparing,

O'CONNOR. - LORD BEACONSFIELD : A Biography. By T. P.^ O Connor, M.P. Sixth Edition, with an Introduction. Crown Svo, cloth extra, «Sa.

0*HANLOir(AnCE)r'NOVELS ~BY.~'post Svo. iiinstnu^^^^

THE UNFORESEEN. j CHANCE ? OR FATE?
OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY.

DOCTOR RAHEAU. Translated by Mrs. Cashel Hory. With 9 Illustrations by
E. Bayard. Crown Svo, cloth extra, H»,t post Svo, illustrated boards, tjii.

A LAST LOVE. Tr<inslated by Albert D. Vandam. Crown Svo, cloth extra, cSa. f
post Svo, illustrated boards, 9a.

A WBIRDGIFT. Translated by Alburt D. Vandam. Crown^Bvo, cloth, 3a. Od.

OLIPHANT (MRS.), NOVELS BY. Post Svo. illuMrated boards. »*. each.

THE PRIMROSE PATH. | THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND.
WHITBLADIES.

A. K. A.

With Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins and Henry Woods,
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3a. Gd. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, S*.

0*REILLY (MRS.).- FHCEBE'S FORTUNES. Post 8vo, illust. bds.
,
2«.

O'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), POEMS BY.
'

LAYS OF FRANCE. Crown Svo, cloth extra, lOa. Od.
MUSIC AND MOONLIGHT. Fcap. Svo, cloth extra. 7>*. Od.
9QlfG9 Qf A WORKER, Fpap. avq, clQtt) extra, ^a. 04,

1
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OUIDA, NOVELS BY.
HELD IN BONDAGE.
TRICOTRIN.
BTRATHMORE.
CHANDOS.
CECIL CASTLEMAINE'B
OAOis.

IDALIA.
UNDER TWO FLAGS.
PUCK.

Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. ttd. each
; post 8vo, illtist. b^s.. 9«<. each.

FOLLE-FARINE.
A DOG OF FLANDERS.
PASCAREL.
TWO LITTLE WOODEN
SHOES.

SIONA.
IN A WINTER CITY.
ARIADNE.
FRIENDSHIP.

MOTHS.
PIPISTRELLO.
A VILLAGE COMMUNE.
IN MARBMMA.
BIMBI.
WANDA.
FRESCOES. I OTHMAR.
PRINCESS NAPRAXINB.
GUILDEROY. 1 RUFFINO.

SYRLIN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. tfd.
SANTA BARBARA, &c. fcquare Svo, cloth extra, 6«.

WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouioa by F. Sydnbv
Morris. Post Svo, cloth extra, Ha, Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, !i>. ^

PAGE (H. A.), WORKS BY.
* THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post Svo, cloth limp, 9*. «<l.

ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Sm,

PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His-
torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crib, P.P. Post Svo. cloth limp. il«.

PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By Margaret A. Paul. With Frontis-
piece by Helen Patbrson. Crown Svo, cloth, 3». 6«l. ; post Svo, illust. boards. {|««

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS "BY^
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 3«. ttd. each:

LOST SIR ^ASSINOBERD.
WALTER'S WORD.
LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE
PAINTED.

BY PROXY.
HIGH SPIRITS.
UNDER ONE ROOF.
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT.

post Svo, illustrated boards. 9«. each.
A GRAPE FROM A THORN.
FROM EXILE.
SOME PRIVATE VIEWS.
THE CANON'S WARD.
THE TALK OF THE TOWN.
HOLIDAY TASKS.
GLOW-WORM TALES.
THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE.

Post Svo, illustrated

HUMOROUS STORIES.
THS FOSTER BROTHERS.
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE.
MARRIED BENEATH HIM.
BENTINCK'S TUTOR.
A PERFPv-'.T TREASURE.
A COUNTY FAMILY.
LIKE I ITHER, LIKE SON.
A WOMAN'S VENGEANCE.
CARLYON'S YEAR.

I CECIL'S TBYST.
MURPHY'S MASTER.
AT HER MERCY.

boards, f9»» each.
THE OLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE.
FOUND DEAD.
GWENDOLINE'S HARVEST.
A MARINE RESIDENCE.
MIRK ABBEY.
NOT WOOED, BUT WON.
TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD.
THE BEST OF HUCBAND8.
HALVES. I

THE BURNT MILLION.
FALLEN FORTUNES.
WHAT HE COST HER.
KIT! A MEMORY, j FOR CASH ONLY.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. ttd. each.
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION : Stories of Marine Adventure Re-told. With tj

Illustrations.

THE WORD AND THE WILL.
SUNNY STORIES, and some SHADY ONES. With a Frontispiece by Fred.

Barnard.

MOTES FROM THE "NEWS." Crown Svo, portrait cover, 1». ; cloth. 1>. ttd.

PENNELL (H. CH0LM0NI»:LEY), WORKS BY. Post8vo,ci.,3».6d.each.

PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations.

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten fall-page Illustrations by G. Pu Mauriek.
THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Socidt6, Selected by H. C. Pennell.

PHELPS (E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post Svo, l.. each; cloth. In. «d.each.
BEYOND THB^O^TSS. By the Author l AN OLD MAID'S ^ARADISE.

of •' The Gate* Aiiu-7* | BURGLARS IN PARADISE.

JACK THE FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. W. Reed. Cr. Svo. A». ; cloth, le. 6d.

PIRKIS (C. L.), NOVELS BY.
TROOPING WiTH CROWS. Fcap. Svo, picture cover, !••
lADT LOVELACE, Post 8vo, illustrated board^j, !|«t
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PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY.

THE P1IRBUIVMT OF ARM»; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. With
Coloured Frontispiece, Five Plates, and 309 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7*. Qd.

BOWOS AFP POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. Mackarness. Cr. 8vo, cl.,0«.

PLUTARCH'S LIVl^S OF ILLUSTRIOUS HEN. Translated from the
Greek, with Not a Critical and Historical, and a Life of Plutarch, by John and
William Lawqhokne. With Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 10«. 6d.

POE*S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. lutro-
duction by Chas. Baudelaire, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7», 6d«

THE MYSTERY OP MARIE ROQET, Ac. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, jjm,

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, doth limp. 2s.

PRICE (E. C), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, clcth extra, 3«. ttrf. each ; post 8vo, illnstrated boArds. 3ii. each.

VALENTIHA. I THE POREIGHERS. MRS. LANCASTER'S RIVAL.
GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3ii.

PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA : or, The Great Conspiracy of 1881. By
the Princess Olga. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 0»«

PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY.
PLOWERS OP THE SKY. With 55 Illusts. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 39.0d.
EASY STAR LESSORS. With Star Maps for Every Nigh in the Year, Drawings

of the Constellations. &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Oa.
PAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Os.
SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., 10«. Od.
MYSTERIES OP TIME AND SPACE. With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, ii»,

THE UNIVERSE OP SUNS. With numerous Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 0«.
WAOES AND WANTS OP SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d.

PRYOE.-MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. By Richard Pryce.
Author of " The Ugly Story of Miss Wetberby," &c. a vols., crown 8vo.

Laureate
extra, 7«. Od.

PAMBOSSON.-POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. Rambosson* of the Institute of France. With numeroi's Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth ex

By U. -ColonelRANDOLPH.-AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES : A Novel.
George Randolph, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7*. 6d.

BEADE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown Hvo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3«. Od. each

; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. each.
PEO WOPPINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes. R.A.—Alsoa Pocket Edition,

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. Svo, half-leather, 3s. Od.
CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustratedby William Small.—Also a Pocket Edition,

set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. Svo, half-leather, iSs. Od.
IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. Pinwell.
THE COURSE OP TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illustrated by

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP A THIEP, &c. Illustrated by Matt Stretch.
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONO. Illustrated by M. Ellen Edwards.
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts. by Sii John Gilbert, R.A., ^nd C. Kbenb.
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by Charles Keene.
HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson.
ORIPPITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fildes, R.A., and William Small.
POUL PLAY. Illustrated by George Do Maurier.
PUT YOURSELP IN HIS PLACE. Illustrated by Robert Barnes.
A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Edward Hughes and A. W. Cooper.
A SIMPLETON. Illustrated by Katb Craufurd.
THE WANDERING HEIR. Illustrated by Helen Paterson, S. L. Fildes, R.A.,

C. Green, and Henry Woods, A.R.A.
A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by Thomas Couldery.
BINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEPACE. Illustrated by P. Macnab.
GOOD STORIES OP MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illustrated by B. A.

Abbey, Percy Macquoid, R.W.S., and Joseph Nash.
THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseph Nash.
READIANA. With a Steel-plate Portrait of Charles Reads.
BIBLE CHARACTERS; Studies of David, Paul, &c. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, la.

8BLE0TI0NS PROM THE WORKS OP CHARLES READE. With an Introduction
by Mrs. Alex. Ireland, and a Steel<Plate Portrait. Crown Svo, buckram, Oa*
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RIDDELL (MRS. J. HA NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. ttd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, il«.eacb.

HER MOTHER'S DARLING. I WEIRD STORIES.
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S OARDEN PARTY.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, its. each.

UNINHABITED HOUSE. | FAIRY WATER. | JgYSTERT IN PALACE PARPENS.

filMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. square 8vo,clotbgilt,7». ttd. each.
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations.

RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations.

ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. With s8 lUusts. byC. A. Vanderhoof , &c.

ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniel Defoe. (Majors Edition.) With
37 Illustrations by Georoe Cruikshank. Post 8vo, half-bound, ga.

ROBINSON (F. W".), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. Od. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9m, each.

WOMEN ARE STRANGE. | THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. ^
ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7». Od. each.

THE POETS' BIRDS. [THE POETS' BEASTS.
THE POETS AND NATURE : REPTILES, FISHES, INSECTS. [Preparing.

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With
Notes, and an In troductory Essay by Saintb-Beuvk. Post 8vo, cloth limp, !i».

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warriors
who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country,
A.n. 1066-7. With Arms embiagoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed, fj^,

ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post svo. doth, a*. Od. each.
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations.

MORE PUNIANA. Profusely Illustrate ].

RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ila. each ; cloth limn, 3«. ttd. each.

SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. | GRACE BALMAIGN'S SWEETHEART.
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS.

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ttx. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, da. each.

ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE.
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH.
A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE.

A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK.
MYSTERY OF THE <« OCEAN STAR."
THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWI!*

ON THE FO'K'SLE HEAD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, t2«.

AN OCEAN TRAGEDY^ Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3<i. ttd. ; post 8vo, illust. bds. , 9ii.

MY SHIPMATE LOUISE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. Od.

CAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY:^ A FELLOW OP TRINITY. With a Note by Oliver Wendell Holmes and a
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 34. ttd.; post 8vo, illust. boards, *2m»

THE JUNIOR DEAN. 3 "ols., crown 8vo.

SALA.-GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 9*).

By George Augustus Sala.

SANSON.-SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS: Meuioi.s
of the Sanson Family (i638 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3a. ttil.

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY.
ra, 3ii. ttd. each ; pi

I
THE LION IN Tl

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. ttd. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3«. each.
THE LION IN THE PATH.

|
GUY WATERMAN.
BOUND TO THE WHEEL.

THE TWO DREAMERS.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Hm, 0<l.

SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. ttd. each; post 8vo. illustrated boards, Ha, each.

MARGARET AND ELIZABETH.
THE HIGH MILLS.
JOAN MERRYWEATHER.
GIDEON'S ROCK.

HEART SALVAGE.
SEBASTIAN.

Post Hvo, illustrated boards, Ha,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3ii. ttd.

SCIENCE-GOSSIP : An Illustrated Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by Dr. J. E. Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geology^
Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Physiography
Photography, ft c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or 9a. per year, post-fr.ie. Vols. I. to XIX,
may be bad, ^a. Od. each ; Vols. XX. to date, 5a. each. Cases for Binding, Am, ttd*
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SECRET OUT, THE : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Enter-
taining Experiments in Drawing-room or "White Magic." By W. H. Crembr.
With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4n, <kl.

SEGUIN (L. G.)i WORKS BY.
THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAT (OBERAHMEROAU) and the Highlands

of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ltm» 0<l<
WALKS IN ALOIERS. with 2 Maps and 16 Illnsts. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. On.

SENIOR (WM.).-BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth. 2s. 6d.

SHAKESPEARE, THE FIRST FOLIO.-Mr. William Shakespeare s
'

CoMBDiBS, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaogard and Ed. Blount. 1623.—
A reduced Pnotoeraphic Reproduction. Small 8vo. half-RoxburKhe, Tm. 6fl.

SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN : LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. With
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. Movr Smith. Crown 4to. cloth, Ha,

SHARP.-CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW:
Sharp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, On.

A Novel. By William

SHELLEY.-THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by K. Hernb
Shepherd. Five Vols., crown Svo, cloth boards, 38. ttd. each.

POETICAL WORKS, in Thr ?e Vols.

:

VoL I. Introduction by the Edi or; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre-
spondence with.Sto ^Icdale: The Wandering Jew ; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor,
and other Poems ; Rosalind 't.id Helen : Prometheus Unbound ; Adoiiai^, &c.

Vol. IL Laon and Cythna ; The Cenc! ; Julian and Maddato ; Swellfoot the Tyrant ; The Witch 0/
Atlas; Epipsychidion: Hellait.

Vol. III. Postliumous Poems; The M.isque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces.

PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.

:

Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refuta<
tion of Deism ; Lettersto Leigh Hunt and some Minor Writing and Fragments.

Vol. II. The Essays; Letters firom Abroad; Translations and Frngnients, Edited by Mis. SHELLEY.
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of ilie I'ro, e Works.

SHERARD.-ROGUES : A Novel.
picture cover, la. ; cloth, 1»« 6d.

By R. H. Sherard. Crown Svo,

SHERIDAN (GENERAL). - PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL
P.H.SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, a4g.

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With
Lie an d Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and
Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes, &c. With ro lllusts. Cr. Svo, cl., ys. Od.

THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post Svo, printed
on laid paper and half-bound, 38.

SHERIDAF'S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch , by
Brander Matthews. With Illustrations. Demy Svo. half-parchment. 13». Cd.

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ-
ing all those in "Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by tba

• Rev. A.B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown Svo. cloth boards. I89.

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters, by Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hottbn.
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7w. fid.

SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, Ss. each ; ciuth limp, 9ii. 6d. each.

ROGUES AND VAGABONDS. MARY JANE HARRIED.
THE RING O' BELLS. TALES OF TO DAY.
MART JANE'S MEMOIRS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations.

TMKLETOP'S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by Maurice Greiffenhagen.
Crown Svo, picture cover, la. each ; cloth, la. 6d. each.

HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON.
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations in

Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by George R. Siua.
DAGONET DITTIES. From the Referee.

THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. ^
SISTER DORA : A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. With Four

Illustrations. Demy Svo, picture cover, 4d.; cloth, 6cl*
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SKETCHLEY.-A MATCH IN THE DARK. By Arthur Sketchley.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ilw.

SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec-
dotal. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, On. 6d.

SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY.
THE PRINCE OF AROOLIB. With 130 Illusts. Post 8vo, cloth extra. »•. 6d.
TALES OF OLD THULE. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Bvo, cloth eilt, 6«.
THE WOOIWO OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustrated. Pest 8vo, c'oth. 611.

SOCIETY IN LONDON.
la. ; cloth, la. 6d,

SOCIETY IN PARIS : The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters
from Count Paul Vasili to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo. cloth, 68.

By A Foreign Resident. Crown 8vo,

SOMERSET. - SONOS OF ADIEU.
Small 4to, Japanese vellum. Mm.

By Lord Henry Somerset.

SPALDING.-ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the belief
in the Existence of Devils. By T. A. Spalding. LL.B. Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 5h.

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY.
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.

THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE.
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, and A BARREN

TITLE.

THE GOLDEN HOOP.
HOODWINKEDj and THE SANDY-

CROFT MYSTERY.

A BARREN TITLE.
Post 8vo, cloth limp. Is. Od. each.

I
WIFE OR NO WIFE?

THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1«.

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations
by Walter J . Morgan. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 6g.

STARRY HEAVENS (THE):
i6mo, cloth extra, 38. Od.

A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal

STAUNTON.-THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an
Analysis of the Openings. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robert B. Wormald.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ha,

STEDMAN (E. C), WORKS BY.
VICTORIAN POETS. Thirteenth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Os.
THE POETS OF AMERICA. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 9».

STERNDALE. — THE AFGHAN KNIFE : A Novel. By Robert
Armitagb Sternpalb. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, lift, Hd.: post 8vo.illu9t. hoards tiw.

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,cl. limp, a*. 6d. each.

TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Eighth Edit. With a Frontis.by Walter Crane.
AN INLAND VOYAGE. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by Walter Crane.

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each,

FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Fifth Edition.

THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. With a Frontispiece. Third Edition.
THE MERRY MEN. Second Edition. I UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition.
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition.

VIROINIPUS PUBRISQUE; and other Papers. Fifth Edition. | BALLADS.

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition. Crown Bvo. buckram, gilt top, 6a.

;

Sost 8vo, illustrated boards, ils.

[CE OTTO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 98.
FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. Second Edition.

Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper. In.

STODDARD. - SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By
C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. Cr. 8vo. cl. extra, Slw. 6d.

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by Helen and
Alick Zimubrn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3». 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, tin.
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STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER.
With 19 Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, flu.

STRUTT'S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OP
EHQLAMD; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum<
meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by
William Hone. With 140 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 7b. 6d.

SUBURBAN HOMEL (THE) OF LONDON : A ResidentiafGuide. With
a Map, and Notes on Rental, Rates, and Accommodation Crown 8vo, cloth, 7m, tUI*

SWIFT'S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in " Gulliver's Travels.'' Cr. 8vo, cl., 7«. 0«l.

GULLIVER'S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, printed on laid
paper and half-bound, Stu.

A MOWOORAPH OM SWIFT. By J.Churton Collins . Cr.Svo, cloth, 8«. IShortly.

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C),
'

SELECTIOMB FROM POETICAL WORKS
OF A. G. SWINBURNE. Fcap. 8vo, 611.

ATALANTA IN GALTDON. Cr. 8vo, «s.
CHASTELARD: A Tragedy. Cr. dvo. 7s.
NOTES ON POEMS AND REVIEWS.
Demy 8vo, Is.

POEMS AND BALLADS. First Series.
Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9s.

POEMS AND BALLADS. Second Series.
Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9m,

POEMS AND BALLADS. Third Series.
Crown 8vo, 7 s.

SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo,
lOs. «d.

BOTHWELL: A Tragedy. Crown Bvo,
19s. «d.

SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

WORKS BY.
GEORGE CHAPMAN. (See Vol. II. of G.
Chapman's Works.) Crown 8vo, Os.

ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Cr. 8vo, Itis.
ERECHTHEUS: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, tts.

SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown
8vo, Os.

STUDIES IN SONG. Crown 8vo, 7s.
MARY STUART: A Tragedy. Cr.Svo Ss
TRISTRAM OF LYOVESSB. Cr. 8vo. 9»
ACENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Sm. 4to, 8m.
A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Cr.Svo, 7s.
MARINO FALIERO: A Tragedy. Crown

8vo, 6s.
A STUDY OFVICTOR HUGO. Cr.Svo, 6s.
MISCELLANIES. Crown 8vo. 13s.
LOCRINE : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 6s.
A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Cr. 8vo. 7s.

SYMONDS.-.WINE, WOMEN, AND SONG : Mediaeval Latin Students'
SongSi WithEssay and Trans. by j. Addingtow Symonds. Fcap. 8vo, parchmen t, 6s.

SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS : In Search of the PicturesqueTin
Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With Rowlandson's Coloured Illus-

.
trations, and Lite of the Author by J. C. Hotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d._

TAINE'S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translatedby
* Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., medium Svo, cloth boards, 30s.—Popular Edition,

Two-Vols., large crown 8vo, clo«:h extra, Ijts.

TAYLOR'S (BAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO~CLUB : Bur-
lesques of Modern Writers. Post Svo, cloth limp, ^s. ^__

TAYLOR (DR. J. E., F.L.S.), WORKS BY. Cr. Svo.cl. ex., 7s. 6d. each.

THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct
. of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and 100 Illustrations.

OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them. 33t Illustrations.

THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 365 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth, gs.

TAYLOR'S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing " Clancarty,"
"Jeanne Dare," "'Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's
Wife," "Anna Boleyn," " Plot and Passion." Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

*»* The Plays may also be had separately, at Is. each.

TENNYSON (LORD) : A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings.
j». With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown ovo, cloth extra. 6b.

THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches by William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Hunr>orous Incidents in
his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the Books of his Every-day Reading.
With a Coloured Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

THAMES.-A NEW "PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES.
Bj A. $. Kravsss, With 340 Illustrations Post Svo, l«y| clQth, Js* 6<l»
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THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. cr. 8vo. ci., 3*. Od. ea. . post 8vo. 9». e«.

CRESSIDA.
I

THE VIOLIN-PLAYER. | PROUD MAI8IE.

IntroductionTHOMSON'S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.
by Allan Conkingham, and Illustrations on Steel and Wood. Cr. 8vo. cl.. Tw. OH.

THORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY. Cr.Svo.ci. extra, r«.«d. each.

THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENCE OF J. H. W. TURNER. Founded upon
, Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends. With Illustrations in Colours.
HAUNTED LONDON. Edit, by E. Walford, M.A. Illusts. by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Urn, each. ^

OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. | TALES FOR THE MARINES.

TIMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, doth extra, 78. Od. each.

THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its

Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations.

ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Wealth and Fashion,
Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists,
Theatrical Folk, Men of Letters. &c. With 48 Illustrations.

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, :ifi. Od. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.

THE WAY WE LIVE NOW.
KEPT IN THE DARK.
FRAU FROHHANN.

MARION FAY.
MR. SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY.
THE LAND-LEAGUERS.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, !i|8. each.

GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE.
|
JOHN CALDIGATE.

j AMERICAN SENATOR.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES EA NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. od. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, 98. each.
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL'S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNEgg.

TROLLOPE (T. A.).-DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post svo. iiiust. bds.. 9^

TROWBRIDGE.-FARNELL'S FOLLY
BRIDGB. Post Svo, illustrated boards. '28.

A Novel. By J. T. Trow-

TYTLER (C. C. ERASER-).-MISTRESS JUDITH : A Novel. By
C. C . Fraser-Tytler. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ja. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. boards, Urn,

TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. eacti

;
post Svo, illustrated boards, Ss. each.

THE BRIDE'S PASS.
NOBLESSE OBLIGE.
LADY BELL.

BURIED DIAMONDS.

.

THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS.

WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH.
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE.
SAINT MUNGO'S CITY.

Post Svo. illustrated boards, ils. each.
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.
DISAPPEARED.
THE HUGUENOT FAMILY.

yiLLARL—A DOUBLE BOND. By Linda Villari. Fcap. Svo, picture
" cover. l8.

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by
William M. RossETTi. With Portrait. Cr. Svo, hand-made paper and buckram , 6s.

WALTON AND 1C0TT0N*S COMPLETE ANGLER; or. The Con-
templative Man's Recreation, by Izaak Walton ; and Instructions bow to Angle for a
Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles Cotton. With Memoirs and Notes
by SiriJARRis Nicolas, and 6i Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth antique, Ts. Od. ^..

WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY.
FIVE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With 92 Illustrations by the

Author, Victor Perard, and W. B. Davis. Tbird ed. Roy. Svo, cloth ex., 14m.
HY LIFE WITH STANLEY'S REAR GUARD. With a Map by F. S. Wbller.

F.R.G.S. Post Svo, ts.; cloth, Is. Od. ^
WARNER.-A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By Chari^es Pudlpy

WARNBCt. Qrowo Svo, Qlotl) extra, Qn,
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WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.), WORKS BY.
WALFOBD*B COUHTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (1831). Contain-

iug the Descent; Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., oi 12,000 Heads of Families,
their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo,cloti. gilt, tiOn.

. WALFORD'S BHILLIRO PEERAGE (1891). Containing a List of the House of
Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers, &c. 32010. cloth. In.

WALFORD'B SHILLING BARONETAGE (18B1). Containing a List of the Bafonets
of the United Kincdom, BioKraphical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32010, cloth, 1a.

WALFORD'B SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1891). Containing a List of the Knights
ot the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32nio, c!oth, Is.

WALFORD'B SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1891). Contain ng a List ot all

Members of Parliament, their Addresses. Clubs, &c. 32mo, cloth, Im.
WALFORD'B COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND

HOUSE OF COMMONS (1891). Royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edties ,5»,

WALFORD'B WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1891).
Crown 8vo, cloth CAira, lils. 6d.

TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. Od.
WILLIAM PITT: A Biography. PostHvo, cloth extra. fl»,

WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59
Signatures and Seals. Printed on naper 22 in. by 14 in. ila.

WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including
Queen Elizabeth's Signature and the Great Seal, ils.

WiSTHERrHOW TO FORETELL THETWITH POCKETSPEC"-
TROSCOPE. ByF. W.Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. la. ; cloth, 1». ttd.

WESTROPP.-HANDBOOI5 OF POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. By
HouPER M. Westropp. With Illusts. and Lis»jDf_Marks. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 4*. Od.

WHIST.-HOW to PLAY SOLO WfilSt.
and Charles F. Pardon.

By Abraham S.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

WlLKS

WHISTLER'S (MR.) TEN O'CLOCK. Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper. Is.

WHITE.-THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By Gilbert
White, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, ij».

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY.
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. Od.
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, ils. Od.
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown Svo. cloth extra, Os.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MA!IING. Crown »vo. cloth extra. 9s.

WILLIAMSON.-A CHILD WIDOW. By Mrs. F. H. Williamson.
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY.
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 2fi9 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. Post Svo, cloth limp, tin, Od.
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Os.
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerous Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., Os.
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illusts. Cr.8vo.ls.$cl., Is.Od.
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 3<; Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. Od.

WINTER (J. S.),
CAVALRY LIFE.

STORIES BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.

I
REGIMENTAL LEGENDS.

WISSMANN.-MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL
AFRICA, from the Congo to the Zambesi, in 1S86, 1887. By Major Hermann von
WissMANN. Trans, by M. J. A. Bergmann. Map by F. S. Weller and gz Illusts.

by R. Hellgrewb and Klein-Chevalier. Demy Svo, cloth extra, 10a. iShnrtly,

Post 8vo, boards, 2s.WOOD.—SABINA : A Novel. By Lady Wood.

WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY:
Crown Svo, cloth extra. Os. each ; post Svo. illustrated boards. 3s. each.

PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN.

WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG ; or, Love and Theology. By
Celia Parker Woolley. Post Svo, illustrated boards, !is. ; cloth, 8s. Od.

Wright (THOMAS), works by. crown Svo. doth extra, 7s. Od. each.
CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With 400 Pictures, Caricatures,

Squibs, Broadsides. Window Pictures, &c.
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA-

TURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by F . W. Fairholt. F.S.A.

VATES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY. PostSvo. illustrated boards. 3s. eacb.
"^ LAND AT LAST. | THE FORLORN HOPE,

t
CASTAWAY,
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LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.
*^* For fuller cataloguittf;, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. i-a3.

THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY.
A Journey Round My Room. By Xavier
DB MaISTRK.

9ulpi and Ouiddltlei. By W. D. Adams.
he Agony Column of **The Times."

Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of
" Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy."

The Bpeeohes of Charles Dickens.
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson.

Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dobson.
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec,
W. 8. Gilbert's Plays. First Series.
W. 8. Gilbert's Plays. Second Series.
Songs ot Irish Wit and Humour.
Animal and Masters. By Sir A. Helps.
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps.
Curiosities of Criticism. H. J. Jennings.
Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfast-Table.
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9m, 6d. per Volume.

Little Essays: trom Lamb's Letters.

Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwooo
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacob Larwood.
Jeuxd'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. Leion.
Witch Stories. By B. Lynn Linton.
Ourselves. By B. Lynn Linton.
Pastimes ft Players. By R. Macorboo.7
Hew Paul and Virginia. W.H.Mallock.
New Republic. By W. H. Mallock.
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. Pennrll.
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C. Pe"»>ell.
Muses of Mayfalr. Ed. H. C. Pennell.
Thoreau : His Life & Aims. By H. A. Page.
Punlana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley.
More Punlana. By Hon. Hugh Rowley.
The Philosophy of Handwriting.
By Stream and Sea. By Wm. Senior.
Leaves flrom a Naturalist's Note-Book.
By Dr. Andrew Wilson.

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the Echo
Club.

Bennett's Ballad History of England.
Bennett's Songs for Sailors.
Godwin's Lives of the Necromancers.
Pope's Poetical Works.
Holmes's Autocrat of Breakfast Table.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3«. per Volume.
Holmes's Professor at Breakfast Table.
Jesse's Scenes of Country Life.
Leigh Hunt's Tale for a Chimney
Corner.

Mallory's Mort d'Arthur: Selections.
Pascal^s Provincial Letters.
Rochefoucauld's Maxims ft Reflections.

THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY.
Wanderings in Patagonia. By Julius
Bberbohm. Illustrated.

Camp Notes. By Frederick Boyle.
Savue Life. By Frederick Boyle.
Merrie England in the Olden Time. By
G. Daniel. Illustrated by Cruikshank.

Circus Life. By Thomas Frost.
Lives of the Conlurers. Thomas Frost.
The Old Showmen and the Old London
Fairs. By Thomas Frost.

Low-Life Deeps. By James Greenwood.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3». 6d. each.

Wilds of London. Jambs Greenwood.
Tup's. Chev. Hesse-Wartego. 22 tllusts.

Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack.
World Behind the Scenes. P.Fitzgbrald.
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings.
The Genial Showman. By E.P. Hingston.
Story of London Parks. Jacob Lakwood.
London Characters. By Hbnrt Mavhbw.
Seven Generations of Executioners.
Summer Cruising in the South Seas.
By C. Warren Stoddard. Illustrated.

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.
Harry Fludyer at Cambridge.
Jeff Britfgs's Love Story. Bret Hartb.
Twins ofxable Mountain. Bret Harte.
A Day's Tour. By Percy Fitzgerald.
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon.
Sentenced! By Sombrville Gibney.
The Professor's Wife. By L.Graham.
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By
Julian Hawthorne.

Niagara Spray. By J. Hollingshead.
A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. By
Charles James.

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By
Tom Jerrold.

Cut by the Mess. By Arthur Kevser.
Our Sensation Novel. |. H. McCarthy.
Doom! By Justin H. McCarthy, M.P.
Dolly. By Justin H. McCarthy, M.P.
IiUy Lass. Justin H. McCarthy, M.P.

Was She Good or Bad? By W. MiNto.
That Girl in Black. Mrs. Molesworth.
Notes ftpom the **NewB." By Jas. Payn.
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps.
Old Maid's Paradise. By £. S. Phelps.
Bui^lars in Paradise. By E. S. Phblps»
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Phblps.
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pirkis..
Bible Characters. By Charles Reads..
Rogues. By R. H. Shbrard.
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Sims.
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims.
Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sims..
Sandycroft Mystery. T. W. Speight.
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Speight.
Father Damien. By R. L. Stevenson.
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari.
My Life with Stanley's Rear Guard. By-
Herbert Ward.
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Choice Works, printed on laid paper,
Four Frenohwuinen. By Austin Dohson.
Citation and Examination of William
Shakspoar*. By W. S. Lanoor.

MY LIBRARY.
>ound h»lf-Roxburf(he, Hn. Oil. each.
Chrlttlo Johniton*. BvCharlksRkadb.
With a Ptiotogravure Frontispirce,

P«g Wofllngton. By Charles Reade.
The Journal of Maurice de Querin.

THE POCKET LIBRARY. Postsvo,
The Euaye of Ella. By Charles Lamd.
Robinson Orueoe. Edited by John Major.
With 37 lliusts. by Gborgk Cruiksh ank.

Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Hood.
With 8; Illustrations.

The Barber's Chair, and The Hedgehog
Letters. By Douglas Jrrrold.

Oastronomy as a Fine Art. By BRiLtAT<
Savarin. Trans. R. E. Andkrson, M.A.

printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 9«. each.
The Epicurean, Sec. By Thomas Moore.
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Ed K. Ollier.
The Natural History of Belborne. By
Gilbert White.

Gulliver's Travels, and The Tale of a
Tub. By Dean Swift.

The Rivals. School for Scandal, and other
Plays by KIcharo Bkinsley Sheridan.

Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwuod.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Library Editions op Novels by the Best Authors, many Illustrated,

crown 8vo, cloth extra, St. Od. each.

By CiRAIVT AIiIjBI¥.
For Malmle's Sake.
The Devil's Die.
This Mortal Coil.

The Great Taboo.

Phlllstla.

flabylon
n all Shades.
The Tents of Shem.

By AL.AI¥ »T. AVBYIV.
A Fellow of Trinity.

By R«r. S. BABIIVO GOUL.1>.
Red Spider. | Eve.
By W. BESANT Sc J. RICE.

By Cella's Arbour.
Monks of Thelema.
The Seamy Side.
Ten Years^Tenant.

My Little Olrl.
Case of Mr.Lucraft.
This Son ofVulcan.
Golden Butterfly.
Ready-Money Mort boy.
With Harp and Crown.
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Chaplain ofthe Fleet.

By WAIjTER BEI9AIVT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room.
All In a Garden Fair
The World Went Very Well Then.
For Faith and Freedom.

To Call Her Mine.
The Holy Rose.
Armorel of Lyon-
esse.

Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack.
Children ofGlbeon.
Herr Paulus,
Bell of St. Paul's.

By ROBERT BVCIIANAN.
The Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
A»Qan Water.
f Att.

By HAIili

The New Abelard.
Foxglove Manor.
Master of the Mine.
Heir of Linne.
CAINE.

The Shadow of a Crime.
A' Son of Hagar. | The Deemster.
AlOBT.A FRANCE (i» COLIilNS.
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration.
From Mldnightlo Midnight.
Blaeksmlth and Scholar,
yuiage Comedy. | You Play Me False

By :VIrH.1I. T^OVETTCAIflEROIV.
Juliet's Guardian.

| Deceivers Ever.

By WlIiKIB COIiI.lNI9.
Armadale.
After Dark.
No Name.
Antonlna. I Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
Hy Miscellanies.
Woman In White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs?

The Frozen Deep.
The Two Destinies.
Law and the Lady.
Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
"I Say No."
Little Novels.
The Evil Genius.
The Legacy of Cain
A Rogue's Life.
Blind Love.New Magdalen.

By OUTTOIV COOK.
Paul Foster's Daughter.

By WlIiI.IA9I CVPIiES.
Hearts of Gold.

By AliPHOIVSE DAIJDBT.
The Evangelist; or. Port Salvation.

By JAlllEai BE IVIIIil^E.
A Castle In Spain.

By X. liKITH BERWEIVT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.
By IVIra. ANNIE EBWARBE8.
Archie Lovell.

By O. IVlANVIIiliB FENN.
The New Mistress.

By PERCY FITZ»ERAI.D.
Fatal Zero.

By B. E. FRANCIIiliON.
Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen.
One by One.

| King or Knave?
Pref. by Sir BARTI^E FRERE

.

Pandurang Harl.

By EDWABB OARBETT.
The CapM Girls.

1
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The Piccadilly (3/6) HovtLS—continutd.

Br ClIABI^KS oiBBonr.
Robin Oray. I The Oolden Shaft.
In Honour Boand. | Of Hl^h Decree.
Lovintf a Dream.
The Flower of the Forest.

Bj JVIilAN IIAWTHOBNK.
Oarth.
Bllioe Ouentin.
Bebaitfan Stronie.
David Polndexter'e

Dust.
Fortune*! Fool.
Beatrix Randolph.
Dliappearanco.

The Spectre of the Camera.

Br Mr A. IlfiliPS.
Ivan de Blron.

By I8AAV IIGIVDEBIiOIV.
Ajatha Page.

By Mr*. Al^FBED HIJIVT.
The Leaden Oaiket. | Self-Condemned.
That other Person.

By JEAN IIVOEIiOW
Fated to be Free.

By K. ASHE KINO.
A Drawn Game.
*«The Wearing of the Oreen."

By HENBV KHVOSJLEIT.
Number Seventeen.

Br B. liYNN I.I1VTON.
lone.
Paston Carew.
Sowing the Wind.

Patricia Kemball.
Underwhich Lord?
"MyLovet"
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost.

By HENBY IV. liVCV.
Gideon Fleyoe.

By JVSTIN nicCABTIlY.
Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
Camlola.

A Fair Saxon.
Llnley Roohford.
Miss Misanthrope.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Comet of a Season.

By AGNES iniACBONEJLIi.
Quaker Cousins.

Br FliOBENCE IIIABBYAT.
Open ! Sesame

!

Br B. CUBISTIE mVRBAY.
Val Strange.
Hearts.

Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.
A Bit of Human Mature.
First Person Singular.
Cynic Fortune.
The Way of the World.

Br niVBBAT & herhian.
The Bishops' Bible.

Br geoboes ohnet.
A Weird Gift.

Thb Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—conIimnaI.
Br IVIre. OI^IPUANT.

Whiteladles.

Br oriDA.
Held In Bondage.
Btrathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.
Idalla.
CecUOastlemaine's
Gags*

TrIootrin. | Puck.
Foils Farlne.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pasoarel. I

Princess II

Ine.

SIgna.
aprax-

Two LittleWooden
Shoes.

In a WlnUr City.
Ariadne.
Friendship.
Moths. I Rafllno.
Plplstrello.
AVlIIageCommune
Blmbl.

I
Wanda.

Frescoes.
In Maremma.
Othmar.

| Syrlln.
GuUderoy.

Br niABGARET A. PAIJI<«
Gentle and Simple.

Br JA1?IR(9 PA¥N.
Lost Sir Masslngberd.
Less Black than We're Painted.
A Confidential Agent.
A Grape from a Thorn.
Some Private Views.
In Peril and Privation.
The Mystery of Mlrbrldge.
The Canon's Ward.

Talk of the Town*
Holiday Tasks.
The Burnt Million.
The Word and tha
Win.

Sunny Stories.

Walter's Word.
By Proxy.
High Spirits.
Under One Roof.
From Exile.
Glow-worm Tales.

Br E. C. PRICE.
Yalentlna. I The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

Br CHARIiES READE.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief;
Put Yourself In his Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
Slngleheart and Doublefaee.
Good Stories of Men and other Animals*

Wandering Heir.
A Woman-Hatev
A Simpleton.
Readlana.
The Jilt.

Hard Cash.
Peg Wofflngton.
ChrlstleJohnstone.
Grlfflth Gaunt.
Foul Play.

Br Mrs. J. H. BIBDEI<Im
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
Weird Stories.

Br F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

Br W. CliABK RlJSSEIili.
An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.

Br JOHN SAVNBER8.
Guy Waterman. | Two D.earners*
Bound to the Wheel.
The Lion In the Path*
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Thb Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—cofifiHMcd.

B7KATIIARIIVE HAUNDKRM.
Margaret and Eliiabeth.
Otdeon'i Roclc. I Heart Salvage.
The High MIUi. | Bebaetlan.

By lIAWIiKV A.nAaT.
Without Love or Licence.

Br B. A. htkrndam;.
The Afghan Knife.

By BKRTIIA TIIOIfSAM.
Proud Haiile. | Creteida.
The VIolln-piayer.

Br PBANCKM K. TROMiOPIS.
Like Bhipi upon the Sea.
Anne Furneii. | Mabel'i Progresi.

Tub Pic. vdii,' (,
'' Nu)vels—co«t\ji*««if.

Br ANTII^^l TBOrM»rc^
Frau Prohmann. V«,1it>t In the Daix
Marion Fay. ' L#Ad'Leagu«rii
The Way We Live 9om.
Mr. Soarborough'e fko^Jly*

Br 1%'AIV TtJR«F!\li-;i^F, Aew
Storlee from Foreign Novellatit.

Br e*. r. fbami it.Tiri.cu.
Mistress Judith.

Rr MARAII TVTf.FR.
The Bride's Pass. I Lady Bell.
Noblesse Oblige. | Burled Diamonds.
The Blackhair Ghosts.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF
Post 8vo, illustrated

By ARTEiTIlJA ITARD.
Artemus Ward Complete.

Br EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

Br IIAI?IIT.TOI¥ AIDE.
Oarr of Oarrlyon. | Confldences.

Br J»IARV AliBBBT.
Brooke Finchley's Daughter.

Br IVIra. AIjEXANBER.
naid,Wlfe,orWldow7 | Valerie's Fate.

By OBANT AIiIiEI¥.
The Devil's Die.
This Mortal Coil.
In all Shades.

Btrange Stories.
Phlllstla.
Babylon.
The Beckoning Hand.
For Malmle's Bake. | Tents of Shem.

By AliAN ST. AVBVN.
A Fellow of Trinity.

Br Her. fi. BABINO OOlJIiO.
Bed Spider. |

Eve.

Br FBANK BARRETT.
Fettered for Life.

Between Life and Death.
By8llEIi8L.EV BEAIJCHAMP
Orantley Orange.

Br li^* BESANT & J. BICE.
By Cella's Arbour.
Monks of Thelema.
The Seamy Side.

Vaana'lTen Years^Tenant.

This Son ofVulcan.
Hy Little Girl.

Case ofMr.Lucraft.
Golden Butterfly.
Beady-Money Mortlboy.
With Harp and Crown.
*Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

By^VAIiTER BE84NT.
Dorothy Forster. I Uncle Jack.
Children ofGibeon. I Herr Pauius.
All Sorts and Conditions of Hen.
The Captains* Boom.
All In a Garden Fair.
The World Went Very Well Then.
For Faith and Freedom.
To OaU Her Mine.
SIM B«n of St. Paul's.

POPULAR NOVELS.
boards, fim, each.

Br FBEDEBICK BOVfiB.
Camp Notes.

|
Savage Life

Chronicles of Mo-man's Land.

Br BRET IIARTE.
Flip.

I

Callfornlan Stories
Maruja. | Gabriel Conroy.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
A Phyllis of the Sierras.

By HAROIiD BRVBOES.
Uncle Sam at Home.

BVCIIANAIV.
The Martyrdom of
Madeline.

Annan Water.
The Now Abelard.
Matt.
The Heir of Llnne.

Br RORERT
The Shadow of the
Sword.

A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Master of the Mine.

Br HAI^li CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster.

Br Commander CAITIERCIN.
The Cruise of the *< Black Prince."

Br Itrs. I^OVETT CAHIEROIV.
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian.

Br AIJfiTII¥ CLARE.
For the Love of a Lass.
By IVIm. ARCHER ClilVE.

Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.
Br MACIiAREN COBBAIV.

The Cure of Souls.

Br C. AliliSTON COIilillVS.
The Bar Sinister.

]fIORT. & FRANCES COIi£.INS.
Sweet Anne Page. J Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight.
A Fight with Fortune.
Sweetand Twenty. I Village Comedy.
Frances. I Tou Play me False.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
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Two>SiiiLLiNO Novels—con/iNNr(/.

Br WIIiKIB
Armadal*.
AfUr Dark.
Mo Name.
Antonlna.

I
Bm!1.

Hid* and 8««k.
Tin* Dtad BMNt.
OuMn of Hoarts.
iMor Mrs?
Mow Hagdalon.
Tho Froion Doep.
Law and tho Lady.
ThoTwoDottlnloi.
Hauntod Hotoi.
A Roguo*s Llfo.

f^OI^IilNM.
My Mlsoolianlos.
Woman In Wulto.
Tho Moonotono«
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss FInoh.
Tho Pallon Loavoi.
JoMbol'i Dautfhtor
Tho Blaok Robo.
Hoart and Bolonoe.
••I lay Mo."
Tho Evil Oonlui.
Llttlo Moveli.
Lotfaoy of Cain.
Blind Lovo.

Ry Iff. J. roiiQiinouN.
Evory Inoh a Soldior.

By DUTVON COOK.
Loo.

I
Paul Foitor'o Daughter.

Br C. EOBKRT CRABDO^^K.
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountalni.

By irilililAin CVPIiKM.
Hearti of Gold.

Br AliPIIONSB OAVOKT.
The Evantfoliet; or, Port Salvation.

Br JAIflKli BE raiiii^B.
A Oaitlo In Spain.

Br J. liKfTIl DBR1¥EI¥T.
Our Lady of Teari. | Ciroo*o Loveri.

Br ClIARIiBfS DICKEIV8.
Bketchee by Box. I Oliver Twiit.
Plokwiok Papon. | Mioholai Nlekleby.

Br BICK DONOVAN.
Tho Man-Hunter. | Caught at Last I

Tracked and Taken.
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?
The Man f^m Manchester.
A Doieotlve's Triumphs.

Br CONAN DOYIiE, Ac.
Strange Secrets.

Br VlrM. ANNIE EBWARBE8.
A Point of Honour. |

Archie Lovell.

Br RI. BETHAHI-EDWASB8.
Felicia. I

Kitty.

^r EBWARB EOOIiESTON.
f.oxy.

»r FEROY FITZOERAL.B.
Bella Donna. I Polly.
Mover Forgotten. I Fatal Zero.
Tho Second Mrs. Tillotson.
SoTonty-flYO Brooke Htroot.

Tho Lady of Brantome.
AliBANV BE FONBIiANQVE.
Filthy Luore.

Br R. K. FBANCIIiliON.
Olympia. I Oneon Oophetua.
One by Ono. I King or Knavo?
A Seal Quoen. | Romances of Law.
Br BLAROIiD FREDERICK.
Both*s Brother's Wife.
Tho Lawton Girl.

Pref. by Sir BABTI«B FBERE.
Pandorang HarU

In Honour V and*
Flower of Fw*«st.
BraoB of Yarrow.
Tho Ooldon Shaft.
Of High oiogroo.
Mead and Btr*ani«
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart's Delight.
Blood-Money.

Two-Shillino Novkls—coN/iNitf</.

Br ilAIN FRIMWEI^U
One of Two.

Br EDWARD OARRBTT.
Tho Oapel Girls.

Br CilARIiEM OIBBOIV.
Robin Gray.
Fancy Free.
For Lack of Gold.
What will tho
World Say?

In Love ana War.
For the King.
In Pastures Green.
Xueon of Meadow.
Heart's Problem.

The Dead Heart.

Br WIIililAHI OII.BERT*
Dr. Austin's Guests. I James Duko.
The Wisard of tho Mountain.

Br HENRY OREVIIifiE.
A Moblo Woman.

Br JOHN HABBERTON.
Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luok.

Br ANDREW HAI^IilDAY.
Every-Day Papers.

Br I'Udr DUFFrii hardy*
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.

Bv THOITIAIII HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

Rr J. RERWICK HARWOOD*
The Tenth Earl.

Br JVIilAN HAWTHORNE.
Sebastian Stfoao*
Dust.
Beatrix Randolph*
Lovo—or a Mamo.

Garth.
Ellice Quentin.
Fortune's Fool.
Miss Cadogna.
David Poindexter's Disappoaranoo.
The Spectre of the Camera.

Br Hir ARTHUR HEIiPS*
Ivan do Blron.

Rr I»Ir«. CASHEIi HOEY.
The Lover's Creed.

Rr Mrs. QEOROE HOOPER.
The House of Raby.

BrTIOHE HOPKINS*
'Twlxt Love and Duty.

Br Mrs. AliFRED HUNT.
Thornicroft's Model. I Self Condemned*
That Other Person.' | Leaden Casket*

Br JEAN INOEEiOW.
Fated to be Free.

Br HARRIETT JAY.
Tho Dark Oolloon.
The Qttoon of Oonnaoght.

nj MARK KERSHAW*
Colonial Facts and Fictions.

Rr R. ASHE KINO.
A Drawn Game. I Passion's Slavib
«Tho Wearing of tko Qreon.'*

'
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Two-Shillino Novel*—co»»/i»M*(/.

y HBNRV KINOMLBY.
Oakthott Castle.

r JOHN I.BVPI.
the Lindsays.

Rv 1?IARY lilNMKIIiTi.
IB Ixehaiitfe for a loul.

Rf B. liYNN lilNTON.
Patrlela Kemball.
World Well Lost.
UnderwhlohLordT
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
With a lUken Thread.
The lebel of the Family,
lowtiig the Wind.

Ry HBNRV W. liVCY.
Oldeon Fleyoe.

Ry jrHTIN IIIrt;;%RTHV.

Fasten Carew.
•^Hy Uvel"
lone.

Donna Quixote.
Maid or Athens.
Camlola.

h Fair Baxou.
Llnley Roehford.
Miss Misanthrope.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daujhter.
The Comet of a Season.

Ry AONBH IflAC!DONEIiI«.
Quaker Cousins.

KATHARINE H. ITIACqUOID.
The Bvtl Bye. | Lost Rose.

Ry IV. II. ]9IAIiliO€K.
The Hew Republic

Ry FliORENC^E IflARRVAT.
Open! Sesame! | FMhtlntf the Air.

A Harvest of Wild Oats.
Written In Fire.

Ry J. I?IA8TER]IIAN
Half a-dosen Daughters.

Ry RRANREB IVATTHEWS.
A Beeret of the Sea.

Ry JEAN miDDIiEIVIAflS.
Touch and Oo. | Mr. Dorllllon.

Ry jura. MOIiESWOMTII.
Hatheroourt Rectory.

Ry J. E.^ IVirDROCK.
Stories Weird and Wonderful.
The Dead Man's Secret.

Rr R. CHRIHTIE IHIJRRAY.
Old Blazer's Hero.
Hearts.
Way of the World.
Cynic Fortune.

A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat,
loals of Fire.
ral Strange.
Life's Atonement.

^y the Gate of the Sea.
L Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.

Ry miJBRAY and HERMAN.
One TraYoUer Returns.
Paul Jones's Alias.

Ry HENRY 9IIJRRAY.
A Came of Bluff.

RyAIilCE O'HANIiON.
the Unforeseen,

t
Chance? or Fate?

TwcShillino Sovr.L9—coHliHUfd.

Ry OBORCJEM OHNBT.
Doctor Rameau. I

A Last Love.

Rr Mr*. OlilPHANT.
Whiteladles. | The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress In England.

Ry JVlra. RORBRT O'REIIiliV.
Phoibe's Fortunes.

Ry onDA.
Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.
Idalla.
CecllCastlemalne's
Cage.

Triootrln.
Puck.
Folic Farlne.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.
Slgna.
Princess Naprax-

Inc.
In a Winter City.
Ariadne.

Two Little Wooden
Shoes.

Friendship.
Moths.
PIplstrello.
A Village Ccm-
mans.

Bln>*:V
Wa.-da.
Frescwwi.
In Maremm-x.
Othmar.
Oullderoy.
Rufllno.
Oulda's Wisdom,
Wit, and Pathos.

HIAROARET AONEM PAVIi.
Gentle and Simple.

Ry JAUIEIil PAYN.
£200 Reward.
Marine Residence.
Mirk Abbey.
By Proxy.
Under One Roofi
High Spirits.
Carlyon's Year.
From Exile.
For Cash Only.
Kit.
The Canon's Ward
Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.

Bentlnok's Tutor.
Murphy's Master.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy.
Cecil's Tryst.
ClyfTards of Clylfe.
Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
Humorous Stories.
Lost Sir Masslngberd.
A Perfect Treasure.
A Woman's Vengeance.
The Family Scapegrace*
What He Cost Her.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
Like Father, Like Son.
Married Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Less Black than We're Painted*
A Confidential Agent.
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
Glow-worm Talus.
The Mystery of Mlrbridge.
The Burnt Million.

Ry €. li. PIRKIS.
Lady Lovelace.

Rr EROAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.

Ry E. C. PRICE.
Valentina. I The Foreigners*
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival*
Gerald.



PI'"',M!".l

'

A-^'

32 CHATT6 ^ WINDU§, 6l4, f>lceADlLLV.
K«<l

Two-Shilling Novels—co/iiJHMfrf.

tt Is Never Too Late to Mend.
Christie Jolinstone.
t>ut Yourself in Hts Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love He Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Hen and other Animalc.
Hard Cash.
Peg Wofflngton.
Orifllth Gaunt.
Foul Play.

A Simpleton.
Readiana.
A Woman-Hater.
The Jilt.

By Mrs. J. H. RlDBET^Ti.
Weird Stories. | Fairy Water.
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
The Uninhabited Ho ise.

The Mystery in Palace Gardens.

By F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

By JAMES R1JN€IITIAN.
Skippers and Shellbacks.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.
Schools and Scholars.

By W. Cr.ABK RVSSEIili.
Round the Galley Fire.
On the Fo'k'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Book for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the '« Ocean Star."
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe.
An Ocean Tragedy.

OEOROE AU&USTUS SAliA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

By JOHN SAVNBEBS.
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers.
The Lion in the Path.

By KATIIABlNSi: SAIJNBERS.
Joan Merryweather, i Heart Salvage.
The High Hills. | Sobastian.
Margaret and Elizabeth.

By OEOROE B. SIJXIS.

Rogues and Vagabonds.
The Ring o' Bells.
Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Tales of To-day. | Dramas of Life.

Tlnkletop's Crime.

By ARTHUR SKETCIIIiEV.
A Match In the Dark.

By T. ^y, SPEIOHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
The Golden Hoop. \ By Devious Ways.
Hoodwinked, &c.

Two-Shilling Novels—'•on/tHi/erf.

By R. A. STERNBAliE.
The : :;han Knife.

By R. liOVlS STETENSON.
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto.

BV BERTHA THOITIA9.
Crossida. |

Proud Malsie.
The Violin-player.

By WAI/TEB THORNBIJRY.
Tales for the Marines.
Old Stories Re-told.

T. AD01.PHUS TROLIiOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

By F. EI^EANOR TROIiliOPE.
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.

i
Mabel's Progress.

By ANTHONY TROIiliOPE.
Frau Frohmann. I Kept in the Dark.
Marlon Fay. | John Caldigate.
The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.

By J. T. TROIYBRIDOE.
Farneirs Folly.

By IVAN TUBOENIEFF, &c
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

By MARK TWAIN.
Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent.
Huckleberry Finn.
Life on the Mississippi.
The Prince and the Pauper.

By C. €. FRASKU-TYTIiEB.
Mlstrass Judith.

By SARAH TYTIiER.
Noblesse Oblige.
Disappeared.
Huguenot Family.^
Blackhall Gho&ts.

The Bride's Pass.
Burled Diamonds.
Saint Mungo'sCity.
Lady Bell.

What She Came Througlu
Beauty and the Beast.
Citoyenne Jaqueline.

By jr. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends*

By H. F. l^^OOB.
The Passenger from Sot'<land Yard.
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.

By liady WOOB. 2-
Sabina.

CEIilA PARKER WOOIiliEV.
Rachel Armstrong ; or, Love & Theology

By EBIfllJNO YATES.
The Forlorn Hope. | Land at Last.
Castaway.

OCDEN, SUALB AND CO. LIMITED, PRINTEKS, GREAT SAFFRON HILL, B.C.
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