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and delicately charming face. Her | love grows-ardeat, he waars a red
features were exquisite, her eyes lus- | rose or hibisuces. But if he tires, bt

trous black pools of passion, her puls soms green thing in their place
mouth a scarlet line of pride and dis- | Bon dieu' ‘That Is the depth of ip

ments to imterpret our subtle emo-
tions, cannot know the primitive sav-
age exultation that surges through
the velns when the war-drum beats.
To the Marquesans it has ever been
& summons to action, an inspiration
ic daring and bloody deeds, the call
of the war-gods, the frenzy of the
dance, Born of the thunder, speak-
ing with the volce of the storm and
the cataract, It rouses in man the
beast with quivering nostrils and
lashing tall who was part of the for-
est and the night.

Muslc is ever an expression of the
moods and morals of its time. The
bugle and the fife share with the
drum the rousing of martial spirit
in our armies today, but to our say-
Age ancestors the drum was supreme.
Primitive man expressed his harmony
with nature by imitating its sounds.
He struck his own body or a hollow
log covered with skin, Uneivilized
peoples erack their fingers, anap
their thighs, or strike the ground
with their feet to furnish musie for
impromptu dancing, In Tonga they
crack their fingers; In Tahiti they
pound the earth with the soles of
their feet; here in Atuona they clap
hands, The Marquesans have, too,
bamboo drums, long sections of the
hollow reed, slit, and beaten with
sticks. For calllng boats and for
signaling they use the conch-shell,

® . same that sounded when “the

itons blew their wreathed horn."
They also have the jew's-harp, an
instrument common to all Polynesia;
sometimes a strip of bark held be-
tween the teeth, sometimes a bow of
wood strung with gut.

Civilizsation 18 a process of making
life more complex and subtle, W
have the planp, the violin, the orches-
tra. Yet we also have ragtime, which
Is a reactlon from the narvous ten-
sion of American commereia] lite, a
swinging back teo the old days when
man though a brute, was free. Thera
is release and exhiliration in the
barbaric, syneopated songs and in the
animal-like motions of the jazz dan-
ces with their wild and passionate
attitudes, their unrestrained rhythms
and their direct appeal to sex. These
rag-time melodies, coming straight
ofrom the jungles of Africa through
the negro, call to impulses in man
that are stifled in big cities, in fac-
tory and slum and the nerve-wearing
Btruggle of business,

So In the dance my Marquesan
neighbors returned to the old ways
and expressed emotions dying under
the rule of an alfsn people. With the
making light of their reverenced
tapus, the proving that their gods
Were powerless, and the ending of
their tribal life, the dance degradeaq.
They did not care to dance now thar
their joy in life was gone, But the
hew and jolly governmor, craving
Emusement, . sought to revive it for

iz pleasure. 80 the drums were
beating on the palace lawn, and ar-
ternoon found tralls gay with pa-
Téus and brilliant shawls as the na-
came down from their paspaes
to the seat of government.
( Chief Kekala Avaua, adopted son
€f the old Kekela, and head man of
the Paamau district, called for me,
He was a dignitied and important
man of forty-five + With hand-
S80me patterns in tattoing on his legs,
and Dundreary whiskers. He was
quite modishly dressed in brown lin-
en, beneath which showed his bare,
prehensile-toed feet.

Kirio Patubamane, ga marvelous
Bpecimen of scrolled ink-marks from
head te foot, who sported Burnside
whiskers, an English ericket cap, and
& scarlet loin cloth, accompanied us

the road.

A hundred natives were squatting
io the garden of the palace, and rum
and wine were handed out
when we arrived. Haabunai and Song
of the Nightingale, the man under
sentence for mnl;h: palm dy,
Were once more the distributors, and
0ok a glass often. The people hag
thawed since the dance at the gov-
eérnor’s Inauguration. As Kirlo Patu-
hamane explained they had walted
to observe the disposition of their
new ruler, the last having beadn
severe, dispensing no rum save for
bis own seltish galn, and having a
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The haka, the Marque san national dance.

been in the island only a few months
and knew no more Margquesan speech
than the governor. Both these offi-
cials were truly hospitable, embar-
rassingly so, consldering my inability
to keep up with them in their toasts.

Soon the demijohn of rum had
been emptied into the glasses pass-
ing from hand to hand in the garden;
Haabunal and Song of the Nightin-
gale again evoked the trumming beac
of the great drums, and the dance
began, This was a tragedy of the
Séa, & pantomime of danger and con-
flict and celebration. For centuries
pust the ancestors of these dancets
had played It on the Forbidden
Helgnt. Even the language in which
they chanted was archaic to this gen-

| eration, its words and their meanings
Jorgotten,

The women sat upon the grass In
& row, and first, in dumb show, they
lifted and carried from jits house to
the beach a long canoe. The strain-
Ing muscles, of their arms, the sway
ol their bodies, imitated the raising
of the great boat, and the walking
with its welght, the launching, the
waiting for the breakers and the un-
dertow that would enable them to
Ppass the surf line, —and then the
paddling in rough water.

Meantime at a distance the men
chanted in chorus, giving rhythmie
time to the motions of the dancers
and telllng in the long-disused words
the story of the dramha. And the
drums beat till their rolling thunder
resounded far up the valley.

After the canoe was moving swift-
Iy through the water the women rest-
ed. It seemed to me that the low con-
tinued chant of the men expressed a
longing for freedom, for a return to
Dature, and a melancholy comment
on the d-;;:t power and liberty gone
forever, ugh no person present
understood the anclent language of
the song, there was no need of words
te Interpret the sxact of the
dance. Though mo word been
uttered, the motiona of thé women
would have clearly told mu:, ut:ln.

When they began _ e sea
gErew more agitated. .Lnr the
of the men reproduced the sound of
waves beating on the and the
whistling of wind, canoe
wWas tosaed by the sea,
it slid dissily down Into the troughs
of waves and rocked as the carsmen
fought to hold it steady. The squall
had grown a gale, upon them

‘praises of the goverflor and the brim-

skilled dancers of the Hawaiian Is-

clapping hands and thumping feet.

» Chiet of Paumau. These Jeft the lawn

the prisomer, and » the gerdarme
Luul; unlhﬂ the star performers.

&

tuce bed, the sole provision for salad-
making in Atuona. He hastily di-!
vided the precious leaves among the |
dancers, and with wilting lettuce an—1.
wreathed in their tresses the OArs- |
men launched the cance once more in |
the waves and returned to their own |
igle ,praising the gods.

All relaxed now, to receive the

ming glasses once more offered by
the diligent Haabunal and Song, aid-
eéd by the gendarme.

A gruesome cannibal chant fol-
lowed, accompanied by the booming
of the drums, and then, warmed by |
the liquor that fired their bralns, the |
dancers began the kaka, the sexual
dance. Inflamed by the rum, they
flung themselves into it with  such
abandon as I have never seen, and I
Saw & kamaaina in Hawall and have |
seen Caroline, Mir{, and Mamoe, most |

lands. With the continued passing of
the cup, the hurahura soon became
gEeneral. The men and women who
had begun dancing In rows, in an
organized way, now broke ranks and
danced freely all over the lawn. Men
sought out the women they Hked,
And women the men, challenging
each other in frensied and startling
exposition of the ancient ways.

The ceaseless booming of the
drums added incitement to the
frengy; the grounds of the governor's
pll:g wére a chaos of twisting
brown bodies and agitated pareus,
while from all sides rose cries, shouts
hysterical laughter, and the sound of

Hete and there dancers fell exhaust-
ed, until by elimination the dance re-
solved itself into a duet, all yielding
the turf to Many Daughters, the lit-
tle, lovely leper, and Kekela Avaua,
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and advanced to the veranda, where
80 contagious had become the entnu-
slasm that the governor was doing
the hurahura opposite Bauda, and Ah
Yu danced with ro, while Song,

Kekela, who led the rout, was a
at which 10 marvel. A very

big man, perhaps six feet faur Inches
t, and all muscle, his contor-
and the frenzied movements of
exceeded all anatomical

Many daughters, her big eyes
ing, her red lips parted, followed
tched his every emotion. Her

the railing, and 'was in his
pictured legs showing,
others were paked on my mats. There
was no need to disturb them, for ¥
is the good and honor
these hospitable
wherever slumber ov
The night was fine, the
down through the breadffuit trees, |
and Temetiu, the giant 'mountain, |
was dark apd handsome in the blue

custom of
to nleep
e one,

A tattooed Ma rquesan.

pareu, his The banana-shaded road and the
while the

roots of the old Banlan were crowded
with worshippers in all their finery,
and when they poured into the mis-
sion the few rude benches were well
filled. I found a chair in the rear,

next kt{r.thlt of Baufre, the shagey
drunkar

gan, I observed an empty prie-dieu,

d, and as the chanting be-
‘eclally prepa¥ed and’ placed for

'some person of ImPortance.

“If only she had a religious voca-
tlon,” sighed Sister Serapoline. ‘That
would solve all difficulties, and SAVE
her soul apd happiness.”

Vainly the nuns and priests had
trled during the. dozen years of her
tutelage In their hands to direct her
aspirations toward this goal, but one
had only to look into her burning
eyes or see the supple movement .of
her hody, to know that she sought
her joy on earth.

Mademoiselle walked daintily down
the road, where her horse was tied,
and I was presented to her. She Eave
me her 'hand with the air of a prin-

ceéss, her scarlet lips quivering into a |

faint smile and her smouldering, un-
satfBfied eyes sweeping my face. With
& conclliating, yet i ~perlous, alr, shea
suggested that I 1™e ove™the hills
with her.

Picking up her lace skirt and frill-
ed pettitoat, she vaulted into the

ran's saddle without more ado, and |

took the heavy reins in her small
gloved hands.

“Over the hills she led the way at &
gallop, despite wretched trail and
tripping bushes. Down we went
through the jungle, walled in by a

hundred kinds of trees and ferns |

and vines. I sald %o Mlle. N— that
the beauty of the islands was lika

that of a fantastic dream, an Arablan
Night's tale.

“Yes?" she sald, with a note nr.
weariness and irony. The feat of the |

horseg made a gucking sound on the
0ozy ground. I am half white," she
sald, after a moment, "and as the
horses’ hoofs struck the rocky traill
again, she whipped up her mount and
we galloped up the slope. :

I had to describe America to Mlle.
N—, and the inventions and soeial
customs of which she had read. She
would not want to live in such a big
country, she sald, but Tahitl seemed
to combine comfort with the atmos-

There of her birthplace. Perhaps she

might go to Tahito to Hve.

“l ‘have been told that they ard
separating the lepers in Tahit| and
confining them outside Papeite in a
kind of grison. Is that so?"

“Not & prison,” I replied. “The
government has bullt cottages for
them in a little valley. Don't you
think it wise to segregate them?"

She did not reply, and I rode AWRLY,

A week later I met her one evening
at Otupoto, that dividing place he-
tween the valleys of Taaoa and Atu-
oha, where Kahuitl and his fellow
warrijors had trapped the_ human
meat. I had walked there to s't on
the edge of the precip and watch
the sun set in the sea MMhe came on
horseback from her home toward the
village to spend S8unday with the
nuns. She got off her horsc wid
she saw me, and lit a cigaretio.

“What do you do here all alone 7™
she asked in French. I replied that I
Was trylog to Imagine myself there
fifty years earlier, when the meddle-
s0me white sang very low in the con-
cert of the {sland powers.

“The people were happler then, 1
Auppose,” she sald meditatively, ‘But
It does not attract me, ] would like to
58 the world I read of.”

She sat beside me on the rock, har
delicately-modeled chin on her pink
palm, and gazed at the colors fading
from vivid gold and rose to yellow
and mauve on the sky and sea. The
quietness of the scene, the gathering,
twilight, perhaps, too, something in
the fact that'l was a white man and
& stranger, broke down her regerve,

“But with whom can I sée the
world?” she sald with sudden
sion. “Money—I have it. I don't
want it. I want to be loved. I want
8 man. What shgall I do? 1| cannot
mMArry a native, lJr they do not think
as I do. I—I dread to marry a
Frenchman. You know le droit du
mari? A French wite hag no freedom.

“Your islande here are more beau-
tiful than any of the developed coun-
tries,” 1 sald. “There are many thie-
ves, there, too, to take your money."”

“l1 have read that," she answered,
“and I am not afraid; I am afraid of
nothing. I want to know a different
life than here. I will at least go to
Tahitl. I am tired of the convant.
The nuns talk always of religion, and
1 am young, and 1 am half Fremch, We

behind her to save a weiling, She
turned Impulsively and looked sl me
her lovely face close to mine, ha
dark eyes burning, and her hol
breath on my cheek.

“Write to me wHen you are in T'IJ
hitl, and tell me it you think I woul
be happy there,”’ she said imploring:
ly. “I have no friends hers excepl
the nuns. I need s0 much to go aWay,
[ am dylng here.”

Coming up my trail a few dayd
later, I found on my paepae a shab«
bily dressed little bag-of-bones of o
white man with a dirty gray beamd
and a harsh voice like that of Ban«
fre. H¢ had a note to me from La
Brunnee, Introducing M. Lemoal,
born in Brest, a naturalized Ameris
can. The note was sealed, and I put
it carefully away before turning to
my visitor. It read: ;

“I send you a specimen of tha Mar«
quesan beaches, so that you can have
a little fun. This fellow have a very
tremendous life. He is an old sallor,
private, gold-minsp, Chinese-hknger;
thief, robber, honest-man baker, tra«
der; in a word, an interesting type,
With the aid of several glasses of
wine I have put him in the mood to
talk delighttully.”

A low-browed man was Lemoal,
sapped and ruthless, but certainly he
had adventured.

'l saw you with that daughter of
Liba-Liha,” he sald, using the native
name of the dead millionaire. “You
be careful. One tlme I baked bread
in Taada, My oven was near this
plantation. I saw that Eirl come Into
the woods and take off her dreass.

She had a mirror to see her hlfr'i:::_ .

I looked, and the sun shone
What she saw, I saw—a patch of

| white. She is a leper, that rich girl?

The man was like a snake to me. I
threw* away the glass he had drupk
from. And yet—was 1t 1dle curiosity,
Or was it fear of being shut away in
the valley outside Papeite by the
Quarantine officers, that made her
ask me that question about the segre-
gation of lepers? :

Lihi-Liha had spent thirty years
making money., He had coined the
sweat and blood and lives of a thou-
send Marquesams into a gciden for-
tune, and he had left-bahind him that
fortune, a marble tomb and Mlle, N—

PALLID CHEEKS
MEAN ANAEMIA

New Health fan Be Obtatmed by
Enriching the Blood Bupply.
When a girl in her teens becomes
peevish, listléss and dull, when noth-
Ing seems to Interest her and dalnte
les do not tempt her appetite you
may be certain that she needs mora
£0od blood than her system is pro=
vided with. Before long her pall
cheeks, frequent headaches an
breathlessness and heart palpitation.
will confirm that she is anasmic,
Many mothers as the result of their
*wn girlhood experience can prompte
Iy detect the early signs of anaemia
and the wise mother doss not walt
for the trouble to develop further,
but at once gives her daughter a

course with Dr. Willlame' Pink Pills. '.

which renew the hloed supply and
banish anaemia before it has obtain-
ed a hold on the system.

Out ot their experience thousands =

of mothers know that ansemia is the
sur® road to worse ills. They know
the difference that good red blood _
makes in the development of woman='
ly health. Every headache, ‘every
Easp for breath that follows the
slightest exertion by thée ansemie

girl, every pain she suffers in her

back and Hmbe are

have not taken the best steps to give:
your weak girl new blood, the:.
only sure way to do so is o
the use of Dr. Willlams’ Pink Pills. @

New, rich, red blood is infused into
the system by every dose of these
.__From this sew rich blood

springs good health, an increased oy
petite, new energy, high spirits and

pertect womanly development. Give
your daughter Dr. Williams' Pink ~
Pills, and take them yourself and =

note how promptly thelr influence i3
felt in better health. '

o " dle young, most of us, and I have had . b
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