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Not for nothing have I journeyed all the way to the Solomons.  At

last I have seen Charmian’s proud spirit humbled and her

imperious queendom of femininity dragged in the dust.  It

happened at Langa Langa, ashore, on the manufactured island

which one cannot see for the houses.  Here, surrounded by

hundreds of unblushing naked men, women, and children, we

wandered about and saw the sights.  We had our revolvers

strapped on, and the boat’s crew, fully armed, lay at the oars,

stern in; but the lesson of the man-of-war was too recent for us to

apprehend trouble.  We walked about everywhere and saw

everything until at last we approached a large tree trunk that

served as a bridge across a shallow estuary.  The blacks formed

a wall in front of us and refused to let us pass.  We wanted to

know why we were stopped.  The blacks said we could go on.  We

misunderstood, and started.  Explanations became more definite. 

Captain Jansen and I, being men, could go on.  But no Mary was

allowed to wade around that bridge, much less cross it.  “Mary”

is bêche de mer for woman.  Charmian was a Mary.  To her the

bridge was tambo, which is the native for taboo.  Ah, how my

chest expanded!  At last my manhood was vindicated.  In truth I

belonged to the lordly sex.  Charmian could trapse along at our

heels, but we were MEN, and we could go right over that bridge

while she would have to go around by whale-boat. “Allow herself!

Then it is a matter entirely of calculation.” “You’re sure?” he



said.  “Sir, I must dispute that,” said Mr Turnbull, turning round

upon our hero. “I regard the position of our high Ministers as

most respectable.”
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