
What are the fun places in Shenyang

 We were to sail Sunday at eleven, and Saturday afternoon had

arrived.  The crowd on the wharf and the coal-dust were thicker

than ever.  In one pocket I carried a cheque-book, a fountain-pen,

a dater, and a blotter; in another pocket I carried between one and

two thousand dollars in paper money and gold.  I was ready for

the creditors, cash for the small ones and cheques for the large

ones, and was waiting only for Roscoe to arrive with the balances

of the accounts of the hundred and fifteen firms who had delayed

me so many months.  And then—  On the platform Tehei and

Bihaura danced, accompanied by songs and choruses or by

rhythmic hand-clappings.  At other times a musical knocking of

the paddles against the sides of the canoes marked the accent.  A

young girl dropped her paddle, leaped to the platform, and

danced a hula, in the midst of which, still dancing, she swayed

and bent, and imprinted on our cheeks the kiss of welcome. 

Some of the songs, or himines, were religious, and they were

especially beautiful, the deep basses of the men mingling with

the altos and thin sopranos of the women and forming a

combination of sound that irresistibly reminded one of an organ. 

In fact, “kanaka organ” is the scoffer’s description of the himine. 

On the other hand, some of the chants or ballads were very

barbaric, having come down from pre-Christian times.   
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