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PREFATORY NOTE

THIs record of travel in the South Seas was designed by Mr.
La Farge as a continuous narrative, but some of his most valuable
impressions were embodied in letters written from the Islands to
his son, Mr. Bancel La Farge, or jotted down at the moment in his
journal. Since it was his intention to introduce this material into
the book, it has with scrupulous care been drawn upon for that
purpose.

G. E. B.
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REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS

EN ROUTE

O~ Boarb, 26th August, 1890.

San Francisco was the same place, with the same curious
feeling of its being cold while one felt the heat; but there was
neither place, time nor anything for me;there were things tobuy
and replace — all sorts of things had been forgotten, and now
more than ever I realize that it is well to be overloaded — even
if I believe that later I should feel it. What I want I want
badly, and San Francisco is not a place to get it in.

And then there was a pleasant club, with the usual hideous
decoration, but very comfortable and with such a good table,
and such a real one — meats that were meats, and fish that was
Jish, and fruits in quantity, and fruits are not fruits for pleasure
unless they be in quantity; and good wine and champagne of a
kind that is not ours; and a Mr. Cutler who took us there and
talked of things he had done or would do, that were interest-
ing, and the contrast between the smoothness of life there, and
the apparent difficulties outside. Isay apparent because many
of them are based upon a feeling of indifference or “look out
for yourself >’ in any event outside. Yes, the Union Club was

a good waster of time. And then I am not yet well recovered at
8



+ REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS

all from the strain of the beginning of the month; and I felt as
if I had sea-legs and gait from the motion of the car. So that
I shall say nothing of the great bay, nor its mountainsides,
that look at this time as if they were nothing but those we
have seen all along, but with the sea rolling in.

We got off on Saturday, not at noon as stated, but waiting
for a couple of hours in dock, the little steamer filled with
people and with very pretty girls, who, alas! were not to ac-
company us. But we have a circus troupe “a la Buffalo
Bill”’; an impresario with the nose and figure head of the

b

“boy,” and his wife, or lady, the usual “variety blonde” to
match, joining, like the telegraph, (through the seas and
continent of America), furthest Australia and the Singing
Hall of London. Long-haired cowboys see them off, one of
them fair-haired and boyish and ‘sixty-two.” There are
Indians, one long-haired, saturnine, and yet smiling, with the
usual length of jaw and hair (so that his back runs up from his
waist to his hat), who sits with some female, perhaps a dancer,
and talks sentiment evidently, in his way, to my great delight
— and hers, too, whatever she might say. They sit with one
blanket around them, and he points gracefully, and puts
things in her hair — and draws presents out of his pockets,
wrapped up in paper, and puts them back to pull them out

again. She sits against him, and smiles at him ironically,
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and laughs, and generally looks like a pretty cat lapping
cream.

The cowboys meander about and go to the bar-room too
frequently, especially one, a fair-haired one, who feels the first
attack of sea-sickness, and sits with' his head on his hand —
and resents his comrades’ begging him to come below, telling
them that they have mistaken the man he is, that he is a Paw-
nee medicine man, he is, and that he will wipe the floor with
them; and then he subsides again — so that my expected row
does not occur.

Then everybody subsides, even the cheerful young English-
men and old Englishmen, and the middle-aged Englishmen,
who pervade a good part of the ship and utter all their small
stock of remarks with slowness and power. There are others
— the teacher going back for her vacation, to the seminary at
Hawaii — the young German I suspect of being an R.C.
priest, and the Scotchman who has carefully talked for the last
hour on the advantage of our system of ‘“‘checking” baggage,
which as he says allows you to go on without getting off at any
station to see if the “guard” has the things all right. But as
he remarks, for the hand luggage, a “mon” can take care of .
that himself, otherwise he would not be fit to take care of
MONEY!

But the weather is disappointing, very cold (so that ulsters
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are convenient), dark and grey, and there is a heavy coast sea,
which I didn’t like until yesterday, since when it has been
warm, and we have had blue sky in large patches through
rents in the violet silveriness of the clouds. It is the exquisite
clearness of the blue of the Pacific, a butterfly blue, laid on as
it were between the clouds, and shading down to white faint-
ness in the far distance, where the haze of ocean covers up the
turquoise. The sea has the blue for a long time, but dark and
reflecting the grey sky. This morning (Thursday) it has been
blue like a sapphire, dark to look at except near by, but when
you look down to it, and see it framed in the openings of the
windows or the gangways, blue light pours out of it, and I
realize that my blue sketches of four years ago are no exag-
geration. When the clouds open somewhat, the blue light
pours down and makes the shadows of the clouds violet, except
when this fog against the warm sky looks red and rosy. Even
the shadows of the blue sea look at moments reddish, when they
reflect the opposite grey cloud. But we are not yet quite in
the sun seas — this is not the season yet nor the place. There
is all the time a veil of cloud, a veil so heavy as to make
great cumulus clouds bunch out in extreme modelling.
But when it is grey, all in silver — there is a light —a
lilac grey, a silver, not known to the other side; and it is

only when the distant smoke of the steamer goes over the
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grey clouds that I realize that they become like those of the
north Atlantic.

This is Thursday afternoon. On Saturday at dawn, or be-
fore it, we shall sight at first the island of Molokai, the leper’s
island, where Father Damien lived, then Oahu and its capes

and Honolulu.

Friday, 29th August.

Last night the sun set in those silver tones that I associate
with the Pacific and with Japan. The horizon was enclosed
everywhere, but through it every here and there the pink and
rose of sunset came out and in the east lit up the highest of the
clouds in every variety of pink and lilac and purple and rose,
shut in with grey. But the moon, “O Tsuki San,” had her
turn—then I realized where we were. All was so dark that the
horizon was quite veiled, but the light of the moon, in its full,
and high up, poured down on what seemed a wall-embroidery
of molten silver slanting to the horizon. Itself was partly
wrapped in clouds or veils or wraps like those that protect
some big jewel, and when unveiled or partly covered, it had
the roundness — the nearness of some great crystal “with
white fire laden.” The clearness was so great at places open
through the clouds, that I thought I could see Jupiter’s satel-
lites, and decided it was he by this additional glitter. There
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is no way of telling you all that the moon did, for she seemed
to arrange the clouds, to place them about her or drive them
away, to veil herself with one hand of cloud. It was like a
great heavenly play —and played in such lovely air! If I
could write on for pages I could only say that I had no idea of
what the moon could be, nor of the persistence of colour that
she could hold in all the silveriness.

When I went to bed, blue light poured in by reflection from
the waves that had looked dark and colourless from the deck.
It was the same contrast as by daylight, when the dark sea,
isolated from the sky, takes a blue like Oriental satin, and is
fired with light. i

To-night again the moon gave a play — no longer in the
great pomp of a simple spread of silver forms of cloud, but like
an opera of colour and shadow, far in front of it, hung at times,
a cloud so dense as to seem as dark as our bulwarks or “roof-
ing” — but usually a cloud of blue, perhaps by contrast with
the warmth of the clouds behind, all lit up and modelled and
graded tier on tier. No Rembrandt could have more tndica-
tion of grading and of dark than these clouds had in reality.
No possible palette could approximate the degrees of dark and
of light, for the moon, when she uncovered entirely, was the
same transparent silver vase out of which poured light. It

seemed impossible — the electric light alongside of us was no
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brighter apparently than the bright markings of the light on
the deck, on the edges of the bulwarks, and on the brass of the
railings. Imagine the electric light, in say our Fifth Avenue,
really turned on everything around you. It is a stupid simile,
but I wish you to believe in what I am saying. I took a
coloured print into the moonlight to try, and could make out
the colours — fairly of course — moonily, but there they were
all, all but the violet. We could read, poorly, but we could
read. But this is not the point, it is that we could see far
away to the modn, and that it made a centre of light for every
dark, for every half-tint, curtain upon curtain hung in front of
it — all the foregrounds of sky you could wish for in that pos-
sibility of fog cloud.

Never shall I think again of the moon as a pale imitation.
Of course its representation began when the sun was gone.
Why it was like a sun one could look at without winc-
ing, and canopied itself with colours that did not imitate, but
were merely the iridescent spectrum that belongs to the great
sun. These colours, by their arrangement in the prismatic
sequence seemed to make more light, to arrange it and dispose
it, as if art was recalling nature. All this must seem unintel-
ligible. It would to me if I dared reread it. But this is at
least what we came for — the moon and the Pacific.

To-morrow morning, Honolulu.
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There was the profile of Oahu at seven this morning. Ear-
lier, Molokai was a long cloud on our port. Now Oahu be-
comes clearer, and is distinctly violet or plum colour. The
sea in front of it is blue, and dashed with white foam. Above,
the clouds are in the more delicate greys and violets, and far
up is a little rift of blue. To the right a large white trian-
gular patch —an extinct volcano cone. Near the base of the
mountains all is mist.

Itisnow 7:30. Birds, swallows, and sea-mews meet us; the
swallows came early this morning. But until yesterday, for
two days, there was no life except the flying fish.

T We are very close, so close that I cannot draw except in
panorama. All looks like cinders as we go on. Lovely cloud
effects on the hills — rainbows — and the furthest edge of
everything in this promontory daring all.

Then, as we round this, with our first turn perhaps since we
left, we can see more mountains and hills — for the first time,
right on the blue sea, a fringe of green (not yellowish) — the
first time I have seen a fringe of green to deep blue sea.

Later we see beneath the great hills or mountains, that look
like cinders, green bushes of trees, and houses looking pretty
enough and cool — but we are still far off — and then behind
this grey mountain with fringe .of green we begin to feel

Honolulu.
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Big mountains, green valleys and slopes far back, a fringe of
trees, some large buildings, a steamer’s smoke from some place,
here and there masts — all this spread for miles, like an edging.
As the space unfolds we see an immensely long beach (Waikiki)
running at the base of the hills around a bay, and far off in the
haze many masts. ‘““White water’’ edges the sea everywhere,
even before the line of ships. The water has calmed on which
we now slip. There is no motion to it; no more, apparently,
than would make a fringe of foam to a lake. A narrow channel
in the surf, and we see the shipping and the port: steamships
and sailing vessels, an English and an American warship, and

we are in, and I am interrupted for the keys of the trunks.



HONOLULU

Sunday morning, Nuuanu,
Nuuanu Valley, Honolulu.

Last night, after having tried the Hawaiian Hotel, we came
up here and took possession of Judge Hartwell’s house, which
we had seen in the afternoon.

We sat in the verandah, looking out toward the sea, I should
say about two miles from us, with the same brilliant moon-
light we had had the night before. The two palm trees in
front of the house were gradually illuminated as if the whole air
had been a stage scene, through the smoothly shining trunks
glistening like silver, where the lower green stem of the bole
leaf or branch of the tree beneath the branches separates from
the lower cylinder. Behind them spread sky and ocean, for
we are just on the summit of a hill, the sea-line spreading dis-
tinctly and the air being clear enough, (even when a slight drift
of rain came down across the picture), to see the surf far out,
and the lines of a great bar (to the right), which made a long
hooked bend into the sea. Lights shone red on board of two
English and American war vessels. Far off a few azure clouds

on the horizon; and occasionally a white patch of cloud floated
12
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like gauze over the palms, then sank away into the space
shining far off — a little darker now than the sky, and warm
and rather red in colour.

Meanwhile, the palm branches tossed up and down in the
intermittent gale which blew from behind us in the great hills.
The landscape was all below us, lying at the very foot of the
palms which edge the hill upon which we are. Across the
grass the moonlight came sometimes, as if a lamp had sud-
denly been brought in — and the colour of the half-yellow
grass, which was not lost in the moonlight, urged on this de-
lusion. Even the violet of the two piHars of palm and its
silveriness were strong enough to make greener the colour of
the sky.

When I walked out behind the house the hills were covered
with cloud — I say covered, but rather the cloud rested upon
them, and poured up into the sky, in large masses of white;
the moon shining through most of the time, out of an opening
more blue than the blue sky, itself an opaline circle of greenish
blue light, with variant jridescent redness in the cloud edges.
Against it the heavy trees looked as dark as green can be, and
now and again the branches of other palms were like waves of
grass against this dark, or against the sky all shining and bril-
liant. Occasionally it rained, as it did in the afternoon; the

edges of the great cloud blew upon us like a little sprinkle of
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wet dust, and later, as it came thicker, the rustle of the palms
was increased by the rustle of the rain. The grass of the hills
shone as with moisture, but the grass outside, near us, was so
dry that the hand put down to it felt no wet.

And I went off to bed under mosquito nettings, in a room
that smelt of sandalwood, to sleep late and feel the gusts of
wind blow through the open windows, and to think that it
rained because I heard the palms.

Yesterday it rained very often. As we landed, the rain had
begun, and the air was difficult to breathe with the quantity of
moisture. All was wet, underfoot, though the wet, by the after-
noon, had dried in this volcanic soil. We had been taken up
to the home of Mr. Smith, Judge Hartwell’s brother-in-law,
and decided at once upon going to housekeeping, for which

we had to drive into town quite late; and we made out of our
business a form of skylarking, I think to the astonishment of

our guide and friend, who may have thought that persons who
had been able to discuss seriously in the afternoon with him-
self and a member of the former cabinet, Mr. Thurston, the
question of the sugar tariff, and its relation to the Force bill
and the position of Mr. Blaine and of the Pennsylvania
senators, should not be people to waste their minds on the
dress of Hawaiian girls and the fashion of wearing flowers
about the neck.
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But the ride was full of enjoyment and novelty. Honolulu
streets are amusing. The blocks of houses are tropical, with
most reasonable lowness, and are of cement in facings; and
the great number of Chinese shops and of Chinese, with some
pretty Chinese girl faces and children’s faces, enliven the
streets. And there are so many horses, small, with much mus-
tang blood and good action and good heads, and ridden freely
—too freely, for we saw a labourer ridden down by some cow-
boyish fellow. Hawaiian women rode about in their divided
skirts; they had, as well as many of the men, flowers around
their waists and their necks, and among their delights, pea-
cock-feather bands around their hats. Many of them were
pretty, I thought, with animated faces, talking to mild and
fierce men of similar adornments. And as I said, there was
much Chinese, and dresses of much colour — for men and
women — and trees with flowers, like the Bougainvillia pur-
plish rose coloured; grey palm trunks, and many plants of big
leaves like the banana; yellow limes, and fiercely green acacias.

At any rate it was fun; we stopped and bought mangoes and
oranges from natives who smiled or grinned at us. The air
grew delicious with the wind that took away the oppression
of the dampness, (we have about 80 to 83 degrees), so that if
this be tropiecal, it is easy to bear, and the vast feeling of air and

space gives a charm even to the heat.
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I walked about this morning toward the hills, of which the
near ones are covered with grass of a velvet grey in the light,
and dun colour in the shade; but behind, the higher hills are
purple and lost in the base of the cloud that has never ceased
to turret them. After a while the sense of blue air became

intense.
Tuesday.

We sat up again and waited for the moon to rise, and
watched her light drown the brilliancy of the stars and of the
milky way. Jupiter shone like diamonds, and Venus was like
a glittering moon herself; and beneath her in the ocean a wide
tremulousness of light broke the great belt of water with a shine
that anywhere else might have done for the reflection of the
moon. The great palms threw up their arms into a coloured
sky not quite vi(ﬂet nor quite green; the gale blew again from
the mountains with the same intensity; the great cloud hung
again up to the same point in the heaven until the moon began
to beat its edges down, and break them and send them in
blots of white and dark into the western sky. Then, at length,
she came out again to sink behind the advancing cloud, which
again broke, over and over again, and through the trees be-
hind us and over the hills hung in a mass of violet grey. The

wind blew more and more violently, but never any colder;
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always as if at the beginning of a storm, not as if any more than
a long gust. And when the moon was free in the upper sky,
and the cloud rested in its accustomed place, above the hills,
we walked out into the open spaces to see the clouds lie in white
masses of snow piled up, and above them to the north, the sky
of an indefinite purple, terrible in its depth of uncertainty of
colour, with no break, no cloud whatever.

Wednesday night we had rain, though only above us.
Occasionally the clouds gained over in the southwest before
us, but not entirely, and for a time the horizon of the sea was
dusty and a little uncertain, but never at any moment did we
fail to see the stars before us and the clear light of the sky.
But we had to say good-bye to the moon. She will rise now so
late that for us who are getting tired with a little more move-
ment, there is impatience at having to watch; and, besides,
the mosquitoes pour about us in swarms, unless we remain
outdoors in the continual gusty surge of wind that makes us
more and more sleepy.

Now the sky in the night becomes more purple and more
violet as we look toward the south, instead of holding delicate
blue-green, that promised the moon; and around Venus, until
her setting, there is an area of light in this violet; and below
her the sea is bright as if with a moon, and all the stars toward

the south are brilliant and fiery.
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Friday.

Yesterday we drove up the valley. We ourselves are on
a bank or projection into it, though the rocks rise to our left
as we look northeast, which is the trend of the valley. Hono-
Iulu is below us, spread by the sea, and the valley goes up
from it as do others; to the north and east there is a wide fringe
or space by the sea, which is as a big slope, and into it these
valleys open, so that, as we look back on our drive, that nar-
rows more, we see the scene opening more and more and fur-
ther and further below us, Honolulu and its plain or lower
slope shining in light, with the sea beyond it, the surf breaking
away out from its shore, and the sea spreading over the sand in
a faint wash of greener colour; further out a purple line of
reef below the water, and then the waveless blue of distance.
All is light; even the converging hills — hills coming together
in the perspective, like stage wings, but opening out in real-
ity — even the hills seem transparent with light. The valley
side rises generally, but our view is occasionally interrupted by
divisions of higher land, slopes from the mountainsides that
run across. And so we go for five miles. The hills and moun-
tains, for they are high, are steep and pointed and covered
with green. Here and there black marks indicate the voleanic
rock; a cascade comes down the apparently perpendicular

side of the rock, like a snake twisting; making a movement



REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS 19

like a throbbing, for there is no leap, it merely glides down
the wall. Then suddenly the road rises still more, and we
come to a bank before us where the road turns; and over the
bank we see distance, and green hills like a plain under us,
and red roads through the multitudinous green, and far
away a promontory out to sea, silver and grey, for the vege-
tation has suddenly stopped there, and there is nothing but
the nameless aridity of mountains standing out to sea, in a
fairyland of blue and white surf, and sand between white and
yellow, and a warm emerald of shallow waves near the shore.
We are on the famous Pali, thirteen hundred feet above the
hills below us. Pack mules grope down the path, and a car-
riage held back by two riders on horseback goes down the
precipitous winding road. There is shouting and clicking of
stirrups and spurs and bridles, the plunges of the horses and
sudden throwing back of the men, all in a gale of heavy wind,
make me feel in this smallness even in animals the size and
space before me. As we go down the road a little, we see,
looking up, the great cliffs of the Pali to which we have driven.
It makes a great cliff of walls opposite to the sea, (over which
we have broken), and to the west it stretches in shadow, and in
the west we see the marking lost in shade of unnamable tones,
as the green precipice casts its shade across the foothills and

slopes for a vast space, (it is two thousand feet high), looking
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as if it had been some great sea-cliff once, and the sea had once
formed the spaces now green, and undulating with hill and
valley. But the great Pali has probably been one side of the
stupendous wall of a great crater, now partly under the sea,
and the grey mountain far off to sea has been the central cone

of this ancient circle.

September 6th.

We had to-day a very Hawalian afternoon; we tasted of the
delights — perhaps it would be better to say the comforts — of
pois; eaten with relishes, squid and salt fish, and fish baked in
i1 leaves, and also of some introduced things, such as the guava,
which is spooned out from its rind. But all this is known to
you. And this was two-fingered po:. When fully stiff it is
one-fingered, the three-fingered being effeminate, and coming
to-day more in use with general degeneracy. And we see
later old poi-dishes with an edge running in, upon which to wipe
the finger or fingers. And as the talk went on, turning al-
ways more or less to ancient habits and traditions, we heard
much more than I can remember. As a shuttle through the
web of the conversation ran the personality of the King; in-
teresting, in many ways, because of his race, and of its exact
relation to the pure race, and of his caring for the old tradi-

tions and probably superstitions. He collects, or has collected;
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but is little addicted to the civilized habits of curators of mu-
seums, and is fond of arranging his remains and fragments,
placing them and setting them occasionally in gold, and re-
making old idols which are fragmentary, not without surmises
of his taking more than an outside scientific or artistic interest
in them. And no wonder! there must remain every reason of
inheritance in mind. The christianizing of the native mind
can be represented by the supposition of an acceptance of a
Jehovah who ruled in great matters, and over the soul, but
whose attention was not directed to little things; so that there
might be essences that controlled ordinary life, good to invoke
in time of danger, and for usual help, at any rate of good omen,
or to be propitiated for fear of harm. And so often the native
in great distress, as when death threatens, resorts to old forms,
as invalids all over the world look to remedies out of the reg-
ular way — the good woman’s doctorings and the help of the
quack, who may not perhaps be all out in some matters. And
so it is possible to hear that this personage has rebuilt a heiau
or temple — a fishing temple of propitiation near his summer
residence, upon the old lines of the former one; —and to listen
to the singular anecdote, which gives him as consulting an old
crone when age is on her in the full of a hundred, and who re-
membered the erection of the old temple now destroyed.

When consulted by us she was still able to work, though so .
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very old, and was found seated under some hut or shelter,
scraping twigs for mats, with a sharp-edged shell, as she had
done when a child of ten. Much could not be obtained from
her, as she had no consecutive thread of talk, but she was
able to show where the cornerstone of the old temple lay,
and beneath it the bones of the human being sacrificed as a
propitiatory and necessary part of the foundation — a habit
and tradition common to all races, as we know. The King
could not, of course, sacrifice a human being to-day, so
that a pig was the propitiation, and the new heiau is built.
The first offering from fishing is thrown there and success
established.

Another pig comes in a more curious and fantastic way, and
forms part of a possible picture, conjured up in the story.
For some old priest or kakuna assured the King, anxious to
discover the remains of the great Kamehameha, that they
could be traced by divination. The pig, filled with the spirit
(ahu), was let loose, and an old priest and less old but heavy
chieftain careered after him, until the animal passed, and be-
gan to circle about in convulsions. Then they dug and lo! a
skull, which the King now keeps as the remains of the great
head of the sovereignty, from whom his predecessors were de-
scended, as was, for example, the wife of our Mr. Bishop the
banker — for the present King is not of that lofty strain.
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This difficulty of finding what was left of the great tyrant and

hero was owing to the Hawaiian (and Polynesian), habit of
hiding the remains of the great; sometimes even they were
eaten; the people were not cannibals — they did not kill to
ecat, but it was necessary to protect the remains from insult.
No one would wish to have his chief’s bones serve for fish-
hooks, nor to make arrowheads to shoot mice with, nor I sup-
pose even to make ornamental circles in the sticks of the
kahilz, the beautiful plumed stick of honour, originally a fly-
brush, I suppose (like the old Egyptian fan), which was the
attribute of power, and which is still carried about royalty,
or stands at their coffin or place of burial. Consequently
every precaution was taken to hide the bones, which were tied
together and put in some inaccessible secret place.

Another kahuna or priest told the King how to have access
to the terrible hiding-place where were deposited the remains
of some chief that Kalakaua wished to have, to give them
finally some resting-place of honour. The only way to get at
this cavern was by diving and when he did so he came up into
a cavern, where he found them, and also large statues of idols
and other remains. But the place was haunted, and not for
the whole of the Islands would the King again undertake such
a journey. Nor should I, even if I swam well enough. Can

you imagine making a hit-or-miss entrance through the surf
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into some narrow hole, from which one would emerge into
hollow and drier darkness; and then to have to make light
and grope about for things in themselves of a spooky and
doubtful influence — and things that should resent the hand
of the intruder!

For it is even hinted that many of the present tombs in the
royal mausoleum are empty or not authentically filled; for
instance, King Lunalilo is certainly not there. In old days
some devoted friend of the chief’s would have hunted about
and found some man looking like him, and then would have in-
continently massacred the more vulgar Dromio, would have
left his body in the place of the chief’s, and hidden the hon-
oured remains from all but most sacred knowledge, that
around the priest, the depository of holy mysteries, all power
might cling. Power of priests: power to designate who should
die — killing the chief’s friend or supporters if it were advis-
able to weaken him.

With their privilege of designating victims the power of the
priests must have reached into the province of politics, for a
king’s or chief’s men, precious to him but dangerous to ene-
mies, might be chosen at any moment so as to weaken him.
The men of the priest could be saved from such a terror. The
man to die might be put an end to as he entered the temple by

a blow from behind with a club or stone, or his back might be
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broken, in a dexterous way known of old, or his neck might
be twisted so as to break the spine. The death at least was
made as painless as possible.

The real kahunas are extinct, but have many pretended
successors. The King himself claims to be kakuna more or
less. He claims to have a cure for leprosy. I hear too that a
leper is kept at the palace, and another at the boat house, for
experiments, but of course of that I know nothing — no more
than of anything else. 'The boat house is the place where the
King gives luuaus, Hawaiian dinner parties, and when the
hula is danced there are well-known dancers who come or are
retained or sent for. They are in the photographs much
dressed and rather ugly, and some have very thick legs, mon-
strous to the European eye, but I suppose that talent is not
always found in the pretty shapes. Some good people (from
Minnesota), lately expressed a wish to see these dances, and
the King, who is apparently a very courteous person, kindly
consented to help them, and invited them then and there to
dinner. They came to an excellent dinner, and saw the hula
danced. They were informed by the King that the custom
was to ;give some gratuity to the artist; so that money was
thrown into a dish, the King giving two dollars, and the others
the same. When the collection at the end was taken up after

each dance (my informants giving some seven dollars apiece)
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and presented as by etiquette to his 'majesty, he retained the
mass, giving one dollar and a half to each dancer as their
proper proportion. This reminds me of Oriental tradition, and
is probably quite consistent with a certain liberality, the Ha-
walian instinct, especially with the chiefs, being toward gener-
ous giving; so much so that many have become impoverished
from this and other forms of improvidence, in the days of the
change to civilization, when they owned a good deal that gradu-
ally passed into the hands of those who held the mortgages.
Mrs. Dominis, the heir apparent (now the Queen), keeps
also some tenderness for superstitions and beliefs of the past,
and I am told (but not by so sure a person), that she sacrificed
some time ago to Pele, the goddess of the volecano, some pigs
and hens, which were thrown into the fire of lava. At present
the account is vague and mixed to me, but I think of it as
connected with some illness of one of the late princesses,
for whom also came a portent of certain fish appearing in
quantity, a presage of death to great chiefs. Naturally one
listens to any gossip referring to the reversion of the race to
any former habits, and this I give you only for this reason.
One little touch, however, with the common people, is pretty,
just what happens anywhere, and that is the fondness for ly-
ing low, if I may so put it; the using of the underneath of their

houses (which is one way), the cellar, or rather open space
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under houses, becoming, low as it is, the residence, and the
house itself being kept with its furniture and carpets, only as a
sort of show; matting being laid down on the earth below, and
the whole affair made comfortable in savage fashion. Here
all live together. Somebody was telling us how, in a trip
somewhere, they had found a family who were living under
their house, and who gave them their own unused room with a -
big four-post bedstead. And in the morning a strange rustle
aroused them. It was the native couple struggling to escape
unnoticed from beneath the bed, under which they had passed
the night.

And also there is a peculiar use of objects which we hide, and
which are placed usually at the doorstep. I have seen them
carried with great care through the streets, and at my first
purchases in a Chinese shop I noticed the discussion of some
natives upon the adornment of these utensils which they had
come to buy.

The old-fashioned house has passed away; hardly any one
has now the knowledge of how to build it. It was well suited
to its use and made with great care. It had a thatched roof
which was made of bundles tied with hibiscus bark and care-
fully disposed, and this whole house had to be built according
to rite, or it could not be lived in. The main archway, or one

made by say the pillars and lintel and crossbeam, had to be
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of one wood, and so forth. The floor was made of stones,
laid together in different layers, growing smaller and smaller,
upon which mats were placed, one over the other; which also
could be made very fine, and which are excellent to sleep on,
being very cool.

I was much struck by the shape of some skulls of natives
showing a peculiar fent or rogf shape of head, and extreme
squareness of jaw. The heads are fine, very often, and the type
massive. Man and woman tend to fat apparently, if one may
judge of the average types one sees, but then they are seen in
the street or in houses and perhaps wellfed. Some of the young
women or girls have great delicacy of expression, and the line
of the jaw and chin separating from the throat is graceful and
refined. There is a pretty tendency, owing to thickness of lip,
apparently, to a shortness of the curve above, that gives a little
disdainful look quite imposing in some of the older and uglier
women, when they are not too fat. The men look like gentle
bandits. But there is a certain sullen look in a great many
that is unsatisfactory, and has grown, I suppose. They prob-
ably need firm hands to govern them; and are certainly not
satisfied now; whether stirred on by agitators or by any real
grievance, I of course can’t know. In old times they sent
away to faraway islands for chiefs and rulers. From Samoa

and Tahiti rulers came, some whose names are known, for
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over this vast space the war canoes went, two thousand miles
and more, and the places of their departure and arrival bore
names indicating their distant relationship. But some places
or islands are missing to-day, which apparently once rose
above the surface, and now are shoals perhaps. One of their
rulers, a sort of demigod, who sailed away one day promising
to return in coming years, they took Cook to be when he ap-
peared, and they called him Lono. And years before him some
Spaniards were left behind, in the hit-or-miss sailing of early
days, and have left certain signs, it is said, in languages and
other things.

For their great voyages the Hawaiians had a knowledge
of the winds and of many stars, six hundred of which bore

names.

Wednesday night, September 11th.

To-night it blows again from over the Pali and mountains,
the first time since Sunday. We have had a south wind,
which has slowly come round with rain, back to its old station.
We have painted at the Pali, during the south wind, for it did
not then blow against us, and I was able to sketch without
the extreme difficulty that I had feared. We drove up Mon-
day afternoon in the great heat, clouds hanging over the val-

ley rather low, so that I feared that we should be covered.
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Their shadows hung along the walls of the hills, and made
dark circles around the great spots of sunlight. All varieties
of green were around us, in the foliage and the plants, and the
green of the slopes and mountains. We came up, as before,
to the edge of the Pali, suddenly, all before us a blaze of green,
and looked over. No more astounding spread of colour
could be thought of. The blue was intense enough when we
saw it against the green bank before us, imprisoned between
that and the warm low cloud, but it was still more astounding,
opening to the furthest horizon, gradually through every
shade to a faint green edge, blotted in with white clouds, blu-
ish, with bluish shadows, and far away a long, interminable
line of cloud in a violet band (because in shadow, broken above
and below with silvery projections). The sea bluer yet than
the sky, spotted with green in the shoals, and with white in
the surf, the headland of Mokapu stretched out in brilliant
grey unnamable; the sand also of no possible colour; the last
range of hills tawny grey, like a panther-skin, warmed here and
there with yellow and with green; a brilliant oasis of green in
centre, like the green of a peacock. Then near us the intense
feathery green of great hills and the billowy valley, all of one
tone, one unbroken green, as if covered with a drapery, and
the same green reflecting the blue above. Now and then red

lines of road, red as vermilion, not only because of red earth,
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but because the green vegetation is so deep by contrast; and
all this in partial shadow, except the great distance and the
silvery promontory. And later, far off, half the ocean in
absolute calm, repeating the high clouds of the distance, and
their shadows and lights. It was violent as a whole, but
delicate and refined almost to coldness.

Here I had the misfortune to find that the usual trick of bad
work and poor paper in my blocks would prevent my making
any adequate record. (I say adequate — what I mean is
plausible.) But we both sat and worked until sunset and
after hours, each not daring to look at anything but in one
direction, there was so much to prevent one’s doing anything.
And at the last moment I went down part of the road toward
the base, to see the entire distance lost as in a dream, great
long streamers of mist apparently blowing away from the face
of the Pali. And we returned in the afterglow, which now
that the moon has left us, keeps the whole sky and landscape
in tones like those of some old picture clear and apparently dis-
tinct, but intensely coloured, however colourless it may seem,
for we have no names for tones — so coloured that the lamp-
light, inside the room where I am, seems no warmer than the
twilight without, as if they were painted together, as in one pic-
ture the sky is merely a beautiful background.

Then comes, alas! the great hum of the mosquito, if we are
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in the wind, and we have to resort to burning powders if we do
not sit in the draught that blows them away.

Day after to-morrow we shall go to Hawaii in the steamer
Hall, land on the south coast, go to the volcano Kilauea and
down from there to Hilo. This afternoon we have heard talk
of the situation politically, of the wrongdoing of demagogues;
and also we have seen one of the extraordinary yellow and red
capes that the chiefs wore, made of small rare feathers, and
each little tuft sewed on to plaited fibres and also a lez or neck-
wreath of the same bird feathers, with the addition of some
soft green ones, in divisions all very rare and valuable; and a
beautiful wooden polished spittoon with handle of some ex-
quisite wood light and dark, which has served to preserve the
exuvie of some chief from the great danger of capture for

incantation or working harm through sorcery.



HAWAII

Off Island of Hawaii, 13th September, 8 A. M

We are lying off a little place, Keauhou, while people are
landing in boats from the small steamer that carries us. The
shore is broken with black lava rock, in beds that do not seem
high, so flat are they on top. It is about eight o’clock, and
the impression is of full sunlight on the green of everything.
Behind the fringe of shore rises the big slope of the mountain
seen in profile, so gigantic that one only sees a slice of it at a
time; there are, of course, ravines up the hills, and trees and
grass, but from my focus of the square, between the pillars of
the roof of the upper deck, and seated by the guards I see
rather shade broken with sunlight. The sea, of course, at
the shore is glittering blue, but everything else that can
cast a shade throws its edges upon the next; so that I see a
black seaside broken up by lava rocks, and near them cocoa and
palm, and some small wharves, or jetties, built out to pro-
tect the smaller beaches, that run back between the rocks.
Each break of projection or recess has its trees, that make the

fringe of shade with patches of sun, which the eye takes in along

the water.
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 There are a few houses strung along, half in light, half in
shadow; three of them are tall grass huts, hay-coloured in the
half-shade of the cocoanuts beside them. Above them are
patches of sun on the green slope where the upper bank or slope
behind first flattens into the strong light. In the shadow,
faint whites and pinks and blacks on the dresses of people
waiting for their friends, or watching the steamer. Their
horses and mules and donkeys stand in rows along the houses
—or walls—occasionally they pass into the sunshine. One girl
in red runs (why, heaven only knows—time seems of no possible
use), and as she rises over a rock in the sand, the sun catches
her brown feet and legs and the folds of her floating gown.
These people, I am told, have many of them ridden some
miles from our last landing, at dawn, to meet us again. But
there are special deliveries of people and freight at each place
— S0 many and so much on board that one can hardly realize
where they are stowed. Three full boatloads at the last place,
and one here, of people jammed — dark Spanish faces, pea-
cock feathers, and red veils on hats; coloured neckerchiefs,
and head and shoulders covered with flowers or leaves that
hang to the waist. There is loud objurgation and chattering,
and keeping the children together, and holding up odds and
ends of things not sent ashore by the other boats that carry

goods and household furniture.



IIVAA\VH 40

ANVISI LAASAA JA0 HNINNIDII

Univ Calif - Digitized by Microsoft ®






REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS 35

Last night we were pretty full. Children and women lay
in files on our deck by the guards, the children ill with the
rolling, for we pass several channels between islands, each one
a pretext for the wind to give us a dance. And in the steerage
people lay like herrings. It was picturesque; a few Chinese,
the rest Hawailan, with much colour and abundance of
flowers and leaves that they like, and all eating on the spot,
apparently without moving — guitars playing — we had two
guitars aboard, and part of the night and morning somebody
strummed; sometimes a man appearing from a cabin, posing
guitarero-way, touching a few chords and going away again.
Once, some fellow playing, squatted on the deck, apparently
for the baby, and the other babies, who inspected the guitar
inquiringly and approvingly — sometimes some of the women.
In the late afternoon, as the sun struck this mass of colour
against a blue sea of unnamable blue, at least two dozen of the
people all in colours were eating watermelon all red down to the
rind. The appearance of a palette well littered was only a
symbol to it. And there was one beauty with long nose and
the rounded end suggesting the aquiline, the black eyebrows
under the frontal bone, the pouting lip, and heavy chin and
long slope of jaw, and what they all have, even the ugly (like
the Jap girls), a pretty setting of ears and neck and black-
hair’s growth. But the children were prettier. We had a
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neighbour who bad many and who looked so plaintive, and
another, though sick, was jolly and smiling. And another
was like a chieftain (or “chiefess’) with three great furrows
down her forehead above her nose. But they all smiled with
great sweetness, and I wish our women could do as much.
All sullenness or sternness or disdain disappeared from the
face. They talked in English, partly for convenience, but
a little, I thought, for the gallery, the children mixing their

languages, and their mothers
gliding back occasionally to it.
But the talk was just what it is
everywhere — schools, and how
dear, and what ideas are put into
the children’s heads and whether
there is a distinction between those
who pay more or less, or have “The Chiefess”
scholarships and something about prices in general. One is
reading ‘““Sabina Zembra” and we talk a little while the ship
rolls, rendered sympathetic by suffering, and I am sure that
two of my good ladies do not consider themselves kanaka,
at least if I am to judge by their reference to kanaka and
such like; but they are brown like berries, one light, the other
sallow.

Later in the afternoon I go forward in the dance of our pas-
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. sage to the next island of Maui; the island lies before us across
the sea, so sky-like that it is difficult to realize that the vast
slopes are of earth; that the greenish hue, now and then, under
the violet of the bank of heavy clouds, all brilliant and shin-
ing like satin, is not thicker air — just such tones make the
island as with us make winter skies. Far off to the southeast
stretches under clouds another line, that of the further Maui
which ends above in Haleakala, the extinct volcano. As we
draw near, the sun is setting, the jib and mainsail curving
before us in shadow and light, as we drop a little to the south,
repeat near to us the colours of the island and of the clouds.
These hang far forward toward us, while the slope of green
and peachy grey runs up behind it; and we glide soon into more
quiet waters, and stop off the town of Lahaina. Then long
hours are spent in unloading and loading, so that when we
sail again, we only faintly see the mass of Haleakala. But in
the morning, with the dawn which has no colour, but in which,
to the east, stand up, in some sort of richer violet shade, the out-
lines of Hawaii, we see further the great slopes of Mauna Loa,
so gentle that it is difficult to tell where the flat top is reached,
and where the slopes begin again on the other side; and then we
stop in the early sunlight. A fisherman comes up with fish;other
boats (outriggers all) with fruit, and we see what I was telling

you when I began to write. And later we have come to a great
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bank of black rock running out to sea, and precipices of black
spotted with a green all of one colour, which is where Cook was
killed, and where they have put up a little monument to him.
This is Kaawaloa. We try the land, for the roll of the ship is
disagreeable, as it waits, and we run in over the transparent
water. It istoo deep just by the landing for anchorage. The
sea jumps from light aquamarine to the colour of a peacock’s
breast in the shadow. We go up the black lava that looks as
if it had been run out on the road, not under it, and sit in the
shade a moment, and exchange a few words with our fellow
passengers now on land — a little flock of tired children and
mother, and our “chiefess.” And it is hot — the heights
have shut off the wind, and all is baking. Horses and don-
keys, saddled, stand about near the shadow of fences, left to
themselves, while the cargo is landed. Higher up on the
heights some planters tell us it is cool. They wear enormous
hats, and have a planter-like appearance that suggests our
being different.

As I look around on this green and black, and the few cocoa-
nuts, and the dark blue-green olive water, I think that it is
not an unlikely place for a man to have been killed in. The
place has for Hawaiians another interest: it was once a great
place, and the high cliffs have many holes where chiefs are

buried, inaccessible and hidden. And a little way beyond was
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a city of refuge—that is to say, a sacred city—where none who
took refuge could be injured. Even though the enemy came
rushing up to the last outlying landmark, the moment that it
had been passed, the pursued was safe, and after having so-
journed according to due rite, could depart in peace and safety.
After this, and the same story of like places below the edge of
the green table that slopes up to the sky and further on to the
clouds, we stop, and the white boat takes our last passengers
in the blue water; its white keel looking as if washed with blue.
The people wait on the shore under less and less shadow, and
on the other side we have now the enormous ocean opposed to
this big slope, not as last evening, when always we had an
island, now before, now behind, now to our side, as if we were
in some inland sea. That is to say that now the sea occupies
more than half of the whole circle that we can sweep, though
we are only a few rods from shore. Do you realize the dif-
ference? '
At last we are on the outlying edge of the group, and will
soon this afternoon round the island, and stop at the place

where we take the road to the volcano of Kilauea.

Sunday night.
At the volcano of Kilauea.

As I wrote I had no notion of the importance and eventful-
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ness of a landing at night. As we came around the hard black
cape marked with lava flow it was already dark, so we could not
distinctly see the shore, though above were great slopes and
some buttresses and heavy hills standing out from the mass.
We could see lights at the place called Punaluu, where we
were to land. The steamer shrieked and stopped as we pre-
pared to leave it and come down the companion ladder to the
heavy boat dancing below it. Women were first dropped in,
and one by one gradually we men jumped into the hollow, half
packed with trunks and boxes and men balancing themselves
in the rolling. Perhaps had I been more accustomed to these
forms of landing I might have seen less of a picture; but when
I had got down, and watched the next passengers from below,
and danced high up to them, and heard them told “Now!” or
“Not yet!” as we came too high or too low or struck the bot-
tom of the ladder, (so as to make one wonder whether we should
not capsize in a rougher sea), when I could look at their fore-
shortening, and saw the heavy lower forms of the kanaka
ladies, under their flowing drapery, and then saw them tuck
their one long outer garment between those legs in a great
bunch, to be untied at the next step and heard their discus-
sions, I enjoyed the play, even if I was part of it.

The talk was in kanaka, but its meaning was plain: the two

ladies objected to jumping just then or before or after, and it
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was now too high, now too low, and in general they expressed
all possible doubts regarding the process. One of them es-
pecially, whom I had seen much of during the day, a massive
archaic person, with the manners and features that might
have belonged to an Eve of some other, more cannibalistic
tradition than ours, poured all this out with a voice heavier
than the roar of the water or the grinding of the boat’s
gunwale against the companionway and her declamation was
answered by a chorus from the boatmen, with the accompani-
ment of shifting lights, so that my simile of a play was but
natural.

At length we were all stowed in and departed, one sailor
still standing as he had from the beginning, balanced with a
child in his arms. At the little wharf the scene was repeated
on a small scale, while above us the one lantern lit the legs of
an expectant multitude; and at length we were singled out by
the host who was to take care of us, and who had the one single
hotel or house, to which we were sent up with a lantern.

Then we rested. Adams had suffered very much from the
tossing, so much so as to make me anxious, and I too was
much the worse for the wear of the last two hours of resting in
harbour while waiting for boats to go out and return. We had
some food and rooms given us by the Chinaman factotum,

major-domo, cook, servant, etc.; and later our host appeared
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in his shirt-sleeves, and asked our intentions and whether we
were to go right off in the morning to the volcano. Having
ascertained these facts, he selected one of the party — we were
four, we three and some one else — and to this some one he
poured out some information, mainly about the bad sides of
the other way to the volcano — the Hilo way ; its raininess, and
in general all the wrongfulness of Hilo people. With that he
also poured forth his bottom thoughts about the whole busi-
ness that he had charge of, the idiotic way in which people
travelled to see the volcano without sufficient practice on
other volecanoes beforehand, so that invalids (he called them
inwalids) found it difficult to ride on horseback, and some were
sometimes thrown from mules, and in general he showed the
folly of trusting to the advertisements of his own enterprise.
For he is, I understand, a great man, who has this road and
‘runs it. All this I absorbed before going to bed, so as to pre-
pare for the next day, which began early with the Chinaman,
and making for the train.

The train is a little engine with two platforms on wheels,
that runs to a plantation some few miles off. One platform
had a roof for the gentry; the other was loaded with the com-
mon people, consisting of some Swedish women and children,
some Hawaiians, and one or two young people who belonged

to our side, but preferred riding thus, thereby escaping the
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smoke that we got. We had a watchman and a Chinaman on
the engine. At the start we were requested to trim our
weights. The Hawaiian lady who had been a tragedy the
evening before, was on our side, and whatever side she had
taken, that would have been the heavy one. But still we
risked it, and ran along the little road which occasionally
passed over trestling and did have something of a reason for
trimming.

The ride was lovely except for the smoke. We had left the
shore at which we had landed the night before, for the car ran
to the little jetty, where the sand was as black as ink — vol-
cano dust, with a fringe of white like teeth. Then we slowly
gained some heights, and saw behind us the great blue sea and
white headlands; black lava looking grey in the sunshine, and
to our left the great hills and slopes. And we ran by the
sugar-cane and through a country with few or no trees, a
great surface of up and down of moors, until we came to the
plantation, where we stopped. Everybody had reached home
except ourselves, and our accidental companion. We found
a covered wagon with two mules and two horses, into which
we were packed with difficulty, as our luggage was bulkier
than is customary, owing to my not having been able to per-
suade our host to allow me to reship some that we did not

want. He could not “fuss with such matters.” In fact he
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was right. The whole affair is merely for the convenience of
travellers; on the part of the people who undertake it, there is
no need of it and one feels indebted to them for the courtesy
they show in allowing one to pass through their place, even
though they charge for the same.

So we rolled slowly over the great downs, upon some sort
of a trail, occasionally perturbed by some stones, or perhaps
banked up with no incident. The great mountain was being
covered with clouds, but the sea spread far below us, the capes
at the corner, and the east of the shore glistening as if silvered,
and white upon their local blackness. It was as Newport
beaches might look upon a gigantic scale. Here and there a
few trees (the ohta), stood up, orange-brown butterflies, Par-
nassians, flew continually across our path, spotting the entire
landscape all busy with their loves. A few birds, plovers, I
believe, rose at a distance, or flew across, or with a cry, peewits
waved to and fro on the slopes below us.

By and by, at noon, we came to more trees; the landscape
became more shut in, the sea disappeared behind the slopes
we were leaving, and we took lunch at a convenient shanty
where we were well treated, and tasted the native ohia berries.
Then we entered a rockier soil, much broken up, with much
black dust, and with many trees, all small and as if lost, some-

thing like little back country lanes — anywhere.
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And this went on and on, and we twalked sometimes, in
despair of our mules and horses, driven by a driver who urged
them with word and whip, and occasionally with stones, with-
out being able to get them much out of a walk, broken by an
occasional trot. Then things were colder, and on a landscape
of no shape, with blocks of lava thrown over the soil as if by
the spade of journeyman or maker of worlds; with ever so
many queerly conventional trees, — the ohia before mentioned,
which has yellow trumpet flowers —and many others; and at
last many ferns, and more ferns, and the tree ferns. We saw
on our right some cloudy forms of smoke rising toward the
clouds of only a little warmer tint than they, and that was the
smoke and steam of Kilauea — which was really below us,
hidden under the edge of the desolate plateau we were driv-
ing on.

Then we came to more vegetation and many ferns, and we
suddenly saw the glance of a sulphur bank, yellow, green, and
white, like the surface of certain beans; and we drove up to-
ward the house that stands by the volcano. It was not yet
dark, but dark enough to see confusedly the crater just below
us, only a few yards away, a mass of black, and high walls
around it, and three cones apparently in the distance, with
steam about them, and steam issuing near them in many

places, so that the further wall was dim. And steam near us
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came out of crevices at our feet, and on our road, and a little
everywhere, where ferns grew richer —and we had arrived.
We went in to make our host’s acquaintance, and got our
simple rooms in a sort of rough farmhouse, with doors opening
on the verandah, and in front of the crater of the voleano.
And we sat later at dinner, and after dinner by the fire (for a
fire was pleasant in the damp, cold air), and heard him talk,
and spoke to him about Mr. Dana’s book, and the changes in
the crater, and all the volcano talk that can come out of the
absorption of much reading and much hearing. Maby (our
host) talks of danger to his children from the steam fissures

just mentioned.

Kilauea — The Volcano.

Maby, the keeper of the hotel, is not the old gentleman of
Dana’s book, b'uta person whom I should describe if I had the
time. He is a New Yorker, and has been away since the early
war, and has sailed about much in this part of the world. The
type is a well known one to us, and amusing enough. He is
married to a Hawailian woman, also shrewd-looking, good-
looking, reminding one of many people with us, with a high
forehead and thick lips; and has many children who play about,
and make the place seem less showlike.

As we gather around the fireplace, Maby tells us stéries of
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himself, and sailor yarns that interest us as regarding places
we are looking to. One about Nukahiva has a flavour of
Melville about it. It shows Maby landed there, and being
told that he must (unless he wishes to behave suspiciously), re-
port to the governor. This official receives the visit graciously,
but requires a poll-tax of two dollars, not asking directly, but
by the proper channel. Maby states that two dollars he has
not, but offers to work 1t out; whereat he is taken at his word,
and helps toward the completion, carpentering and painting,
of the governor’s house; and after some long stay, at fair wages,
offers to deduct his two dollars. But no, says the governor, he
is now in government employ, and not liable to taxation.

In connection with this story, in my sleepy memory, is one of
some expedition, with the governor and his army of one gen-
darme (““jenny dee arms,” Maby calls it), into the interior, or,
rather, along the shore, for the purpose of levying the tax.
Money there is none at the first place they come to, so that the
gendarme is ordered to take a pig or so in payment. But the
country has been aroused. Men come flocking down with old
flint-guns, a retreat along the beach to the boat is ordered,
and the pigs are abandoned on the way. All this was capital,
as was Maby’s delight at the absurdity of some savage who
knew not of gold, and to whom an Englishman gave a piece

of gold instead of silver. As he complained, Maby relieved
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him of his anxiety by taking it and giving him the desired
shilling.

With many stories we sat up and went late to bed, looking
out on a darkish night, wherein two slight illuminations at a
distance meant the light of the volcano. But nothing looked
propitious. Dana Lake was quiet; there was only a little
fire on the edges of the lake. Maby spoke as if something
must happen elsewhere from the quiet of the volcano here.

In the morning Adams woke me out of sound sleep; the air
was cold, damp, and the room decidedly so during the night.
As I came out the sun was rising. Before us was the volcano,
still in shadow, but the walls of the crater lit up pink in the sun,
and farther out the long line of Mauna Loa appearing to come
right down to these cliffs, all clear and lit up except for the
shadow of one enormous cloud that stretched half across the
sky. The floor of the crater, of black lava, was almost all in
shadow, so that as it stretched to its sunlit walls it seemed as
if all below was shadow. In the centre of the space smoked
the cones that rise from the bed of the crater. Through this
vapour we saw the further walls, and on the other side of the
flow, as it sloped away from us, more steam marked the lava
openihgs at Dana Lake, invisible to us.

We sketched that day and lounged in the afternoon, the

rain coming down and shutting out things; but in the noon I
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was able to make a sketch in the faint sunlight; and that was
of no value, but as I looked and tried to match tints, I realized
more and more the unearthly look that the black masses take
under the light. A slight radiance from these surfaces of
molten black glass gives a curious sheen, that far off in tones
of mirage does anything that light reflected can do, and fills
the eye with imaginary suggestions. Hence the delightful
silver; hence the rosy coldness, that had made fairylands for
us of the desert aridity. But nearer, the glitter is like that
of the moon on a hard cold night, and the volcano crater I
shall always think of as a piece of dead world, and far away in
the prismatic tones of the mountain sides, I shall see a revela-
tion of the landscapes of the moon.

Late in the afternoon the young Australian, or whatever he
was, who had been with us, went down with a guide into the
crater, and returned toward ten o’clock with a story that
Dana Lake had broken. He had seen the gre}'f surfaces move
and tumble over like ice pack into the fire, and we were pro-
portionately curious to see and unwilling to go. For I must
own that it has been rather out of duty than otherwise that
we have been here. Neither of us cares for climbing, and
certainly the pleasure of seeing fire near by must be very
exciting to amount to pleasure. Yet we went next day and

tdiled down to the surface of the crater, which is accessible
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from our side by a zigzag path. By and by one gets to the
surface of the crater, which rises to the centre and (when one
is on it) shows nothing but a desolate labyrinth of rocks. We
walk over this tiresome surface that destroys the sole of the
boot, following more or less in single file, because of crevasses
that are deep, and at the end of a walk of some three miles,
we approach the cones that rise high above us, perhaps seventy
feet. Maby says that they are higher than they were, for
this whole surface of lava is movable, and parts of it like the
cones float over a molten surface underneath. Think of it as
glass and you will just get the simile that it makes mentally. To
the eyes it is rock; around the cones there are loose disorderly
rocks piled up like loose stones in a fence — absolutely like
it, which loose formation is called a-a in Hawaiian, as the
flowing, smooth lava, on which we have mainly walked, is called
pa-hoe-hoe. Some of it is in crusts that are hollow to the
tread, and that give way suddenly, to one’s annoyance, for it
is hard to realize that it is still solid underneath. Especially
as here our guide points out a small cone about a mile off,
sticking out of a confusion or heap of broken rocks, or above
the broken rocks that are before us and below us, for we are
now walking on a colossal loose stone fence — far off, I say,
in this confusion is a single cone, with a red glow in it. And

now we cross a little more fence; the smooth and crusty sur-
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face is hot to the feet; we look down and see grey and red
lines in the cracks below us that are fire; and then a few feet
off, we look into and between some rocks, and see the lava
flowing along, exactly like glass when it is cooling and growing
red from former whiteness, a slow, viscous, sticky dropping
into some hole below. Then we go back quickly and paddle
along toward the other slope of the floor, where sfeam is ris-
ing; and by and by, as the light is waning after our two hours’
walk, we get within a short distance of the wall edge, and see a
space apparently near higher rocks, some seventy feet high, 1
am told, which is Dana Lake. There is now only vapour;
sulphurous fumes that float up and obscure the distance, and
go up into the skies. But as the twilight begins, fires come out
and the space is edged with fire that sometimes colours the
clouds of vapour. At one side a small cone stands up, that
burns with an eye of red fire. From time to time this opening
spits out to one side a little vicious blotch of fire. The clouds
of vapour rise so as to blur the distance, but near by the rocks
are clear enough, and either black, or further off where they
are cliffs, are greenish yellow with sulphur. Sizes become un-
certain. I could swear that this lake was a thousand feet
long and the cliffs were five hundred feet; but Awoki and the
guide, walking along, reduce the lake to real proportions.
Then it is only a small lake of some hundred and fifty to two
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hundred feet, perhaps. But the impression still remains —
all is so thrown out of reference. The hole is so uncanny; the
sky above, purple with the yellow of the afterglow, and partly
covered by the yellowish tone of the hellish vapour, looks
high up above us. 1 sit (and sketch) on the absurd rocks, and
then we wait for something to happen. It has become night;
we determine to give up hope of the breaking up of the lake,
and we start. We have lanterns, but gradually these go out,
and we have only one that has to be cherished, and we scram-
ble along. By and by we halt, and looking back see greater
lights, and our guide says that the lake has broken out. Still
we are disinclined to return on the chance, for the vapours ex-
aggerate everything; and after much secrambling we get back
to the edge of the crater, after a seven hours’ tramp. As we
go up the ascent the fires seem larger, and our host and the
guides say that there is some breaking out. Still we are in
doubt; we are disappointed and tired. And still I should not
go back unless the most extraordinary conflagration occurred.
Besides the undefined terror and spookiness of the thing, there
is great boredom. There is nothing to take hold of, as it
were — no centre of fire and terror — only inconvenience and
a faint fear of one thing — but what?

But even without fire, the remainder of those dread hollows

is something to affect the mind. Judge Dole was telling us
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that he could not get out of his memory his having looked
down the hollow of the pit of Halemaumau, then just extinct,
and having seen an inverted hollow cone all in motion, with
rock and débris rolling down to some indefinite centre far below.

I still have (as I write at Hilo) the scent of sulphur in my
memory. From time to time, in our ride to Hilo next morn-
ing, this smell would come up, perhaps in reality. That was
a bad ride, all over a sort of lava bed like a mountain torrent.
Then it ended in the beginning of a road of red earth, soft and
spongy, and up to the bellies of the horses. There we met,
after fifteen miles of it, a carriage and horses that took us
to Hilo, over a pretty road through a pretty tropical for-
est, to this little old place, the abode of quiet and cocoanut
trees, where are very pleasant people; among them M. Fur-
neaux, the artist, who shows us sketches, and talks to me of
what I sympathize with — the being driven to means unusual to

us, when we try to give an impression of the tone of colour here.

Ride from Hilo around the east of Island of Hawaii,
September 19th to 22d.

It will be difficult to give you an account of our ride.
As to the places, the names are indifferent, I think, and
if I occasionally mention them, it is more for my own help

than for yours.
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Our ride was to be certainly for three days and more, over
what is known as a very bad road; up and down through the
gulches that edge the shore, breaking the line of our travel,
and making little harbours where the surf ran in to meet the
little torrents or runs that hurried to them in cascades or
waterfalls. It was, for the first day or so, beautiful; not so very
grand, except that the simplicity of the scene, consisting of the
sea, high rocks, and some little river running down, had al-
ways that importance that belongs to the typical. Time and
time again we had the high rocky banks of the little bays
covered with trees; then in the centre of the shore, a little half
island, with tall cocoanuts, and on one or both sides of it, the
torrent and cascade rushing down, and the surf running in in
a great lacelike spread over the black sand.

Once when 1 stopped to sketch for an hour or so, I enjoyed
the essence of a type of scene that is with difficulty described,
though every one knows it, and with difficulty painted, though
any one might attempt it. From the hillside hidden in trees
came over some very low rocks a cascade of two rills, and at
its feet lay a little sheet of water, of perhaps some fifty yards
in length and very narrow. On either side high rocks crowned
with great ferns and much moss, and behind the few lauhala
(pandanus) trees upon them, and great banana leaves in some

bhollow. The rocks were black, spotted with green and white,
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and at their feet ran a little rim of sand. This for the land
end of the basin. At the open sea end high rocks running
far out into headlands, with many trees and bushes, so as to
make walls, along which the sea rushed heavily to some little
bar, at one end of which, on a small bluff with huts, grew a few
cocoanut trees tossing in the wind: one would wish there were
more. And the sea running far up over
this sand melted with a cross current into
the run of the little stream, so gently
that each looked like a separate tide.
Here the road crossed the ford, coming
on either side from high-up banks.
Near the rocks were the marked edges
of the road, and up the stream, canoes,
with white ends like the cusp of the

moon, and white outriggers protected

with thatch, lay on the grass.

As I sat on some wet rocks near the
sea, to sketch, I could see what happened during the day.
Some wayfarer came down the slope, pushed across the stream
his horse that put down its head to taste the brackish water;
children and older natives crossed barefooted the lessdeep water;
high up, some practised native in best dress, crossed at some well-

known ford by adding a few stones. Later, loud cries, and the
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noise of a sail coming down. I could see them without looking,
for I had to paint hard with my face turned the other way, and
hurried by occasional showers. For our sky was all cloudy and
wet, though faint drops of sunshine fell also here and there.
But the horizon, as I sat so low, was all clear of that unearthly
blue of the islands, against which danced the grey sea, and
the triple line of grey surf, white perhaps otherwise, but dull
" against such a clearness of green aquamarine air.

Then the fishermen landed on the rocks and showed their
fish, and all rushed that way, all but the girl who had come to
sit behind me, and followed my work, perhaps to see what 1
was trying to make out. But she too succumbed when a half
naked man held up a silvery fish of some mackerel shape right
before me and her, and she ran off to the house near the cocoa-
nut trees. Then the fishermen took off their ragged clothes,
and washed them in the stream, within a foot or so of the tide-
water; great strapping fellows when out of their clothes, with
heavy muscles, splendid and brown like nuts, and sometimes
with red breech-clouts, that brought out the olive of the wet
skin. Then they bathed, plunging in the deeper channel,
where the waves of their movement married the tide of the
sea with the current of the stream. And later an old man
with peaked grey beard sat down and washed his clothes,

then walked in and lay down, he too as handsome in his naked-
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ness, as he had looked broken down in his shabby clothes.

Then he rose and slowly put on the wet clo{he;tc; reappear
later in a cleaner dress.

And a Chinaman charged across the stream on his mule,
splashing the water about him. Then as the fishermen were
gone, and all the boys and the women, probably to their meal
just caught, all noise ceased, except the rush of the surf and
the ripple of the tide, and in some interval the trickling of the
little cascade. Above, the wind rustled at times the palms.
Noonday and rest had come. And I left my work, and again

on horseback trudged along the impossible road.

Sunday 21st.

As I went up the bank, a small furtive animal like a weasel
ran up the perpendicular face of the big rock by the waterfall.
It was a mongoose, an animal of a race imported to destroy
the pest of rats, and now a plague in itself, and an example of
the eternal story.

The lower part of the sky was clear, with small pearly
clouds, the upper yet covered with heavy mist, so that the
ocean was framed as above, and occasionally the view con-
fined on the sides by the projecting rocks of the gulches, into
which ran the sea and surf. Once, at Onomea, the cliff was

hollowed into a great arch, beyond which the rock, all green
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with foliage, rose further out. Whether framed in by such
cliffs, or stretched out beyond a single gaze, the ocean accom-
panied us most of the time—the ocean, distinctly, not recalling
the seas of our shores, but the great sea, hiding the secret of
its blue dyes in depths of full three thousand fathoms. And
over its blue ran a perpetual story. Rarely during our few
days was the whole surface under one influence. We saw faint
mists and rain-clouds brushed over the water, often sepa-
rated by intervals of sunny sapphire; the sky above still lit
up and peaceful. Sometimes a part of the ocean was wiped
out and became sky; sometimes great bars of grey broke
across it; and again, as these rolled over the stilled edge of the
waves, rainbows shone either where they joined the sea, or
through their entire height, up into the upper air. For this
great deceptive space seemed at our distance so peaceful, even
when we could see the surf dashing in folds on the rocks and
black beaches. Sometimes a solitary whitecap dotted it, or
when the wind blew more, many spots of broken light threw a
rosy bloom over the enchanted surface. Islands of reflected
light, islands of purple shadow repeated the clouds above, and
often the parent cloud, along with its reflected lights and its
shadows, touched and melted into the waves, making enclos-
ures, within which the eye could see vaguely, a trembling repe-

tition of light and dark; and sometimes, perhaps most When1|
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seen as a background to some trees or rocks, or grey native
hut, with a figure in waving red or white framed in the blue
opening through it, the distance and the sky melted into mere
spaces of slightly different colour.

The eye never tired of this surface of blue below a greener
sky, that repeated in the air that colour of greenness (blue-
tint shade) that rests the sight. On land, meanwhile, our
roads were good or bad, mostly bad, but not the terrors that
we had heard of. Our poor nags struggled through deep mud
at times, or slipped up and down in the rocks and loose stones
of the gulches, or floundered in the river-beds, dropping up
and down as they found footing on hidden boulders, or can-
tered in a tired way over some little piece of road near plan-
tations. But their attention was mostly engaged in stepping
along over the half-dried road, looking and feeling like our old
“corduroy’ roads, the logs being represented by bars of higher
and drier mud. Over these we rose and sank, and I had plenty
of time to meditate upon the idiocy of that sentimental animal,
the horse, and his relative want of judgment. Never did our
beasts step in any reasoned way upon these alternations of
ground, though the little mule of our guide, as he trotted ahead,
never going very fast, never very slow, showed his romantic
relatives what pure intellect, devoid of emotions, can do in the

practical line. With such nonsense I perforce diverted my
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mind, when confined within the limits of the road. But our
horses had plenty of rest; we took four whole days for those
ninety miles, stopping to sketch, and going to ask for lunch or
dinner, and bed, at the plantations on our road. The only
difficulty seemed to be our own hesitation at the impudence of
our requests. But this is the custom. Our visit had been
telephoned ahead by acquaintances; for the telephone, that
most citylike of our contrivances, goes around the island, join-
ing together places that are difficult to reach and out of the
way.

And so we met pleasant people by chance, and heard about
things accidentally by way of conversation, and were most
kindly treated. Indeed, when on one occasion our amiable
hostess asked us to remain over night, and we had listened to
German musiec, and had talked with the doctor in charge of
the plantations, and our host himself arrived from the fields,
it seemed hard to go and break our feeling of content. Per-
haps I ought to tell you something about the plantations, but
that is too much like information — and what do you need it
for? All that we saw was sugar, which occupies the east
coast; on the other side of the island, as different as the other

side of the continent, there are cattle ranches, and we were

told that most of the sugar land that is available has been
taken already. Most of the low land, I suppose; for the upper
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land further from the sea is often reclaimed and used, but it is
less favourable. The yield by the acre below, at the highest,
has been about eight tons, while the upper is not more
than five; all this upon land which a few years ago was forest
— wide downs now — covered either with sugar-cane or grass,
and dotted with trees, were all covered to the sea edge, which,
where I write now is a cliff fully eight hundred feet high.

The sugar plantations employ many Chinese and Japanese
labourers, of whom there are a good many thousand, and we
saw on two occasions “camps’’ of Japanese, as they are called.
In the shops or stores attached to one plantation (as in others),
I saw the Japanese costume again, for men and women —
the kimono and the 0bi and the geta or wooden clogs; of course
they are mostly peasants or of low class, as I could easily
surmise without inquiring, by Awoki’s manner. “They are
great children,” says our good lady to me, and the doctor at
one residence has much to say about the anomalous position
he stands in with regard to them and others. He is employed
by the government to inspect them, as well as other hands,
to see that they are not made to work in illness, and he also
examines the flock, in the interest of the employers, to see that
they do not shirk. The result is that he is a physician who
cannot trust the word of his patient about his ailings, after

his patient has made up his mind to be ill, who if one ailing is
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dismissed, will call up as many as may seem available — and
inscrutable. I am told that the Japanese illness, kakke, or
as they call it here, biri birt, persists among them. It is a
form of slow paralysis, haviﬁg its premonitory symptoms;
sometimes to be cured, but not often. The patients, not
white, have the better chance if they be under competent
care, for the government gives free medical attention, and I
understood that many avail themselves of it who could as
well pay.

T need not say that the great tariff question is that of the
moment; free sugar with us will shake the Hawaiian tree, and
weaker planters will go to the wall. I always feel regret when
I see all put into one chance, so liable to fluctuation, and it is
to be hoped that coffee, which here is excellent, may succeed
and grow more available. I take it that the difficulty is al-
ways in the picking, and that there may be chance for some

improvement in the facility.

September 22d.

Our last sugar plantation took us to the edge of the great
valley of Waipio, from one to two thousand feet deep, at the
further and higher inland end of which drops a great water-
fall; from its outside sea-cliffs trickle down others from the

lesser height of eight hundred. But all was wrapped in mist,
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for at this point of our ride we had almost the only bad weather
of the trip. Here we turned toward the other side of the is-
land, across great downs and spreads of land like those we had
seen on first landing on the island. We were out of the rainy
influence. The whole spread of the landscape was that of
dryness; of the “Sierras™; we rode at first through vast fields
or spreads of green, where the path was marked by the rooting
of the pigs, who here run loose and grow wild. A great moun-
tain slope rose to our left — Mauna Kea — and as we dipped to
the sea we had Mount Hualalai to continue it. But that was
after we had stopped on our last day’s ride in a dry country,
where distances swam in the pale colours that belong to the
volcanoes and the desert, while near us green marked the fore-
ground.

We rested and dreamed in midday, at some hospitable
residence, from whose verandah, in the great heat, we saw
Hawaiians coursing recklessly about in the way you would like
to ride; and cattle on many hills; while the young ladies in the
shade made garlands (lets) for us to wear around our necks and
hats on our last ride to the shore. Adams and I rode slowly
down, a mile behind the others, in the blazing afternoon, a
most delicious air breaking the heat; with that same sense of
space that had accompanied our first day ashore. And as the

sun set like a clear ball of fire over the blue sea, and sent rosy
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flickerings to the shore, we came down to the edges of the
bay.

Above us to the left rose a hill crowned with the remains of
some one building that trailed down its side, still red in the
sunlight. To our right were palms and black sand and en-
closures, apparently deserted, and with an afterglow like
that of Egypt, a look of desolate Africa. In the dark we
passed over the black sand, and behind the trees through
which the moon moved restlessly in the water, and came up
to an absurd little hotel kept by a Chinaman, where we
dismounted among black pigs charging about, and bade good-
bye to amiable Mr. Much, our guide, who had preceded us.

Then we met, at tea, the manager of the last place (Waimea)
we had dined at. He told me of what I had missed by not
getting in in the morning—the shipping of the steers, which are
parked out on the shore, then singled out and lassoed by the
“boys,” whom they rush after into the sea, where it is the horse
and rider’s business to get them to the boats. To these their
heads are secured, and they are rowed off swimming,willy-nilly,
to the steamers, into which some contrivance hoists them.

These cattle came, I understand, from the great ranch of
Mr. Sam Parker up in the mountains, a wealthy Hawaiian
of partly white blood, whose name is well known besides as

giving hospitality in a lordly way in his lonely domain.
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And in the evening we waited for the steamer, not in the
house of refuge and food, where water was scarce, and where
poor Mr. Much could get nothing to eat, as being too late;
but near by, under a verandah or wide canopy of palm
branches lit up by the moonlight. There we listened to
Hawaiian music — while our older hosts sat on the mats —
melancholy chants adapted to European airs, and among them
one apparently original, a sad, romantic sort of cakewalk, to
which one could fancy dusky savage warriors keeping time,
with many foliage-adorned feet, and hands tossed up and
pointing out. It was called the March of Kamechameha
(the old conqueror of these islands), and I let myself under-
stand that it was a reproduction of the veritable sounds that
once celebrated his triumphs and mastery over these islands;
from which dates the royalty now existing, though his royal
race itself is extinct.

And we, too, stretched on the mats brought out, and lis-
tened to lazy talk in the language, until the steamer came,
when all walked down in time to the wharf, after the sheep
and the freight had been put on board, and we rowed out on the
water smooth as that of a lake, to the little steamer, and later
went to bed and waited until morning, when we steamed for
the next port and thence to Honolulu, and our own house in

the valley.
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We met on board many pleasant people, and among others
a former neighbour, though unknown, who is now one of the
few American missionaries in the Islands. These, I think he
told me, are all that remain who are salaried from America.
He spoke to us about Mr. Hyde, whom Mr. Stevenson had
been attacking, as if he belonged to him by his name; and
explained how exaggerated was the notion of this gentleman’s
affluence. All, I understand, that he gets, besides what his
wealthy family allow him (and for that he could not be held
responsible), is some two thousand five hundred a year and
his residence — surely not a large amount. I have not myself
read all that Mr. Stevenson has written, so that I have but a
vague idea of the question, but my informant tells me that
Father Damien, as is well understood, was no saint, and that
two pastors had told him of things that looked wrong. These
are themselves rather vague to the outsider, but much weight
seemed to attach to them with our informant —a gentle-
manly person, who looked little like the usual clergyman, and
had a brave air of the church militant about him. But it was
more pleasant to talk to him about St. Gaudens, whom he
knew, and about what he had done of late years; for
everywhere we find that there are others who know friends;
and the desert of Gobi alone would be without home asso-

clations.
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At Sea, Oct. 2, 1890.

Yesterday we crossed the equator; it was cool and pleasant,
as lovely as one could wish. In the evening I found an over-
coat comfortable. To-day it is more salty and cloudy, wind
behind us more from the north; indefinable blue sea that looks
grey against the delicate blue and silver of the sky, but near
by, under the guards, it is like a greener lapis lazuli.

Yesterday, as I wrote, we crossed the equator, and left it
with disrespect behind us, almost unnoticed — the Line, as
they used to call it. And soon we shall have dropped the sun
also, which would, were there no clouds, no abundant awnings,
leave us with diminished shadows, insufficient to cover our
feet. And at the thought of dropping him, the old Taoist
wish of getting outside the points of the compass comes over
me, the feeling that leads me to travel. Can we never get to
see things as they are, and is there always a geographical per-
spective? Should I reach Typee shall I find it invaded by
others? Shall I find everywhere the company of our steamers?

On Sunday morning we shall be dropped iﬁto a boat off
Tutuila, some sixty miles away from the Samoa to which we go.
How long we stay as I told you, I do not know, but we think
of Tahiti later, and even other places, that I dare not think
of, for I must return some day. But before that day, I wish

to have seen a Fayaway sail her boat in some other Typee.



PASSAGES FROM A DIARY IN THE PACIFIC

SAMOA.

Off the island of Tutuila, on Board the Cutter Carrying Mail,
Tuesday, Oct. 7, 1890 (Samoan Time).

The morning looked rainy with the contrary northwest
wind that we had carried with us below the equator, when the
shape of the little cutter that was to take us showed between
the outstanding rocks of the coast of Tutuila. As the big
steamer slowed up, a few native boats came out to meet it,
manned with men paddling and singing in concert, some of
them crowned with leaves, and wearing garlands about their
necks, their naked bodies and arms making an indescribable
red colour against the blue of the sea, which was as deep under
this cloudy sky, but not so brilliant as under yesterday’s sun.
They came on board, some plunging right into the sea on their
way to the companion ladder, bringing fruit and curiosities
for sale. But our time had come; and we could only give a
glance at the splendid nakedness of the savages adorned by
fine tattooing that looked like silk, and with waist drapery of
brilliant patterns. We dropped into the dancing boat that
waited for us and scrambled into the little cutter or schooner

some thirty feet long, not very skilfully managed, that was to
68



VOIVS "LVOd WdH STIVS AVAVAVI




: g RN e b i gk (N
- Univ Calif - Digitized by Microsoft ®
PRI = T S AR R

\ 3 - v
MR G [ e T e -, ¢



REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS 69

take us sixty miles against the wind to Apia. A few minutes, and
the steamer was far away; and we saw the boats of the savages
make a red fringe of men on the waves that outlined the horizon
—anew and strange sensation, a realizing of the old pictures in
books of travel and the child traditions of Robinson Crusoe.

Our crew was made up of the captain, a brown man from
other and far-gway islands, and two blacks, former cannibals
from Solomon Islands, with gentle faces and manners, and
rings of ivory in their noses. Our captain spoke of hurry, and
used strange words not clear to understand in his curious
lingo; but after an hour or so of heavy rain he announced his
intention to beat in again and wait for some change of wind.
And so we ran into a little harbour high with mountains, all
‘wooded as if with green plumage, cornered by a high rock
standing far out, on which stood out, like great feathers, a few
cocoa-palms. Palms fringed the shore with shade. A blue-
green sea ran into a thin line of breakers — like one of the
places we have always read of in ‘“Robinson Crusoe” and
similar travellers: ‘A little cove with the surf running in,
a_nd a great swell on the shore.”” Our cutter was anchored;
then, as we declined to remain on board, either in the rain or
in the impossible little cabin about eight feet long, we were
taken into the boat, which was skilfully piloted through an

opening in the inside reef; and, the surf being high, we were
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carried to shore on the backs of two handsome fellows whose
canoe had come alongside. We walked up to the church, a
curious long, low building behind the cocoa-palms; all empty,
with thatched roofs and walls of coral cement; the doorway
open, with two stones to block out casual straying pigs, I sup-
pose. Inside I saw a long wooden trough, blocked out of a
tree. Idid not know that this was the old war-drum of pagan
times, now used for the Christian bell.

Behind the church, a few yards off, was our destination —
a Samoan ‘‘grass-house,” the guest-house of the village, as I
know now. It was thatched with sugar-cane leaves, was
elliptical, with a turtle-backed roof, supported by pillars all
around, and by three central pillars that were connected by
curved beams, from which hung cocoanut cups and water-
bottles, or which supported rolls of painted bark cloth. The
pebble floor showed at places not covered with the mats, as
well as near the centre piliars, where a fire still smoked. Most
of the screens of matting, which make the only wall between
the pillars, were down, making a gentle shade, in which one
woman was sleeping; another, on the opposite side to us, her
back turned and naked to the waist, was working at large
folds of bark cloth. The women rose from this occupation,

and offered their hands, saying, ‘“ alofa!”* A younger woman

*+ Alofa” means everything — hail, welcome, love, respect, etc.
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was lying sick, her wrapped-up head on the Samoan pillow of a
long bamboo, supported at either end, so as to free it from the
ground.

With the same “alofa” came an elegant young creature,
perhaps some sixteen years old, wearing a gay waist drapery
of flowered pattern, red, yellow, and purple — with a loose
upper garment or chemise of red and violet — open at the
sides. Then another, short and strong, with heavy but
handsome arms and legs, and with bleared eyes. And
we sat down on the mats, the girls cross-legged, and
looked at each other while the captain talked, I know not
what of. |

As I changed my seat and sat near the entrance with my
back against the pillars, which is the Samoan fashion, though
I did not know it, another tall creature entered, and giving us
her hand with the “alofa” sat down against another pillar
— also the proper dignified Sarr\loan way. We did not notice
her much; she was quieter, less pretty than the pretty one, with
a longer face, a nose more curved at the end, a longer upper
lip, and more quietly dressed in the same way. Then entered
another with a disk-shaped face, her hair all plastered white
with the coral lime they use to redden the hair, and dressed
as the others, with the same bare arms and legs. She was

heavy and strong below, and less developed above, with the
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same splendid walk and swing, the same beauty of the setting
of the head on the neck.

And we drank cocoanut milk, while kava was being pre-
pared for us in an enchantment of movement and gesture, that
I had just begun to feel, as if these people had cultivated art in
movement and personal gesture, because they had no other
plastic expression.

The movements of the two girls preparing the stuff would
have made Carmencita’s swaying appear conventional; so,
perhaps, angels and divinities, when they helped mortals in
the kitchen and household. As the uglier girl scraped the
root into the four-legged wooden bowl set between the two,
in front of us, and before the central pillars, she moved her
hand and body to a rhythm distinctly timed; and when her
exquisite companion took it up, and, wetting the scraped root
from double cocoanut shells, that hung behind her, moved her
arms around in the bowl and wiped its rim, and frothed the
mass with a long wisp of leafy filaments, she tossed the wet
bunch to her companion, as if finishing some long cadence of a
music that we could not hear, too slow to be played or sung,
too long for anything i)ut the muscles of the body to render.
And she who received it, squeezed it out with a gesture fine
enough for Mrs. Siddons or Mademoiselle Georges. I use

these names of the stage, of which I have no fixed idea; those
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that T have seen could never have given, even in inspired
moments of passion, such a sinuous long line to arm and hand.
Then in a similar repetition of conventional attitudes the cups
were presented to us, one after the other, with a great under-
sweep of the full-stretched arm, and we drank the curious
drink, which leaves the taste filled with an aroma not unlike
the general aromatic odour of all around us, of flowers and of
shrubs. For all was clean and dry about us, house and sur-
roundings and crowded people, at least to the senses that

smell.

In the slow hypnotism produced by mutual curiosity, by
gazing with attention all centred on movement, while pre-
tending to notice all the social matters as they went on about
us, I could not disentangle myself from the girl who had
bewitched us; and as she sat clasping her elbows, with her legs
crossed in her lap, like the images of Japanese Kwannon and of
Indian goddesses, I tried to copy a few lines. But the original
ones flowed out again like water, before I could fix them. My
model was conscious of the attention she called up, and from
that moment her eyes always met ours, with a flirting smile,
half of encouragement, half of shyness. A

And now the tall girl that sat beside me, with the quiet face

and unquiet eyebrows, put out her hand languidly to reach
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for my sketch-book. She was the “virgin of the village” —
doubly important by being the old chief’s daughter, and
elected to this representative position, which éntails, at least,
the inconvenience of her being always watched, guided, and
intimately investigated by the matrons appointed thereto.
The lines of my sketch, that would have puzzled the ordi-
nary amateur, were clear to her: “See,” she said, ‘here is Sifa,
clasping her elbows, but her face is not made. Draw me,”
and she moved away the hanging mats that obscured the
light. The sketch I made was bad, representing to my mind
a European with strange features. I don’t know what she
thought of it, but she recognized the chemise with ruffles on
edges, that covered her shoulders, and made the motion of
lifting it away, which I was slow to understand. Her eyebrows
‘moved with some question for which I had no English in my
mind. At last the word misonari? as she looked toward
Adams, explained what was meant; I said “no,” and looked
approval. She rose, passed into the shade, and sat again be-
fore me, her upper garment replaced by a long, heavy garland
of leaves and the aromatic square-sided fruit of the pandanus-,
that partly covered her firm young breast, and lay in her lap
against the folds of the bent waist. But my drawing was
scarcely better for all this, and I gave it to her, with the feeling

that what made it bad for me, its resemblance to a European,



REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS 75

might give it value for her. All the time the temptation was
strong to treat this child of another civilization as a little
princess. She had the slow manner, the slightly disdainful look,
the appearance of knowing the value of her sayings and doings
that make our necessary ideal of responsibility. What though
the Princess puffed at my pipe, meanwhile having secured a
cigar, less cared for, behind her pretty ear; what though she
pressed two long, slender fingers against her lips, and spat
through them, according to some native elegance, she knew
that she was a personage and never was familiar, even when
she pressed my arm and shoulder, and said, “alofa o7,” “I like
you.”” Her forechead was high and gently sloping, her eye-
brows thin and movable, the eye looked gently and firmly and
directly; the nose was a little curved at the heavy end, the
upper lip a little long (and pulling on the pipe, if she used it,
would lengthen it later yet more), the neck and back of the
head had the same beauty of line and setting that I had seen
in Hawaii, and her shoulders, and breast, and strong, lithe
arms would have delighted a sculptor. She wore her hair
gathered up by a European comb, and in front a forelock
reddened to the tone of her face, with the coral lime they used.
Her legs were strong and fine and her fect only as large as
one could expect, with the soles hardened by use over stones

and coral.
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But she was not the pretty one; her sister, Sifa, was that.
The charm of the older one, *“‘the virgin of the village,” was in
this incomparable savage dignity, that gave a formality to our
visit. What to us was an amusement was to her evidently
one of the necessities of hospitality, while Sif4 could not move
about or look without a ripple of laughter that undulated
through her entire person. Occasionally, however, our “chief-
ess” looked at me with a gentle smile, and said ““alofa!” and
by and by, after showing me that she could write, and doing so
in my album, (where she dated her inscription Oketopa, our
October), she gave me a ring with her name Uatea — or Watea
as she wrote it. She partook of lunch, eating after us (along
with the captain who appeared again on time), and she
refused to taste of some apples we had until we had some of
her own fruit, all I suppose according to some proprieties well
defined. Then Sifa, her sister, met with a little adventure in
unpacking our food for us. The captain of the steamer had
given us a block of ice on our leaving, telling us that it was
the last we should see in this part of the world, and that it
might comfort us during our long, hot sail under the tropical
sun. In unrolling it, and taking it up, Sifa dropped it with a
cry of “afi!” — “fire!” and for a few moments we struggled
in an unknown tongue to explain what it might be. But I

took it for granted that she must have had some Bible expla-
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nation of the places where the Bible comes from — that is to
say, England and Scotland; hence about winter and bad
weather, and perhaps snow and ice.

While the family arranged for their meal we took a walk,
“now and again,” as our captain expressed it — almost all
the words he knew. We walked across what appeared to be
the village green —a space of grass neatly cared for —edged
by huts and trees, the palms thickening in the distance and
hiding the sudden and close slope of the mountain right above
us. Bread-fruit trees were planted here and there near the
houses, the large leaves making a heavy green pattern against
the innumerable shades of green, the spotted trunks were
dark; even the cocoanut trees were only white by the sea.
We passed a tomb, of a moundlike shape, one lengthened
cube placed upon another, and the upper surfaces sloping to
an edge like some of the early sarcophagi or Italian tombs —
a shape as simple and elegant as one could wish in such an
ideal landscape. I shall have to find out if this most typical
shape has originated with them, or has come from some foreign
influence. However that may be, it made another classical
note. Had Ulysses in his wanderings left some companion
here, some such monument might have well marked the tomb
of a Greek. There it was, all covered with lichen; and another

newer one, made also of coral mortar, still white, near trees,
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and by former homes, in this little shady “agora.” As we
passed into the path that seemed to run up the hill, young
men went by with wreaths on their heads, draped to the waist,
like the statues of the gods of the family of Jove; their wide
shoulders and strong, smooth arms, and long back-muscles
or great pectorals shining like red bronze. All this strength
was smooth; the muscles of the younger men softened and
passed into one another as in the modelling of a Greek statue.
As with the girls we had just left, no rudeness of hair marred
the ruddy surfaces, recalling all the more the ideal statues.
Occasionally the hair reddened or whitened, and the drapery
of the native bark cloth, of a brown ochre colour, not unlike
the flesh, recalled still more the look of a Greek clay image
with its colour and gilding broken by time. Never in any
case was there a bit of colour that might rightly be called bar-
baric; the patterns might be European, but no one could have
chosen them better, for use with great surfaces of flesh. If
all this does not tell you that there was no nakedness — that
we only had the nude before us — I shall not have given you
these details properly. Evidently all was according to order
and custom; the proportion of covering, the manner of catch-
ing the drapery, and the arrangement of folds according to
some meaning well defined by ancient usage.

Children played about in the open space; they were then at
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a game of marbles; when we returned, this had turned to some
kind of blind-man’s-buff; there was no roughness, only a good
deal of soft laughter; one youngster, draped to the chest like a
Greek orator, too big for the children, too young for the men,
leaned upon a long staff and looked on gravely, exactly like
the figures on the Greek vases, or the frieze of the Parthenon.

We walked along into the forest, in the silence of noon-
day, but the abruptness and slipperiness of the path as it rose
rapidly to walls of wet rock, stopped our feet. From the in-
tricate tangle of green, we saw the amethyst sea, and the white
line of sounding surf cutting through the sloping pillars of the
cocoanuts, that made a mall along the shore; and over on the
other side of the narrow harbour, the great high green wall of
the mountain, warm in the sun, and its fringe of cocoanut
grove, and the few huts hidden within it, all softened below
by the haze blown up from the breakers. All made a picture,
not too large to be taken in at a glance; the reality of the pic-
tures of savage lands, in our school books, filled in with infinite
details. From dark iInteriors of huts, as we returned, came
gentle greetings of “alofa.” Awoki, our Japanese servant,
had remained with our hosts, had been fed with bread-fruit
and cocoanut milk, and was busy writing out, under the direc-
tion of the black mate, certain names and words of the lan-

guage; for the mate could be understood, while the captain
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had only one certain phrase, “now and again” with which he
punctuated everything loudly, so that I cculd barely under-
stand him. The mate had his own punctuation of frightful
oaths and damnatory epithets, evidently mere adornments of
speech, for he was most gentle, a kindly and good-natured
cannibal, contrariwise to the surly captain; so that I was glad
that he had ventured up from the
cutter. The girls had taken kindly to
the other brown skin, my servant,
and were busy helping him make up
his list of words, whose sounds he
wrote in Japanese, tomy later con-
fusion, when he passed his dictionary
to me. (Yet curiously enough, in this
first half day, we learned full a hun-
dred words — almost all that I have
retained.) So we sat down and rested;
the flies, attracted by the bread-fruit,

and occasional mosquitoes hovered about the openings; ants

crawled about on us — my princess had occasionally on her
feet a black bunch of flies, which she brushed away slowly
— evidently she did not feel them much — their skins are
hard — “now and again,” as the captain might say, a woman

passed the openings of the hut, bare to the waist, holding a
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child against her hip. Soon one of the girls, tired of cross-
leggedness, stretched her feet politely under a mat, pulled up
for the purpose (for it is not polite to sit otherwise than cross-
legged).

The older women slept on the Samoan pillows at the further
side, closed in by palm curtains. All but one—who had worked
all the time, her great brown back turned toward us — en-
gaged in smoothing and finishing a piece of what we white men
call tappa. ““Siapu” 1 think they call it — the inner bark of
the paper mulberry, hammered out with a mallet, which in
so many of the islands has been long their cloth. She never
stirred from her work; as long as the light held, I saw before me
this upright form, strong as a man’s, smooth and round, and
the quiet motion of the arms in the shadow, made deeper by
the sunlight on our side. Later, another shower made us shut
down more curtains, but we were safe and comfortable, pro-
tected from sun and rain alike, in this most comfortable and
airy housing. Then Sif4 began beating her thighs and moving
her shoulders coquettishly to her humming of a tune, and I
thought that I recognized the siva, the seated dance of the
Samoans, about which I had been told in Hawaii. Such a
graceful creature could do nothing that was not a picture, but
there was a promise of something more, so that we applauded

and said lele?, ““beautiful,” with the hope of a full performance.
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But the Princess said nothing; she smoked more and more,
as every one joined her, so that I foresaw that our small supply
of cigars and tobacco was doomed, especially as other damsels
entered, and made more ravages; girls more or less good look-
ing, mostly heavier, one of them called “Tuvale,” who knew
bits and parcels of English such as pilist du na it mi, pilist
estkust mi, “Please do not eat me,” ‘“Please excuse me.”
And one of the largest, leaning affectionately against my
shoulder, absorbed my silk handkerchief, and tied it around
her neck — saying to me, in her language, ‘“Look how pretty
it is!” Our matches and match-boxes had long ago dis-
appeared — most little things had left my pockets, but had
been replaced. In every way my fair and strong companions
seemed inclined to dispute an apparent preference for Uatea
and SifA. Good-natured girls all (but one — the thief of
handerchiefs — who seemed to me jealous) — and we were
certainly beamed upon, as I never expect to be again. More
rain outside brought on the evening, as we took our last meal;
the ““chiefess’ and the captain, who again appeared sullenly
out of the dark, eating after us; the captain now, with an
apology to us, appeared naked to the waist, a big heavy mass
of bronze, covered below with a gorgeous drapery of purple,
and yellow, and red. We lay more and more at ease, stretched

out, the girls prone, and occasionally giving one of us an af-
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fectionate pat; all but Uatea who still preserved her usual re-
serve, and even tried hard to substitute another ring for the
one she had given me — as if her name on it was too much for
a first acquaintance. And occasionally in following her face,
the only one that seemed capable of complicated ideas, I
asked myself whether she was asking herself what equivalents
her hospitality would receive: for instinct told me that through
her our gifts or our payments should be made; even if it were
all to go to others according to barbaric custom. So seeing her
rather laden with things, and having had one experience of the
excellence of a white silk handkerchief, I offered her another,
and wrote her name in the corner, to see her thank me in her
usual condescending way, and then toss it over to the old
woman who appeared occasionally — to my mind, her adviser
and guardian, for from time to time, “now and again,” she
crept up, between us, like a chaperon or duenna, to see that
all was proper.

Then many of our ﬁgirls disappeared with Sifa, whom we
missed at the moment and asked for over and over again. A
light was brought and set down upon the matting. Uatea
slipped out between the hanging screens and the pillar behind
me, and slipped back again, rid of her upper garment with a
sort of poncho or strip of cloth with opening for head, pat-

terned in lozenges of black, white, and red, that hung down
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her back and chest, leaving arms and shoulders bare, and the
sides of her body, so that as she bent, the soft line that joins
the breast to the underarm, showed under the heavy folds.
Then, in came our missing pet, Sif4, with Tuvéle and two
others, into the penumbra of the lamp. They were naked to
the waist; over their tucked-up drapery hung brilliant leaf-
strips of light green, streaked with red; a few leaves girdled
the ankle; around Sifa’s neck, over her beautiful bosom, hung
a long, narrow garland of leaves, and on the others garlands of
red fruit or long rows of beads interlaced: every head was
wreathed with green and red leaves, and all and everything,
leaves, brown flesh, glistened with perfumed oil. From the
small focus of the lamp, the light struck on the surface of the
leaves as upon some delicate fairy tinsel, and upon the forms
of the girls as if upon red bronze waxed. But no bronze has
ever been movable, and the perpetual ripple of light over every
fold, muscle, and dimple was the most complete theatrical
lighting I have ever seen. Even in the dark, streaks of light
lit up the forms and revealed every delicacy of motion.

So those lovers of form, the Greeks, must have looked,
anointed and crowned with garlands, and the so-called dance
that we saw might not have been misplaced far back in some
classical antiquity. The girls sat in a row before us, grave and

collected, their beautiful legs curled upon the lap as in East
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Indian sculptures; and Sif4 began a curious chant. As all
sang with her together, they moved their arms in various ways
to the cadence and in explanation of the song; and with the
arms, now the waist and shoulders, now the entire body, even
to the feet, rising apparently upon the thighs to the time of
the music. Indeed, Sif4 spoke with her whole tremulous body
undulating to the fingers — all in a rhythm, as the sea runs
up and down on the beach, and is never at rest, but seems to
obey one general line of curve. So she, and the others, turned
to one side and stretched out their arms, or crossed them, and
passed them under the armpit and pressed each other’s shoul-
ders, and lifted fingers in some sort of tale, and made gestures
evident of meaning, or obscure, and swayed and turned; and,
most beautiful of all, stretched out long arms upon the mats,
as if swimming upon their sides, while all the time the slender
waist swayed, and the legs and thighs followed the rhythm
through their muscles, without being displaced.

I cannot describe it any better; of what use is it to say that
it was beautiful, and extraordinary, and that no motion of a
western dancer but would seem stiff beside such an ownership
of the body? Merely as motion, it must have been beautiful,
for the fourth woman was old and not beautiful, but she melted
into the others, so that one only saw, as it were, the lovely form

of Sif4 repeated by poorer reflections of her motioninlesserlight.
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Meanwhile Uatea sat to one side of them, near me, and in
front, one leg stretched out, the other tucked under, beating
time with a stick, disdainful of it all, as poorly done, perhaps
incorrectly. ““leler,” “beautiful,” I said — “leanga,” she
replied, with a curl of her lip, hardly looking at the girls.
Perhaps she should have led in person, as the official maiden
—and I still felt that something was not right. The girls
rose and came to sit beside us, while Uatea disappeared in the
darkness, behind the three masts crossed with curved beams,
that supported the centre of the roof. These, with the shin-
ing, polished cocoanut bottles, filled with water, that hung
from the beams, and the rolls of mats and bark cloth which
were placed upon them as upon shelves, had served as a back-
ground or scenery to our theatre. Along all the edges of the
big house, in the darkness, were other visitors, and guests,
small children, boys and girls, neighbours, and even the two
gentle blackies, from Cannibal and Head Hunting isles, with
white rings in their noses, that made our crew. But I saw
none of the splendid young men, who, crowned with garlands,
girdled with leaves like the Fauns and Sylvans of the Greek
play, had startled me over and over again, during the day,
with a great wonder that no one had told me of a rustic Greece
still alive somewhere, and still to be looked at. So that the

old statues and frescoes were no conventionality — and the
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sailor, the missionary, and the beachcomber, were witnesses
of things that they did not see, because they had not read.
And if one reads, does he care to-day? Had I only known,
years ago. Even now, when it is too late, the memory of
all that beauty which we call Greece, the one beauty which is
to outlast all that is alive, comes over me like a wave of mist,
softening and putting far away into fairyland all that I have
been looking at. From out of the darkness, as if from out of
the shade of antiquity, Uatea stepped out before us, naked to
the waist, crowned with leafage, garlands around her hips, a
long staff like a sceptre in her hand, and danced some heroic
dance, against another girl, smaller than she, as her adversary;
it looked a mimicry of combat; the tall form, the commanding
gestures, the disdainful virginity of the village Diana, chal-
lenging her companion to battle; something as beautiful and
more heroic than the Bacchanals that are enrolled on the
Greek vases. The girl was in her true element and meaning,
more than she could have been in the previous sivd dance;
only an occasional touching of the knees together detracted
from the beauty of the movements. I could scarcely notice
the other dancer, nor the third one, an old woman (who rep-
resented, apparently, a suppliant), for fear of losing a parcel
of a picture that I shall never see again, certainly never with

such freshness of impression.
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And when Uatea reappeared, clad again, and puffed at
my pipe before passing it to me, she much less disdainfully
assured me that all her dancing was leanga (bad). And she
softened a little, and seemed distressed about our quarrel about
her ring, taking off all her rings and throwing them away to
her guardian matron, perhaps for fear of being reproved for
giving too much for too little, for we had given as yet but little
— only cigars, tobacco, and trifles; and I asked myself whether
the dramatic artist was counting up her possible gains, as
others do. Meanwhile, the other girls lay close to us, in the
confidence of good-nature; all anxious to make the best im-
pression, a curious example of the wilful charming of woman
— and Sifa talked and smiled, and moved, or rather floated,
in her place like a maiden siren flirting. Many confidences
were exchanged without either side understanding one word
said. Each girl wrote something in Awoki’s note-book, or
helped our making a dictionary. Sif4 even summing up
figures to prove her possession of the three R’s, a confusing
addition of accomplishments to the dancing and conventional-
ities we had seen. But I am told that all read and write,
with no book but the Bible. Then between the curtains of
mats Uatea disappeared contrary to what I supposed eti-
quette, but, of course, I knew nothing. The others bade us
good-night, not without begging one of us to share their hut,
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and we slipped out into the dark, while the mats were ar-
ranged for our rest. The storm clouds still covered the sky
— only a few stems of the cocoanut glistened, and the white
bar of the surf made a hard line in the shadow. Some vague,
light forms were those of sitters beneath the trees whispering,
or talking low, for all through our day there had been no
voices raised except our own, or the surly growl of the cap-
tain — or the chant that had accompanied the dances; all
other talk had been soft and flowing, with low voices, almost
inaudible to us when distant, adding again to the peace and
softening charm.

We lay down on the mats with our heads tox;vard the centre-
post; a large mosquito bar of thin bark cloth, big enough for
a small room, was let down upon us, the light of the lamp shin-
ing through it, and draped in my Japanese kimono, I fell
asleep, in spite of the few mosquitoes imprisoned with us.
No noise from the rest of the house had arisen, all was still;
we were as much isolated as if we had been in a built-up room.
Late or early, I think I heard the snore of the captain, but all
is empty in my mind until I recollect feeling the morning light
and saw some shadows pass. As I stepped out, I saw Sifa
move out, stretching her arms, as she moved toward a little
path. Then issued the captain, with a formidable yawn, and

looked at the sky for presages of weather, and took the same
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little path, I suppose toward the bathing pool, or spring, or
rivulet of fresh water, that might be in the hollow.

And there came up to the house Uatea, the *Chiefess,”
looking just the same, and appeared to understand that we
were for a bath, as she made the motions of washing her chest.
We went to the sea, finding no good place for a bath — it was
evidently far off —and I take it that they bathe in fresh
water — the luxury of hot climates. For they all seemed to
be extremely clean and neat, from the men whom I had first
seen at sea, to the girls with limbs rubbed with cocoanut-oil
and smelling of the aromatic fruit (the pandanus) that their
garlands were made of. Our bath was not a full success —
we dared not go out into the surf that rolled turbid waves
upon the deep, black volcanic sand of the beach; but the
water was warm and soothing, and as I began putting on my
clothes, a tall girl of the preceding night came up and sat down
beside me on the rock, with an evident seeking for an inter-
view. Notwithstanding my unaccustomed embarrassment,
I managed to make out that she was uncertain and perplexed
as to the legality of her capture of my handkerchief the night
before, and though I told her to keep it, she was still doubtful.
Uatea had had one; was she to have the same as Uatea? At
last she left me, reassured — I had no more interest — and I

saw her go along the shore passing far off the better bathing



UATEA DANCING THE SITTING SIVA

Univ Calif - Digitized by Microsoft ®




.
»
N
, T 2o
o o e
. 1,._ - .’" -:"\"1‘-“ X
l‘. ‘ A J .“

Yo iy
. "-«?‘MQav 4
15 I A



REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS 91

spot of fresh water, and then disappearing behind distant
palms. Breakfast was ready when we reappeared; after us
Uatea ate and drank our tea, and wondered at our use of
“tea-balls.” The captain explained that there might be wind
enough “now and again,” and that any moment ought to see
us off. Sifa and Tuvéle gathered about Adams; I smoked my
last cigar, for all with our other tobacco were gone — while
Uatea asked coldly what I had done with the ring she gave me,
as it was no longer on my finger. More and more she with-
drew into herself, more and more the ““Chiefess” looked as if
expecting or anxious or troubled, as to whether an equivalent
would be serious enough. But we gave the largest sum that
the captain dared to hint at — anything would have seemed
cheap. The night before I could understand the throwing of
jewels; of money, of any reward to express thankful admiration.
The ‘“Chiefess” extended a languid hand — her eyebrows
rose, a short “f’tac” dropped, as if obligatory from her lips
— (the proper form I knew already was “faafe’tai’) — she
gave us her hand with a frigid “alofa,” and with Sif4 and
Tuvéle lingering, we walked to our boat. Long after we had
set sail we could see them wave their drapery as good-bye.
Far off, along the beach, from the hut of the tall girl-thief, my
own handkerchief was waved — but even with the glass I

saw no more of Uatea.
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Peace to thee, O soul of the “virgin of the village,” if I have
made thee but a thrifty prima donna, or like the King Solomon
of Djami, the Persian poet, caring only for realities that pay

— it is the part of those born to be rulers.

And now we had pulled out of the breakers, through the nar-
rowest of openings, and were on board the little schooner; the
great blue sapphire waves lifted us and sank us, and came up
against the blue horizon, or against the tall green cliffs; and
once more we saw, in the hollow of the sea, or lifted against the
sky, the native boat pushed on by rhythmic paddles, making
a red line of naked men against the blue of the sea or the blue
of the sky. 'We have been four hours and a half beating out of
this little cove, and have just rounded the isolated rock of
the cape, of which I send you a sketch. If I could only send
you the colour! — blue and green — a little red and black in
the rocks — the white and violet haze of the surf; all as if
elementary, but in a tone that no painter has yet attempted,
and that no painter that I know of would be sure of; the
blue and green that belongs to the classics; that is painted in
lines of Homer; that Titian guessed at, once, under a darker
sky; and far off the long sway and cadence of the surf like the
movement of ancient verse — the music of the Odyssey. We

are off some little village on the shore; the boat has gone to get
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other passengers, while I try to finish this account of our first
day on land in the South Seas, and to make it live for you by
long accumulation of detail. If, through it all, you can gather
my impression, can see something of an old beauty, always
known, in these new pictures, you will understand why the
Greek Homer is in my mind; all Greece, the poetry of form
and colour that comes from her, as well as her habits; just
as the Samoan youngster who rose shining from the sea to
meet us, all brown and red, with a red hibiscus fastened in his
hair by a grass knot as beautiful as any carved ornament, was
the Bacchus of Tintoretto’s picture, making offering to Ari-
adne. The good people of the steamer may not have seen it,
nor the big white English gir]l who bought some trifle from
him —but it is all here for me — and there will soon come a
day when even for those who care, it will be no more; when
nowhere on earth or at sea will there be any living proof that
Greek art is not all the invention of the poet — the mere refuge
of the artist in his disdain of the ugly in life. 'What I have
just seen is already to me almost a dream. So I turn to my
Japanese, Awoki, and ask him — “It was like the studio,
Awoki, was it not? but all fine; no need of posing?” And
Awoki says “Yes,” whether he understands me or not, and I
think of you and of the enclosed studio life that tries to make

a little momentary visitation of this reality.
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The fitness and close relation of all I have seen makes a
something like what we strive to get through art, and my mind
turns toward the old question, “How does what we call art
begin?” These people make little; the house, the elementary
patches upon their bark cloth, the choice of a fine form for
tombs, is all the art that is exterior of themselves and of their
movements, into which last they have put the feeling for com-
pleteness and relation, that makes the love of art.

Is it necessary for going further that some one should be
born, to whom, gradually, an unwillingness to assume the re-
sponsibility of action, which the ruler and the priest take
willingly, should grow into a dislike of the injustice of power,
and a distrust of the truthfulness of creeds, so that he must
make a world for himself, unstained and free from guilt or
guile? I have begun to imagine for myself some such soul,
born in early communities, who might have lived long ago
anywhere and have been the hero of some such primitive
obscure conflict; but I can see tossing on blue waves, the boat
that brings from the shore our new companions, Lieutenant
Parker and Consul-General Sewall, who have been on a visit
to the harbour of Pango Pango — and in a few minutes they

and their white coats will be aboard.

You will by this time wish to know how we are living. We
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are settled definitely, for headquarters, at Vaiala, a little way
from Apia, from which a little river separates our part of the
land. Further on, another small river closes out the terri-
tory, and separates us from Apia.

The small river that separates us from the beginnings of the
village capital, Apia, is spanned by a little bridge — little be-
cause consisting of a few planks, and a handrail to one side,
but otherwise a very long gangway. This I believe is kept in
repair by the municipality of Apia, and is probably the cause
of much discussion in the way of spending money. Occa-
sionally it is washed away, and then we swim our horses across,
to the discomfort of my best yellow boots, which I feel are a
distinctive mark in my visits to people in Apia. At times the
municipality provides a ferry-boat. This so far has been
manned by one of those convicts who are puzzles in South
Sea economics. He had been taken away from some other
chores of supposed hard work. After the first day of ferrying,
which was productive of various small trips, this criminal had
fallen back on the customs of his country, and on that essential
communism which is the basis of their actions and of much of
their thinking. He had a hut erected for him, so as to rest
in the shade, and there he spent most of his time consuming
bananas or accidental gifts of food, and courted and caressed

by village maidens, who adorned him with flowers and
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anointed him with cocoanut oil. Meanwhile the smaller and
less important members of his family did the work of ferrying
in the sun. It was all the same, he was vicariously being
punished. This is the keynote of all I shall ever tell you
here. There is the tendency to let not only property remain
undivided, but also injury or gain. A little anecdote told me
by a clergyman, who had it from a friend in Fiji, where things
are still more so, gives this intellectual position. The Fiji
clergyman had been shocked at a horror perpetrated by some
of his parishioners. The dog of some person in a neighbouring
village had been killed ; some of the aggrieved had sallied forth,
and meeting some person who belonged to the village guilty of
holding the dog murderer, had thereupon incontinently killed
him. An “old hand,” that is to say, a white man conversant
with South Sea habits, explained to the clergyman the natural-
ness of the deed. He said — forgive the vernacular — “See
here; if Jim and me gets into a fight, and Jim plunks me in
the head, I don’t wait till I can get in a blow at Jim’s head:
I hit him where I can.” One community had lost a dog and
the other had lost a man. This is a dreadful example of the
idea, and I almost regret introducing it into my description of
this idyllic passage of my life. But we are on the road to Apia,
which, like all white men’s places in such countries, has a taint

of brutality remaining from the day of the beachcomber.
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It is an orderly little place strung along what might be
called a street or two, the main one of which is on the beach,
and goes by that name. There are stores, a few hotels and
drinking places, warehouses and residences of the consuls,
and further on native residences, etc. There are churches too,
and a Catholic cathedral of somewhat imposing dimensions;
but the churches are those of an ugly village, and no longer
have that natural look of the church by our own village of
Vaiala, for instance, which has really a character not contra-
dictory to its surroundings.

Further back and right and left all is Samoan and native.
We are just by the shore, here fringed with trees and palms,
and only some six feet above the inland sea of the reef that
spreads right and left before us. In the few great storms
that have come upon us in the night, it was not difficult
to imagine the beating of the rain against the door
of our sleeping house to be the first splashing of some
great waves passing over with the roar of the surf out-
side.

From under the shadows of trees, I see canoes pass close to
the shore, visible at intervals between the trees that border it;
they seem, like all that happens about us, part of a theatre
scene: red bodies glisten in white or coloured drapery, adorned

by flowers and leafage; and songs are carried along with the
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stroke of the paddles, as in an ideal opera. Blue sea outside;
green inside.

The little village stretches along a very short distance, ap-
parently not made of more than a couple of dozen of huts or
Samoan houses, with a double village green, here and there
planted with trees and broken into and backed on the shore
side by plantations of bananas.

Further back the mysterious “bush,” into which I have
not yet wandered. Just outside, near the shore, and with a
little garden, the Consul has built a new and commodious
southern house, with enormous verandas, dropped like a piece
of Europe among the native forms; there we breakfast and
dine; while in the village a few yards off we have borrowed a
large, comfortable hut,* in which we spend the day, receiving
visitors, writing, or painting,} and at night we occupy a little
building of our own European kind, with just place for our
two rooms and beds. It is next to Tofae, the chief’s hut; so
that we are both physically and morally under Tofae’s protec-
tion. This we insist upon; we are no strangers gadding about,
we are chiefs on a visit, and we appeal to the care of our fel-
lows responsible for us. So that doors and trunks and boxes

are all open;every one is free to inspect and responsible to the

*This is properly the *“‘guest house” of the village.

tOf course we are not allowed to pay — this would not be‘‘chiefy” — but we shall make
a present some day.
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chief. Even very lately, when the criminal — the prisoner
condemned for stealing the consular flag halyards — who is
imprisoned by being detained within the half mile of the vil-
lage, and who is under Tofae’s wardship — even when this
confirmed bad man is found looking through all my property,
from sketch-books to night pajamas, I feel quite safe that
nothing will be missed through him. Only two silk hander-
chiefs have disappeared since I have been on the island, and
I can’t be sure whether they were lost here or in some of our
long trips by sea and land. But Tofae takes the fact to heart,
and will, I know, make me some present many times more
valuable, to wipe out this possible blot upon the escutcheon.

At the earliest dawn there is motion in the village that I do
not hear. The soft grass, cleanly trimmed, which covers all
the village space, brings no echo from bare feet. But from
the very first morning on the small verandah, no bigger than a
large table, I hear a patter of feet that wakens me. If I look
out, one or more of the girls of the village, our nearest neigh-
bours, is seated there in a corner, ready to bid good morning,
and looking occasionally into the open window, to see if I am
still abed! Sometimes their shadows, as they pass, break the
half light which keeps me in a doze.

When I rise I have to get accustomed to the mild curiosity

that inquires after my mode of dressing. Still, as days go on,
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I become less the fashion, and can go out to my bath, in my
Japanese gown, without stepping over a coterie of gentle
maidens. If I get up with the dawn, that slowly lights up the
great spaces above the trees, I can see first some figures push-
ing back the mats that form the only walls of the surrounding
huts, stretching their arms, then perhaps, in their simplest
wraps, fading away in the uncertain light! They are going to
the obligatory bath; not to the salt water in front of us, which
they do not look upon as cleansing, but to pools back in the
bush, or the little river further off.

With the first half-sleepy motion begins the weeding around
the huts, a perpetual task carried on at all odd times. For
among these savages, so far as they are not spoiled by the
European, the lawn and greenery about the village are tended
with extreme care. Many a time, in places that are far away
and more strictly barbarous, I have been reminded of the
neatest Newport lawns. This is one of the unexpected
charms, one of the many things that give everything a look
difficult to explain, a look of elegance in the wildness. But we
must remember that these good people have always been here,
that from immemorial time they have tended what seems to
us accidental nature; culture and care and the tropical wild
growths are constantly interchanged. That is the South Sea

note.
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Later on I see some of the men return from their short hour’s
work at their wet patches of the taro plant, which, with the
bread-fruit, represents the staples of bread and cereals both.
In this kindly nature, such culture is no more than a gentle
exercise. I see even the great Mataafa, the rival of the King
Malietoa, and the greatest personage of all islands, returning
from his daily task like any commoner, often stripped to the
walst, wearing nothing but the wrap along the loins and legs,
which they call the lava-lava.

After our morning coffee, made of the island bean whenever
we are fortunate enough to get it, for we find it better than
any brought from Java, we adjourn with the first heat of
the early morning to our big Samoan hut. This is next to
Mataafa’s, in the centre of the village. By this time most of our
neighbours have begun to rest, and will keep steadliy quiet for
a large part of the day; unless they visit, or unless some special
duty calls.

If we are very early, we may still find in our Samoan hut our
pretty friend Fangalo, who lives with our neighbours nearer
Apia, and whose simple task it is to place flowers about the
tables upon which we write or paint, or upon the shelf that
connects the great centre posts of the hut, where hang the
cocoanut water bottles, and are placed the rolls of native

cloth, or extra mats for softer resting.
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Taelé, which means bath, the gentle sister of our landlord,
if T can so call him, has already seen that everything is in
order, and all the mats that cover the pebble floor are properly
disposed. Ta€lé wishes good morning, and leaves fruit as
presents and hangs the great branches of yellow or green
bananas. She stays but little, even when pressed, though she
is curious as to why we write so much and what we mean in
general. She does not quite approve of us; we ask strange
questions: we are not preachers — we are seen writing on
Sundays: we are not looking for wives. We may be aitu —

spirits in disguise.

Taelé’s sweet face is always sad — exceptionally so here
where good nature marks most young faces. In that she is
not Samoan nor properly Polynesian. But she has gone
through much.' She was the Samoan wife of the former
British consul, Churchward, who left her with her little boy
when he was promoted to other appointments. Not that
she would have gone with him, I think: the Polynesian rarely
understands living anywhere else than in his islands — his
own island makes the world. Here Tz‘xélé sits on some rock-
edge by the water, and looks out to the far-off sea. I see her
so almost every evening.

According to true Polynesian habits, the little child has
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been adopted by our chief, Tofae, who is devoted to him and
allows him great liberties. So that Tagle has no practical
trouble about little George, who lives Samoan way, and, a son
of chiefs by birth and adoption, bullies the less important
babies.

The other girls, who come in often to see us, and who are oc-
casionally encouraged by little amenities and presents, are
not at all sad. Otaota, the daughter of the preacher, who is
himself of sacred descent, if I may so explain it, is not even
over-bashful, to the great scandal of Taglé, who is nothing
if not Sunday school. She is willing to pose for her portrait
without her upper wraps, though she is no longer the exquisite
brown statue that she must have been two years ago. But
Otaota is a young woman of the world, and who knows? —
perhaps these strangers may be serious in their attentions.

Important people, of course, come in to see us, but more
frequently in the afternoon. Of chiefs there are many about
us, and Patu, Tofae’s brother, is a great chief and has been
a great warrior; so that I am not surprised at his curious
resemblance to General Sherman.

From all these good people my companion, and I also in a
small way, obtain slowly, by driblets, the explanation of what
they really are. Slowly they unfold the extraordinary dif-

ferences which make their ways always misfit ours! Their
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social words have really no equivalent in ours; their ideas
remain a puzzle to whomsoever insists upon our having a
common basis to start from.

I have forgotten to describe what the Samoan hut, called
the Samoan house, is like. Ours is a handsome one, not
exactly the finest, but still very well built. Its plan is a long
oval. Its length is not far from fifty feet; its greatest height
something like twenty. It is set upon a foundation of stones,
and its flooring of fine pebbles is only raised a few inches
above the ground, which slopes in all directions from it. It is
made of a series of high posts placed at considerable distances
from each other, in the shape of an ellipse. They are con-
nected at the top by a series of double beams, which receive
great rafters running from every set of posts to the peaked
centre. These rafters are connected by other great rafters
and tie beams. At the centre they are supported by two or
more great piIlars, which at intervals are braced together.
Beside these pillars, in the direction of each end of the house,
are two holes in the ground; made to receive the cocoanut fire
used for lighting, or for the slight warmth that is occasionally
needed. Walls there are none in the true Samoan house.
Mats of the cocoanut leaf hang from the cross-beams, between
the posts, to the floor, or rather to the edge of large stones that

make a sort of rim to the building, and serve to steady the
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posts and keep off the wash of the rain. In certain very ele-
gant buildings some of these openings, instead of being filled
with these movable mats that are pulled up or down for pro-
tection from light or rain, are enclosed by a fine wattling. It
is a manner of limiting the numbers of entrances, which other-
wise, you see, would be a little everywhere.

In such a residence as that of Mataafa, a great man, a
sovereign prince and sacred personage, no one would think of
entering otherwise than at some defined place.

For the furniture of our residence and that of other people,
mats of different degrees of fineness are spread upbn the small
fine pebbles that make the floor. If we want great elegance
and great comfort, we put on more and finer mats. Some of the
furniture lies about; some of it consists in the Samoan pillow,
a long bamboo, supported at the ends by four little sticks.
There are also boxes in which clothes are put away. There
are large rolls of native cloth called fappa. Some of it is made
up into curtains to be used as screens and partitions. Some-
times, but not in our hut, these curtains are made into indoor
tents for keeping off the mosquitoes, and, otherwise, increasing
privacy. All these things are stowed away among the rafters,
or upon the sticks curved like tusks, which project beyond the
centre posts and serve to brace them. "

For our European habits we have two tables and three
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chairs. Most of the day when we are idle we sit on the mats with
our guests. But working is better done at the accustomed table.

Toward noontime we hear violent and savage shouts, and
see through the square opening of the lifted mats three or
four brown savages, with big girdles of green leaves and crowns
of verdure, come running and dancing to us from Mataafa’s
house, which is only a few yards away. They carry a big
wooden bowl, partly filled with crushed cocoanut and arrow-
root, and some big bread-fruits. They sit down on the edge
of our outside stones, and proceed to break the bread-fruit,
steaming hot, with great force and violence, holding it by the
stem, pounding it and mashing it into the cocoanut milk.
This quivering pudding, palusami, is then neatly dropped
upon banana leaves, made into little packages, and tendered
to us with the respects of Mataafa. Sometimes we eat, some-
times we distribute to more Samoan-minded people; but for
the first few times it is very nice. I like it better than the
raw fish and salt water, which is pleasant also occasionally,
though apparently more suited to the habits of that ances-
tral totem, the shark. But tastes and habits differ, and the
Samoan language, extraordinarily rich in words that describe
physical sensations, has a special word for that state of weak-
ness and languor wherein such a dish as raw fish is all that

the invalid can tolerate.
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Mataafa sometimes calls at this hour, sometimes a little
earlier, on his return from church, if it be a holy day: for
Mataafa is very strict in religious duty. But usually he has
chosen the afternoon. He speaks no English, and we have
varying interpreters; but still, owing in part to his kindness
and courtesy, we have learned a great deal from him. He is
not so easily questioned as an inferior might be. When
Tofae’s tall daughter is called in hurriedly to help out, be-
cause we have not had sufficient warning (Tofae’s daughter,
who fears no man, whose neck carries her head as a column
does a capital), she interprets with extreme respect and
reticence, as it were, “by your leave,” bending her head,
looking only sidewise at the great chief, holding her breath
when she speaks to him, and almost whispering. Every phrase
is prefaced with “The King says,” all of which gives us the
measure of proper respect, but does not hasten the conver-
sation.

Mataafa is not interested in facts as mere curiosities. I
doubt if he would approve of my interest in most things, if he
could guess it. Information with regard to the world abroad
he cares for only as it affects Samoa — that is to say, in con-
versation with us. He would like to know that we have some
messages of advantage to his country. It has taken a long

time to make him sympathize with our questionings about
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Samoan ways and manners and their origins, which involve,
of course, history and social law. And yet if he could appre-
ciate it, in that way we get at an understanding of what he is,
and of the difficulties that beset him!

With such talk, much desultoriness, sketching, writing,
smoking, and eating of bananas, a length of which hangs from
a beam above, the heat of the afternoon passes away. The
shadows begin to fall across the malae or village green. The
villagers come out and wander about socially, attend to little
matters, or sit here and there in favourite corners. Weeding
goes on with the more orderly housewives, who keep an eye
meanwhile upon the children wandering about. A good many
domestic interests receive attention. Sometimes, under the
bananas and orange trees behind my house, I see hair-dressing,
a serious and difficult operation. The pleasure of the Samoans
in turning their beautiful black hair to brown or yellow or
auburn, necessitates a peculiar process which is also extremely
curious to the eye. For this they use coral lime, plastered
upon the hair and remaining there a couple of days or more;
so that they go about with white hair, like people of the last
century.

Tofae’s daughter is charming, with her hair all of this
silver-grey and big crimson flowers in it. It sets out a certain

nobility of feature, and is, like powder, aristocratic in its
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very nature. The rather heavy faces become either stronger
or more refined. Each young man has some female who
especially understands just how to fashion his hair into cer-
tain curls and twists, which are retained during a week or so;
for the operation answers all the purposes of curling besides,
and of cleaning absolutely. When this application is brushed
away the curls will remain; but meanwhile, as he sits with his
head bent way down and the lady lathering it, he has that
woebegone, submissive look that we see in the barber shop.

Our good people are passionately fond of adorning their
persons with flowers and leafage: flowers about the waist,
flowers about the neck, flowers and leaves in the hair. Every
little while I see rearrangements which make, as it were, a
form of conversation. The steps of my house offer a conven-
ient seat for just the proper number of persons. So that as
soon as the shade comes down, some girl is seated there with
some youngster, and they rearrange each other’s flowers. A
flower behind the ear means a ‘“going of courting”’ or readiness
that way.

In little separate houses the cooking for the evening meal
begins. This separation of the household work from the resi-
dence or living apartments is a little elegance and refinement
which does a great deal to keep up the charm and holiday look

of life about us. When, however, great meals are to be pre-
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pared, I hear considerable noise on the outskirts of the village,
the chasing of hens, whose eggs, by the by, are, as you may
imagine, difficult to obtain, as the hens have the surrounding
tropical scenery of the bush to lay in. Owing to the scurry
after the hens, the only place that seemed safe to them was
my apartment; and my open trunks were very good places
to look into for possible eggs.

The cooking of any importance, as you probably know, is a
method of baking in the earth: stones heated by fire, in a
trench upon which leaves are placed, and then the food,
wrapped in more leaves, is placed upon them and covered up
with twigs, branches and earth. After a skilfully prolonged
residence in the earth, the mound is opened, and the food is
found cooked. With fish the results are certainly excellent;
but vegetables and meats are often a little raw.

It seems marvellous that the brown Polynesian, apparently
a member of the great “Aryan” race, intelligent, often adven-
turous, has never been willing, when his race was pure, to
invent such a thing as a pot to hold hot water, even when clay
was all about him. He knew that in far-off islands, from
which occasionally came invaders or returning adventurers,
there was such a thing as pottery; yet he preferred, as he does
to-day, to import a few specimens, rather than spend a few

moments in starting this, to us, necessary beginning of what
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scientific men call the passage from savagery to barbaric life.
You will remember that with us one of the present definitions
of the savage is that he does not make pottery, nor know the
bow and arrow. Well: the higher Polynesian never used pot-
tery, and used the bow and arrow, one of the most deadly of
weapons, only to shoot for amusement at the forest rat.
This violation of certain rules of the game of science is one of
the most amusing fragments of contradiction that one meets.
When we came to other islands, where there is a mixture of
what we deem a lower race — the Papuan, negro or black, we
find pottery, the use of the bow, intelligent fortification in war.
And the beginnings of decorative art are shown by a keener
sense of colour and contrast of form. The high Polynesian,
who invariably invaded and defeated the mixed race superior
to him in these important details, and brought back the “stuff”
has lived with a sort of classic severity. Precedent is every-
thing; new patterns of ornament come in most slowly, and
there is an apparent indifference to the picturesque. But
owing to this conservation such a Beeotian set of islands as
Samoa gives to the artist —the man who remembers the
beauty of classical representations, the only fit recall of what
he has seen in the Greek sculpture, the Pompeiian fresco and
the vases of antiquity.

The rather countrified good taste of these people leads them
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to simple methods of dress and adornment, and to keeping
the same unchangeable except by small variations. There is
nothing nearer to the drapery of the Greek statue than the
Samoan wrap of cloth or of {appa, which is merely a long rect-
angle wrapped about the body, either as high as the chest,
like the cloak of the Greek orator, or merely around the waist
and thighs, always carefully arranged in special sets of folds
which designate both the sex and the social position of the
wearer; with this the wreaths and flower and leaf girdles and
the anointed body, which belong to our vague conception of
the Greek and Roman past. There is little more for war
time; a great barbarous head-dress of hair, and occasionally
some neck ornament of wild beasts’ teeth.

In draperies such as I have described, in the shady after-
noon, the chiefs sit about the lawn of the village the malae
or green in places which I suppose are reserved to them by
habit. They sit far apart; one of the Samoan characteristics
being the habit and the skill of conversing distinctly without
raising the voice, and of so speaking as to be heard far off.
The hereditary orators, the tulafales, who made speeches to
us in our wanderings, at the receptions given to us by the
villagers, iﬁvariably chose to speak at great distances. A
couple of hundred feet in the open air seemed to them a fair

average. Their voices were never raised above a certain
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modulation. In fact one imagined that the next word would
not be heard. But a peculiar inflection for each sentence
wherein the most important points are placed at the end,
seemed to force the sound upwards as the phrase dragged on.
Seumanu our Apia chief who acted as our tulafale, when we
travelled, liked to repeat “sotto voce’” what the other tulafale
was sure to say.

Our chiefs often drank their kava in these afternoon con-
versations. Sometimes, but very rarely, it was made by the
girls. Usually any young men of the village, of refined dress
and manners, were called upon to serve. I have a vague recol-
lection — though I may have heard it of some other island, and
may be confusing facts — that the ancient custom allowed any
man who wished his kava made to call upon the first young
woman who passed, no matter how high her rank might be;
this of course to be at his peril, like all society privileges. But
however it may be, almost invariably our own kava, that is
to say the kava to which we were treated, was made by the
women.

You will remember that this was one of the very first of
South Sea habits that we came across on our very first day,
in that other island of Tutuila.

Kava, more properly ava, is the universal drink of all

Polynesia. Abolished by the missionary in many places, it
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still persists here. Kava is a drink made by adding water to
the crushed and pressed root of a plant of the pepper family,
the Piper Methysticum, which has a narcotic power. Here
in this nest of civilization the root is grated upon an ordinary
tin grater, before being put in the large, four-legged wooden
bowl, from which it is to be ladled in cocoanut cups, after
water has been properly added, and with a strainer of bark
fibres, the filaments and splinters have been removed.

But in certain far-away places, we have had the pleasure of
drinking it in the ancient and orthodox way preferred by all
epicures. According to this more aboriginal method, the
kava root was chewed to a mass of woody pulp, instead of
being grated. Young ladies of great personal delicacy were
chosen for this purpose; but, there must have been many
occasions when one had not time to be fastidious. I cannot
say that I have noticed any advantage in the older form, and
I am glad that all about us it seems to be forgotten.

The entire preparation and serving of the drink makes a
ceremonial form; most absolute in detail and of hereditary and
ancestral accuracy.* It belongs to all receptions, and is the

manner of showing the distinctions of rank and precedence.

* Mariner, whose book all should read, was kept a prisoner in Tonga about 1806, being
one of the first white men there. His companions were killed — he contrariwise, like my
father in Saint Domingo, was adopted by the great chief, and learned the language and all
habits. On his escape and return he was carefully examined and investigated by the
intelligent physician who wrote his book for him. He repeated every gesture of the kava
just as it is to-day, the scientific man taking it down in an accurate way.
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The gestures of the girls when they move their hands around
in the water of the bowl, so as to extract the essence of the
root, are regulated by long established custom, and are beauti-
ful as the movements of a dance. The handing of the strainer
to another attendant, and her swinging it out to cleanse it,
make another series of most ravishing pictures. Finally the
third attendant sweeps an arm down with an empty bowl,
and, curving the wrist inward, brings it full to the most hon-
oured guest, and to the others in turn. With each handing
the name of the guest is announced.

Mataafa sometimes gives us kava, and occasionally has
done us the honour to come and drink it in our own hut. In
that case he has his own bowl], & most intimate and personal
property, from which no one else must drink; and with all
courtesy he apologizes to us for this necessity of position.
For as he explains guardedly he is in some sense sacred —
having been a form of the divine. And he is the most religious
of men in our meanings.

In one princely place that we visited, in Savii, we found a
lady who occupied by ancestry the position of *“kava divider”;
that is to say that it was her duty and privilege to determine
the sequence in presenting the cup according to dignity. And
she appeared without warning and claimed the right.

From this circle of the chiefs drinking kava on the green,
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even the children know enough to keep away. Even the
young man who hands the cups is careful in his walk not to
appear to turn his back to any one of the chiefs. Respect for
the chief is the basis of evérything. It is probably the foun-
dation of their extreme courtesy, only broken by natural
exuberance, impatience, or simplicity. The chief was sacred,
even in war. It was a terrible thing for a commoner of the
enemy to kill him. In legends of Tahiti there are tales of
how men deliberated whether they were of high enough birth
to take the life of a vanquished chieftain. The very language
indicates this division between class of the chief and every-
thing else outside. For the chief and everything relating to
him there is a special language. The chief’s head, the chief’s
body and all its parts, the chief’s food, all that he does, his
feelings, his possessions, his dog, his wife and her actions, even
when she breaks the Seventh Commandment, have special
names. In many instances the common name of a thing is
changed for another when that thing is spoken of in his
presence. In some cases the particular grade of his rank is
indicated by the word used; so that you speak of a fulafale’s
eating as tausamsi; of a chief’s eating as taumafa; of such a chief
as Mataafa’s eating as taute. But it would not be polite of a
chief to use these words with reference to himself.

When passers-by draw toward the end of our village and



REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS 117

reach the highway in front of Mataafa’s hut, they keep to the
further side of the path, leaving as large a space as it is pos-
sible to make, out of respect for the privileges of the chief of
chiefs.

On all the fringes of the village, however, the children play
quiet games. Our spaces are too restricted for the young
men to have their games; but further down they collect at
times to play, by throwing a stick so as to make it touch the
ground and skim along to the goal. So with us there is very
little. Occasionally some of the boys gallop wildly up and
down the beach; but there are very few horses in this immedi-
ate neighbourhood at which we are not displeased, however
beautiful the sight may be, because they ride the horses too
young, and push them beyond their strength.

As the evening comes on the sun goes down rapidly, and the
afterglow, the most beautiful moment of the South Sea day,
begins its long continuance. The girls gather together or sit
with the young men, either on the grass or on little raised
benches under trees, or very late again on still smaller benches,
bholding at the most two people, which they ingeniously fit
between the divergent stems of the cocoanuts. This half
siesta, half conversazione, is carried on as long as there is
light, and if there be moonlight, through any number of hours
that may escape the darkness disliked by the Polynesian.
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Our little friend Ta€le leaves her hut and sits far apart in
ber accustomed place, all alone, immovable, looking toward
the sea, thinking perhaps; but how do I know?

Some of the little children, the little girls especially, re-
peat in a small way the native songs and the native dance
the siva. Sometimes a bigger girl sketches out some steps
for them; but we are extremely proper in our village, and the
siwa, of which the Samoan is passionately fond, is not looked
upon with favour by the missionary or the brown members of
the church. However, we succeed now and then in getting
girls and young men from the neighbourhood, or passing
villagers and travellers, to favour us with this entertainment.
The siwva dances about which I wrote you at length, upon the
day of my arrival, are yet to us always novel. By and by I
suppose that they will be, like everything else, accepted by
us as an ordinary form of social dissipation. But it is cer-
tainly worth coming all this way, even to see one of them.
The beautiful rhythm of song and movement, the accuracy of
time kept, the evidently absorbing delight of the performers,
who become more and more insatiate, until one wonders that
they are not exhausted by such gymnastics, the pictorial dis-
position of the scene, usually at night or in dark places, the
dancers dressed in flowers and leaves in contrasts and har-

monies of colour that are nature’s own, with bodies and limbs
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glistening with oil, the spectators all absorbed, and as Robin-
son Crusoeish as the spectacle itself — all these things are the
siva. If I do not refrain and cut short at once, I shall become
entangled in trying to give you word pictures that are utterly
inadequate. I feel, too, that the drawings and paintings I have
made are so stupid from their freezing into attitudes the beau-
ties that are made of sequence. These beauties do not touch
the missionary. The invariable objection to amusement, to
dissipation, to that weakening of purpose which our indul-
gences bring, make this natural of course, and we can under-
stand it. But these kindly natives need, I think, every
possible excuse for innocent occupation. There is so little for
them to do to-day, and we feel that by lending our counte-
nance to the siva we are rescuing both the native and the
missionary from a false position. The condemnation of the
dance had gone from the white missionary to his brown
brother, the local Polynesian clergyman or deacon; and when
we arrived we learned that even our excellent Sunday-school,
church-keeping friend, Faatulia, the wife of the chief Seumanu,
himself also a most excellent and worthy member of the church,
had been excommunicated for having- danced a European
cotillion at the Fourth of July ball given by our American
Consul. The revulsion is beginning, and we are glad to help

in forwarding it.
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We could scarcely have swas of our own — that is to say
that our village could not give them properly. They should
be under the direction of the right social leader, and we have
no taupo. The taupo is a young woman elected by the vil-
lage for the purpose of directing all social amenities in which
women can take part. It is for her to receive the guests, to
know who they are and what courtesies should be extended to
them; to provide for their food and lodging. If they are great
people like ourselves, for their being attended, for their having
all small comforts of bath and soft mats and tappa, for their
being talked to and sung to and danced to. She is invariably
chosen of good descent, and she is beautiful if fate allows it,
but she must be a lady above all. She must also be a virgin,
and be continually protected, escorted, watched, investigated,
by one or many duennas, who never for a single instant lose
sight of her. Her position in that way is a trying one. Con-
trary to all feminine instincts, she is rarely allowed to have
her own way in the adornment of her person. Her expert
attendants insist upon having a voice in dressing her on all
show occasions; notwithstanding, it seemed to me that I
recognized in each individual taupo a something that had
escaped the levelling influence of so much interest taken in
her attire. Remember that she dances in front of the warriors
in battle.



SAMOAN COURTSHIP. FAASE, THE TAUPO OR OFFICIAL VIRGIN
AND HER DUENNA WAIT MODESTLY FOR THE
APPROACH OF A YOUNG CHIEF
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When the time comes, the village that has chosen her, also
chooses her husband, and makes her gifts, as a dowry. Some-
times, and this is one of the terrors of the situation, the village
is very hard to please, and rejects offers which the faupo
might perhaps have accepted if a less important and freer
agent. She can always escape by bolting, and marry as she
pleases, thereby forfeiting her position and the respect of well-
thinking people. A match not well thought of by society is
as much deplored here as in our very best circles. Marriage,
apparently lightly entered into, is a very serious matter.
Rank, position, is only transmitted by blood; and a mésal-
liance in Samoa entails consequences still more disastrous
than in the court life of Germany. Perhaps my South Sea
Islander is not sentimental. He is simple and natural, but
he looks at everything in a practical way, and his ideas, having
always been the same, enable him to keep this natural sim-
plicity without any protest in favour of that freedom that
brings on love tragedies.

As the day draws to its last close in the fairy colouring of the
long afterglow, people come back to their evening meal — a
regular hour and moment, here where divisions of time seem
so uncared for that no older man or woman could accurately
know their age; unless they date from some well-known event

recorded by the foreigner.
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(In other places people have told me, it was so many bread-
fruit seasons ago; it was when such a ship was here.)

Magongi, the owner of our hut, returning from his fishing,
drops a fish or two at our posts, according to Samoan
etiquette and in honour to guests and chiefs like ourselves.
Faces are turned from gazing at the sea, toward the houses
where meals are getting ready. The young people give up
their seats on the little platforms, or “lookouts” by the sea,
and the lover confides his courtship, in Polynesian way, to
others to continue for him.

This evening, as every evening, with the last afterglow, in
each hut of the village, with the lighting of fire or lamp, comes
the sound of the evening prayer before meal. In pagan days,
with the lighting of the evening fire (meant for light), in the
hollow basin scooped out in the centre of the hut, after a liba-
tion to the gods outside, thrown out between the posts, the
Samoan prayed ‘a prayer like this:

“Sail by, O Gods! and let us be:
Ye unknown Gods, who haunt the sea.”

When I hear the sound of the evening hymn, fixed and
certain like all their habits, I recall this prayer, so full of the
future that has come upon these dwellers in islands, and has

brought with our faith and our ideas — the latter certainly
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misunderstood — a slow extinction of their past and of their

very existence. For in all Polynesia, though arrested now

for a time, there has been within the hundred years from dis-

covery a fading away. As the Tahitian song says:

“The coral will grow and man must perish.”

I have been telling of the influence of missionaries upon old
customs, such as dances. Let me say something further.

I want to note that it was easier to get the Samoans to
accept any form of Christian worship because their religion
was simpler than that of the other islands. They were free
from a great many horrors — the belief in the necessity of
human sacrifice. They hated cannibalism. Their heavier
nature had never led them to such immorality as tempted
other South Sea Islanders, who thereby resemble us more.

Then the missionaries came to them so late — at the end of
the thirties — that the Samoans had already been able to
learn about this religion that fixed everything — this desir-
able law called Lotu, which was to settle everything for them,
and make everything straight. (Lotu®* also means church,
Lotu Tonga, the Tongan Church, etc.) So that within the
very shortest possible time the missionaries succeeded in

converting them, in fact, were waited for and expected, one

* Religion is a better word, as in Tongan before Christianity.
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might say, by the next chance ship. The terrible repu-
tation of savageness of these islanders, owing to their having
murdered La Peyrouse’s men in Tutuila, on first acquaintance,
so guarded them that even so far back as 1836, and later,
very little was known of them — they were carefully avoided.
But certain outcasts, escaped convicts, terrors of the sea,
had come among them, and had even begun to instruct them
to expect this law of Good. It is one of the most touching,
as well as one of the most atrocious, of small facts. Old Sam-
asone was telling us the stories of these old times: how some
stranded ruffian, unable to return to white lands, had felt
obliged, upon being questioned, to assert his value and knowl-
edge by some imitation that might not later conflict with the
outside facts. Some brutal, drunken, murderous wretch
would choose, some day, to simulate a Sunday, and sing
obscene or brutal forecastle songs, all the same to those who
did not understand a word, as representing the church service
of song which he described.

Samasone, whose American name is Hamilton, and who has
been here for the third of a century, tells us lengthily and in
detail such stories, and gives us long accounts of Samoan
manners, in the same way that might be his if he were still in
native New England. And when I shut my eyes, I can fancy

myself sitting on the edge of some Newport wharf, and
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listening to Captain Jim or Captain Sam, discoursing wisely,
with infinite detail.

Fifty years have passed since those things, paralleled more
or less elsewhere in the South Seas; and now from the hut of
Mataafa, the great chief, which is next to mine, with the sun-
set, comes the Angelus, sung by the people yet nearer to
nature than Millet’s peasants. I hear also the Ave Maria
Stella; the cry of the exiled sons of Eve for help in this vale
of tears, for whether Catholic like Mataafa, or Protestant
like my good neighbour Tofae, they are all very Christian.
Indeed, my other neighbour is a preacher, an eloquent one,
like a true Samoan, a race where eloquence is hereditary in
families. I hear him thundering on Sundays against the
Babylonians, and all the bad people of Scripture.

They are all steeped in a knowledge of the words of the
Bible. In any serious conversation, in political discussion,
we hear the well-known types of character referred to, and all
the analogies pushed to the furthest extreme.* The rather
light-minded girls whom we have about us amuse themselves
on Sunday with capping verses from the Bible. The young
men of our boat crew, whose moral views on many subjects

would bring a blush to the cheek of the most hardened club-

*The traitor is Judas; the hesitating judge is Pilate. When Mataafa’s men
defeated the Germans, they cut off the heads of some of the Germans killed. When
reproached by him for the act as barbarous, they indignantly appealed to David’s having
cut off the head of Goliath, after having slain him.
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man, are fond of leading in prayer, are learned in hymnology,
and are apt to be fairly strict sabbatarians. Here and else-
where, in many other islands, it is often very difficult on Sun-
day to obtain the use of a boat, the only vehicle possible.
Remember that I am, and shall be for a long time, writing
from islands, where all life is along the shore, where only
occasionally are there roads, or what we would call roads;
where there are few horses, somtimes none at all; where the
natural road is over the beach, when it is uninterrupted by
rock and cliffs, and where the boat can take you quietly
along inside of the reef. But as I shall make it out clearly
later, the Polynesian likes to have things settled one way or

the other, as all sensible people do.
And then the Bible — I am not speaking of the New Testa-

ment — is so near them; they read so often their own story
in the life of Israel of many centuries back. They are not
separated from a civilization of that form by such and so
many changes as our ancestors’ minds have passed through.
Their habit of life must even be said to antedate the biblical.
They do not have to make excuses for the conduct of God’s
chosen people. They can take all as it is written. They
need not suppose some error in the account of the witch
of Endor. In such a valley, buried under trees, or behind

that headland where the palms toss in the roar of the trades,
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dwells some woman, wiser and more powerful in the solitude
and in the night than we judge her by day. She can tell what
things are happening elsewhere; what things are likely to come.
She brings in the dead by the hand. She tells of what the
dead are now doing, of their wars and their struggles in the
empty outside world. What she revealed some nights ago,
to a chosen few who say they were present, is murmured about
the villages, and makes a feature of conversation not unlike
society news. I have listened at night, in out-of-the-way
places, among preachers and people of confirmed Bible piety,
to the last reports from the spirit world: to the news of war
there; to the tale of great fights which had occurred on such a
day of the moon, when the battleground of the reef was
strewn with the corpses of the dead already dead to us. And
I remember once hearing how some spirit ruling over a part of
our island had declined to enter into war because he had not
been attacked, and his religious principles, which were Chris-
tian, confined him to the defensive. Perhaps all these things
meant more to my good friends than they did to me, curious
as I was to find in these reports some traits of their character,
some manner of theirs of looking at the things of this world.
I believe that to them these agitations of the outside world
were presages of coming danger, of trouble to their earthly

lives; that they saw omens of victory because the spirits of such
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and such possible ancestors had triumphed. But no doubt, in
some way not understood by me, all these vague stories con-
firmed them in certain directions, or made them hesitate. At
any rate, it kept the land peopled with fears. It makes the
terror of the forest more vivid and more reasonable. The
po — the dark, the night — is impressive to the Polynesian;
the brave man may have all the fear of the little boy. And I
own that I have never seen a nature which at night assumed
more mystery, a more threatening quiet. The vegetation
never rests. The plants are always growing. The sighing of
the palms so deceptively like rain; the glitter of the great
leaves of the banana, striking one against the other, with a
half metallic clink; the fall of dead branches; the sudden drop
of the cocoanut or the bread-fruit; the perpetual draught,
carrying indefinite sounds from the untrodden interior; the
echo of the surf from the reef, against the high mountains; the
splash of the &ater on the shore; the flight of the ““flying fox”
in the branches; the ghostlike step of the barefooted passer-
by; the impossibility of the eye carrying far throught angles of
tropical foliage — all these things make the night — the po,
not a cessation of impressions, but a new mystery.

With such a landscape about me, I was ready ‘to believe
that handsome young men belated in the passages of the

mountains had been met by the female spirit, whether her
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name be Sau Mai Afi or not, whose sudden love is death; and
that the same being could be a man when the night traveller
was a woman and beautiful. Had not the brother of one of
our virgin friends been assailed by devils, in some adventurous
night voyage, and had he not returned half crazed, and beaten
in such a way that he had never recovered? All this had hap-
pened while we were there; we might have found him alive
had we come a few weeks earlier.

And in the night-fishing how often do the dead, continuing
their habits, fish on the reefs alongside of the living. They
are silent, and their canoes keep apart, but they may silently
step from one canoe to another, only to be known by the chill
and anxiety that goes with them. I have seen with my own
eyes, far out on the reef, the solitary torch pointed out to me
as that of the dead. Often, when suspected, the spirit occu-
pant of a canoe has made for shore and disappeared, incessu
patuit dea, and has been assuredly recognized by the track of
her torch through the mountains, where no living man goes.
That certainly must have been our spirit disastrous to young
men,

All these sides of common belief, or what perhaps we might
call superstition, were shown to us little by little. On the out-
side our good friends believe roughly as we do, and all this

that T am talking about is what remains attached to Chris-
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tianity, or more properly, never disentangled from it. And I
should suppose that it must have been difficult for the mis-
sionaries to expel these survivals of the past, in the same way
that the old Church found it impossible, in certain corners of
Europe, to wipe out the belief in fairies — the “little men,”
the “good folk,” the “wee folk,” the “good neighbours’;
the sacredness and influence of places. And here the practical
mind of the savage, in its first reaction, after having received
a set form of worship and faith as a great relief, would argue
that the written Law, the Book, countenances most of the
things they cared for in their older worship. A very few years
after the first christianization which began in the Society
Islands, sects were formed, based upon the Bible, or using it
as an excuse, with all the security of any theological difference.
I have a vague feeling that many of my brown friends think
that the Christian, even the missionary, does not carry out
properly his beiief, and that they themselves are nearer to the

letter as well as to the spirit. If the missionaries have let

loose among them the famous question of the lost tribes, I
have no doubt that many of them must be imbued with the
certainty of that descent. Many of their practices are so
much like those of the early Jews, that, according to old-
fashioned ways of historical criticism, an uninterrupted tradi-

tion might be argued. In fact, I am quite sure that many
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of the missionaries have so reasoned, and implanted among
them a great feeling of confidence. And the Polynesian,
having a perfectly healthy mind, likes to have everything
settled. Anything more like the typical respectable English-
man I have never met. With the brown man one sees the
natural healthy desire of having the questions of religion, of
politics, of society, all settled on the same basis; there is such
a thing as good form, and that settles it. After the first
start, the islanders were much troubled at finding that there
were many ways of looking at things, and that religion might
be right and manners bad: that the wife of the missionary, who
insisted on poke bonnets, was not dressing according to the
most aristocratic forms of her own land. And when they
find that their written religion does not provide for all their
little wants, it must be very natural to supply the smaller
ones, which are the everyday ones, with some of the older
forms more fitted for individual and temporal advantages.
It must be a comfort to many of them to know that the flight
of certain birds indicates what they had better do to-morrow;
that the coming of certain fish may mean, nay does mean —
some change in family history; and they may still prefer to
treat respectfully the animals and plants that were associated
with their origins — what we might roughly call, their totem.

The shark has been respected or the bread-fruit, or the owl;
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and in certain cases certain mysterious powers and sanctities
might follow the line of descent, though concealed from the
public, more especially the white men. Of this, I ought per-
haps to say that I am confident; and that the powers would be
recognized in certain people even when, as I have seen it,
they belong to opposing Christian sects.

The missionaries were Wesleyans, or, rather, men of the
London Missionary Society. The form seems to have suited
the Samoans. It was a service in which every one took part.
There was preaching and eloquence and oratory, and to a
certain extent the community was invited into the church —
not allowed to enter into the church as a favour. So that
notwithstanding their fondness for externals, the Catholic
service gives them less of their old, natural, ancestral habits
by centring everything in the ministrations of the priest, and

by cutting off all chance of any members of the congregation

becoming themselves orators, deacons or preachers, and leading
in turn themselves. The chiefs also would hesitate in a choice
of humiliations; the missionary, white at first and now a native
obtaining a position of equal and sometimes superior influence,
and that without any civil preparation for the same — indeed
with less fitness from the relative isolation of his days of study.
Later on I may explain to you more fully how absolutely the

chief is the pivot of all social good. He has been for indefinite
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ages the cause of all action; he has been personally superior
both in body and mind. The entire aristocracy is a real one,
the only one I know of. It is impossible to enter into it,
though one may be born into it. With our ideas of more or
less Germanic origin we suppose a ruler gifted with the power
of bestowing part of his value upon certain men lower than
himself, and actually making such people essentially different.
A Polynesian knows no such metaphysical subtlety. The
actual blood of physical descent is essential to supremacy,
except in a most vicarious and momentary manner, or as by
marriage so that the children may become entitled to what-
ever the sum of the blood of parents represents. With them
an heir to aristocratic privileges or power or influence or pres-
tige represents nothing more than the arithmetical sum of his
father’s and mother’s blood. I have had lately a Sunday
afternoon visit all to myself, from a charming little girl who
is the daughter and sole child of the king; a nice little girl
with pretty little royal ways, who explains to me that she does
not like things here so well as she did where she was taught
English, where she had been at school, in the British colony
of Fiji. There she was a king’s daughter, and any English
ideas around her would be more flattering to her consequence
than even the kindly feeling of the subjects of her father. For

her mother is not of equal blood, besides being a foreigner.
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The great chief Malietoa Laupepa, whom we have made a
king, cannot make his wife, according to Polynesian ideas,
any more than what she was before he married her; and the
little daughter has only in her veins the royal blood on one
side, and a certain respectability on the other. To the true
Polynesian mind, such a one of her cousins, of less high de-
scent on the father’s side, may be of higher descent on the
mother’s, and the sum of those descents may be very much

greater than the sum of the descents of the daughter of Mali-
etoa Laupepa. Hence it requires a great stretch of loyalty

to look at such a little person with the veneration that the
Polynesian feels for “chiefy” origin; and you can understand
what a disastrous and bloody muddle we have made it for
them when we have told them that the word king represented
anything that they had themselves or could have. With them
Rex nascitur non fit.

All this has been explained by the supposition of two dif-
ferent races, one of which, that of the chiefs, had subdued the
other. There is no such tradition, however, and no ap-
parent reasons to explain the enormous superiority of the
aristocratic lines except the simple physical ones of choice in
breeding and of better food and less suffering, continued for
centuries and centuries. Even at a distance a chief can be

distinguished by his size and his gait, and a successful collec-
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tion at some political entertainment brings back the dream of
lines in the Homeric catalogues of heroes. Great size of
limb, great height, consequent strength and weight, a haughty
bearing, a manner of standing, a manner of throwing his legs
out in walking, like the step of a splendid animal, a habit of
sitting upright — all these points tell the chief.*

Upon these superior beings, then, brought up to command,
considered as sacred by themselves and by all below them,
devolved perpetually the duty of deciding everything that
was to be done. Even in a detail so minute to our minds as
that of a day for fishing, the chief decided, and does yet, what
the community should do. The good fortune of all was de-
pendent upon his wise choice. As the chief has often explained
to us, when the women began to talk too much, and fix their
minds upon harmful gossip, a healthy diversion was that of
ordering them to make the native cloth—an absorbing
process. With all the refinement of political leaders, excuses
would be found for such an enforcement of industry: the
occasion of some visit to be made or received, when every one
entitled to it should appear with many changes of dress; when
the visitor or the visited should receive presents of beautiful

cloth. Let me say how elsewhere, in another group of islands,

*My adopted sister, the Queen of Tahiti, an island enormously changed by European in-
fluence and residence, complained to me of some young man — that his walk was insolent,
out of keeping, like that of a person of importance by blood.
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the earlier missionary interfered and broke up the industry
of women, without evil intention, making them idle, and open-
ing thereby the gate to ruin. In Polynesian life, as I am try-
ing to explain, things were intimately connected. There were
religious forms or words — or shall I rather say, forms and
words of good omen? — accompanying all ordinary human
action. Had the missionaries realized this perfectly, they
might almost have interfered with the savages’ breathing; but
they fastened on the pagan forms connected with the making
of cloth, and the women gave it up, and bought cotton from
the white man, and paid for it the Lord knows how.

The chief, then, sent the young men to fish and the women
to work, when it was needed both for physical and moral
good. War, of course, they always had, as a last resource,
just like the great politicians of Europe. The constant inter-
ference, involuntary very often, very often most kindly meant,
of the missionary or the clergyman, diminished this influence
of the chief — an unwritten, uncodified power, properly an in-
fluence, something that when once gone has to be born again.*

*Pére Gavet complained to me of what he called the unreasonableness of Sir John
Thurston, the high commissioner and English governor of Fiji, when the Catholic bishop,
upon his canoe’s touching the shore of some Christian village, was carried up, canoe and all,
into the public place or village green, Sir John interfered, and forbade its ever happening
again. And I myself could not say that it was not a small discourtesy.

But this was the point, as Sir John told me: in the old Fijian habits such things were
done for a sovereign chief, and for a political ruler; and since the Church had preached the

division of the two authorities, such special homage should have been reserved for the civil
and not the religious power.
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And the brown clergyman, continuing the authority of the
white one, has something further, less pure, a feeling of am-
bition, a desire to assert himself against former superiors;
and he is perhaps still more a dissolvent of the body politic
into which he was born. '

I see no picture about me more interesting than the moral
one of my next neighbour, the great Mataafa. To see the
devout Christian, the man who has tried to put aside the small
things that tie us down, struggle with the antique prejudices
— necessary ones — of a Polynesian nobleman, is a touching
spectacle. When a young missionary rides up to his door,
while all others gently come up to it, and those who pass move
far away, out of respect; and then when the confident youth,
full of his station as a religious teacher, speaks to the great
chief from his saddle, Mataafa’s face is a study. Over the
sensitive countenance, which looks partly like that of a war-
rior, partly like that of a bishop or church guardian, comes a
wave of surprise and disgust, promptly repelled, as the higher
view of forgiveness and respect for holy office comes to his
relief.

But Mataafa is not only a chief of chiefs, he is a gentle-
man among gentlemen. My companion, difficult to please,
says, ‘“‘La Farge, at last we have met a gentleman.”

His is a sad fate: to have done all for Samoa; to have beaten
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the Germans and wearied them out; to have been elected king
by almost unanimous consent, including that of the present
King, who wished him to reign; then to be abandoned by us;
and to feel his great intellectual superiority and yet to be idle
and useless when things are going wrong. And more than all,
however supported by the general feeling to-day, if he moves
to establish his claims, the three foreign nations who de-
cide Samoa’s f'uture, not for her good, but for their com-
fort or advantage, will certainly have to combine and crush
him.

He is a hero of tragedy — a reminder of the Middle Ages,
when a man could live a religious life and a political one.

And his adversaries among the natives are among our
friends; and we like them also, though there is none to
.admire like Mataafa standing out for an idea for the legiti-
macy of right.

For all the soft Commupism of which I spoke, the chiefs
were the stiffening, and are so still in as far as the new ideast
or rather want of ideas, do not affect their real authority.

As I tried to explain, these are chiefs, lesser or greater,
hereditary, essential; nothing can replace them, no commoner
come into their position or a similar one. Alongside of them
an European monarch is a half-caste or a parvenu. When,

as you will see, we, that is to say the English and Americans,
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‘made one of them a king, we made a thing unknown before,
unthinkable in reality among their social machinery.

For however true it is that the chief is so by birth, by
authority of nature, you know that in Samoa he is also
elective. A council of chiefs of his own race determine
whether or no he shall “bear the name.” For smaller chiefs,
their own names; for certain great ones, such a name as Aana
or Malietoa.

With these names goes the power over certain places large
or small, but each having a traditional value. Should a chief
of sufficient blood have all these five names (and he cannot get
them without such natural inheritance and the name may
remain empty), should he have all five names, then he is of
necessity king, that is to say, chief of chiefs. But if he have
only three, then imagine the confusion made in the true
Samoan mind by our making him king.

Mataafa has held more names than any other, and would
no doubt be to-day elected king by the majority of the Sam-
oans; and absolute agreement would probably always be im-
possible. But though the treaty between Germany, England,
and the United States, as promulgated in the Island, decided
that the Samoans should elect their king, and thereby Mataafa
would be the man; yet a secret arrangement, or what is prettily

called a protocol, not published to the Samoans, decided that
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Mataafa especially and alone should not be allowed. He was
the only man who had successfully defended Samoan inde-
pendence as far as it could be, by word and by action; he had
fought the Germans and defeated them, and that was the
reason.

According to American ideas Mataafa would be the only
proper person, but Germany and England have arranged for
some time back all matters of influence and policy; and what-
ever we have wished, or might have wished, we have always
been obliged to vote over against them, and must continue
to do so.

But the German cause is such a bad one, so foul at the origin,
and so brutally helped on, that it has been impossible for
Great Britain to ignore justice absolutely, and we have done
something in the cause of humanity and so far served God.

Money can have no feeling; political ambition only what
may help; and the cause of all this trouble which has made
this little island known to the entire world is the hope of
saving some money badly invested.

A great Hamburg firm with a French name, the Godeffroys,
had some years ago established itself in most islands of the
Pacific; it was the great firm — the German firm. But as
often happens, speculations in other matters, or Russian-

Westphalian securities broke the great man, the former friend
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of Bismarck, and when a German company, known as ‘“The
German Company,” succeeded to his assets in the South
Seas, they found the greater part of them sunk in the Hares-
plantations of the firm in the Islands of Samoa.

Everywhere else there was no hope, but here if sales could
be proved valid, if by any means the present labour system of
black imported savages from other islands could be replaced
by a system of “peonage,” for the natives, if taxes could be
placed upon the community which can only be taxed by mak-
ing the industrious support the idle, if in fact, the firm could
control the islands, money might again be made and perhaps
the millions sunk be made to pay or fully recovered. Else-
where in islands where French or English ruled, it was so
much the worse for the adventurous if things went wrong,
and there are cotton plantations and sugar plantations, which
have gone to pieces as it became impossible to keep them up,
industries and speculations which first started into life with
our war.

From early days political or state reasons were carefully
kept together with business ones; the political representative
of Germany would be also the manager of the firm, so that
if one kind of reasoning did not work, then another might.
Anything became constructive insult or opposition to the

Empire of Germany — even a sort of lése majesté or sus-
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picion of treason. Business and the navy supported each
other, and on a small scale the story of the “John Company of
India” was repeated, with the same cruelties and atrocities
more easily noticed because of foreigners being there, because

of our modern institutions of the press and the telegram.

AN ACCOUNT OF RESIDENCE AT VAIALA

Our friends Seumanu and Faatulia tell us, with much emo-
tion, how Malietoa, now the king, wept with them when he
went off a half voluntary prisoner of the Germans, hoping
that by his sufferings his country would be spared bloodshed;
and that in some way or other the Europeans would desist
from their grasping demands. Then Mataafa headed the
resistance which two years ago saved his race from the ex-
termination threatened by the Germans; made him among his
own people the equal of his hereditary claims; and entitled
him to the name given him by Admiral Kimberly, that of
the Washington of Samoa. To fight German discipline, and
German ironclads, with naked followers bound together with
the loosest ideas of allegiance, seems a story out of a dream,
and certainly would have come to a disastrous end had we
not interfered. The Berlin Conference in which we acted
restored Malietoa to his home and his power practically, but

in theory made him dependent on the choice of the Samoans,
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which choice the conference guaranteed. That is to say, those
were the words of the treaty on which Mataafa stood. But
both English and Germans agreed that a man who had de-
feated the Germans should not be elected, whether he was
chosen by the country or not.

This secret protocol is a disgraceful result of the indifference
of our representatives to the good name of the United States,
and to what is more atrocious yet in my mind — a want of
comprehension of the value of the United States and of its
enormous power. One must go abroad and far away to realize
that whenever we wish we are one of the main powers of the
world. It is on our sleeping that grasping nations like Eng-
land and Germany depend.

Mataafa has probably been aware of the secret protocol
which excluded him from competition as king, a protocol, as I
have said, made exclusively to please the Germans, by the very
weak person whom we detailed to the Berlin Conference. To
repeat, we made a treaty which would give the Samoans the
right to elect their so-called king or head chief, and now we
break its lawful meaning by providing that the one man who
would have most suffrages, and who represented the highest
claims of legitimacy, should be exempted if elected.

When Malietoa, brought back by the Germans, worn out in

body through his sufferings in a cruel detention, landed again
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in Samoa, he was received by Mataafa. Remember that they
are blood relations, and that when one failed, the other had
taken up his cause and won. They embraced each other, and
were left alone by their attendants. It is said that Malietoa
urged upon Mataafa to retain the power, Mataafa declining.
Some compromise was effected, the terms of which are not
known, but which meant that Malietoa should go on reigning
without Mataafa’s abandoning any claims. Now Mataafa is
in a sort of retirement, living in a manner extremely difficult
for us to understand, were it not that he resumes in his person
all the ideas that a South Sea man can have regarding the
proper chief of chiefs. Remember that he is tuz, which is
nearly what we call a king, of the great districts of Atua and
Aana, which have prescriptive rights of election; and he has
himself the name of Malietoa — what we would call the title
given him by the very district of Malie from which the Mali-
etoa derives his name: and that this was given to him when
there was no one to bear this historic burden. Here he is,
living in the further end of the village, only a few feet from
our own hut, which as you know is loaned to us, we suppose by
Magogi the chief, though this is not very distinet. Of course
in Samoan way we shall present to him, or to somebody, gifts
equivalent to the use of the house, to the dignity of Magogi,

and to our own essential dignity of American chiefs.
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To my western mind the situation is very curious.
Mataafa is already in a mild opposition which at any moment
may become extremely serious. He must know the intentions
of the three powers, and cannot, as I understand, forego his
claims. Here he resides under the apparent protection of the
chiefs of the village, our friend Tofae, and his brother Patu,
the great warrior, who are I think necessarily partisans of
Malietoa; and who would make war upon him in case of a
break. But outwardly the greatest reverence attends him.
One feels it in the air. At this end of the village, separated
from the other by many trees, there is always quiet. The
children never make any noise; even the very animals seem
to understand that they must not come near. The few dis-
turbances are those of Mataafa’s own men when they do any
chores in the outside huts reserved for practical purposes, so
as to keep all housekeeping away from the residence. The
giggling girls are quieter; every one’s voice is lowered: on the
road that passes at a little distance from the great chief people
edge away toward the further bushes in the quietest and most
homely manner. There is the perpetual recognition of a
king’s presence. Mataafa goes out very little. He trudges
out to early mass, along the same exact path; has services
at home, and every evening the hymns are sung within his

hut. He goes out early in the morning to do work, like every-
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body else, in his little patch of taro planting, and returns
after this gentle exercise, naked to the waist, like any other
common mortal. His goings out are apparently few; though I
seem to see certain special visitors drop in of an evening.
Sometimes, as you know, he calls upon us, and this was his

first — shall I say command or visiting-card?

(Envelope)
Ia Lasusuuga Alii
Amelika
Nasel maliu
mai nel
Oi le fale o Tofae

(Autograph letter)
Vaiala
Oketopa, 11 1890
lala susuuga Alii Amelika

Aliie ale nei lau tusi 1a te ou lua ia ou lua faamolemole oute
manao e fia fesi la fai ma oulua susuuga fe oute alu atu ilou
lua maoto fe lua te maliu mai 1 lau Fale alou taofi lea efaasi-
lasila atu is ou lua susuuga.

Ona pau lea ia Saifua.
O au M J Mataafa

[Translation]
Vaiala, Oct. 11, 1890.

To the Distinguished Chiefs of America
O Chiefs
This my letter to you both. Will you please my wish to
meet your Honours? Shall I go to your residence, or will you
come to my house? This it is my wish to let your Honours
know. This is all. May you live.
Iam
M. J. Mataafa
(Malietoa Josefo Mataafa)
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In return for our call the great chief has called many times
upon us. He apologizes almost for his position of something
sacred, for his being obliged to drink out of his own cup, for
instance, and, as I told you, has yielded very slowly to the in-
vestigations of Atamo* concerning the rights of law, of property,
of kinship, which must at first have appeared to him irrelevant
and indiscreet. Even Seumanu, with whom we are so familiar
that we threaten to take away his name occasionally (Samoan
legal deposition from office), even Seumanu was obliged to say
once, “Years ago I would have killed a man who asked me

'”

that question I believe it was some inquiry as to his exact
descent and consequent claims from his grandmother. But
one of these visits of Mataafa brought about a meeting with
Stevenson which I had thought might not take place for some
time. It is always difficult for thosé of us who have the cos-
mopolitan instinct to realize how fundamental are the views
of the Britisher. Mr. Stevenson had been explaining to us a
difficulty I could hardly appreciate, and that was the question
of whether he should call on Mataafa or wait until Mataafa
called on him. I know how that would be settled in England.
No one would expect the Queen or the Prince of Wales to call
first, even though they cannot have for themselves the sense

of dignity and sacredness which must envelop Mataafa. The

*My South Sea companion, Mr. Henry Adams.



148 REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS
Queen is the head of the church and defender of the faith; but

she is not so by blood, whether there be a church or not. It
is this peculiar element of something sacred, as it were of the
son of a demigod, the natural intermediary between this world
and the next, which is gently latent in the original idea of the
aristocracy of these people. Even to Roman Paula, the
spiritual daughter of St. Jerome, it must have been something
beyond our ken to be a descendant of, let us say, Agamemnon
or Achilles or other sons of demigods. In this state of mind
Mzr. Stevenson came in upon us during one of Mataafa’s
visits, and succumbed at once to the delicate courtesy of the
great chief. He managed so prettily to express his knowledge
of Stevenson’s distinction, of his being a writer of stories, and
a wish to know him limited by the difficulties of his position.

Meanwhile, I say, Mataafa bides his time. He waits
patiently, en évidence, but doing nothing. This will irritate
his enemies, but I seem to see that for him there can be no
more legal course. As long as he does nothing, and makes
only a mute appeal to justice, he is entirely in the right. He
is not supposed to accede to the protocol which excluded him.
I think I understand somewhat of the 'absurdly complicated
position which his friends or his enemies hold — position
based on hereditary rights; long internecine wars; ancient

privileges of small places which have rights of election, but
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which are too weak to enforce them; and, above all, on both
sides questions of complicated descent. Even if I were correct,
and made no mistakes, which could hardly be, I would not dare
to go into a lengthy explanation of the claims on both sides.

One great enmity Mataafa has: more intense than that of
the Germans, because partly unconscious and founded on
the worst passion of humanity — theological hatred. That
enmity is the dislike of the foreign Protestant missionary, who
moreover is absolutely English in his ideas, his wishes, his
intentions, and has a perpetual political bias. Mataafa is a
Catholic, like many of the chiefs. Naturally he has Catholic
advisers, and some of them may be — though I don’t know
it for sure — tainted by the same politico-religious ideas as
their opponents. They probably supply the great chief with
information of what the great outside world would do in his
favour; opinions based on their wishes, and not on the mean-
ness of mankind, which is the only logical basis of politics.

As a proof of the atrocities to which the religious mind can
consent, listen to this charming detail. It belongs to a time
when I was no longer in Samoa. I have mentioned in my
other journals and letters the names of the Rev. Mr. Claxton
of the London Missionary Society; and I can add to what 1
said that was pleasant that he seemed to be the usual gentle

clergyman, with side-whiskers, and sufficiently modern, and
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that he spoke very nicely, as I thought, of the religious state
of the Samoans, and evinced a sense of a certain steadfastness
of theirs, which distinguishes them from many of the other
varieties of South Sea people. Mr. Claxton also pleased us by
recognizing the Samoan dances as not being sinful, by being
present at one of them, with Mrs. Claxton. You know that
poor Faatulia was excommunicated for attending the Fourth
of July dance, which was of course attended by the wives or
daughters or aunts of the English or American consuls. The
action of our reverend friend was all the more graceful be-
cause the dance was in honour of Faatulia’s niece, if I re-
member. Mrs. Claxton also we hear all sorts of nice things
about. Sheis ‘“Misi Talatoni,”” and Meli Hamilton gets a great
deal of fun out of her, pretending that we admire her dress
much more than Meli’s. Never would you suspect these
gentle associations connected with the ideas of medizval
assassination. But in August, our Consul, coming down to
Australia, and meeting us on the way to Java, told me the
following story because he wished me to take a hand myself.
Mataafa’s habits were, as might be expected from his charac-
ter, particularly steady as belonging to a war chief, a king, and
a devout churchman. He went to mass every day, by the
same path, and did not flinch or change his track when the

Germans fired at him. Somehow or other, as happens to
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generals and to people who make a good mark, he was never
hit. On this peculiarity of Mataafa’s was based a proposition
made by the Rev. Mr. Claxton to the Consul. There was
now absolute peace; and Mataafa and myself, or you would
have a perfect right to walk along the road to church Without:
being fired at. But German discipline has characteristics
quite as distinct as Mataafa’s. Might it not be possible, if
any German marines were landed by chance, to place some
sentries on Mataafa’s road, presumably if he went to evening
service? He would suspect no harm, and even if he did,
would not move from his path. The German sentinel would
by duty be obliged to fire, and consequently no one would be
to blame, and Mataafa would be out of the way. This the
reverend clergyman thought could be managed. What
Consul Sewall wished of me was that I should warn a friend
of Mataafa’s, Father Gavet, who lived somewhere along the
coast, but whose long acquaintance with Samoan manners
would find some way of avoiding the possibility of this little
incident. I wrote to Father Gavet, who answered me, at
some distance of time, of course, that the plot was understood;
for, as Mataafa said to me, “There are no secrets in Samoa,”
and the friends of Mataafa had taken necessary precautions.
I never heard anything more about it, but I believe that the

Reverend Claxton has been withdrawn.
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Of course as long as the waters are so disturbed, each party
may hope to fish for their advantage; that is to say, the Ger-
man for politico-commercial reasons, and the English for the
same; and this all the more that the English government
recognizes what is called spheres ;f influence, and that it is
inclined to concede to Germany such an influence here, even
if its representatives be not officially ordered to do so. We,
who do not recognize these spheres of influence, are, however,
prone to assist all Protestant missionary tendencies, right or
wrong. | Votes are votes. Besides, not only do we not recog-
nize spheres of influence, but we are uncertain of any political
tradition, and we are easily handled by England, to whom we
are still intellectually subject. We are also more or less out
of the game. 'We have no Heligol:;md or Hinterland in Africa,
to trade off against influence in Samoa or New Guinea. We
are still in the dark as to our fortune; we don’t know the im-
portance of the Pacific Ocean to us, nor the immensity of
future eastern trade. As the Germans here impertinently
remark, we would trade an empire against the votes of a
town in New Jersey, or the honour of dining with a countess.

Brandés, the German dictator, that is to say the German
official who controlled Samoa for a time, representing both
Germany and Samoa, said of us: ‘A nation, which in all

decisions of foreign policy must take into its councils the sen-
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ate and sixty million of people, can never have a foreign policy
worthy of the name.” We might easily withdraw, even tem-
porarily; then for the protection of German property, German
forces could be landed in Samoa, the imperial flag be hoisted,
and whoever would dare to haul it down? Bismarck, acting
through his son Herbert, hasapparently well arranged our agree-
ments so that events might turn easily that way. On Mataafa
these conditions hinge. As he acts, or is kept from acting, the
possible possession of this key of the Pacific will be determined.

And yet the Pacific is our natural property. Our great
coast borders it for a quarter of the world. We must either
give up Hawalii, which will inevitably then go over to England,
or take it willingly, if we need to keep the passage open to
eastern Asia, the future battleground of commerce.

You can see how reasonable it is then that Mataafa should
take an interest in us as Americans, and hold on to a hope
that we might, however faintly, help the cause of his people,
and keep them, as he says, from slavery. Moreover, as his
men it was who rescued our sailors in the great calamity of
1889, even though they also rescued the Germans, with whom
they were at war, be feels that kindness of obligation which
comes to those who have tried to benefit others.

All this is politics, and you are probably, like the United
States, more or less indifferent to anything that has not the
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name that you are accustomed to. To me, on the contrary,
my real and absorbing delight is the sense of looking at the
world in a little nutshell, and of seeing everything reduced to
such a small scale, and to so few people, that I can take, as it
were, my first lessons in history. I don’t know that I should
put it all into the form that Mr. Stevenson tuses, in which I
do not quite agree with him: that here, at length, we were free
from the pressure of Roman civilization. I own of course,
that all comes to us through Rome, and that the dago has had
the making of us. The words which I use of course imply
that. I can’t talk of politics, of civilization, of culture, of
education, of chivalry, of any of the aspirations of the western
world, without using the words implanted with the ideas in
our barbarous ancestors; but before the culture and develop-
ment of Rome was a something which had some analogies to
what I see here. 1 am continually thinking how it may have
been with my most remote ancestry, whenever I understand
any better the ideas and habits of our good people here. As
also they have passed from some still earlier or more remote
stages, their ideas are easier to understand than those for in-
stance of the Australian or even of the Fijian. A tendency to
the commonplace, to a certain evening up of ideas, seems to
belong to them, and makes them easier to understand because

in so far they are not unlike us. They dislike excesses in
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thinking, and too logical extensions of what might be called
political ideas. About all this social difference of organization,
I have written to you, I should say continually. I must have
given you most of the details, even if I have not made a sum-
mary of the form of early civilization.

I am troubled also at writing about things and ideas, and
using words which have grown out of things and ideas ex-
tremely different and often contradictory. As the Christian
terminology, the very language of the Gospels, was perforce
made up of pagan forms and terms, so to-day, I shall have to
describe what might be called pagan forms and ideas in a
terminology now influenced by Christianity, and saturated
with problems connected with it, so that probably Greek or
Latin would be more natural, though even they, you know,
are read by us with a bias that their authors never dreamed of.

But as long as I do not write, it is pleasant to see the ideas
without words, and perhaps descriptions may not have been

the worst way to give them.

A MALAGA IN SEUMANU’S BOAT

25th Oct., 1890.
Malanga, written malaga, is a trip, a voyage where one puts
up with friends, etc.; one of the fundamental social institu-

tions of Samoa.



156 REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS

WHAT SEUMANU’S BOAT WAS

“Secretary of the Navy to the Secretary of State. Ac-
knowledging assistance by natives of Samoa.

“Navy Department,
“Washington, D. C., April 27, 1889,

“Sir: Inareport dated Apia, Samoa, March 26, 1889, from
Rear-Admiral L. H. Kimberly, U. S. Navy, commanding the
United States naval force on the Pacific Station, the Navy
Department is informed that invaluable assistance was ren-
dered by certain natives of Apia, during the storm of Saturday,
the 16th March.

Rear-Admiral Kimberly calls particular attention to
Seumanu Tafa, chief of Apia, who was the first to man a boat
and go to the Trenton after she struck the reef, and who
also rendered material aid in directing the natives engaged
in taking our people and public property on shore on the 17th
and 18th.

“Special recommendation also is given to the men compos-
ing the boat’s crew, as follows: Muniaga, Anapu, son of
Seumanu, Taupau, chief of Manono, Mose, Fuapopo, Tete,
Pita, Tonia, Apiti, Auvaa, Alo, Tepa.

“The Department has the honour to request that you will
express to the authorities of Samoa, through the proper chan-
nels its high sense of the courage and self devotion of Chief
Seumanu and his fellow countrymen, in their risking their
lives to rescue the shipwrecked officers and crew of the Tren-
ton from their position of peril and distress; and that you will,
at the same time, inform them of its intention to send to the
Chief Seumanu in accordance with the recommendation of
Rear-Admiral Kimberly, and as a mark of its appreciation,
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a double-banked whaleboat, with its fittings, and to reward
suitably the men composing his crew, for their brave and dis-
interested service. I have the honour to be, sir, very respect-

fully, your obedient servant,
“B. F. Tracy,
“Secretary of the Navy.

“The Secretary of State.”

The accompanying extract tells you the story of the boat
in which we are making a malaga to some of the places near
us — to the northwest end of our island of Upolu, to this
little Manono, with an old reputation for war; to the ancient
sunken volcano crater of Apolima; and to Savaii, the big
island important in politics, and important in name, and
important in history.*

Seumanu takes us along in his boat, and as it were under his
protection, a convenience certainly, but also perhaps not an
unencumbered blessing, for there will certainly be a colour of
politics in our trip. All the more that our own boat goes
along also with our own rowers, and the consular flag, for the
Consul is with us, and is in (I fear) for mény speeches which
he will have to acknowledge, and we shall suffer all the more.

For already therc has been much speech-making; the tulafales,

*Savaii, Hawaiki, Hawaii; apparently all Polynesians come from a place of the name.
It is also a name for the Unknown World. Many islanders of the Pacific believe that this
Samoan island is the ancestral Savaii. The Samoans themselves assume it to be so. The
island holds the home of the Malietoa, for centuries a supreme chief, one of whose repre-
sentatives is now king by treaty.
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the village orators, and occasionally rulers, or balances of
power with the chiefs, and who as far as I can make out keep
this place by inheritance — the tulafales have been in force.
Seu has repeated their speeches ahead of them in a grumbling
way, evidently not quite pleased. Perhaps the paucity of
gifts in this poor little place helps to annoy him, and yet we
gave them short notices of our coming and we are many to
provide for, over twenty-five in all; or perhaps, nay certainly,
their political complexion is not of the right shade and he
remembers too well that they were but figure-heads in the
last war, not withstanding their military renown. What
annoys him as a chief “qui se respecte,” gives us infinite
pleasure. All comes down to the small scale that befits the
place and its rusticity. It is rustic, as I need not assure you,
but it has also a look of make-believe that gives it a look of
landscape gardening — the look of a fit place wherein to give
a small operetta in the open air.

The village is on a small promontory, beyond which juts
the outline of some rocks crowned by a chief’s tomb that is
shadowed by trees. The water within the bay reef is of a
marvellous green-blue, whether it rains or whether it shines,
and not far off, perhaps only a mile or so, Upolu is blue or
violet or black or grey in mist; and the sea outside always

makes some colour contrast with the sea inside the reef. The
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village is just high enough upon the shore to conceal the actors
- on the beach, except where in two or three places the clean
sand sweeps down under the trees or next to heavy rocks, so
as to allow the tenor and the diva of my supposed opera, to
go down and throw out a great song. This is striking enough
in the day but in the evening afterglow or the shine of moon-
light, themselves apparently made on purpose, it is deceptive;
people step down little rocks on coming out of small huts, a
few real canoes are placed under the trees whose outline in the
shade has been arranged by nature in rivalry of art.

Subsidiary pictures painted by a Greater Rembrandt with
centres of light and prismatic gradations of gloom fill the
cottages placed on the little elevations, and only a few people
gracefully move about — just enough in number: and all with
a classic action that comes of not frequenting foreigners.
Snatches of song, and cadences come alternately from dif-
ferent corners or from under trees, and as I said all this is lit
with a mysterious glow.

Besides, in the day there have been few people; some little
girls only in our guest-home and the chief who with his whit-
ened hair, strong jaw, and sloping forehead has a fair look of
the “Father of our Country.”

In the presentation of food, a necessary ceremony, only a

dozen men have appeared, nobodies in particular: and before
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them has capered a naked being in green leaves, as to his hips
and head, who has danced with his back toward us, keeping
the line in order, and who looks at a distance like the Faun
of the Greek play in the Pompeian pictures. Then they have
all rushed forth and cast down their small presents, taro and
bread-fruit and cocoanuts, in palm baskets and as suddenly
disappeared; while the tulafale, an old gentleman of the old
school, making, according to old fashion, a great curve of
pace that shook out his stiff bark cloth drapery, has slipped
out and taken his place, leaning on a staff, his official fly-
flapper balanced on his shoulders. These people of importance,
and one I think of great dignity, have squatted down on the
grass, and another has seated himself on the great war drum
under the bread-fruit trees. Then a long speech has been
made, with praise of us and of our country that has rescued
Samoa, and thanks to God and prayers for our good health,
etc., ete., all in a clear voice, not loud at all, just enough
to reach us, no more; and with a Samoan accent upon the
end of each phrase where some important word is skilfully
placed.

All this we listen to and witness from our little house,
whose posts are garlanded with great bunches of red hibiscus
flowers and white gardenia and many leaves, and the effect

is partly that of some living fresco in imitation of the antique,
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partly that of an opera in the open air. But if this is real,
then the modern painted pictures of open-air life with the nude

and with drapery are false. Our French and English and

German brethren do not know what it is.

Apart from the light and its peculiar clearness, Delacroix
alone, and sometimes Millet, have understood it; and no one
of the regular schools of to-day. Back of these, of course, all
the classics are recalled from Watteau and Rubens and the
Spaniards to the furthest Greek.

So that the little episode that worries Seumanu is full of
fun and of charm and of instruction to us. Its scale is so
small that we can grasp it. There are but half a dozen actors,
and a small set scene. In front of us, sitting so close to our
house, on its pebble slope, that his figure is cut partly off, sits
one of the crew, who, when all is over, and the speech has been
duly acknowledged by Seu as our spokesman, will count over
the presents, and in a loud voice will announce their number
and their origin: So many cocoanuts from so and so — so

many chickens from so and so — ete.

Two mornings ago we left Vaiala, and rowed westward
within the reefs, along the north coast of our island of Upolu,
off which, within a couple of miles, lies the little Manono from

which I write. Twice we stopped in this enemy’s country,
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that is to say, among adherents of the former king or head
chief set up by the Germans. There was all the charm that
belongs to the near coasting of land in smooth waters: the
rise and fall of the great green reflections in the blue satin of
the sea inside of the reef; the sharp blue outside of the white
line of reef all iridescent with the breaking of the surf; the
patches of coral, white or yellow or purple, wavering below
the crystal swell, so transparent as to recall the texture of
uncut topaz or amethyst; the shoals of brilliant fish, blue and
gold-green, as bright and flickering as tropical hummingbirds;
the contrast of great shadox;rs upon the mountain, black with
an inkiness that I have never seen elsewhere; the fringes of
golden or green palms upon the shores, sometimes inviting,
sometimes dreary. And our rowers in their brightest waist
cloths, with great backs and arms and legs, red and glistening
in the sun that wet them even as much as the cocoanut oil
with which they were anointed. And when tired with sitting,
they lie stretched out and confidently rest against the giant
Seumanu’s great thigh and hip, while he occasionally patted
his sleepy weaker brother, La Taéle.

Still, beauty of nature, and plenty of soft air do not prevent
fatigue, even if they soothe it, and I was glad when in the
afternoon we had reached Leulumoenga — our final halt —

a village type of Samoa, spread all over the sandy flat of the
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back beach, and half hidden in trees. As we came up the
shelving beach, children and women came down to meet us,
and watched us curiously. Among them, in their new dignity
of fresh tattooing, a few youngsters eyed us from further off,
moving little owing to the pain of the continued operations
— haggard and fevered looking, and brushing away nervously,
with bunches of leaves or fly-flaps, the insects that increased
their nervousness. For tattooing is no pleasant matter. The
entire surface from hip to knee is punctured with fine needle-
work. The patient stands what he can, rests awhile and re-
covers from his fevered condition; then submits again, until
slowly he has received the full share. Nor does he shirk it —
it is his usual entry into manhood; without it the girls are
doubtful about him, and he is somewhat looked down upon.
The present king, brought up by missionaries, and accept
ing many of their prejudices, had not been tattooed in his

youth.

During the few hours of our stopping we returned the call
of Father Gavet, one of the French missionaries, and saw
his new church that is to replace an older one destroyed
by the great hurricane. It is of coral cement, like most
South Sea churches, a beautiful material when it blackens

with time. I hope they will transfer some of the old
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carvings from the earlier church; which, made by early con-
verts, have a faint look of good barbaric art —so good
— oh, so good — compared to what the good missionaries

get from those centres of civilization called Paris, London
and Berlin!

In the latest afternoon, with coolness and rays of heat and
light, we rowed further along the coast to Satapuala, where
we were to rest in the great guest-house, under the protection
of the chief’s sister, the taupo.* It was all like little Nua on
a great scale, and with more elaborate preparations. We had
soft mats to lie upon and later more again to be beds. Nor
did our hostess abandon us until the last moment, when we
were apparently satisfied with our lair, and according to far-
off western habits had officially “retired.”

Her decoration of the guest-house, for which she duly apolo-
gized as poor and unworthy of our visit, was really beautiful.
Palm branches all green and fresh and glistening covered the
entire roof and its supports, even the great curved posts of
the centre being wrapped in the great leaves, which curved
with new lines around the simpler circle of the big tree trunks.

Here and there great bunches of white gardenia and of the

* Taupo, properly taupou, but I have written taups because the sound of the final u is
too difficult to render, and hardly discernible. It lengthens the sound like our u, but with
a gentle breathing. You get it more or less in our taboo.



REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS 165

red hibiscus were fastened into the folds and interstices of the
leaves and stems.

At night when her brother, the young chief, a famous dan-
cer, had arrived, the drcam of Robinson Crusoe which had
begun enveloping me in the afterglow, as I wandered about
in the sandy spaces among the palms and bread-fruit, became
more and more complete. The dances were all pictures of
savage life. There were dances of the hammer and of gather-
ing the cocoanuts by climbing, and then breaking them; and
of the war canoes, with the urging of the steersman and the
anxious paddling of the crew; and a dance of the Bath, in
which the woman splashed water over her pursuer, as she
moved with great stretching of arms as of swimming. The
beating of time on the mats gave, in its precision of cadence
and the sharpness of its sound, an illusion that seemed to
make real the great blows struck by the dancers, whose
muscles played in an ebb and tide, under the brilliant light
of the cocoanut fire made in the pit near the centre post.

In these and in others our hostess scarcely took part. Most
of the time she sat by us —a tall and big chiefess, elegant at
a distance, grave and disdainful — but we were in an ememy’s
country and the slight scorn seemed quite refined. Still more
becoming to an evening with Robinson Crusoe’s friends were

the costumes worn in the wild dances: the great girdles of
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purple and green and red leaves, the red fruit of the necklaces,
the silver shells of red flower in the hair of the women; the
fierce military headdresses of the men; the bark-cloth drapery
moving in stiff folds, and more than all the oiled limbs and
bodies glancing against that wild background of green leaves
(spotted with red and white), whose reflections glittered like
molten silver as they turned around posts and central pillars.
Outside, the moonlight was of milky whiteness increased by
the whiteness of the sandy beach mixed with a firm white
clay. Upon this the sea made a faint wash of no colour, in
which floated our white boats and the reflections of the silvery
clouds that deepened all the sky to seaward outside of the
white reef. .

Late in the evening of our arrival we crossed over the little
village green, which is studded with houses and groups of
trees, each house, each mass of foliage set apart, either high
on some mound to which steps may lead, or upon a slightly
swelling rise, as if in some park, some pleasure garden where
all had been thought of and gradually arranged. And so, I
suppose, it has been here in all the centuries that have been
spent in moulding this littlest village into a shape to suit its
people, their needs, their comforts or their likings. And that
must be partly the cause of the recall of artistic success and

perfection in this rustic scene. All has taken as much time
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and attention as the most complicated European mass of
buildings, be they cathedrals or palaces — only the art has
little shape but what nature gives it. All the more has nature
caressed and embellished and favoured this elemental, uncon-
scious attempt of man.

In the end of the long twilight, with the rose colour still
floating in the upper sky, the little place looked more coquet-
tishly refined than ever. . Here and there the lights within
the huts, often rising and falling in intensity with the blaze
of the cocoanut fire, modelled the steps outside or the posts,
touched trees and branches far away or near, and made pic-
tures of family groups within, garlanded and flower adorned.

The larger house to which we went was adorned with flowers
and all lit up. More people were crowded in it than the little
village contained; for the island had sent visitors and per-

formers for the dances which were to entertain us. I shall not

describe them. But they were of course interesting, not only
for what one liked but for what one did not like, and for our
being with others who looked on. The spectators are inevi-
tably part of yourself, as of the show, and in so far, the very
way in which I looked on was a new charm.

There was among the dancers a young chief, serious as an
Indian prince, who danced gymnastics, and ended with prim-

itive buffoonery that seemed to delight his hearers. At the
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other end of the scale was a hunchback dwarf, who played
realistic scenes so well as to be repulsive. But all this was a
lesson. I shall certainly see all about me, in this form of
civilization necessitating health and strength, or their appear-
ance, a great line drawn between those who suffer or are weak,
and those who are not — a visible line. As yet there is no
place for my hunchback’s intelligence, except this buffoonery.

Later we left the dancers and wandered in wide moonlit
paths among banana trees. There we came across our young
chief looking now as if such a person never could have so de-
meaned himself, even from political reasons.

We exchanged alofas and compliments, and he placed his
garlands in sympathy around my neck. He is a beauty, and
his father is one of the tallest and biggest, as was his sister,
who was once faupo.

This morning I have wandered with Seumanu for a few
miles, to show ourselves. We pass other villages where we
are greeted, and where at one time our yesterday’s friend, the
old tulafale, canters out of his house in a circle, according to
ancient fashion.

We see a great war canoe under its shed, and the remains of
a high wall that encircles the island and was an old protection
in war.

Much should I like to remain, but we shall have to go at
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once, for — as I feared — we are not here really for pleasure,
but we are entangled in the quasi-necessary political advan-
tages of being seen where there is “influence.” But this, I
feel, is the kind of place I want to see — out of the way —
out of use — where usages linger, and where the landscape
is influenced by man so as to become a frame; as it was in little
Nua on the island of Tutuila where we first landed upon our
first morning in the South Seas.

For a thousand years, probably two thousand, perhaps
three — for an indefinite period — these people of this smallest
island have lived here and modified nature, while its agencies
have as steadily and gently covered again their work. So
that everything is natural, and everywhere one is vaguely
conscious of man. Hence, of any place that I have seen, this
is the nearest to the idyllic pastoral; itis not so beautiful as

it is complete.

Iva in Savaii, Oct. 26, *90.

I am writing in early afternoon, a hot afternoon, after a
morning at sea. Opposite me in the circular Samoan house
are a couple of persons of importance, a local governor, some
four or five chiefs, all ranged against the pillars of the building,
as I too am leaning against one. Seumanu and some of our

acquaintances are to one side; opposite me, a grave young
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girl is moving her hands in the great kava bowl from
which she hands the strainer of bark filaments to a
reddened haired young man whose head flames in the sun
outside, against the background of green banana leaves.
Next her a big fellow keeps grating more kava; and another
fills the big bowl with water, making big red spaces in the re-
flection of the sunlight, that streams in on that side. Small
parcels of presents of food have been brought in and lie about
on their side. Much kava has already been drunk and more
is being prepared as more and more chiefs come in. Every-
thing except the picture before me is in shade. Conversation,
probably politics, is going on slowly, in the usual low tones, with
an occasional high-voiced interjection from some less impor-
tant member. The village orator, with his fly-brush over his
shoulder, has long ago made his lengthy speech of welcome,
‘and as we are told to do as we please I write to you, in the
interval of watching the faces of the men, or the circular move-
ment of the girl’s hands dipping in the big bowl, or running
around its wide rim, when she wipes it, before passing the
strainer to be squeezed out. The orator watches me suspici-
ously occasionally, but there is general confidence and peace,
that we much need, for the heat is great and our sea trip was
rough and hot. As I write, I hear my name La Faelé called

out, and the kava bearer comes to me with the usual swing.
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But I fear the kava, and merely accept the bow!l and return
it undrunk according to form. Then many of the circle dis-
appear — to church — the bell is ringing and little children
half-naked, small creatures toddling along are already in the
doorway; apparently all the neighbourhood are beginning
to file toward it gravely, most of the women with hats that
do not become them. Even a little girl-child, with nothing
but a band around her little fat waist for a drapery, steps along
with difficulty, a big hat on her head. This is Sunday con-
ventionality: all the congregation are dressed, even the half-
naked chiefs, who had left us, reappear from their huts, with
white jackets, and pass on gravely in the procession at a dis-
tance. And the Sunday hymns add to the drowsiness of the
Sunday afternoon.

This morning when we left the little island of Manono, some
five or six miles away, people were going to church but to a
different call from that of this absurd little bell. A big war
drum, a long cylinder of tree cut lengthwise, was beaten in the
oldest, most primitive manner, some way as ancient as man
himself. A man bent down over this big wooden trough,
that lay like an old log in the grass, and beat it from the in-
side, with one of the big hard stones that lay in it. The sound
was unearthly, I ought to say uncanny, and nothing more

savage, more a type of the war of the savage could be im-
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agined; and it seemed fitting that this war usage, turned now
to the call of Divine Peace, should still remain in the warlike
little island, once the petty tyrant of the little group. Right
alongside, near the great wall built for war, whose remains
surround the island, marks of destruction recalled the exploits
of the German warship Adler, that now lies strandea by the
great hurricane, in Apia harbour, and whose crew were saved
in part by the people they were killing, and especially by the
brave giant, in whose boat we have been travelling. Indeed,
there was an element of comedy quite Polynesian, even if
atrocious, in the danger the Samoan rescuers ran of being
fired at from the beach while they saved their enemies in the
sea. But we made the first part of our trip to-day, in a native
boat, for Seumanu’s was rather too fine, and too heavy to be
risked in the entering of the curious harbour that we first
made. This was Apolima, ““the open hand” — a small, very
small island about a mile out from Manono; the upper part
of a submerged volcano cone, broken down on one side, so
that there is an entrance. We soon reached the great wall of
soft brown rock, which crowned with cocoanut palms and half
covered with vegetation opens suddenly, leaving a small pas-
sage through rocks, just wide enough for our boat, skilfully
paddled in the great blue wave that swung us in. Then jump-

ing out, half of our men caught the side of the boat, to prevent
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our being dragged back by the returning swell, and we were
pushed and dragged around a corner inside of the rocks. The
tide was low and we were carried ashore on the men’s backs,
through coral rocks that spotted the floor of the small lagoon
inside.

The place was just what you might imagine; a little am-
phitheatre of green, the high reddish rocks standing on each
side at the entrance, and between them, a great bank of rock,
over which the surf broke so as to hide the little break through
which we had come. '

As we looked, three great palms stood up against this dis-
tance, planted on the higher ground that is all green, and lean-
ing toward the sea as is their (loving) habit. Huts stood about
with bread-fruit trees, and further back we were led to a little
pool that supplied the place with scant water. Further back
vet, the slope was all covered with trees, and after walking a
little way, slipping along the greasy banks, and walking up
the sloping timber notched with cuts to make stairs, and re-
turning by another that made a level bridge across an empty
channel, I sat down to wait for Mr. Sewall, who had walked
up to the ridge, and I had time to make a sketch. All
this took us a little more than a couple of hours while
Seumanu’s boat was beating outside, in a fair N. E.

wind. At last we were paddled out in the great wave that
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washed in and out, and with the swing that belongs to the
balancing of a boat in a narrow tide-way. And we kept in
the dance until we reached Seumanu’s boat, invisible for some
minutes behind the blue waves. Then we ran alongside, and
we scrambled in, exchanging good-byes — fofa — with the
chief of the lost hand, who had taken us thus far. Within
the next hour Seumanu’s boat had come to the outer reef off
Savali, in front of the landing of Iva. But there we had to
wailt at anchor. The water was too low inside the reef, so
that we remained in the thin blue-green tide, that seemed to
show everything in it, until a smaller boat came out to us, with
Selu, the chief, and we were taken in. We landed among
black rocks, within a few feet of a little scanty road, and clam-
bering over a stile of rocks, at some part of the long black fence
of stones in front of us, we found a village, which spread higher
up and far back behind the trees, with spaces between houses;
banana, palm and bread-fruit trees, dispersed as if for orna-
ment or making little patches of plantation. There was a big
church of the usual formless kind, not as handsome as the
thatched ones with circular ends, that are certainly the types
one would prefer. And so we walked up to the house, where
we were to listen to speeches and the Consul to make one.
Since 1 have begun to write, all has become more quiet, and I

shall merely use my afternoon to make a few notes; we shall
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sleep in another house belonging to the Governor and be near,
I think, to the chief, whose name is or was Selu, for lately he
tells me that he has had the name of Anai given him, and
we try to make out together just how near these changes
come to the forms of the Western world. This is not a title
properly, but as it were a name embodying rights that go to
descent; for these men with titles apparently elective are noble-
men who form an aristocracy of government and are usually to
be distinguished externally by their size or manner as well as
by little symbols or expressions of superiority. Anai tells me
that of the many chiefs here, whom we have seen or will see,
he and another, alone are the “political” superiors, as he ex-
presses it; that is to say, he goes on, that they alone talk in
public about such matters (I suppose in the way of decision),
and that others would be checked if moving. Thus, that to
him and to his mate alone the making of war, or as he ex-
presses it, the allowing the ‘““shedding of blood” is devolved.
This chief is a most interesting and sympathetic person,
speaking English very well, though apparently a little wanting
in practice, with a pleasant, handsome face, resembling some
Japanese types, interested in missionary matters, a strict
church member, and showing much interest in foreign matters
throughout the world; we talked of the civil war, and of the

prospects of the republic in France, and of the universal
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“striking” now going on, as we might anywhere; and I am
sure that Anai was “posted” to a later date than we, for the
Consul had handed to him the files of the Herald for the
last few months, while we had almost entirely abstained from
that indigestive form of reading. Anai has explained to us
that this being Sunday we shall have no reception, but that
to-morrow there will be a formal reception, called talolo, and

giving of presents, and that there will be dances. So that we
shall spend this evening quietly, with a bath in the pool of

fresh water, that is open to the sea, and try to rest.

On Savaii, Oct. 30, 1890.

We are settled here for an uncertain time, perhaps three
days. This is the political capital of Samoa, and we are
occupying the house of the great orator of the islands, im-
portant by his inﬁuence, though not so great a chief as several
others by descent or by control, or even by physical superi-
ority, that great proof of eminence in communities like these,
where the chiefs seem to have reserved for themselves a size
and weight that recall the idea of heroic days. Certainly the
first time that I saw a well-chosen dozen together, as I did two
days ago at our last resting place, all sitting spaced out, as if
for a decoration on a frieze, silent and indifferent, or speaking

occasionally without raising their voices, with heavy arms

3
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resting on great thighs, and with the movement of neck and
shoulders of men conscious of importance, the recall of
Homeric story made me ask myself which one might be Ajax,
and which the other, and if such a one might do for Agamem-
non. Fine too, as some of the heads were, they were only
relatively important, as with the Greek statues that we have,
and that we know quite well and intimately, even though their
heads be missing. The whole body has had an external
meaning, has been used as ours is no longer, to express a feeling
or to maintain a reserve which we only look for in a face.

And as I am writing, while the household is enjoying its
evening relaxation and preparing for the night, everything
about me repeats to me this theme of all being done with the
whole body. About an hour ago prayers were said and all sat
around while the regular form was repeated, and then our
young hostess prayed an extempore prayer commending us
all to the care of God. Some words I can cateh, but the in-
tonation is sufficient. It is a prayer cadenced as well as the
most consummate of clergymen could manage, and repeated
without the slightest hesitation. Then she stretched herself
out, with her head on the Samoan pillow, and talked with some
young male acquaintance outside the hut whose head just
appears over the barrier that runs between the pillars, for our

house is placed higher than usual. She talked with Adams
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who is lying by her, and occasionally she criticises the game
that is going on near her at that end of the house. I have only
followed the little things happening by fits and starts, as I
have made some sketches and have been writing letters, but I
make out that the household is playing some game in which
some motion or gesture has to be duplicated or matched, and
that the beaten side, for there are two rows of players, is to
dance as a forfeit. 1 say that this is the household, I mean
that I take it for granted, though I see that one of our boat-
men is among them, and that a couple of children have dropped
in. The duenna of our young lady is also there. Sometimes
I see her and sometimes I do not, but I know she is there on
watch. But a stwa has been organized slowly, a household
unofficial stva, begun in little patches — somebody humming
something and several beating hands. Tunes or songs are
taken up and discarded, and sometimes a man, sometimes a
woman, stands up to sketch some motions. At last they ap-
pear to have got under way, and I see them swing and dance,
with little clothing and much clapping of hands, at the other
end of the house, And everybody joins in: even the children
beat time and take up the words — and the two elder women
are the most enthusiastic and full of energy. Occasionally a
burst of laughter salutes what I take to be a mistake or some

wild caper that seems funny to them. Faauli, at last, after
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having pretended to sleep or to talk, so as to appear to herself
to have done something, sits up and takes more interest. By
and by she sketches out some steps in an indolent manner —
soon she begins in earnest, and with one of the performers
goes through an energetic dance, slipping her upper cloth-
ing for greater ease. The clapping and beating time comes
fast and furious from every one, and laughter and small
shrieks replace the gentle monotone and seriousness of the
evening prayer. At last she sits down suddenly, her face
rather overcast: (her name means “Black Cloud that Comes
up Suddenly”). She has hurt her foot apparently, for turning
round to see why all has stopped, I see her bent over and look-
ing at a toe. Note that she does this as easily as a baby with
us — her face comes down on her foot raised halfway to meet
it. As I come up, she shows me that she has torn off the
larger part of a nail, and is paring off the remainder evenly
against the exposed surface of flesh. I offer her scissors
which she uses with indifference, as we might cut off super-
fluous hair; and apparently more from politeness and obedience
than from necessity, she accepts my court-plaster. Then

being properly mended, she sits down to play cards while I
resume my writing. Now here has been something that ex-

plains some sides of these good people; an absence of ner-

vousness and insensibility to pain— for to most of us such a



180 _REMINISCEN CES OF THE SOUTH SEAS

small accident would have been very painful and sickening.
Before this the dance had been merely an outlet for action, as
natural and unpremeditated as any other motion. The entire
body has been called into play: from the ends of thefingersto the
toes of the feet, all the exterior muscles have been playing gently
for some two hours, with almost every person present, whether
they sat or stood. This constant gentle exercise must go far
toward giving the smooth even fullness that marks them.
And meanwhile, too, they have decorated themselves; some
one has brought out garlands, and they have been worn:
flowers have been put in the hair, as if to mark that this is
not work but play.

And now that all is quiet, I shall try to resume my itinerary,
and recall small matters that are fading away, and becoming
so confused from repetition that it requires an effort for me
to distinguish this siva from that siwa, and to remember what
taupo it was who danced well, and what one it was who
danced ill.

I was writing last in Iva, on our first day there, Sunday. It
is now Thursday night.

Monday morning at Iva we were up early, before the sun-
rise, waked by the red glow of the dawn that calls one up
easily from the hard bed of double mats laid on the floor of

small stones. Every one was up, people were moving about,
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probably most had had their early bath, for they were return-
ing with wet clothes, or with their garments spread over them
like a veil. So that we scrambled over the stone wall that
seems so anomalous and unreasonable here. But they not
only divide village from village, but also prevent the straying
of that roaming property, the pig, that wanders about the
village and the forest also, picking up everything of course.
To see a pig picking out the flesh of the cocoanut has been one
of the small amusements of this afternoon, and last night, be-
sides the invariable dog, pigs came into our house and snuffled
at the faces of Charlie and Awoki, who lay outside of the
mosquito netting. The path over the fences brought us to
the bathing pool opening to the sea on one side only, where
among black rocks the fresh water runs up to meet the tide,
filling in the pool. There we went in and swam about,
watched by many of the smaller villagers, girls and boys who
were curious about the manners of the white people. And I
was able to admire the skill, though unable to rival it, with
which the native bathers draped themselves as they rose from
the water, so that man or woman was clothed as he or she
stepped on shore.

By the time we returned, our mosquito nettings had been
put aside, the mats swept out, and Awoki was bringing us the

tea and brown bread, which, with such native food as we liked,
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made our meals. Fish there was and yam and taro, and some
preparations of cocoanut. And there were cocoanuts for
their milk for which I do not care, but there was no water yet,
the water in the two pools near the sea, edged with black
stones, being blackish until the change of tide should leave the
spring to fill up by itself.

Then our host came in and told us that we might rest that
morning: that in the afternoon there would be a reception, a

> and presents of food would be

sort of review or ‘“fantasia,’
given and speeches made, and songs and dances, the whole
apparently included under the general title of the #alolo
which was to be given us. So we waited peacefully; I sketched
the girls in the neighbouring house, who were at work making
the wreaths, the garlands, the complicated flower girdles that
should be worn later in the day, and perhaps at night, for there
were murmurs of a night siwa. But I knew that our host was
a church member, and that the siva is not encouraged, neither
the siva, “fa Samoa,” Samoan way, the Samoan siva, nor the
swa of the Europeans, which we call round dancing; for had
not Faatulia, the wife of our leader, Seumanu, been threatened
with excommunication for dancing in her innocence in Euro-
pean ways at the Consul’s Fourth of July ball. Meanwhile my
models across the way in the shadow posed badly: they were

always moving, or they came across the way to see what we
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were at. For somebody would stop in and look at us, and go
give the news — a little pile of small boys and girls, three
rows deep, sat respectfully under the bread-fruit trees watch-
ing us. But somehow or other the morning wore away, and
by two o’clock we were told that all was ready, and that we
had better come to the house chosen for us to occupy during
the ceremony. Meanwhile, behind the trees that closed in

the sight (for the village was placed, if I may so describe it,

in an irregular open grove of many kinds of trees), we had seen
for the last hour or so, dressed-up figures moving about; men
with large green garlands, and green cinctures around their
waists stiffened out and made larger by great folds of new
bark-cloth, or by the fine wearing mats which are the most
precious possession of the Samoan: some of them with guns
carried with pride, for these were men who had been victorious
and had beaten off the bullying German.

And now we took our places in the circular house which
looked like a pavilion, and which stood on the east of the large
open space near the church. Opposite us perhaps some two
hundred feet or more was another house, and others spread to
right and left, leaving a large space ending on one side near
the church, whose white facade had written on it its name,
Lupeanoa, Noah’s Dove — enclosed by a little clump of trees

to the left, where we could see figures moving with great
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swaying of leaf girdles and waist-mats — and the occasional
beat of a war-drum came from further back.

We were seated, all facing toward the open space, the next
house filled with women and children: Seumanu and our host
and other people of importance near us, and the rest of the
bouse packed, but not too closely, behind us. Out on the
grass and near trees people sat, mostly women, Others
moved slowly to take their places, showing some vestiges of
yesterday’s Sunday in their hats and long gowns.

Then rushed across them a man all blacked, with a high
white turban bound to his head, with green strips of leaves, a
few leaves for a girdle, and waving a paddle. This was a
friend of Seu’s — a funny man and joker, with a hand maimed
or deformed — the deformed in such communities take things
gayly and are jokers. He shrieked out things that caused
shouts of laughter, and repeated “Adlofa Atamo!” From be-
hind the church came out a mass of warriors, with banana
leaves in their hair, and wearing girdles of the long green
leaves of the #i: their backs were streaked with white lines
following the spine and the ribs, and their faces and bodies
were blacked. They carried their rifles high and discharged
them into the air, then cantered past and away. Again the
buffoon and again the warriors.

Meanwhile in the distance, in the opening of trees, we could
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see other warriors: behind them the drum and the little fife
made a curious war music, and a peculiar shout and call with
a short cadence came from the men. Unconcernedly a girl
moved across the opening in front, intent on something else,
and a hunch-backed dwarf, with enormous wide shoulders and
long legs edged with green leaves, came to us and shouted
“alofal” Then six warriors again emerged from the grove,
swinging their clubs, and marched back leaving the green
space before us empty and silent.

Slowly now, moving step by step, the mass of people behind
the trees came out, so that they could be seen. In front of the
men and of the music a girl, with black, shaggy waist garment,
like thin fur, with long red necklaces of beads, and flowers in
her hair, danced slowly to the tune, crossing and uncrossing
her feet in a hopping step, and swinging with both hands a
slight club in front of her, as a drum major might move his
stick. Slowly she advanced, escorted by two men clad in
mats and garlands, upon whose heads stood out a mass of
yellow hair, like the cap of a grenadier, supported by circles
of shells around the forehead. They also kept time to the
music, but did not repeat the girl’s monotonous step that
made the central point of interest to which the eye always
returned.

This girl was the taupo, the virgin of the village, dancing
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and marching in her official place at the head of the warriors
— like Taillefer, the Norman minstrel who began the battle
of Hastings. When she had moved slowly a few yards, one
could see that behind in the crowd there were two other girls
representing other villages, who also repeated these move-
ments, while some of the men danced and others stepped
slowly with crossed arms, holding their clubs and muskets.
And the virgin danced forward and passed, and then up the
slope toward us, followed by the other girls, and all saluted us;
when the whole assembly in the field came up suddenly and
threw down before us leaf baskets containing taro and yams,
and cooked things wrapped up in leaves, and fish, and a
number of little sucking pigs, with hind legs tied, that strug-
gled up and down in the heaps of leaves. As each person
threw his load down he stalked away gravely and took a seat
somewhere in the distance. All became silent. I could see
the taupos moving off with that peculiar walk of the dancer
who is resting. A warrior with high white turban of bark
cloth sat down against a tree near us, without looking to the
right or left, his gun against his shoulder, and smoked gravely,
while a girl, his daughter perhaps, leaned affectionately against
him. Meanwhile the sucking pigs had been escaping with
hind-legs tied, and every now and then Charlie pulled .them

back into place.
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Then rose the orator, the tulafale, from the centre of the
three rows of men now seated opposite to us, across the green
space, and from two hundred feet away, addressed us slowly
as he leaned upon his stick, and seemed not to raise his
voice beyond what was absolute necessity. But the cadence
always rose in the last words, so that the effect to the ear was
of a distinct, emphatic assertion. Then he added, “This is
all,” and sat down, apparently inattentive and indifferent.
Our turn came next. Anail, the chief, translated to us the
usual speech of great gratitude to America for having saved
them from slavery and from the Germans, and compliments
to us all, with prayers to God to have us in his holy keeping.
Then a few things were suggested between us, and our political
man said what was necessary, and alas, even more: for how
can the United States promise anything — that may depend
on sugar — or an election, or at any rate is merely a matter
of barter? Anai stepped out from the house and repeated
all this in Samoan, speaking also quite gently, with little
raising of the voice. Nobody seemed to listen, nobody to
care, but this was only apparent. All heard and had listened.

Then our own men, who had been hidden somewhere, sprang
upon the presents and sorted them: one of them stood up and
called them out: so much of this, so much of that, to give full

acknowledgment for liberality. Then another spring, and
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all was carried away, even to the struggling, sucking pigs
that could not be made to understand.

Momentary peace settled over everything, and we had
begun to ask questions and to sketch, when we were told that
now we should have a siva, that several villages would appear
in it by their performers, as they had appeared in the military
display. Men came up garlanded and cinctured in flowers
and leaves, and sat down in double rows before us, some turn-
ing toward us, others away. Out of their number first one,
then others arose and sat down again in order, fronting us,
and the siva began; six handsome young men, singing and
swaying about upon their hips, to a chant for which time was
beaten behind them.

The sun was setting; tired out and amused we walked back
in the crowd, stopping to exchange alofas with belated war-
riors who showed us their guns and occasional wounds, which
with the Samoan idea of a joke they pretended had been
caused by running against wire fences.

We had seen for the first time a pageantry of savage war,
in a soft light, in the most peaceful and idyllic of landscapes,
so that it was hard to realize again that this was not all a
theatre scene, a féte champétre — a play in the open air.
There was nothing to contradict this unreality but the marks

of ugly gashes on the arms and chests of the men and the re-
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call of the savage melody, which was undeniably a war song,
requiring no explanation as to its meaning.

In the house we ate our meal spread out on banana leaves, .
two of the faupos coming in to help us by breaking the taro
and yams, and tearing the fish and fowls. Then while wish-
ing for nothing but bed and rest, and closed eyes, we were
told that there would be a night siva in our honour, and that
other taupos would figure in it. There was nothing to do but
yield, and with each a faupo to accompany us, we went back
to the house that we had occupied in the afternoon. It was
already half filled with people, occupying one side of it. I sat
down against an outside post, alongsidé of my taupo, next
to whom Seumanu reclined at length with another girl, an old
acquaintance, near him, and I tried to keep awake while the
stva went on enthusiastically. At times I would start with
some new figure or more picturesque effect, or when fresh fuel
was added to the cocoanut fire that lit the scene within.
Along the posts of the exterior sat chiefs watching the dance:
behind them outside, a crowd of people in the moonlight, and
many heads of youngsters. Occasionally a chief would say,
“Some one a cigarette or a light,” and a boy darted into the
house through the dancers, plunged for the light, and returned
with it to the great man who had asked.

When the taupos, big and good natured, had danced, we
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drowsily asked them to sit alongside of us, while the siva of
the men went on. Between two, as I became more and more
sleepy, I was fortunate in finding comfort and support from
my first neighbour, against whose big shoulder I reclined, my
arm supported upon the weight of her knees — all mine might
have been thrown upon her massive form without apparent
inconvenience. A gentle tap now and then, and a gentle
alofa told me that I was all right, and could go to sleep while
making believe to look on. But the girls, drowsy as they were,
were appreciative of the men’s dances, and so was Seu, who
called out over and over again, malie (bravo) as if he had
not seen thousands of siwas, which now, having become *“mis-
sionary,” he does not attend. I knew that I was interested
in the intervals of sleep, but all has faded into a sort of dis-
connected dream. I can only remember getting out into the
bright moonlight, and that it made a silver haze outside during
the dances. We had been obliged toward midnight to make a
speech, with thanks, protesting the fatigue of travel as an
excuse for not remaining. The Samoans will sit up all night,
especially in their favourite moonlight: they can sleep during
the day, and apparently always do so. Around our house,
until we had blown out the light, and even for some time after,
rows of people sat watching us in the light of the moon: the

people sauntered about, or sat in the shade of the trees, with
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sharp-edged leaves that made the scene look, as usual, like

the stage-setting of a fairy opera.

The next morning we were to leave for the next important
place, Sapapali, the home of the Malietoa, the princes who have
been for a long time the principal chiefs of these islands, and
who are now represented by the present king. This is a rude
definition; as I have told you elsewhere, the question of chief-
hood and sovereignty here is one not easily represented or
defined by our words. At Sapapali, the ancestral home, we
should l’)e received by Aiga, the King’s niece, and consequently
a young person of the highest rank, indeed, I suppose the
greatest lady of the land. 'With us this would be the Queen or
the Royal Princess, or the heir to the throne. But here
blood and descent are all and in the direct line. This young
person was next to Malietoa as being of sufficient ;blboci-

Our arrival was to happen about noon, so that, as in Samoan
phrase, it was only about half an hour’s walk, we were to leave
punctually at ten o’clock. Early rising took us again to the
black pool surrounded by high trees, where two of us bathed,
watched and escorted by two little damsels with whom the
other one of us flirted. I myself was too much occupied with
the difficult question of keeping on, while swimming, the
fathom of cloth they call lavalava; and afterward of adjusting



192 REMINISCENCES OF THE SOUTH SEAS

it in the water, after swimming for it when it had floated away,
and then on coming out, receiving dry cloth with one hand and
putting off the wet one. But I found out how one begins in
the corner. Later in the morning it had grown hot, as we left
pretty Iva, and made our way through broad or narrow roads,
to Sapapali. The old difficulty again amused me; we could
not walk in proper Samoan order; sometimes one of us, some-
times another was in front, while properly, all of us chiefs
should have led, and the attendants followed at respectful
distances. So that again Awoki would canter on in front of
the chiefs: meanwhile Anai told us things of local information,
pointing out where the road narrowed, the place where had
stood in older times, a famous tree, a cocoanut. Among its
branches the Malietoa, who first became converted later
to Christianity, used to conceal himself and lasso or noose
such pretty faupos or maidens as passing might strike his
fancy. One of these had been the grandmother of the young
lady whom we were going to visit. While the party talked
the scandal over I remained a while by a deep well near the
shore, and watched a handsome Samoan ride his horse bare-
backed to the water, to the sand and distant trees of a little
promontory.

When I hurried forward, the party had gone far ahead, and
had arrived before me. I crossed the rocky bed of a dry river,
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upon whose edge stood houses, and going up the hill before me,
came upon a high open space with trees far scattered, and
several large black tombs made of stones piled together in
regular rectangular form; and in the centre of the green a house
high-placed which instinct told me was the guest-house, our
destination. Part of the mat curtains were down opposite the
central posts: I entered by the open side, and saw Adams and
the Consul seated next to a young woman in half European
dress (that is to say with a corsage); and on the other side of
her Seumanu and Anai. I entered and sat down with some
hesitation next to the Consul, and after being presented to her
ladyship looked about me. Opposite, the posts of the pretty
house all adorned with flowers had each a chief, as a sort of
sitting caryatid or buttress. And they were big and splendid;
that was the Greek frieze of which I was telling you. Between
each massive figure, of Ajax and Nestor and Ulysses and
Agamemnon, appeared from time to time some little boy,
whose small person made them look more ample, as the boys
or angels of Michael Angelo’s Sistine Chapel make sibyls and
prophets look more colossal by comparison. Then kava was
brought in and made solemnly, when in stepped a woman and
sat herself beside the kava attendant who dried the wisp. A
moment later, and her presence was explained. She, it

appears, had the hereditary right to “divide the kava,” and
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had come to claim it. 'When the heavy clapping of hands
announced that the drink was ready, she called out the name
of Aiga, to whom the first bowl was presented as to the greatest
personage. Then to one of the guests, then to the next relative
of the Malietoa, then to a guest, then to a chief, and so on,
contrariwise to what we had seen before, where we as guests
were helped first. You see we were at court, in the presence
of royalty.

When the ceremonies were over, we chatted with Aiga, who
spoke English, and whose amiability pleased me. She was
embarrassed and shy, and struggled like some girl, unaccus-
tomed to society, to say some proper things. But the grace
of her diffidence was all the greater when one noticed the
security of position indicated by her voice when speaking in a
low distinct tone to others. At length we rose and adjourned
to the neighbouring house, where the feast had been set forth.
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