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IN THE SOUTH SEAS

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON was born in Edinburgh in 1850. The son of a prosperous civil engineer, he was expected to follow the family profession, but was allowed to study law at Edinburgh University. Stevenson reacted strongly against the Presbyterian respectability of the city’s professional classes and this led to painful clashes with his parents. In his early twenties he became afflicted with a severe respiratory illness from which he was to suffer for the rest of his life; it was at this time that he determined to become a professional writer. The effects of the often harsh Scottish climate on his poor health forced him to spend long periods abroad. After a great deal of travelling he eventually settled in Samoa, where he died on 3 December 1894. At the time of his death Robert Louis Stevenson was working on his unfinished masterpiece, Weir of Hermiston.

Stevenson is most widely known for his fiction, notably Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, Treasure Island and Kidnapped, but he also wrote works of non-fiction. These include his descriptive and historical books on the South Seas area In the South Seas (1896) and A Footnote to History (1892), and Father Damien (1890), Stevenson’s celebrated defence of a Belgian priest who devoted his life to the care of lepers.

NEIL RENNIE is a Reader in English at University College London and the author of Far-Fetched Facts: The Literature of Travel and the Idea of the South Seas (1995).
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INTRODUCTION

Mr Stevenson smiled humorously. ‘Treasure Island’, he said, ‘is not in the Pacific.’

(Sydney Morning Herald, 14 February 1890)

In the winter of 1887–8 Robert Louis Stevenson was at Saranac in the Adirondack Mountains with his mother and his American wife, Fanny, and stepson, Lloyd Osbourne. Lloyd had toothache, according to Stevenson’s mother’s diary, ‘and to amuse him Louis plans a yacht trip, and they discuss all the arrangements even to where the piano is to stand in the saloon’.1 Stevenson, on his second visit to America, was now the famous author of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, as well as Treasure Island, and among the editors who came to pay him court was Samuel S. McClure, a pioneer of press syndication, who ‘hears the yacht mentioned’, Mrs Stevenson recorded, ‘and is most anxious to join in the scheme’.2 According to his Autobiography, McClure was reminded of Stevenson’s amusing travel books:

I thought at once of ‘An Inland Voyage’ and ‘Travels with a Donkey,’ and told him that if he would write a series of articles describing his travels, I would syndicate them for enough money to pay the expenses of his trip. I think the South Seas must have been mentioned that evening, for I remember that after I returned to New York I sent him a number of books about the South Seas, including a South Pacific directory. The next time I went to Saranac, we actually planned out the South Pacific cruise, talking about it until late into the night.3

Stevenson had already, as a boy, discovered the South Seas in fiction. At the age of twelve he had written a first instalment of ‘Creek Island, or Adventures in the South Seas’, supposedly ‘To be continued’.4 A few years later, after church one Sunday in Edinburgh, Stevenson introduced himself to R. M. Ballantyne – ‘Ballantyne the brave’, as he was to call him in the verses prefacing Treasure Island.5 The fifteen-year-old Stevenson declared himself an admirer of The Coral Island, which he had read twice, he told Ballantyne, and hoped to read twice more.6

Now these South Sea romances were to be transformed into Pacific reality. Lloyd Osbourne remembered how they wintered at Saranac with A. G. Findlay’s Directory for the Navigation of the South Pacific Ocean:

Such was our reading, such the stuff our dreams were made of as the snow drove against our frozen windows; as the Arctic days closed in, gloomy and wild, and snow-shoes and buffalo coats were put by to steam in corners while we gathered round the lamp. Visions of palms while our ears were yet tingling from the snow we had rubbed on to save them from frost-bite; cascading streams in tropic Arcadies, with water as clear as crystal, while our own bedroom jugs upstairs were as solid as so much rock; undraped womanhood, bedecked with flowers, frisking in vales of Eden, while we were wooled to the neck like polar explorers, and dared not even thaw too quickly for fear of chilblains.7

At 5 a.m. on 28 June 1888 the chartered yacht Casco passed from San Francisco through the Golden Gate into the Pacific. Captain Otis had read Treasure Island but no further in Stevenson’s works, as he informed the writer’s mother.8 ‘What would you do if Mrs. Stevenson were to fall overboard?’ her daughter-in-law asked Otis. ‘Put it in the log!’ he replied.9 The Casco’s first stop was at Anaho Bay in the north of Nukuhiva, one of the Marquesas Islands, appropriated by the French in 1842. Stevenson was up on deck at 4, waiting for the island to emerge out of the dark on the morning of 20 July, and the Casco dropped anchor in the bay about noon.10 He met the local chiefs and later the Catholic missionaries, who took him to the site of the supposed cannibal feasts of yesteryear and to the school where the boys were prepared for the future with prayers. He was keeping a journal which is more a draft of his travel book than a personal journal.

On 12 August the Casco sailed round the island, past the valley described in Herman Melville’s Typee (1846), to the capital, Taiohae, ‘another lovely bay’ which reminded Stevenson’s mother ‘faintly of Rothesay, though without the lovely views outside’.11 There they visited tattooed ‘Queen’ Vaekehu, grown slightly deaf, and Stevenson called on the French Resident, M. Delaruelle, who owned a copy of Treasure Island from which he hoped to learn English. Seeing Stevenson the next day in one of the shops, M. Delaruelle ‘looked in and said: “Voyez-vous, je viens de faire la connaissance de Modestine”’, which puzzled the Casco’s passengers until M. Delaruelle explained he had become acquainted with Travels with a Donkey (named Modestine).12 Stevenson had much conversation with Stanislaus Moanatini, the adopted son of the Queen, and Fanny taught the Queen to roll cigarettes. Meanwhile the ship’s Japanese cook was drunk ashore without leave and was placed in the Taiohae calaboose. A new cook was taken on, Ah Fu, a young Chinese man ‘who had been marooned as a boy on [the nearby island of] Hiva Oa’, according to Lloyd, ‘and was much more of a Marquesan than he was anything else’.13

They sailed from Taiohae on 22 August, with the missionary Frère Michel Blanc aboard, and anchored at Tahauku, Hiva Oa, on 23 August. Stevenson, whose health was always precarious, had a headache, but the others visited Atuona, two miles away in the next bay, where Lloyd took photographs and Frère Michel arranged the amusing ‘adoption’ of Fanny, Lloyd and Margaret Stevenson by a Marquesan family. On Monday 27 August Stevenson rode up to the mountains with Frère Michel but caught a chill. A few days later, on 1 September, another yacht arrived, the Nyanza, with a Captain Dewar last encountered fifteen years previously on the French Riviera, and Stevenson caught a fresh chill at dinner on board.

Hoping a change would be good for him, they sailed from Hiva Oa on 4 September, and Stevenson wrote on the 6th to his old Edinburgh friend Charles Baxter: ‘I shall have a fine book of travels, I feel sure; and will tell you more of the South Seas after very few months than any other writer has done – except Herman Melville perhaps, who is a howling cheese [i.e. an exemplar of smartness and cleverness]’.14 After a difficult passage among the islands of the Paumotus (now called Tuamotus), they anchored at Fakarava on 9 September, their first experience of a coral atoll, a thin ring of low land with the ocean on the outside and a lagoon in the middle. They came ashore to be greeted by M. Donat-Rimarau, the half-French, half-Tahitian acting French Vice-Resident, and took a house with three rooms, verandahs front and back, and ‘a copy of David Wilkie’s “Village School” framed and hanging’ in one of the bedrooms.15 Here, after days spent bathing and collecting shells, in the moonlit evenings when, as Fanny recalled, ‘the shadows that fell from the cocoanut leaves were so sharply defined that one involuntarily stepped over them’, they sat on mattresses on the verandahs, listening to their regular visitor, M. Donat-Rimarau, and were ‘entranced and thrilled by stories of Tahiti and the Paumotus, always of a supernatural character’.16

Stevenson had a cold, however, which worsened, and the Casco sailed for Tahiti, where there were doctors. The island was sighted at daybreak on 27 September, and Stevenson was taken ashore to a hotel at Papeete, the capital, where the doctor warned of the possibility of a fatal haemorrhage. Stevenson called for Captain Otis and calmly made arrangements for such a circumstance. His condition improved, however, and he moved with Fanny into a rented house, near the ruins of the prison where Melville had been confined in 1842. Meanwhile Lloyd and Stevenson’s mother made a typewritten copy of his journal, which he had suspended.

They were unable to leave Papeete until 24 November, when Stevenson decided to visit Taravao on the south coast before sailing on to the islands of Huahine, Raiatea and Borabora in the Leeward Islands. He was ill again at Taravao, so Fanny arranged horses and a wagon and was able to take him to the village of Tautira, on the north-east coast, far from civilized Papeete. Here Stevenson was fed on raw fish in coconut milk by Princess Moe of the Tahitian royal family, and exchanged names with Ori a Ori, otherwise known as Teriitera, the subchief of the village. The Casco followed round the coast but Otis found the mainmast dangerously weakened by dry-rot.

While the Casco was refitted at Papeete, Stevenson and his family stayed on at Tautira with their Tahitian friends, whose unlimited hospitality moved Stevenson to tears. His health restored, he bathed regularly in the sea, worked on The Master of Ballantrae, visited the Anglo-Tahitian Chief Tati at Papara, and from Tati and his friends at Tautira ‘got wonderful materials for my book, collected songs and legends on the spot’, as he reported to his friend Sidney Colvin at the British Museum.17

Because of the delay, the excursion to the Leeward Islands was abandoned and on Christmas Day they sailed from Tautira for Honolulu, where they anchored on 24 January 1889. The Casco was met by Fanny’s daughter Belle, and Belle’s insolvent artist husband Joe Strong, and son Austin, aged eight, who accompanied the passengers from Tautira to a dinner eaten in the bewildering electric light of the Royal Hawaiian Hotel. Stevenson soon decided to send the Casco back to San Francisco and took a house near the beach at Waikiki, some four miles from Honolulu, though connected by telephone. There, to the sound of the surf, he resumed work on The Master of Ballantrae, running as a serial and requiring an ending, and was frequently interrupted by visits from Hawaiian society and in particular King Kalakaua, a prodigious drinker, who had read Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde as well as Treasure Island.18

On 26 April, seeking new material for his travel book, Stevenson sailed as a passenger on a steamer to the main island of Hawaii, where he rode around the Kona Coast, delighted to be away for a week from the white society of Honolulu, ‘among God’s best – at least God’s sweetest works – Polynesians’.19 On 21 May he embarked again from Honolulu, for the leper colony on the island of Molokai, and Fanny wrote to Sidney Colvin, expressing her fears about the South Sea travel book:

Louis has the most enchanting material that any one ever had in the whole world for his book, and I am afraid he is going to spoil it all. He has taken into his Scotch Stevenson head, that a stern duty lies before him, and that his book must be a sort of scientific and historical impersonal thing, comparing the different languages (of which he knows nothing, really) and the different peoples,… and the whole thing to be impersonal, leaving out all he knows of the people themselves. And I believe there is no one living who has got so near to them, or who understands them as he does. Think of a small treatise on the Polynesian races being offered to people who are dying to hear about Ori a Ori, the making of brothers with cannibals, the strange stories they told, and the extraordinary adventures that befell us: – suppose Herman Melville had given us his theories as to the Polynesian language and the probable good or evil results of the missionary influence instead of Omoo and Typee…20

Fanny forgets that Typee and Omoo contained arguments about the missionary influence as well as accounts of autobiographical adventures, but asks Colvin to write supporting her, ‘otherwise Louis will spend a great deal of time… actually reading up other people’s books on the Islands’.21 Meanwhile Stevenson at the leper colony was ashamed of his horror at the ‘pantomime masks in poor human flesh’.22 He heard much, good and bad, about Father Damien, the Catholic priest who had recently died of leprosy, a man he would later defend from Protestant scorn, and he played croquet regularly with seven little leper girls at the girls’ boarding-home.

Stevenson was back at Waikiki at the beginning of June, where preparations were being made for another South Sea cruise instead of the voyage back to England. His mother would return to Scotland to attend to an ailing sister, but Joe Strong was to come as photographer, while Belle and Austin waited in Sydney. In a letter to Colvin, Stevenson spoke of his plans for his travel book:

By the time I am done with this cruise I shall have the material for a very singular book of travels: masses of strange stories and characters, cannibals, pirates, ancient legends, old Polynesian poetry; never was so generous a farrago.23

Whether this reflects Stevenson’s own ideas or the influence of Fanny, it does not sound so very different from Fanny’s ideas about the book. In any case, she informed Colvin (and Fanny Sit well, Colvin’s companion and future wife) that ‘Louis is coming round now to my view of his book of travels’.24

On 24 June, the Equator, a trading ship, left Honolulu with Stevenson, Fanny, Lloyd, Joe Strong and Ah Fu aboard, seen off at the wharf by King Kalakaua and his royal band, playing ‘Aloha ’Oe’.25 The Equator’s captain, a young Scot in a Tamo’ Shanter, dropped the Stevenson family off at the island of Butaritari in the Gilbert Islands (now the Republic of Kiribati) where a fortnight previously the High Chief had lifted a taboo on alcohol – to celebrate American Independence Day – and the islanders were still drunk. While Stevenson blames imported alcohol sold by foreign traders, Fanny writes of ‘the entire island’ being ‘wildly drunk on “sour toddy”’, an indigenous nuisance.26 Living in the house of a Hawaiian missionary, Stevenson managed to help negotiate a reimposition of the taboo. His family spent some weeks on the island, admired displays of Gilbertese dancing and reciprocated with a magic lantern show of Bible illustrations, inducing delight, faith and occasional mirth.

The Equator collected Stevenson and family and they sailed on 10 August and visited the island of Marakei in the central Gilberts, where Stevenson met some of the island traders and observed the politics of relations between missionaries, traders and islanders.27 He took notes in his journal of the stories he was told about the traders and beachcombers, grisly tales of murder and gin, and was charmed by the domestic bliss of one murderer, who had ripped open the belly of another trader, and now doted on a New Hebridean wife and three little daughters in ‘three sizes of Rob Roy Macgreggor frocks’.28 From Marakei the Equator sailed to the island of Abaiang, and was headed for Nonouti and Tabiteuea in the southern Gilberts when the wind veered and the course was changed for Abemama, the island ruled by High Chief Tem Binoka, which they reached on 30 August. Tem Binoka had accommodation constructed – or, more accurately, transported – for them. As Lloyd recalled:

An Apemama house… is a sort of giant clothes basket… with a peaked roof, and standing on stilts about a yard high. With a dozen pairs of human legs under it, you can steer it to any spot you like… We started… with four such houses, forty-eight pairs of legs, and the King [Tem Binoka], Winchester in hand, firing in the direction – but over the head – of any one who seemed backward… Then a large shed came staggering in that was to serve as our dining-room; and a smaller shed by way of a kitchen.29

They spent several weeks in Equator Town, as they called it, where Stevenson and Lloyd worked, under an enormous mosquito-net, on The Wrecker, a novel inspired by a mysterious shipwreck they had heard about in Honolulu, and Stevenson took extensive notes on Tem Binoka for his travel book, writing to Colvin that ‘Timpanok [Tem Binoka] is here the great attraction: all the rest is heat and tedium, and villainous dazzle, and yet more villainous mosquitoes’.30 After some delay the Equator collected its passengers and they sailed from Abemama on 25 October and revisited Butaritari before leaving the Gilberts for the Samoan Islands. On board, Stevenson wrote to Colvin on 2 December, from the ‘Schooner Equator, at sea 190 miles off Samoa’:

My book is now practically modelled: if I can execute what is designed, there are few better books now extant on this globe; bar the epics, and the big tragedies, and histories, and the choice lyric poetics, and a novel or so – none. But it is not executed yet; and let not him that putteth on his armour, vaunt himself. At least, nobody has had such stuff; such wild stories, such beautiful scenes, such singular intimacies, such manners and traditions, so incredible a mixture of the beautiful and horrible, the savage and civilised. I will give you here some idea of the table of contents, which ought to make your mouth water. I propose to call the book – The South Seas; it is rather a large title, but not many people have seen more of them than I; perhaps no one: certainly no one capable of using the material.31

Part I was ‘General. “Of schooners, islands, and maroons”’ and was to contain the stories of smuggling, blackbirding (kidnapping islanders for labour) and maritime misdemeanours he had heard from Captain Reid of the Equator and others, and the stories of beachcomber characters and murders he had been told in the Gilberts. Part II was ‘The Marquesas’; Part III, ‘The Dangerous Archipelago’, was to treat the Paumotus; and Part IV, ‘Tahiti’, was to contain sections on Tautira and the Tahitian songs and legends he had heard there and at Papara. Part V, ‘The Eight Islands’, would describe his experiences on the Kona Coast and at Molokai. Part VI was ‘The Gilberts’, and Part VII ‘Samoa which I have not yet reached’.32 He thought he might briefly visit Fiji or Tonga, but wanted to be in England no later than June. ‘I can hear the rattle of the hansom up Endell Street’, he wrote, anticipating the journey to Colvin’s residence at the British Museum.33

In December 1889 a missionary in the town of Apia on the Samoan island of Upolu encountered a tanned woman wearing a Gilbertese straw hat and carrying a mandolin, a thin man with a cigarette, and a younger man wearing dark glasses and carrying a concertina and a ukelele, a trio he took for ‘a party of vaudeville artists en route to Australia or the States’.34 Joe Strong is not included in this group portrait, perhaps because he had been ill, as well as disgraced by misbehaviour at Abemama and sacked from photographic duties.35 He was sent on from Apia to join his wife and son in Sydney while Stevenson and his family lodged at first with H. J. Moors, a local trader, until Fanny, Lloyd and Ah Fu moved to accommodation a few miles out of Apia.36 Stevenson stayed on ‘in Apia for history’s sake with Moors’, taking notes from Moors and others for the Samoa part of the South Sea book, which he soon realized was growing into a separate work (later to be published as A Footnote to History (1892)).37

At some time in early January a fateful decision was taken – to buy some land (later named Vailima) near Apia, to build a house there, and to return to England only to make arrangements for permanent residence in the South Seas. Lloyd went on ahead to Sydney and Stevenson and Fanny followed in a German ship, the Lübeck, in February 1890. In a letter written on board, Stevenson described ‘the fifty newspaper letters’ for McClure as ‘simply patches chosen from the travel volume (or volumes) as it gets written’, and reported that ‘The Big Travel Book’ was ‘Not begun, but all material ready’.38 A reporter from the Sydney Morning Herald interviewed Stevenson at his hotel:

‘I suppose’, said our representative, ‘that you will utilise your experience in the South Seas in your next work of fiction? By the by, did you visit Treasure Island?’ Mr Stevenson smiled humorously. ‘Treasure Island’, he said, ‘is not in the Pacific.’39

On 10 April a cable went from Sydney to Charles Baxter: ‘Return Islands four months. Home September’.40 Stevenson had fallen ill in Sydney and the cure was another voyage. Fanny had found a passage for Stevenson, herself and Lloyd (Ah Fu having disappeared to see his mother in China) on the steamer Janet Nicoll. She wrote explaining the delay to Colvin, and reporting on the South Sea book:

Of course this cruise will give additional interest to the book. I am very glad you spoke of the historical and scientific question. It has been rather heavy on my mind. If I were the public I shouldn’t care a penny what Louis’s theories were as to the formation of the islands, or their scientific history, or where the people came from originally – only what Louis’s own experiences were. And no one has had such experiences. All the South Sea books speak, by hearsay only, of the terrible Tembinoka, but we threw ourselves into his arms, and went and lived with him for months, and learned to love him almost as much as we admired him.41

The Janet Nicoll sailed from Sydney on 11 April and, after calling at Auckland, Stevenson, Fanny and Lloyd landed on 30 April at Apia and the next day rode up to Vailima, where a little wooden house had ‘been run up’, which they could see from the deck as the Janet Nicoll steamed out of Apia harbour later on 1 May.42 With frequent stops for copra at various islands, the Janet Nicoll sailed as far east as the pearl island of Penrhyn, which Stevenson later wrote up as one of the South Sea Letters for McClure, and then back through the Tokelau and Ellice Islands and north to the Gilberts again.43 Tem Binoka was recovering from measles and ‘looking older and thinner’, according to Fanny’s journal of the voyage.44 The Janet Nicoll continued north into the Marshall Islands before returning back through the Gilberts, where Stevenson said farewell to Tem Binoka, this time for ever. They sailed through the New Hebrides without stopping and reached Noumea, capital of the French colony of New Caledonia, on 26 July. There Stevenson disembarked and made his only acquaintance with a Melanesian (rather than Polynesian or Micronesian) Pacific island, while Fanny and Lloyd continued in the Janet Nicoll to Sydney.

‘In a wild cabin heated like the Babylonian furnace, four plies of blotting paper under my wet hand and the drops boiling from my brow’, Stevenson had been working on his Samoan history and on his South Sea book during the Janet Nicoll cruise, rather than generating new material, and in a letter to McClure written before reaching New Caledonia he assured McClure that ‘the letters are at last under weigh’, and that those finished were to go to England to be printed, and would be sent to McClure in proof.45 It was necessary to explain to McClure, however, ‘that what you are to receive is not so much a certain number of letters, as a certain number of chapters in my book’.46 Some of these fifteen chapters were better suited to the book than to be Letters, Stevenson thought, but McClure was to take for Letters as many chapters as he wished.

After a brief stay at Noumea, Stevenson rejoined his family at Sydney, from where he informed his friends that he would be returning to Samoa rather than to England. As he wrote to Henry James in August, with another Sydney cold:

I must tell you plainly – I can’t tell Colvin – I do not think I shall come to England more than once, and then it’ll be to die. Health I enjoy in the tropics; even here, which they call sub or semi-tropical, I come only to catch cold.47

He told the French writer Marcel Schwob that he was ‘about waist-deep in my big book on the South Seas: the big book on the South Seas it ought to be, and shall’.48 But in a letter to Colvin taking stock of the writing done on the Janet Nicoll, Stevenson’s South Sea work, already conceived as taking two potential forms, as Letters and book, is divided yet again:

I have done well on that voyage; sixteen letters – at least, not that, but the draught of sixteen chapters of my book, from which thirteen or fourteen letters will be selected – go home to be set up.49

The book and the Letters which would be selected from it now become merely the ‘draught’ of the book, and the book itself, the ideal, final South Sea book, becomes another, finer, fatefully different thing.

Lloyd sailed for England to settle affairs there, and in September Stevenson and Fanny sailed on the Lübeck for Apia – and Vailima, where they inhabited the little wooden house while awaiting the construction of the larger, proper house. To the sound of Fanny organizing the livestock and the planting (‘Paul, you take a spade to do that… Here, you boy,… You no got work? You go find Simelē’), Stevenson worked on the Paumotus material, revising the journal he had written on the spot, and adding newly-heard stories of Samoan ghosts to the Paumotuan and Tahitian stories he had heard from Donat-Rimarau.50

The American historian Henry Adams visited Vailima at about this time, and described his arrival in a letter home:

At last we came out on a clearing dotted with burned stumps exactly like a clearing in our backwoods. In the middle stood a two-story Irish shanty with steps outside to the upper floor, and a galvanized iron roof. A pervasive atmosphere of dirt seemed to hang around it; and squalor like a railroad navvy’s board hut. As we reached the steps a figure came out that I cannot do justice to. Imagine a man so thin and emaciated that he looked like a bundle of sticks in a bag, with a head and eyes morbidly intelligent and restless. He was costumed in very dirty striped cotton pyjamas, the baggy legs tucked into coarse knit woollen stockings, one of which was bright brown in color, the other a purplish dark tone. With him was a woman who retired for a moment into the house to reappear a moment afterwards, probably in some change of costume, but, as far as I could see, the change could have consisted only in putting shoes on her bare feet. She wore the usual missionary nightgown which was no cleaner than her husband’s shirt and drawers, but she omitted the stockings.51

Adams remarked of Stevenson’s purchase of Vailima’s four hundred acres of ‘mountain, and wholly impenetrable forest’, that ‘two hundred acres would have been enough, and the balance might have been profitably invested in soap’.52 But he was impressed by the scope of Stevenson’s knowledge of the Pacific islands. ‘He will tell his experiences in the form of Travels’, Adams noted when Stevenson returned the call a few weeks later, ‘and I was rather surprised to find that his range of study included pretty much everything: geology, sociology, laws, politics and ethnology’.53 The South Sea book was still on the grand scale, apparently.

On 3 November, Stevenson reported on his progress to Colvin:

I have got in a better vein with the South Sea book, as I think you will see: I think these chapters will do for the volume without much change. Those that I did on the Janet Nicoll, under the most ungodly circumstances, I fear will want a lot of suppling and lightening; but I hope to have your remarks in a month or two upon that point.54

The difficulty, he told Colvin a few days later, was ‘architectural’, shaping and organizing the material so as to deliver information and at the same time keep the work moving, ‘travelling’:

Such a mass of stuff is to be handled if possible without repetition – so much foreign matter to be introduced, if possible with perspicuity – and as much as can be, a spirit of narrative to be preserved: you will find that come stronger as I proceed, and get the explanations worked through. Problems of style are (as yet) dirt under my feet: my problem is architectural-creative – to get this stuff jointed and moving. If I can do that, I will trouble you for style; anybody might write it, and it would be splendid: well-engineered, the masses right, the blooming thing travelling – twig?

This I wanted you to understand, for lots of the stuff sent home is, I imagine, rot – and slovenly rot – and some of it, pompous rot; and I want you to understand it’s a lay in.55

The ‘stuff sent home’, the Marques as chapters, was privately printed in London on 12 November to secure copyright, in a limited edition of twenty-two copies, entitled The South Seas: A Record of Three Cruises.56 This was what McClure received for serialization. But the editors of the New York Sun, to whom McClure had contracted the Letters, protested, as McClure told Stevenson,

that the letters did not come as letters are supposed to come. They were not a correspondence from the South Seas, they were not dated and… in no way did the matter… fulfil the definition of the word ‘letter’, as used in newspaper correspondence.57

McClure wrote later in his autobiography that the South Sea Letters ‘were, on the whole, a disappointment to newspaper editors’, for ‘it was the moralist [in Stevenson] and not the romancer which his observations in the South Seas awoke in him, and the public found the moralist less interesting than the romancer’.58 This was not Treasure Island.

Stevenson’s literary friends in London were also displeased by The South Seas. ‘There has been a good deal of disappointment among the few who have read the approaching South Sea Letters’, Edmund Gosse informed a friend: ‘The fact seems to be that it is very nice to live in Samoa, but not healthy to write there. Within a three-mile radius of Charing Cross is the literary atmosphere, I suspect.’59 Even Henry James gently complained, in a letter to Stevenson of 12 January 1891:

I read with unrestrictive relish the first chapters of your prose volume (kindly vouchsafed me in the little copyright-catching red volume), and I loved ’em and blessed them quite. But I did make one restriction – I missed the visible in them – I mean as regards people, things, objects, faces, bodies, costumes, features, gestures, manners, the introductory, the personal painter-touch. It struck me that you either didn’t feel – through some accident – your responsibility on this article quite enough; or, on some theory of your own, had declined it. No theory is kind to us that cheats us of seeing. However, no doubt we shall rub our eyes for satiety before we have done.60

On 6 January 1891, Stevenson took the regular steamer to Sydney, ‘to get some more sea dirt on, the land-dirt having become monotonous’, according to Henry Adams, in actual fact to meet Lloyd and Margaret Stevenson returning from England and Scotland.61 In Stevenson’s absence Fanny wrote to Colvin from Vailima about her ‘desperate engagements with the man of genius over the South Sea book’:

He has always had a weakness for teaching and preaching, so here was his chance. Instead of writing about his adventures in these wild islands, he would ventilate his own theories on the vexed questions of race and language. He wasted much precious time over grammars and dictionaries, with no results, for he was able to get an insight into hardly any native tongue. Then he must study the coral business. That, I believe, would have ruined the book but for my brutality.

She described returning to the shore after ‘having some odd adventures and seeing many curious things’ on an island visited by the Janet Nicoll, to find the man of genius

on the reef, halfway between the ship and shore, knee-deep in water, the tropical sun beating on his unprotected head, hammering at the reef with a big hatchet. His face was purple and his eyes injected with blood. ‘Louis, you will die,’ I cried, ‘come away out of the sun quickly.’ ‘No,’ he answered, ‘I must get specimens from this extraordinary piece of coral…’. ‘Louis,’ I said, ‘how ignorant you are! Why, that is only the common brain coral. Any schoolboy in San Francisco will give you specimens if you really want them.’62

Colvin’s own criticisms of The South Seas were now arriving at Vailima, as Fanny wrote to in form Stevenson in Sydney:

One from Colvin with the Letters and his criticisms, all, I am pleased to see, the same as mine… Parts of it are very fine, but it loses immensely in not being a personal consecutive narrative. It gives too much the feeling that you had got your information second hand, and is only convincing in parts.63

In Sydney Stevenson took ill, as usual, and was looked after by his mother, while Lloyd went on ahead to Vailima. Meanwhile, in England and America the serialization of the South Sea Letters began, in the London Black and White and the New York Sun, with the Marquesas material from The South Seas. Responding to Colvin’s criticisms on the steamer to Samoa in late February, Stevenson admitted his disappointment with the Marquesas material produced on the Janet Nicoll, but was optimistic about the Paumotus chapters, and hoped the Hawaiian material would be ‘better yet’.64 Life at Vailima was still too rough for Stevenson’s mother, who took the steamer back to Sydney, while Stevenson struggled on with the production of more Letters from his travel journal and notes, ‘grinding along without a scrap of inspiration or a note of style’, but consoling himself that the Letters would certainly be rewritten for the book: ‘Unless I die, I shall find the time to make it good’.65 A few days later he continued the same letter to Colvin from the Samoan island of Tutuila, having accepted an invitation from the American consul at Apia to come on an expedition, hoping ‘to benefit by the change, and possibly get more stuff for Letters’.66

He returned, with a fever, to face the South Sea Letters and their difference from the South Sea book. ‘One thing embarrasses me’, he protested to Colvin:

No one ever seems to understand my attitude about that book; the stuff sent was never meant for other than a first state, I never meant it to appear as a book: knowing well that I have never had one hour of inspiration since it was begun, and have only beaten out my metal by brute force and patient repetition: I hoped some day to get ‘a spate of style’ and burnish it – fine mixed metaphor. I am now so sick that I intend, when the Letters are done and some more written that will be wanted, simply to make a book of it by the pruning knife.67

He mentioned some deep cuts to The South Seas Marquesas material, and some rewriting, and proposed

by similar drastic measures [to] make up a book of shreds and patches; which will not be what I had still hoped to make, but must have the value it has and be d—d to it. I cannot fight longer… [and] really five years were wanting, when I could have made a book; but I have a family, and – perhaps I could not make the book after all, and anyway, I’ll never be allowed for Fanny has strong opinions and I prefer her peace of mind to my ideas.68

The difference between the book and the Letters is now a matter more of editing and cutting than of revising and rewriting. The book will be less than the Letters now, not more: the Letters edited, not the Letters revised.

Still toiling away at the Letters in May, with the story later called ‘The Beach of Falesá’ under way, Stevenson received adverse criticism of the Hawaiian material from Colvin, and responded by underlining, for emphasis, ‘that These Letters were never meant, and are not now meant, to be other than a quarry of materials from which the book may be drawn’.69 The main building at Vailima was finished by now and Margaret Stevenson came out again, after a brief stay in New Zealand, followed by Joe Strong, Belle and Austin from Sydney, while Stevenson still struggled on, working up his notes into Letters: ‘A Letter usually takes me from a week to three days’, he told Colvin, ‘but I’m sometimes two days on a page’.70 In June he was working on chapters of The Wrecker, his mystery thriller written with Lloyd Osbourne, as well as on more Letters, feeling the pressure of paying for Vailima. He thought the Gilbert Islands material, ‘being the most interesting in matter and forming a compact whole’, might be more successful.71 He was thinking of writing another chapter as a ‘Tail piece’, on the re-encounter with Tem Binoka during the Janet Nicoll cruise.72

Later in the year Stevenson’s correspondence to Colvin turns to his delight at ‘The Beach of Falesá’ and to Samoan politics, but in September he responded to Colvin’s query about the missing Tahitian chapters, and his suggestion that, when Stevenson came to revise the South Sea Letters for the book, he might ‘set right the places where you leave us puzzled as to the course, order and geography of your voyages’:

One more word about the South Seas in answer to a question I observe I have forgotten to answer. The Tahiti part has never turned up, because it has never been written. As for telling you where I went or when, or anything about Honolulu, I would rather die; that is fair and plain. How can anybody care when or how I left Honolulu? This is (excuse me) childish. A man of upwards of forty cannot waste his time in communicating matter of that degree of indifference. The Letters, it appears, are tedious; by God, they would be more tedious still if I wasted my time upon such infantile and sucking-bottle details. If ever I put in any such detail, it is because it leads into something or serves as a transition. To tell it for its own sake, never!73

Plainly he is hurt at the criticisms of the South Sea Letters and is asserting his contempt for the narrative of personal travels that Fanny and Colvin wanted from him. ‘Let us forget this unfortunate affair’, he concluded, while the serialization continued until the end of the year in New York and London, where Black and White found the Letters ‘too monotonous’, as Colvin reported, tucking them into corners, reducing the number and size of their artist’s illustrations, and stopping at Hawaii, never even reaching the Gilberts.74

On 11 or 12 August 1894, however, with the Edinburgh Edition of his works in view, Stevenson responded enthusiastically to Colvin’s suggestion of publishing ‘picked passages from the unreprinted Black and White letters’.75 ‘I am strong for making a volume out of selections from the South Sea Letters’, he replied:

I read over again the King of Apemama, and it is good in spite of your teeth, and a real curiosity, a thing that can never be seen again, now the group is annexed and Tembinoka dead.76

A few months later, Stevenson was dead himself, and the Edinburgh Edition of In the South Seas (1896) was posthumous. Colvin’s Introduction explained that the South Sea Letters had not previously been published in book form because Stevenson had ‘realised that the personal and the impersonal elements were not very successfully combined’.77 Nevertheless, ‘when the scheme of the Edinburgh Edition was maturing’, Stevenson had ‘desired that a selection should be made from them’.78 The Hawaiian chapters ‘did not come out at all to his own satisfaction’, Colvin stated, ‘and have accordingly been omitted’.79 The Marquesas, Paumotus and Gilberts chapters were all included, however, and Colvin added that the writings about the Gilberts were ‘the part of his work with which the author was himself best satisfied’.80

Such was the volume that resulted, posthumously, from Stevenson’s travels in the South Seas. The fundamental problem from the beginning was that Stevenson wanted to transcend the personal travel narrative, and write an anthropological and historical work that would take in the whole South Seas. He wanted, not the story of his travels In the South Seas, but The South Seas themselves. The conception is in part hubristic – ‘not many people have seen more of them than I’ – and in part self-effacing: to leave out his best and most popular character – himself – and write about the islanders themselves. His friends and public wanted to read about Stevenson in the South Seas. As Gosse informed him, with at least some truth: ‘Since Byron was in Greece, nothing has appealed to the ordinary literary man as so picturesque as that you should be in the South Seas’.81 Certainly some of the South Sea material involves Stevenson personally, but some seems second-hand (most of ‘The Story of a Plantation’, for example), and Stevenson’s family, a colourful supporting cast – Edinburgh mother in widow’s cap, American wife in South Sea dress, bespectacled ukelele-playing stepson – is never properly introduced. We hear of a ‘Mrs. Stevenson’ in the Marquesas, a ‘Mrs. Stevenson, senior’ is mentioned a few pages later, and also a ‘Mr. Osbourne’, who may be one of the local traders.82 The islanders themselves – ‘your beloved blacks – or chocolates – confound them’, as Colvin once remarked impatiently – were not, except as an exotic backdrop, of comparable interest to the general reader.83 Autobiography was what was wanted, not anthropology.

For Stevenson to transcend his personal travels was also to abandon his main vehicle as a writer: narrative. Hence his terrible difficulties with the structure of his book, and his trouble to get it, as he said, ‘travelling’. This aspiration to transcend his personal travels is evident in Stevenson’s rewriting of his original journals. These were more like drafts of his travel writing than real journals, as appears clearly from his use of such formulations as ‘difficult to describe in a work intended for the general reader’, but in rewriting the journals for publication Stevenson was forming thematic and aesthetic patterns, sometimes incorporating material from later voyages and making grand interi-sland comparisons, all at the expense of the consecutive narrative of events.84 To Colvin’s request for the mundane facts of Stevenson’s itinerary, he responded disdainfully that ‘all such information is given to one glance of an eye by a map with a little dotted line upon it’.85 A little dotted line is no substitute, however, for a narrative that enables a reader to navigate vicariously in a sea of unfamiliar names and places.

As a consequence of Stevenson’s disruption of his original daily journal entries, the narrative is particularly difficult to follow in the Marquesas material, where his reorganization was most ambitious. A description of the Casco’s passengers’ farewell to their first port of call, Anaho, closes the second chapter of In the South Seas, obscurely illustrating some general anthropological point, but preceding any account of their going ashore. One is reminded of Stevenson’s scornful rejoinder to Colvin: ‘To tell it for its own sake, never!’ A description of the Casco’s voyage from Taiohae (on the island of Nukuhiva) to Tahauku (on the island of Hiva Oa) occurs in the course of a description of a local trip between two places on Nukuhiva (Anaho and Hatiheu) and is immediately followed by a description of the Casco’s arrival at Taiohae. Quite apart from the extravagant cross-references to places and islands visited subsequently, there is such rich confusion about the places and islands visited in the Marquesas that even the best of Stevenson’s biographers – and the best informed about the Pacific islands – misplaces Stanislaus Moanatini on Hiva Oa rather than on Nukuhiva, where he belonged.86

The thematic patterns that replace the chronological narrative of travel make the events and characters at Anaho (on Nukuhiva) and Atuona (on Hiva Oa) seem repetitive and confusing. There are two chapters of expeditions to ‘cannibal’ places, ‘A Cannibal High Place’ and ‘In a Cannibal Valley’, both with missionary priests as guides, and there are two pairs of contrasted chiefs, traditional and colonial, in the chapters ‘Chiefs and Tapus’ and ‘The Two Chiefs of Atuona’. But there is no discernible point in these doublings, this baffling symmetry, which is not made use of for development, or even contrast, despite one ‘cannibal’ place being ‘high’ and the other a ‘valley’, and one not seeming to be ‘cannibal’ at all.

The Marquesas and Paumotus are linked by the account of the Casco’s voyage between the two island groups, but the narrative lapses on arrival at the Paumotuan capital on Fakarava, where the chapter leaps ahead to take in all of Stevenson’s stay there, and his experiences on two subsequent voyages, on the Equator and the Janet Nicoll. The chapter ‘A House to Let in a Low Island’ has some engaging narrative and amusing details of actual circumstances – the particular French lithograph incongruously hanging in the house, the early morning call for the cats at feeding time – so that the chapter preserves a sense of time and place. But the material in the following chapter on ‘Traits and Sects in the Paumotus’ is muddling and second-hand, deriving from a bewildering quantity and variety of more or less anonymous informants. A Scotsman on Tahiti, an unnamed Catholic Tahitian, a Mr Magee of Mangareva and a mysterious M. Wilmot are mentioned in a matter of two pages. Taiarapu in Tahiti turns up a few pages later, and then ‘an eye-witness, Tasmanian born’, who ‘was present in a house on Makatea’, which could be anywhere but is an island in the Paumotus Group.87

The narrative resumes with ‘A Paumotuan Funeral’, which Stevenson actually attended, but then is permanently lost in a succession of ghost stories, intended, perhaps, as a comparative study of Polynesian ideas of the afterlife, but forming a heap of sometimes second-or third-hand accounts taken from locations on all Stevenson’s travels, even including his period at Vailima revising his journal and desperately composing Letters. ‘I will give but a few instances at random’, he writes, ‘chiefly from my own doorstep in Upolu, during the past month (October 1890)’.88 Stories from Tahiti are piled on stories from the Paumotus because Stevenson’s principal source (the Catholic Tahitian) happened to be the half-Tahitian Donat-Rimarau, Vice-Resident at Fakarava. Stevenson’s attempt to unify all his ghost material – and justify its enormous presence on a tiny atoll in the Paumotus – leaves the reader frustrated:

I try to deal with the whole matter here because of a particular quality in Paumotuan superstitions. It is true I heard them told by a man with a genius for such narrations. Close about our evening lamp, within sound of the island surf, we hung on his words, thrilling. The reader, in far other scenes, must listen close for the faint echo.89

In fairness it should be recognized that the theme marked by the chapters ‘Death’ and ‘Depopulation’ in the Marquesas is perhaps complemented by these ghost stories. Not that the theme of death in the South Seas (‘et in Arcadia ego’) was new. The Tahitian saying cited twice by Stevenson (once as a Marquesan saying) – ‘The coral waxes, the palm grows, but man departs’ – was actually invented by Herman Melville.90 Nor was the fascination with Polynesian ghosts original. The topic of ghosts preoccupied another previous South Sea writer, Pierre Loti, who also made use of Melville’s Tahitian saying.91 Tahitian ghosts were later the subject of one of Gauguin’s best-known paintings, ‘Manao Tupapau’.92 Such ghosts and ghouls haunted the European fin de siècle.

The baggy chapter of ‘Graveyard Stories’ is by far the longest in the book, and abruptly ends the Paumotus part of In the South Seas. The next part, ‘The Gilberts’, in an attempt to bridge the gap in Stevenson’s itinerary, opens with ‘At Honolulu…’.93 For all Stevenson’s scorn for the humdrum data of travel (‘How can anybody care when or why I left Honolulu?’), the reader is bewildered, surely, by the journey from ghosts to the Gilberts via Honolulu.

At this point, however, the travellers on the Equator voyage are introduced and the narrative reasserts itself, shaped by Stevenson’s personal experiences at two firmly-established places, Butaritari and Abemama, each unified (and implicitly contrasted with the other) by the pervasive presence of its particular High Chief. The Butaritari section develops intriguingly, with the Equator’s arrival and Stevenson’s party’s encounter with the stupefied and slumbering town. His portrait of the High Chief, lolling in front of the royal privy, on which ‘two crossed rifles represented fasces’, nicely balances the royal pomp and squalor:

He wore pyjamas which sorrowfully misbecame his bulk; his nose was hooked and cruel, his body overcome with sodden corpulence, his eye timorous and dull; he seemed at once oppressed with drowsiness and held awake by apprehension: a pepper rajah muddled with opium, and listening for the march of a Dutch army, looks perhaps not otherwise.94

This has been freshly written-up in revising what is already a fine piece of writing in the journal, from which an episode of cheap colonial comedy in the manner of Rider Haggard’s King Solomon’s Mines has rightly been removed:

the sovereign but twice condescended to smile, never to speak. The queen on the other hand will retain a lively impression of our visit; for when one of our party played the part of Commander Goode [i.e. Captain Good of King Solomon’s Mines] and snapped his false teeth at her, she became deadly pale and was thenceforth unable to remove her eyes from the performer.95

A passage describing the falling of night around the family dining-table at Butaritari is atmospheric and brilliantly evocative of the various effects of light, and is not merely descriptive, but sets the scene for a missile which ‘struck the table with a rattling smack and rebounded past my ear’.96 The events of the restoration of the taboo and the ensuing festival give the Butaritari section a plot which derives directly from Stevenson’s own experience. The rearrangement of the journal material enhances the narrative and the use of dates has point here (as it does not at Hiva Oa, for example) because the sequence of events has significance.

At Abemama, which provides the best of the four parts of the book, there is no longer an attempt to transcend the personal, to write The South Seas rather than In the South Seas. The cross-references to other islands in pursuit of comparison and generalization have been abandoned and replaced by an entertaining narrative and a powerful character around whom all the material naturally revolves: Tem Binoka, blue-spectacled and memorable, with his Winchester and his reiterated raison d’état, ‘I think mo’ betta’. His domineering presence is one of the main reasons why, as Stevenson said, the Gilberts material forms ‘a compact whole’, and his death and the annexation of the Gilberts by Britain are why, as Stevenson also recognized, this part of In the South Seas captures ‘a real curiosity, a thing that can never be seen again’.97

Stevenson himself died a few months after writing those words, and even the colonial South Seas, the white men’s islands, are now a phase of the past. In the South Seas, for all its imperfections, is a classic of Pacific travel, the work of the best British writer to see the South Seas. Although obsessed with soap, Henry Adams was impressed by Stevenson’s achievement:

For months he has sailed about the islands in wretched trading schooners and stray steamers almost worse than sailing vessels, with such food as he could get, or lived on coral atolls eating bread-fruit and yams, all the time working hard with his pen, and of course always dirty, uncomfortable and poorly served, not to speak of being ill-clothed, which matters little in these parts. He has seen more of the islands than any literary or scientific man ever did before, and knows all he has seen.98

In his edition of Stevenson’s Letters, Colvin mentioned that some of Stevenson’s friends had found parts of the South Sea Letters ‘impersonal and even tedious’, but he added:

As a corrective of this opinion, I may perhaps mention here that there is a certain many-voyaged master-mariner as well as master-writer – no less a person than Mr. Joseph Conrad – who does not at all share it, and prefers In the South Seas to Treasure Island.99

Stevenson had travelled far from Treasure Island.
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NOTE ON THE TEXT

This is a new edition of the work entitled In the South Seas (1896) which Sidney Colvin edited and selected from Stevenson’s South Sea travel writings for the Edinburgh Edition of Stevenson’s works. There are many MSS and proofs with MS corrections of the South Sea material at various stages of composition and revision in four libraries on two continents and several different published versions which would have to be examined and collated before it might be possible to establish exactly what sources Colvin drew on. I have examined Colvin’s text in the light of Stevenson’s original MS journals of his cruises in the Casco and Equator in 1888–9 (HM 2412, Huntington Library, San Marino, California) and the versions published in 1891–2 in Black and White (for the Marquesas and Paumotus material) and the Auckland Star (for the Gilbert Islands material, which was not included in Black and White). Because the 1896 edition may have incorporated revisions by Stevenson I have emended it only when it seemed obviously in error, and I have listed all substantive emendations in an appendix. In addition I have silently corrected some inconsistencies in the 1896 edition (in the use of italics for foreign words, for example) and unmuddled the names of characters in Victor Hugo’s Quatrevingt-treize. In the South Seas has been reprinted for a century but this is the first critically emended edition.
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IN THE SOUTH SEAS

BEING AN ACCOUNT OF

EXPERIENCES AND OBSERVATIONS IN

THE MARQUESAS, PAUMOTUS

AND GILBERT ISLANDS

IN THE COURSE OF TWO CRUISES,

ON THE YACHT CASCO (1888) AND THE

SCHOONER EQUATOR (1889)




PART I

THE MARQUESAS

CHAPTER I

AN ISLAND LANDFALL

For nearly ten years my health had been declining; and for some while before I set forth upon my voyage, I believed I was come to the afterpiece of life, and had only the nurse and undertaker to expect. It was suggested that I should try the South Seas; and I was not unwilling to visit like a ghost, and be carried like a bale, among scenes that had attracted me in youth and health. I chartered accordingly Dr. Merrit’s schooner yacht, the Casco, seventy-four tons register; sailed from San Francisco towards the end of June 1888, visited the eastern islands, and was left early the next year at Honolulu. Hence, lacking courage to return to my old life of the house and sick-room, I set forth to leeward in a trading schooner, the Equator, of a little over seventy tons, spent four months among the atolls (low coral islands) of the Gilbert group, and reached Samoa towards the close of ’89. By that time gratitude and habit were beginning to attach me to the islands; I had gained a competency of strength; I had made friends; I had learned new interests; the time of my voyages had passed like days in fairyland; and I decided to remain. I began to prepare these pages at sea, on a third cruise, in the trading steamer Janet Nicoll. If more days are granted me, they shall be passed where I have found life most pleasant and man most interesting; the axes of my black boys are already clearing the foundations of my future house; and I must learn to address readers from the uttermost parts of the sea.

That I should thus have reversed the verdict of Lord Tennyson’s hero1 is less eccentric than appears. Few men who come to the islands leave them; they grow grey where they alighted; the palm shades and the trade-wind fans them till they die, perhaps cherishing to the last the fancy of a visit home, which is rarely made, more rarely enjoyed, and yet more rarely repeated. No part of the world exerts the same attractive power upon the visitor, and the task before me is to communicate to fireside travellers some sense of its seduction, and to describe the life, at sea and ashore, of many hundred thousand persons, some of our own blood and language, all our contemporaries, and yet as remote in thought and habit as Rob Roy or Barbarossa,2 the Apostles or the Caesars.

The first experience can never be repeated. The first love, the first sunrise, the first South Sea island, are memories apart and touched a virginity of sense. On the 20th of July 1888 the moon was an hour down by four in the morning. In the east a radiating centre of brightness told of the day; and beneath, on the skyline, the morning bank was already building, black as ink. We have all read of the swiftness of the day’s coming and departure in low latitudes; it is a point on which the scientific and sentimental tourist are at one, and has inspired some tasteful poetry. The period certainly varies with the season; but here is one case exactly noted. Although the dawn was thus preparing by four, the sun was not up till six; and it was half-past five before we could distinguish our expected islands from the clouds on the horizon. Eight degrees south, and the day two hours a-coming. The interval was passed on deck in the silence of expectation, the customary thrill of landfall heightened by the strangeness of the shores that we were then approaching. Slowly they took shape in the attenuating darkness. Ua-huna, piling up to a truncated summit, appeared the first upon the starboard bow; almost abeam arose our destination, Nuka-hiva, whelmed in cloud; and betwixt and to the southward, the first rays of the sun displayed the needles of Ua-pu. These pricked about the line of the horizon; like the pinnacles of some ornate and monstrous church, they stood there, in the sparkling brightness of the morning, the fit sign-board of a world of wonders.

Not one soul aboard the Casco had set foot upon the islands, or knew, except by accident, one word of any of the island tongues; and it was with something perhaps of the same anxious pleasure as thrilled the bosom of discoverers that we drew near these problematic shores. The land heaved up in peaks and rising vales; it fell in cliffs and buttresses
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