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CHAPTER I
FOREWORD

I� began �n the sw�mm�ng pool at Glen Ellen. Between sw�ms �t
was our wont to come out and l�e �n the sand and let our sk�ns
breathe the warm a�r and soak �n the sunsh�ne. Roscoe was a
yachtsman. I had followed the sea a b�t. It was �nev�table that we
should talk about boats. We talked about small boats, and the
seaworth�ness of small boats. We �nstanced Capta�n Slocum and h�s
three years’ voyage around the world �n the Spray.

We asserted that we were not afra�d to go around the world �n a
small boat, say forty feet long. We asserted furthermore that we
would l�ke to do �t. We asserted f�nally that there was noth�ng �n th�s
world we’d l�ke better than a chance to do �t.

“Let us do �t,” we sa�d . . . �n fun.
Then I asked Charm�an pr�v�ly �f she’d really care to do �t, and she

sa�d that �t was too good to be true.
The next t�me we breathed our sk�ns �n the sand by the sw�mm�ng

pool I sa�d to Roscoe, “Let us do �t.”
I was �n earnest, and so was he, for he sa�d:
“When shall we start?”
I had a house to bu�ld on the ranch, also an orchard, a v�neyard,

and several hedges to plant, and a number of other th�ngs to do. We
thought we would start �n four or f�ve years. Then the lure of the
adventure began to gr�p us. Why not start at once? We’d never be
younger, any of us. Let the orchard, v�neyard, and hedges be
grow�ng up wh�le we were away. When we came back, they would
be ready for us, and we could l�ve �n the barn wh�le we bu�lt the
house.



So the tr�p was dec�ded upon, and the bu�ld�ng of the Snark began.
We named her the Snark because we could not th�nk of any other
name—th�s �nformat�on �s g�ven for the benef�t of those who
otherw�se m�ght th�nk there �s someth�ng occult �n the name.

Our fr�ends cannot understand why we make th�s voyage. They
shudder, and moan, and ra�se the�r hands. No amount of explanat�on
can make them comprehend that we are mov�ng along the l�ne of
least res�stance; that �t �s eas�er for us to go down to the sea �n a
small sh�p than to rema�n on dry land, just as �t �s eas�er for them to
rema�n on dry land than to go down to the sea �n the small sh�p. Th�s
state of m�nd comes of an undue prom�nence of the ego. They
cannot get away from themselves. They cannot come out of
themselves long enough to see that the�r l�ne of least res�stance �s
not necessar�ly everybody else’s l�ne of least res�stance. They make
of the�r own bundle of des�res, l�kes, and d�sl�kes a yardst�ck
wherew�th to measure the des�res, l�kes, and d�sl�kes of all creatures.
Th�s �s unfa�r. I tell them so. But they cannot get away from the�r own
m�serable egos long enough to hear me. They th�nk I am crazy. In
return, I am sympathet�c. It �s a state of m�nd fam�l�ar to me. We are
all prone to th�nk there �s someth�ng wrong w�th the mental
processes of the man who d�sagrees w�th us.

The ult�mate word �s I LIKE. It l�es beneath ph�losophy, and �s
tw�ned about the heart of l�fe. When ph�losophy has maundered
ponderously for a month, tell�ng the �nd�v�dual what he must do, the
�nd�v�dual says, �n an �nstant, “I LIKE,” and does someth�ng else, and
ph�losophy goes gl�mmer�ng. It �s I LIKE that makes the drunkard dr�nk
and the martyr wear a ha�r sh�rt; that makes one man a reveller and
another man an anchor�te; that makes one man pursue fame,
another gold, another love, and another God. Ph�losophy �s very
often a man’s way of expla�n�ng h�s own I LIKE.

But to return to the Snark, and why I, for one, want to journey �n
her around the world. The th�ngs I l�ke const�tute my set of values.
The th�ng I l�ke most of all �s personal ach�evement—not
ach�evement for the world’s applause, but ach�evement for my own
del�ght. It �s the old “I d�d �t! I d�d �t! W�th my own hands I d�d �t!” But
personal ach�evement, w�th me, must be concrete. I’d rather w�n a



water-f�ght �n the sw�mm�ng pool, or rema�n astr�de a horse that �s
try�ng to get out from under me, than wr�te the great Amer�can novel.
Each man to h�s l�k�ng. Some other fellow would prefer wr�t�ng the
great Amer�can novel to w�nn�ng the water-f�ght or master�ng the
horse.

Poss�bly the proudest ach�evement of my l�fe, my moment of
h�ghest l�v�ng, occurred when I was seventeen. I was �n a three-
masted schooner off the coast of Japan. We were �n a typhoon. All
hands had been on deck most of the n�ght. I was called from my
bunk at seven �n the morn�ng to take the wheel. Not a st�tch of
canvas was set. We were runn�ng before �t under bare poles, yet the
schooner fa�rly tore along. The seas were all of an e�ghth of a m�le
apart, and the w�nd snatched the wh�tecaps from the�r summ�ts,
f�ll�ng. The a�r so th�ck w�th dr�v�ng spray that �t was �mposs�ble to see
more than two waves at a t�me. The schooner was almost
unmanageable, roll�ng her ra�l under to starboard and to port, veer�ng
and yaw�ng anywhere between south-east and south-west, and
threaten�ng, when the huge seas l�fted under her quarter, to broach
to. Had she broached to, she would ult�mately have been reported
lost w�th all hands and no t�d�ngs.

I took the wheel. The sa�l�ng-master watched me for a space. He
was afra�d of my youth, feared that I lacked the strength and the
nerve. But when he saw me successfully wrestle the schooner
through several bouts, he went below to breakfast. Fore and aft, all
hands were below at breakfast. Had she broached to, not one of
them would ever have reached the deck. For forty m�nutes I stood
there alone at the wheel, �n my grasp the w�ldly career�ng schooner
and the l�ves of twenty-two men. Once we were pooped. I saw �t
com�ng, and, half-drowned, w�th tons of water crush�ng me, I
checked the schooner’s rush to broach to. At the end of the hour,
sweat�ng and played out, I was rel�eved. But I had done �t! W�th my
own hands I had done my tr�ck at the wheel and gu�ded a hundred
tons of wood and �ron through a few m�ll�on tons of w�nd and waves.

My del�ght was �n that I had done �t—not �n the fact that twenty-two
men knew I had done �t. W�th�n the year over half of them were dead
and gone, yet my pr�de �n the th�ng performed was not d�m�n�shed by



half. I am w�ll�ng to confess, however, that I do l�ke a small aud�ence.
But �t must be a very small aud�ence, composed of those who love
me and whom I love. When I then accompl�sh personal ach�evement,
I have a feel�ng that I am just�fy�ng the�r love for me. But th�s �s qu�te
apart from the del�ght of the ach�evement �tself. Th�s del�ght �s
pecul�arly my own and does not depend upon w�tnesses. When I
have done some such th�ng, I am exalted. I glow all over. I am aware
of a pr�de �n myself that �s m�ne, and m�ne alone. It �s organ�c. Every
f�bre of me �s thr�ll�ng w�th �t. It �s very natural. It �s a mere matter of
sat�sfact�on at adjustment to env�ronment. It �s success.

L�fe that l�ves �s l�fe successful, and success �s the breath of �ts
nostr�ls. The ach�evement of a d�ff�cult feat �s successful adjustment
to a sternly exact�ng env�ronment. The more d�ff�cult the feat, the
greater the sat�sfact�on at �ts accompl�shment. Thus �t �s w�th the man
who leaps forward from the spr�ngboard, out over the sw�mm�ng
pool, and w�th a backward half-revolut�on of the body, enters the
water head f�rst. Once he leaves the spr�ngboard h�s env�ronment
becomes �mmed�ately savage, and savage the penalty �t w�ll exact
should he fa�l and str�ke the water flat. Of course, the man does not
have to run the r�sk of the penalty. He could rema�n on the bank �n a
sweet and plac�d env�ronment of summer a�r, sunsh�ne, and stab�l�ty.
Only he �s not made that way. In that sw�ft m�d-a�r moment he l�ves
as he could never l�ve on the bank.

As for myself, I’d rather be that man than the fellows who s�t on the
bank and watch h�m. That �s why I am bu�ld�ng the Snark. I am so
made. I l�ke, that �s all. The tr�p around the world means b�g
moments of l�v�ng. Bear w�th me a moment and look at �t. Here am I,
a l�ttle an�mal called a man—a b�t of v�tal�zed matter, one hundred
and s�xty-f�ve pounds of meat and blood, nerve, s�new, bones, and
bra�n,—all of �t soft and tender, suscept�ble to hurt, fall�ble, and fra�l. I
str�ke a l�ght back-handed blow on the nose of an obstreperous
horse, and a bone �n my hand �s broken. I put my head under the
water for f�ve m�nutes, and I am drowned. I fall twenty feet through
the a�r, and I am smashed. I am a creature of temperature. A few
degrees one way, and my f�ngers and ears and toes blacken and
drop off. A few degrees the other way, and my sk�n bl�sters and
shr�vels away from the raw, qu�ver�ng flesh. A few add�t�onal degrees



e�ther way, and the l�fe and the l�ght �n me go out. A drop of po�son
�njected �nto my body from a snake, and I cease to move—for ever I
cease to move. A spl�nter of lead from a r�fle enters my head, and I
am wrapped around �n the eternal blackness.

Fall�ble and fra�l, a b�t of pulsat�ng, jelly-l�ke l�fe—�t �s all I am.
About me are the great natural forces—colossal menaces, T�tans of
destruct�on, unsent�mental monsters that have less concern for me
than I have for the gra�n of sand I crush under my foot. They have no
concern at all for me. They do not know me. They are unconsc�ous,
unmerc�ful, and unmoral. They are the cyclones and tornadoes,
l�ghtn�ng flashes and cloud-bursts, t�de-r�ps and t�dal waves,
undertows and waterspouts, great wh�rls and sucks and edd�es,
earthquakes and volcanoes, surfs that thunder on rock-r�bbed coasts
and seas that leap aboard the largest crafts that float, crush�ng
humans to pulp or l�ck�ng them off �nto the sea and to death—and
these �nsensate monsters do not know that t�ny sens�t�ve creature, all
nerves and weaknesses, whom men call Jack London, and who
h�mself th�nks he �s all r�ght and qu�te a super�or be�ng.

In the maze and chaos of the confl�ct of these vast and draughty
T�tans, �t �s for me to thread my precar�ous way. The b�t of l�fe that �s I
w�ll exult over them. The b�t of l�fe that �s I, �n so far as �t succeeds �n
baffl�ng them or �n b�tt�ng them to �ts serv�ce, w�ll �mag�ne that �t �s
godl�ke. It �s good to r�de the tempest and feel godl�ke. I dare to
assert that for a f�n�te speck of pulsat�ng jelly to feel godl�ke �s a far
more glor�ous feel�ng than for a god to feel godl�ke.

Here �s the sea, the w�nd, and the wave. Here are the seas, the
w�nds, and the waves of all the world. Here �s feroc�ous env�ronment.
And here �s d�ff�cult adjustment, the ach�evement of wh�ch �s del�ght
to the small qu�ver�ng van�ty that �s I. I l�ke. I am so made. It �s my
own part�cular form of van�ty, that �s all.

There �s also another s�de to the voyage of the Snark. Be�ng al�ve,
I want to see, and all the world �s a b�gger th�ng to see than one
small town or valley. We have done l�ttle outl�n�ng of the voyage.
Only one th�ng �s def�n�te, and that �s that our f�rst port of call w�ll be
Honolulu. Beyond a few general �deas, we have no thought of our
next port after Hawa��. We shall make up our m�nds as we get



nearer, �n a general way we know that we shall wander through the
South Seas, take �n Samoa, New Zealand, Tasman�a, Austral�a, New
Gu�nea, Borneo, and Sumatra, and go on up through the Ph�l�pp�nes
to Japan. Then w�ll come Korea, Ch�na, Ind�a, the Red Sea, and the
Med�terranean. After that the voyage becomes too vague to
descr�be, though we know a number of th�ngs we shall surely do,
and we expect to spend from one to several months �n every country
�n Europe.

The Snark �s to be sa�led. There w�ll be a gasolene eng�ne on
board, but �t w�ll be used only �n case of emergency, such as �n bad
water among reefs and shoals, where a sudden calm �n a sw�ft
current leaves a sa�l�ng-boat helpless. The r�g of the Snark �s to be
what �s called the “ketch.” The ketch r�g �s a comprom�se between
the yawl and the schooner. Of late years the yawl r�g has proved the
best for cru�s�ng. The ketch reta�ns the cru�s�ng v�rtues of the yawl,
and �n add�t�on manages to embrace a few of the sa�l�ng v�rtues of
the schooner. The forego�ng must be taken w�th a p�nch of salt. It �s
all theory �n my head. I’ve never sa�led a ketch, nor even seen one.
The theory commends �tself to me. Wa�t t�ll I get out on the ocean,
then I’ll be able to tell more about the cru�s�ng and sa�l�ng qual�t�es of
the ketch.

As or�g�nally planned, the Snark was to be forty feet long on the
water-l�ne. But we d�scovered there was no space for a bath-room,
and for that reason we have �ncreased her length to forty-f�ve feet.
Her greatest beam �s f�fteen feet. She has no house and no hold.
There �s s�x feet of headroom, and the deck �s unbroken save for two
compan�onways and a hatch for’ard. The fact that there �s no house
to break the strength of the deck w�ll make us feel safer �n case great
seas thunder the�r tons of water down on board. A large and roomy
cockp�t, sunk beneath the deck, w�th h�gh ra�l and self-ba�l�ng, w�ll
make our rough-weather days and n�ghts more comfortable.

There w�ll be no crew. Or, rather, Charm�an, Roscoe, and I are the
crew. We are go�ng to do the th�ng w�th our own hands. W�th our own
hands we’re go�ng to c�rcumnav�gate the globe. Sa�l her or s�nk her,
w�th our own hands we’ll do �t. Of course there w�ll be a cook and a
cab�n-boy. Why should we stew over a stove, wash d�shes, and set



the table? We could stay on land �f we wanted to do those th�ngs.
Bes�des, we’ve got to stand watch and work the sh�p. And also, I’ve
got to work at my trade of wr�t�ng �n order to feed us and to get new
sa�ls and tackle and keep the Snark �n eff�c�ent work�ng order. And
then there’s the ranch; I’ve got to keep the v�neyard, orchard, and
hedges grow�ng.

When we �ncreased the length of the Snark �n order to get space
for a bath-room, we found that all the space was not requ�red by the
bath-room. Because of th�s, we �ncreased the s�ze of the eng�ne.
Seventy horse-power our eng�ne �s, and s�nce we expect �t to dr�ve
us along at a n�ne-knot cl�p, we do not know the name of a r�ver w�th
a current sw�ft enough to defy us.

We expect to do a lot of �nland work. The smallness of the Snark
makes th�s poss�ble. When we enter the land, out go the masts and
on goes the eng�ne. There are the canals of Ch�na, and the Yang-tse
R�ver. We shall spend months on them �f we can get perm�ss�on from
the government. That w�ll be the one obstacle to our �nland voyag�ng
—governmental perm�ss�on. But �f we can get that perm�ss�on, there
�s scarcely a l�m�t to the �nland voyag�ng we can do.

When we come to the N�le, why we can go up the N�le. We can go
up the Danube to V�enna, up the Thames to London, and we can go
up the Se�ne to Par�s and moor oppos�te the Lat�n Quarter w�th a
bow-l�ne out to Notre Dame and a stern-l�ne fast to the Morgue. We
can leave the Med�terranean and go up the Rhône to Lyons, there
enter the Saône, cross from the Saône to the Ma�ne through the
Canal de Bourgogne, and from the Marne enter the Se�ne and go out
the Se�ne at Havre. When we cross the Atlant�c to the Un�ted States,
we can go up the Hudson, pass through the Er�e Canal, cross the
Great Lakes, leave Lake M�ch�gan at Ch�cago, ga�n the M�ss�ss�pp�
by way of the Ill�no�s R�ver and the connect�ng canal, and go down
the M�ss�ss�pp� to the Gulf of Mex�co. And then there are the great
r�vers of South Amer�ca. We’ll know someth�ng about geography
when we get back to Cal�forn�a.

People that bu�ld houses are often sore perplexed; but �f they
enjoy the stra�n of �t, I’ll adv�se them to bu�ld a boat l�ke the Snark.
Just cons�der, for a moment, the stra�n of deta�l. Take the eng�ne.



What �s the best k�nd of eng�ne—the two cycle? three cycle? four
cycle? My l�ps are mut�lated w�th all k�nds of strange jargon, my m�nd
�s mut�lated w�th st�ll stranger �deas and �s foot-sore and weary from
travell�ng �n new and rocky realms of thought.—Ign�t�on methods;
shall �t be make-and-break or jump-spark? Shall dry cells or storage
batter�es be used? A storage battery commends �tself, but �t requ�res
a dynamo. How powerful a dynamo? And when we have �nstalled a
dynamo and a storage battery, �t �s s�mply r�d�culous not to l�ght the
boat w�th electr�c�ty. Then comes the d�scuss�on of how many l�ghts
and how many candle-power. It �s a splend�d �dea. But electr�c l�ghts
w�ll demand a more powerful storage battery, wh�ch, �n turn,
demands a more powerful dynamo.

And now that we’ve gone �n for �t, why not have a searchl�ght? It
would be tremendously useful. But the searchl�ght needs so much
electr�c�ty that when �t runs �t w�ll put all the other l�ghts out of
comm�ss�on. Aga�n we travel the weary road �n the quest after more
power for storage battery and dynamo. And then, when �t �s f�nally
solved, some one asks, “What �f the eng�ne breaks down?” And we
collapse. There are the s�del�ghts, the b�nnacle l�ght, and the anchor
l�ght. Our very l�ves depend upon them. So we have to f�t the boat
throughout w�th o�l lamps as well.

But we are not done w�th that eng�ne yet. The eng�ne �s powerful.
We are two small men and a small woman. It w�ll break our hearts
and our backs to ho�st anchor by hand. Let the eng�ne do �t. And
then comes the problem of how to convey power for’ard from the
eng�ne to the w�nch. And by the t�me all th�s �s settled, we red�str�bute
the allotments of space to the eng�ne-room, galley, bath-room, state-
rooms, and cab�n, and beg�n all over aga�n. And when we have
sh�fted the eng�ne, I send off a telegram of g�bber�sh to �ts makers at
New York, someth�ng l�ke th�s: Toggle-jo�nt abandoned change
thrust-bear�ng accord�ngly d�stance from forward s�de of flywheel to
face of stern post s�xteen feet s�x �nches.

Just potter around �n quest of the best steer�ng gear, or try to
dec�de whether you w�ll set up your r�gg�ng w�th old-fash�oned
lanyards or w�th turnbuckles, �f you want stra�n of deta�l. Shall the
b�nnacle be located �n front of the wheel �n the centre of the beam, or



shall �t be located to one s�de �n front of the wheel?—there’s room
r�ght there for a l�brary of sea-dog controversy. Then there’s the
problem of gasolene, f�fteen hundred gallons of �t—what are the
safest ways to tank �t and p�pe �t? and wh�ch �s the best f�re-
ext�ngu�sher for a gasolene f�re? Then there �s the pretty problem of
the l�fe-boat and the stowage of the same. And when that �s f�n�shed,
come the cook and cab�n-boy to confront one w�th n�ghtmare
poss�b�l�t�es. It �s a small boat, and we’ll be packed close together.
The servant-g�rl problem of landsmen pales to �ns�gn�f�cance. We d�d
select one cab�n-boy, and by that much were our troubles eased.
And then the cab�n-boy fell �n love and res�gned.

And �n the meanwh�le how �s a fellow to f�nd t�me to study
nav�gat�on—when he �s d�v�ded between these problems and the
earn�ng of the money wherew�th to settle the problems? Ne�ther
Roscoe nor I know anyth�ng about nav�gat�on, and the summer �s
gone, and we are about to start, and the problems are th�cker than
ever, and the treasury �s stuffed w�th empt�ness. Well, anyway, �t
takes years to learn seamansh�p, and both of us are seamen. If we
don’t f�nd the t�me, we’ll lay �n the books and �nstruments and teach
ourselves nav�gat�on on the ocean between San Franc�sco and
Hawa��.

There �s one unfortunate and perplex�ng phase of the voyage of
the Snark. Roscoe, who �s to be my co-nav�gator, �s a follower of
one, Cyrus R. Teed. Now Cyrus R. Teed has a d�fferent cosmology
from the one generally accepted, and Roscoe shares h�s v�ews.
Wherefore Roscoe bel�eves that the surface of the earth �s concave
and that we l�ve on the �ns�de of a hollow sphere. Thus, though we
shall sa�l on the one boat, the Snark, Roscoe w�ll journey around the
world on the �ns�de, wh�le I shall journey around on the outs�de. But
of th�s, more anon. We threaten to be of the one m�nd before the
voyage �s completed. I am conf�dent that I shall convert h�m �nto
mak�ng the journey on the outs�de, wh�le he �s equally conf�dent that
before we arr�ve back �n San Franc�sco I shall be on the �ns�de of the
earth. How he �s go�ng to get me through the crust I don’t know, but
Roscoe �s ay a masterful man.
 



P.S.—That eng�ne! Wh�le we’ve got �t, and the dynamo, and the
storage battery, why not have an �ce-mach�ne? Ice �n the trop�cs! It �s
more necessary than bread. Here goes for the �ce-mach�ne! Now I
am plunged �nto chem�stry, and my l�ps hurt, and my m�nd hurts, and
how am I ever to f�nd the t�me to study nav�gat�on?



CHAPTER II
THE INCONCEIVABLE AND MONSTROUS

“S���� no money,” I sa�d to Roscoe. “Let everyth�ng on the Snark
be of the best. And never m�nd decorat�on. Pla�n p�ne boards �s good
enough f�n�sh�ng for me. But put the money �nto the construct�on. Let
the Snark be as staunch and strong as any boat afloat. Never m�nd
what �t costs to make her staunch and strong; you see that she �s
made staunch and strong, and I’ll go on wr�t�ng and earn�ng the
money to pay for �t.”

And I d�d . . . as well as I could; for the Snark ate up money faster
than I could earn �t. In fact, every l�ttle wh�le I had to borrow money
w�th wh�ch to supplement my earn�ngs. Now I borrowed one
thousand dollars, now I borrowed two thousand dollars, and now I
borrowed f�ve thousand dollars. And all the t�me I went on work�ng
every day and s�nk�ng the earn�ngs �n the venture. I worked Sundays
as well, and I took no hol�days. But �t was worth �t. Every t�me I
thought of the Snark I knew she was worth �t.

For know, gentle reader, the staunchness of the Snark. She �s
forty-f�ve feet long on the waterl�ne. Her garboard strake �s three
�nches th�ck; her plank�ng two and one-half �nches th�ck; her deck-
plank�ng two �nches th�ck and �n all her plank�ng there are no butts. I
know, for I ordered that plank�ng espec�ally from Puget Sound. Then
the Snark has four water-t�ght compartments, wh�ch �s to say that her
length �s broken by three water-t�ght bulkheads. Thus, no matter how
large a leak the Snark may spr�ng, Only one compartment can f�ll
w�th water. The other three compartments w�ll keep her afloat,
anyway, and, bes�des, w�ll enable us to mend the leak. There �s
another v�rtue �n these bulkheads. The last compartment of all, �n the
very stern, conta�ns s�x tanks that carry over one thousand gallons of



gasolene. Now gasolene �s a very dangerous art�cle to carry �n bulk
on a small craft far out on the w�de ocean. But when the s�x tanks
that do not leak are themselves conta�ned �n a compartment
hermet�cally sealed off from the rest of the boat, the danger w�ll be
seen to be very small �ndeed.

The Snark �s a sa�l-boat. She was bu�lt pr�mar�ly to sa�l. But
�nc�dentally, as an aux�l�ary, a seventy-horse-power eng�ne was
�nstalled. Th�s �s a good, strong eng�ne. I ought to know. I pa�d for �t
to come out all the way from New York C�ty. Then, on deck, above
the eng�ne, �s a w�ndlass. It �s a magn�f�cent affa�r. It we�ghs several
hundred pounds and takes up no end of deck-room. You see, �t �s
r�d�culous to ho�st up anchor by hand-power when there �s a seventy-
horse-power eng�ne on board. So we �nstalled the w�ndlass,
transm�tt�ng power to �t from the eng�ne by means of a gear and
cast�ngs spec�ally made �n a San Franc�sco foundry.

The Snark was made for comfort, and no expense was spared �n
th�s regard. There �s the bath-room, for �nstance, small and compact,
�t �s true, but conta�n�ng all the conven�ences of any bath-room upon
land. The bath-room �s a beaut�ful dream of schemes and dev�ces,
pumps, and levers, and sea-valves. Why, �n the course of �ts
bu�ld�ng, I used to l�e awake n�ghts th�nk�ng about that bath-room.
And next to the bath-room come the l�fe-boat and the launch. They
are carr�ed on deck, and they take up what l�ttle space m�ght have
been left us for exerc�se. But then, they beat l�fe �nsurance; and the
prudent man, even �f he has bu�lt as staunch and strong a craft as
the Snark, w�ll see to �t that he has a good l�fe-boat as well. And ours
�s a good one. It �s a dandy. It was st�pulated to cost one hundred
and f�fty dollars, and when I came to pay the b�ll, �t turned out to be
three hundred and n�nety-f�ve dollars. That shows how good a l�fe-
boat �t �s.

I could go on at great length relat�ng the var�ous v�rtues and
excellences of the Snark, but I refra�n. I have bragged enough as �t
�s, and I have bragged to a purpose, as w�ll be seen before my tale �s
ended. And please remember �ts t�tle, “The Inconce�vable and
Monstrous.” It was planned that the Snark should sa�l on October 1,
1906. That she d�d not so sa�l was �nconce�vable and monstrous.



There was no val�d reason for not sa�l�ng except that she was not
ready to sa�l, and there was no conce�vable reason why she was not
ready. She was prom�sed on November f�rst, on November f�fteenth,
on December f�rst; and yet she was never ready. On December f�rst
Charm�an and I left the sweet, clean Sonoma country and came
down to l�ve �n the st�fl�ng c�ty—but not for long, oh, no, only for two
weeks, for we would sa�l on December f�fteenth. And I guess we
ought to know, for Roscoe sa�d so, and �t was on h�s adv�ce that we
came to the c�ty to stay two weeks. Alas, the two weeks went by, four
weeks went by, s�x weeks went by, e�ght weeks went by, and we
were farther away from sa�l�ng than ever. Expla�n �t? Who?—me? I
can’t. It �s the one th�ng �n all my l�fe that I have backed down on.
There �s no expla�n�ng �t; �f there were, I’d do �t. I, who am an art�san
of speech, confess my �nab�l�ty to expla�n why the Snark was not
ready. As I have sa�d, and as I must repeat, �t was �nconce�vable and
monstrous.

The e�ght weeks became s�xteen weeks, and then, one day,
Roscoe cheered us up by say�ng: “If we don’t sa�l before Apr�l f�rst,
you can use my head for a football.”

Two weeks later he sa�d, “I’m gett�ng my head �n tra�n�ng for that
match.”

“Never m�nd,” Charm�an and I sa�d to each other; “th�nk of the
wonderful boat �t �s go�ng to be when �t �s completed.”

Whereat we would rehearse for our mutual encouragement the
man�fold v�rtues and excellences of the Snark. Also, I would borrow
more money, and I would get down closer to my desk and wr�te
harder, and I refused hero�cally to take a Sunday off and go out �nto
the h�lls w�th my fr�ends. I was bu�ld�ng a boat, and by the eternal �t
was go�ng to be a boat, and a boat spelled out all �n cap�tals—B—O
—A—T; and no matter what �t cost I d�dn’t care. So long as �t was a B
O A T.

And, oh, there �s one other excellence of the Snark, upon wh�ch I
must brag, namely, her bow. No sea could ever come over �t. It
laughs at the sea, that bow does; �t challenges the sea; �t snorts
def�ance at the sea. And w�thal �t �s a beaut�ful bow; the l�nes of �t are
dreaml�ke; I doubt �f ever a boat was blessed w�th a more beaut�ful



and at the same t�me a more capable bow. It was made to punch
storms. To touch that bow �s to rest one’s hand on the cosm�c nose
of th�ngs. To look at �t �s to real�ze that expense cut no f�gure where �t
was concerned. And every t�me our sa�l�ng was delayed, or a new
expense was tacked on, we thought of that wonderful bow and were
content.

The Snark �s a small boat. When I f�gured seven thousand dollars
as her generous cost, I was both generous and correct. I have bu�lt
barns and houses, and I know the pecul�ar tra�t such th�ngs have of
runn�ng past the�r est�mated cost. Th�s knowledge was m�ne, was
already m�ne, when I est�mated the probable cost of the bu�ld�ng of
the Snark at seven thousand dollars. Well, she cost th�rty thousand.
Now don’t ask me, please. It �s the truth. I s�gned the cheques and I
ra�sed the money. Of course there �s no expla�n�ng �t, �nconce�vable
and monstrous �s what �t �s, as you w�ll agree, I know, ere my tale �s
done.

Then there was the matter of delay. I dealt w�th forty-seven
d�fferent k�nds of un�on men and w�th one hundred and f�fteen
d�fferent f�rms. And not one un�on man and not one f�rm of all the
un�on men and all the f�rms ever del�vered anyth�ng at the t�me
agreed upon, nor ever was on t�me for anyth�ng except pay-day and
b�ll-collect�on. Men pledged me the�r �mmortal souls that they would
del�ver a certa�n th�ng on a certa�n date; as a rule, after such
pledg�ng, they rarely exceeded be�ng three months late �n del�very.
And so �t went, and Charm�an and I consoled each other by say�ng
what a splend�d boat the Snark was, so staunch and strong; also, we
would get �nto the small boat and row around the Snark, and gloat
over her unbel�evably wonderful bow.

“Th�nk,” I would say to Charm�an, “of a gale off the Ch�na coast,
and of the Snark hove to, that splend�d bow of hers dr�v�ng �nto the
storm. Not a drop w�ll come over that bow. She’ll be as dry as a
feather, and we’ll be all below play�ng wh�st wh�le the gale howls.”

And Charm�an would press my hand enthus�ast�cally and excla�m:
“It’s worth every b�t of �t—the delay, and expense, and worry, and all
the rest. Oh, what a truly wonderful boat!”



Whenever I looked at the bow of the Snark or thought of her
water-t�ght compartments, I was encouraged. Nobody else, however,
was encouraged. My fr�ends began to make bets aga�nst the var�ous
sa�l�ng dates of the Snark. Mr. W�get, who was left beh�nd �n charge
of our Sonoma ranch was the f�rst to cash h�s bet. He collected on
New Year’s Day, 1907. After that the bets came fast and fur�ous. My
fr�ends surrounded me l�ke a gang of harp�es, mak�ng bets aga�nst
every sa�l�ng date I set. I was rash, and I was stubborn. I bet, and I
bet, and I cont�nued to bet; and I pa�d them all. Why, the women-k�nd
of my fr�ends grew so brave that those among them who never bet
before began to bet w�th me. And I pa�d them, too.

“Never m�nd,” sa�d Charm�an to me; “just th�nk of that bow and of
be�ng hove to on the Ch�na Seas.”

“You see,” I sa�d to my fr�ends, when I pa�d the latest bunch of
wagers, “ne�ther trouble nor cash �s be�ng spared �n mak�ng the
Snark the most seaworthy craft that ever sa�led out through the
Golden Gate—that �s what causes all the delay.”

In the meant�me ed�tors and publ�shers w�th whom I had contracts
pestered me w�th demands for explanat�ons. But how could I expla�n
to them, when I was unable to expla�n to myself, or when there was
nobody, not even Roscoe, to expla�n to me? The newspapers began
to laugh at me, and to publ�sh rhymes anent the Snark’s departure
w�th refra�ns l�ke, “Not yet, but soon.” And Charm�an cheered me up
by rem�nd�ng me of the bow, and I went to a banker and borrowed
f�ve thousand more. There was one recompense for the delay,
however. A fr�end of m�ne, who happens to be a cr�t�c, wrote a roast
of me, of all I had done, and of all I ever was go�ng to do; and he
planned to have �t publ�shed after I was out on the ocean. I was st�ll
on shore when �t came out, and he has been busy expla�n�ng ever
s�nce.

And the t�me cont�nued to go by. One th�ng was becom�ng
apparent, namely, that �t was �mposs�ble to f�n�sh the Snark �n San
Franc�sco. She had been so long �n the bu�ld�ng that she was
beg�nn�ng to break down and wear out. In fact, she had reached the
stage where she was break�ng down faster than she could be
repa�red. She had become a joke. Nobody took her ser�ously; least



of all the men who worked on her. I sa�d we would sa�l just as she
was and f�n�sh bu�ld�ng her �n Honolulu. Promptly she sprang a leak
that had to be attended to before we could sa�l. I started her for the
boat-ways. Before she got to them she was caught between two
huge barges and rece�ved a v�gorous crush�ng. We got her on the
ways, and, part way along, the ways spread and dropped her
through, stern-f�rst, �nto the mud.

It was a pretty tangle, a job for wreckers, not boat-bu�lders. There
are two h�gh t�des every twenty-four hours, and at every h�gh t�de,
n�ght and day, for a week, there were two steam tugs pull�ng and
haul�ng on the Snark. There she was, stuck, fallen between the ways
and stand�ng on her stern. Next, and wh�le st�ll �n that pred�cament,
we started to use the gears and cast�ngs made �n the local foundry
whereby power was conveyed from the eng�ne to the w�ndlass. It
was the f�rst t�me we ever tr�ed to use that w�ndlass. The cast�ngs
had flaws; they shattered asunder, the gears ground together, and
the w�ndlass was out of comm�ss�on. Follow�ng upon that, the
seventy-horse-power eng�ne went out of comm�ss�on. Th�s eng�ne
came from New York; so d�d �ts bed-plate; there was a flaw �n the
bed-plate; there were a lot of flaws �n the bed-plate; and the seventy-
horse-power eng�ne broke away from �ts shattered foundat�ons,
reared up �n the a�r, smashed all connect�ons and fasten�ngs, and fell
over on �ts s�de. And the Snark cont�nued to st�ck between the
spread ways, and the two tugs cont�nued to haul va�nly upon her.

“Never m�nd,” sa�d Charm�an, “th�nk of what a staunch, strong boat
she �s.”

“Yes,” sa�d I, “and of that beaut�ful bow.”
So we took heart and went at �t aga�n. The ru�ned eng�ne was

lashed down on �ts rotten foundat�on; the smashed cast�ngs and
cogs of the power transm�ss�on were taken down and stored away—
all for the purpose of tak�ng them to Honolulu where repa�rs and new
cast�ngs could be made. Somewhere �n the d�m past the Snark had
rece�ved on the outs�de one coat of wh�te pa�nt. The �ntent�on of the
colour was st�ll ev�dent, however, when one got �t �n the r�ght l�ght.
The Snark had never rece�ved any pa�nt on the �ns�de. On the
contrary, she was coated �nches th�ck w�th the grease and tobacco-



ju�ce of the mult�tud�nous mechan�cs who had to�led upon her. Never
m�nd, we sa�d; the grease and f�lth could be planed off, and later,
when we fetched Honolulu, the Snark could be pa�nted at the same
t�me as she was be�ng rebu�lt.

By ma�n strength and sweat we dragged the Snark off from the
wrecked ways and la�d her alongs�de the Oakland C�ty Wharf. The
drays brought all the outf�t from home, the books and blankets and
personal luggage. Along w�th th�s, everyth�ng else came on board �n
a torrent of confus�on—wood and coal, water and water-tanks,
vegetables, prov�s�ons, o�l, the l�fe-boat and the launch, all our
fr�ends, all the fr�ends of our fr�ends and those who cla�med to be
the�r fr�ends, to say noth�ng of some of the fr�ends of the fr�ends of
the fr�ends of our crew. Also there were reporters, and
photographers, and strangers, and cranks, and f�nally, and over all,
clouds of coal-dust from the wharf.

We were to sa�l Sunday at eleven, and Saturday afternoon had
arr�ved. The crowd on the wharf and the coal-dust were th�cker than
ever. In one pocket I carr�ed a cheque-book, a founta�n-pen, a dater,
and a blotter; �n another pocket I carr�ed between one and two
thousand dollars �n paper money and gold. I was ready for the
cred�tors, cash for the small ones and cheques for the large ones,
and was wa�t�ng only for Roscoe to arr�ve w�th the balances of the
accounts of the hundred and f�fteen f�rms who had delayed me so
many months. And then—

And then the �nconce�vable and monstrous happened once more.
Before Roscoe could arr�ve there arr�ved another man. He was a
Un�ted States marshal. He tacked a not�ce on the Snark’s brave
mast so that all on the wharf could read that the Snark had been
l�belled for debt. The marshal left a l�ttle old man �n charge of the
Snark, and h�mself went away. I had no longer any control of the
Snark, nor of her wonderful bow. The l�ttle old man was now her lord
and master, and I learned that I was pay�ng h�m three dollars a day
for be�ng lord and master. Also, I learned the name of the man who
had l�belled the Snark. It was Sellers; the debt was two hundred and
th�rty-two dollars; and the deed was no more than was to be



expected from the possessor of such a name. Sellers! Ye gods!
Sellers!

But who under the sun was Sellers? I looked �n my cheque-book
and saw that two weeks before I had made h�m out a cheque for f�ve
hundred dollars. Other cheque-books showed me that dur�ng the
many months of the bu�ld�ng of the Snark I had pa�d h�m several
thousand dollars. Then why �n the name of common decency hadn’t
he tr�ed to collect h�s m�serable l�ttle balance �nstead of l�bell�ng the
Snark? I thrust my hands �nto my pockets, and �n one pocket
encountered the cheque-hook and the dater and the pen, and �n the
other pocket the gold money and the paper money. There was the
wherew�thal to settle h�s p�t�ful account a few score of t�mes and over
—why hadn’t he g�ven me a chance? There was no explanat�on; �t
was merely the �nconce�vable and monstrous.

To make the matter worse, the Snark had been l�belled late
Saturday afternoon; and though I sent lawyers and agents all over
Oakland and San Franc�sco, ne�ther Un�ted States judge, nor Un�ted
States marshal, nor Mr. Sellers, nor Mr. Sellers’ attorney, nor
anybody could be found. They were all out of town for the weekend.
And so the Snark d�d not sa�l Sunday morn�ng at eleven. The l�ttle
old man was st�ll �n charge, and he sa�d no. And Charm�an and I
walked out on an oppos�te wharf and took consolat�on �n the Snark’s
wonderful bow and thought of all the gales and typhoons �t would
proudly punch.

“A bourgeo�s tr�ck,” I sa�d to Charm�an, speak�ng of Mr. Sellers and
h�s l�bel; “a petty trader’s pan�c. But never m�nd; our troubles w�ll
cease when once we are away from th�s and out on the w�de ocean.”

And �n the end we sa�led away, on Tuesday morn�ng, Apr�l 23,
1907. We started rather lame, I confess. We had to ho�st anchor by
hand, because the power transm�ss�on was a wreck. Also, what
rema�ned of our seventy-horse-power eng�ne was lashed down for
ballast on the bottom of the Snark. But what of such th�ngs? They
could be f�xed �n Honolulu, and �n the meant�me th�nk of the
magn�f�cent rest of the boat! It �s true, the eng�ne �n the launch
wouldn’t run, and the l�fe-boat leaked l�ke a s�eve; but then they
weren’t the Snark; they were mere appurtenances. The th�ngs that



counted were the water-t�ght bulkheads, the sol�d plank�ng w�thout
butts, the bath-room dev�ces—they were the Snark. And then there
was, greatest of all, that noble, w�nd-punch�ng bow.

We sa�led out through the Golden Gate and set our course south
toward that part of the Pac�f�c where we could hope to p�ck up w�th
the north-east trades. And r�ght away th�ngs began to happen. I had
calculated that youth was the stuff for a voyage l�ke that of the Snark,
and I had taken three youths—the eng�neer, the cook, and the cab�n-
boy. My calculat�on was only two-th�rds off; I had forgotten to
calculate on seas�ck youth, and I had two of them, the cook and the
cab�n boy. They �mmed�ately took to the�r bunks, and that was the
end of the�r usefulness for a week to come. It w�ll be understood,
from the forego�ng, that we d�d not have the hot meals we m�ght
have had, nor were th�ngs kept clean and orderly down below. But �t
d�d not matter very much anyway, for we qu�ckly d�scovered that our
box of oranges had at some t�me been frozen; that our box of apples
was mushy and spo�l�ng; that the crate of cabbages, spo�led before �t
was ever del�vered to us, had to go overboard �nstanter; that
kerosene had been sp�lled on the carrots, and that the turn�ps were
woody and the beets rotten, wh�le the k�ndl�ng was dead wood that
wouldn’t burn, and the coal, del�vered �n rotten potato-sacks, had
sp�lled all over the deck and was wash�ng through the scuppers.

But what d�d �t matter? Such th�ngs were mere accessor�es. There
was the boat—she was all r�ght, wasn’t she? I strolled along the deck
and �n one m�nute counted fourteen butts �n the beaut�ful plank�ng
ordered spec�ally from Puget Sound �n order that there should be no
butts �n �t. Also, that deck leaked, and �t leaked badly. It drowned
Roscoe out of h�s bunk and ru�ned the tools �n the eng�ne-room, to
say noth�ng of the prov�s�ons �t ru�ned �n the galley. Also, the s�des of
the Snark leaked, and the bottom leaked, and we had to pump her
every day to keep her afloat. The floor of the galley �s a couple of
feet above the �ns�de bottom of the Snark; and yet I have stood on
the floor of the galley, try�ng to snatch a cold b�te, and been wet to
the knees by the water churn�ng around �ns�de four hours after the
last pump�ng.



Then those magn�f�cent water-t�ght compartments that cost so
much t�me and money—well, they weren’t water-t�ght after all. The
water moved free as the a�r from one compartment to another;
furthermore, a strong smell of gasolene from the after compartment
leads me to suspect that some one or more of the half-dozen tanks
there stored have sprung a leak. The tanks leak, and they are not
hermet�cally sealed �n the�r compartment. Then there was the bath-
room w�th �ts pumps and levers and sea-valves—�t went out of
comm�ss�on �ns�de the f�rst twenty hours. Powerful �ron levers broke
off short �n one’s hand when one tr�ed to pump w�th them. The bath-
room was the sw�ftest wreck of any port�on of the Snark.

And the �ron-work on the Snark, no matter what �ts source, proved
to be mush. For �nstance, the bed-plate of the eng�ne came from
New York, and �t was mush; so were the cast�ng and gears for the
w�ndlass that came from San Franc�sco. And f�nally, there was the
wrought �ron used �n the r�gg�ng, that carr�ed away �n all d�rect�ons
when the f�rst stra�ns were put upon �t. Wrought �ron, m�nd you, and �t
snapped l�ke macaron�.

A gooseneck on the gaff of the ma�nsa�l broke short off. We
replaced �t w�th the gooseneck from the gaff of the storm trysa�l, and
the second gooseneck broke short off �ns�de f�fteen m�nutes of use,
and, m�nd you, �t had been taken from the gaff of the storm trysa�l,
upon wh�ch we would have depended �n t�me of storm. At the
present moment the Snark tra�ls her ma�nsa�l l�ke a broken w�ng, the
gooseneck be�ng replaced by a rough lash�ng. We’ll see �f we can
get honest �ron �n Honolulu.

Man had betrayed us and sent us to sea �n a s�eve, but the Lord
must have loved us, for we had calm weather �n wh�ch to learn that
we must pump every day �n order to keep afloat, and that more trust
could be placed �n a wooden toothp�ck than �n the most mass�ve
p�ece of �ron to be found aboard. As the staunchness and the
strength of the Snark went gl�mmer�ng, Charm�an and I p�nned our
fa�th more and more to the Snark’s wonderful bow. There was
noth�ng else left to p�n to. It was all �nconce�vable and monstrous, we
knew, but that bow, at least, was rat�onal. And then, one even�ng, we
started to heave to.



How shall I descr�be �t? F�rst of all, for the benef�t of the tyro, let
me expla�n that heav�ng to �s that sea manœuvre wh�ch, by means of
short and balanced canvas, compels a vessel to r�de bow-on to w�nd
and sea. When the w�nd �s too strong, or the sea �s too h�gh, a vessel
of the s�ze of the Snark can heave to w�th ease, whereupon there �s
no more work to do on deck. Nobody needs to steer. The lookout �s
superfluous. All hands can go below and sleep or play wh�st.

Well, �t was blow�ng half of a small summer gale, when I told
Roscoe we’d heave to. N�ght was com�ng on. I had been steer�ng
nearly all day, and all hands on deck (Roscoe and Bert and
Charm�an) were t�red, wh�le all hands below were seas�ck. It
happened that we had already put two reefs �n the b�g ma�nsa�l. The
fly�ng-j�b and the j�b were taken �n, and a reef put �n the fore-staysa�l.
The m�zzen was also taken �n. About th�s t�me the fly�ng j�b-boom
bur�ed �tself �n a sea and broke short off. I started to put the wheel
down �n order to heave to. The Snark at the moment was roll�ng �n
the trough. She cont�nued roll�ng �n the trough. I put the spokes down
harder and harder. She never budged from the trough. (The trough,
gentle reader, �s the most dangerous pos�t�on all �n wh�ch to lay a
vessel.) I put the wheel hard down, and st�ll the Snark rolled �n the
trough. E�ght po�nts was the nearest I could get her to the w�nd. I had
Roscoe and Bert come �n on the ma�n-sheet. The Snark rolled on �n
the trough, now putt�ng her ra�l under on one s�de and now under on
the other s�de.

Aga�n the �nconce�vable and monstrous was show�ng �ts gr�zzly
head. It was grotesque, �mposs�ble. I refused to bel�eve �t. Under
double-reefed ma�nsa�l and s�ngle-reefed staysa�l the Snark refused
to heave to. We flattened the ma�nsa�l down. It d�d not alter the
Snark’s course a tenth of a degree. We slacked the ma�nsa�l off w�th
no more result. We set a storm trysa�l on the m�zzen, and took �n the
ma�nsa�l. No change. The Snark ro�led on �n the trough. That
beaut�ful bow of hers refused to come up and face the w�nd.

Next we took �n the reefed staysa�l. Thus, the only b�t of canvas
left on her was the storm trysa�l on the m�zzen. If anyth�ng would
br�ng her bow up to the w�nd, that would. Maybe you won’t bel�eve
me when I say �t fa�led, but I do say �t fa�led. And I say �t fa�led



because I saw �t fa�l, and not because I bel�eve �t fa�led. I don’t
bel�eve �t d�d fa�l. It �s unbel�evable, and I am not tell�ng you what I
bel�eve; I am tell�ng you what I saw.

Now, gentle reader, what would you do �f you were on a small
boat, roll�ng �n the trough of the sea, a trysa�l on that small boat’s
stern that was unable to sw�ng the bow up �nto the w�nd? Get out the
sea-anchor. It’s just what we d�d. We had a patent one, made to
order and warranted not to d�ve. Imag�ne a hoop of steel that serves
to keep open the mouth of a large, con�cal, canvas bag, and you
have a sea-anchor. Well, we made a l�ne fast to the sea-anchor and
to the bow of the Snark, and then dropped the sea-anchor
overboard. It promptly d�ved. We had a tr�pp�ng l�ne on �t, so we
tr�pped the sea-anchor and hauled �t �n. We attached a b�g t�mber as
a float, and dropped the sea-anchor over aga�n. Th�s t�me �t floated.
The l�ne to the bow grew taut. The trysa�l on the m�zzen tended to
sw�ng the bow �nto the w�nd, but, �n sp�te of th�s tendency, the Snark
calmly took that sea-anchor �n her teeth, and went on ahead,
dragg�ng �t after her, st�ll �n the trough of the sea. And there you are.
We even took �n the trysa�l, ho�sted the full m�zzen �n �ts place, and
hauled the full m�zzen down flat, and the Snark wallowed �n the
trough and dragged the sea-anchor beh�nd her. Don’t bel�eve me. I
don’t bel�eve �t myself. I am merely tell�ng you what I saw.

Now I leave �t to you. Who ever heard of a sa�l�ng-boat that
wouldn’t heave to?—that wouldn’t heave to w�th a sea-anchor to help
�t? Out of my br�ef exper�ence w�th boats I know I never d�d. And I
stood on deck and looked on the naked face of the �nconce�vable
and monstrous—the Snark that wouldn’t heave to. A stormy n�ght
w�th broken moonl�ght had come on. There was a splash of wet �n
the a�r, and up to w�ndward there was a prom�se of ra�n-squalls; and
then there was the trough of the sea, cold and cruel �n the moonl�ght,
�n wh�ch the Snark complacently rolled. And then we took �n the sea-
anchor and the m�zzen, ho�sted the reefed staysa�l, ran the Snark off
before �t, and went below—not to the hot meal that should have
awa�ted us, but to skate across the slush and sl�me on the cab�n
floor, where cook and cab�n-boy lay l�ke dead men �n the�r bunks,
and to l�e down �n our own bunks, w�th our clothes on ready for a



call, and to l�sten to the b�lge-water spout�ng knee-h�gh on the galley
floor.

In the Bohem�an Club of San Franc�sco there are some crack
sa�lors. I know, because I heard them pass judgment on the Snark
dur�ng the process of her bu�ld�ng. They found only one v�tal th�ng
the matter w�th her, and on th�s they were all agreed, namely, that
she could not run. She was all r�ght �n every part�cular, they sa�d,
except that I’d never be able to run her before �t �n a st�ff w�nd and
sea. “Her l�nes,” they expla�ned en�gmat�cally, “�t �s the fault of her
l�nes. She s�mply cannot be made to run, that �s all.” Well, I w�sh I’d
only had those crack sa�lors of the Bohem�an Club on board the
Snark the other n�ght for them to see for themselves the�r one, v�tal,
unan�mous judgment absolutely reversed. Run? It �s the one th�ng
the Snark does to perfect�on. Run? She ran w�th a sea-anchor fast
for’ard and a full m�zzen flattened down aft. Run? At the present
moment, as I wr�te th�s, we are bowl�ng along before �t, at a s�x-knot
cl�p, �n the north-east trades. Qu�te a t�dy b�t of sea �s runn�ng. There
�s nobody at the wheel, the wheel �s not even lashed and �s set over
a half-spoke weather helm. To be prec�se, the w�nd �s north-east; the
Snark’s m�zzen �s furled, her ma�nsa�l �s over to starboard, her head-
sheets are hauled flat: and the Snark’s course �s south-south-west.
And yet there are men who have sa�led the seas for forty years and
who hold that no boat can run before �t w�thout be�ng steered. They’ll
call me a l�ar when they read th�s; �t’s what they called Capta�n
Slocum when he sa�d the same of h�s Spray.

As regards the future of the Snark I’m all at sea. I don’t know. If I
had the money or the cred�t, I’d bu�ld another Snark that would
heave to. But I am at the end of my resources. I’ve got to put up w�th
the present Snark or qu�t—and I can’t qu�t. So I guess I’ll have to try
to get along w�th heav�ng the Snark to stern f�rst. I am wa�t�ng for the
next gale to see how �t w�ll work. I th�nk �t can be done. It all depends
on how her stern takes the seas. And who knows but that some w�ld
morn�ng on the Ch�na Sea, some gray-beard sk�pper w�ll stare, rub
h�s �ncredulous eyes and stare aga�n, at the spectacle of a we�rd,
small craft very much l�ke the Snark, hove to stern-f�rst and r�d�ng out
the gale?



P.S. On my return to Cal�forn�a after the voyage, I learned that the
Snark was forty-three feet on the water-l�ne �nstead of forty-f�ve. Th�s
was due to the fact that the bu�lder was not on speak�ng terms w�th
the tape-l�ne or two-foot rule.



CHAPTER III
ADVENTURE

N�, adventure �s not dead, and �n sp�te of the steam eng�ne and of
Thomas Cook & Son. When the announcement of the contemplated
voyage of the Snark was made, young men of “rov�ng d�spos�t�on”
proved to be leg�on, and young women as well—to say noth�ng of
the elderly men and women who volunteered for the voyage. Why,
among my personal fr�ends there were at least half a dozen who
regretted the�r recent or �mm�nent marr�ages; and there was one
marr�age I know of that almost fa�led to come off because of the
Snark.
 

Every ma�l to me was burdened w�th the letters of appl�cants who
were suffocat�ng �n the “man-st�fled towns,” and �t soon dawned upon
me that a twent�eth century Ulysses requ�red a corps of
stenographers to clear h�s correspondence before sett�ng sa�l. No,
adventure �s certa�nly not dead—not wh�le one rece�ves letters that
beg�n:

“There �s no doubt that when you read th�s soul-plea from a female
stranger �n New York C�ty,” etc.; and where�n one learns, a l�ttle
farther on, that th�s female stranger we�ghs only n�nety pounds,
wants to be cab�n-boy, and “yearns to see the countr�es of the
world.”

The possess�on of a “pass�onate fondness for geography,” was the
way one appl�cant expressed the wander-lust that was �n h�m; wh�le
another wrote, “I am cursed w�th an eternal yearn�ng to be always on
the move, consequently th�s letter to you.” But best of all was the
fellow who sa�d he wanted to come because h�s feet �tched.



There were a few who wrote anonymously, suggest�ng names of
fr�ends and g�v�ng sa�d fr�ends’ qual�f�cat�ons; but to me there was a
h�nt of someth�ng s�n�ster �n such proceed�ngs, and I went no further
�n the matter.

W�th two or three except�ons, all the hundreds that volunteered for
my crew were very much �n earnest. Many of them sent the�r
photographs. N�nety per cent. offered to work �n any capac�ty, and
n�nety-n�ne per cent. offered to work w�thout salary. “Contemplat�ng
your voyage on the Snark,” sa�d one, “and notw�thstand�ng �ts
attendant dangers, to accompany you (�n any capac�ty whatever)
would be the cl�max of my amb�t�ons.” Wh�ch rem�nds me of the
young fellow who was “seventeen years old and amb�c�ous,” and
who, at the end of h�s letter, earnestly requested “but please do not
let th�s g�t �nto the papers or magaz�nes.” Qu�te d�fferent was the one
who sa�d, “I would be w�ll�ng to work l�ke hell and not demand pay.”
Almost all of them wanted me to telegraph, at the�r expense, my
acceptance of the�r serv�ces; and qu�te a number offered to put up a
bond to guarantee the�r appearance on sa�l�ng date.

Some were rather vague �n the�r own m�nds concern�ng the work
to be done on the Snark; as, for �nstance, the one who wrote: “I am
tak�ng the l�berty of wr�t�ng you th�s note to f�nd out �f there would be
any poss�b�l�ty of my go�ng w�th you as one of the crew of your boat
to make sketches and �llustrat�ons.” Several, unaware of the needful
work on a small craft l�ke the Snark, offered to serve, as one of them
phrased �t, “as ass�stant �n f�l�ng mater�als collected for books and
novels.” That’s what one gets for be�ng prol�f�c.

“Let me g�ve my qual�f�cat�ons for the job,” wrote one. “I am an
orphan l�v�ng w�th my uncle, who �s a hot revolut�onary soc�al�st and
who says a man w�thout the red blood of adventure �s an an�mated
d�sh-rag.” Sa�d another: “I can sw�m some, though I don’t know any
of the new strokes. But what �s more �mportant than strokes, the
water �s a fr�end of m�ne.” “If I was put alone �n a sa�l-boat, I could get
her anywhere I wanted to go,” was the qual�f�cat�on of a th�rd—and a
better qual�f�cat�on than the one that follows, “I have also watched
the f�sh-boats unload.” But poss�bly the pr�ze should go to th�s one,



who very subtly conveys h�s deep knowledge of the world and l�fe by
say�ng: “My age, �n years, �s twenty-two.”

Then there were the s�mple stra�ght-out, homely, and unadorned
letters of young boys, lack�ng �n the fel�c�t�es of express�on, �t �s true,
but des�r�ng greatly to make the voyage. These were the hardest of
all to decl�ne, and each t�me I decl�ned one �t seemed as �f I had
struck Youth a slap �n the face. They were so earnest, these boys,
they wanted so much to go. “I am s�xteen but large for my age,” sa�d
one; and another, “Seventeen but large and healthy.” “I am as strong
at least as the average boy of my s�ze,” sa�d an ev�dent weakl�ng.
“Not afra�d of any k�nd of work,” was what many sa�d, wh�le one �n
part�cular, to lure me no doubt by �nexpens�veness, wrote: “I can pay
my way to the Pac�f�c coast, so that part would probably be
acceptable to you.” “Go�ng around the world �s the one th�ng I want
to do,” sa�d one, and �t seemed to be the one th�ng that a few
hundred wanted to do. “I have no one who cares whether I go or
not,” was the pathet�c note sounded by another. One had sent h�s
photograph, and speak�ng of �t, sa�d, “I’m a homely-look�ng sort of a
chap, but looks don’t always count.” And I am conf�dent that the lad
who wrote the follow�ng would have turned out all r�ght: “My age �s
19 years, but I am rather small and consequently won’t take up much
room, but I’m tough as the dev�l.” And there was one th�rteen-year-
old appl�cant that Charm�an and I fell �n love w�th, and �t nearly broke
our hearts to refuse h�m.

But �t must not be �mag�ned that most of my volunteers were boys;
on the contrary, boys const�tuted a very small proport�on. There were
men and women from every walk �n l�fe. Phys�c�ans, surgeons, and
dent�sts offered �n large numbers to come along, and, l�ke all the
profess�onal men, offered to come w�thout pay, to serve �n any
capac�ty, and to pay, even, for the pr�v�lege of so serv�ng.

There was no end of compos�tors and reporters who wanted to
come, to say noth�ng of exper�enced valets, chefs, and stewards.
C�v�l eng�neers were keen on the voyage; “lady” compan�ons galore
cropped up for Charm�an; wh�le I was deluged w�th the appl�cat�ons
of would-be pr�vate secretar�es. Many h�gh school and un�vers�ty
students yearned for the voyage, and every trade �n the work�ng



class developed a few appl�cants, the mach�n�sts, electr�c�ans, and
eng�neers be�ng espec�ally strong on the tr�p. I was surpr�sed at the
number, who, �n musty law off�ces, heard the call of adventure; and I
was more than surpr�sed by the number of elderly and ret�red sea
capta�ns who were st�ll thralls to the sea. Several young fellows, w�th
m�ll�ons com�ng to them later on, were w�ld for the adventure, as
were also several county super�ntendents of schools.

Fathers and sons wanted to come, and many men w�th the�r
w�ves, to say noth�ng of the young woman stenographer who wrote:
“Wr�te �mmed�ately �f you need me. I shall br�ng my typewr�ter on the
f�rst tra�n.” But the best of all �s the follow�ng—observe the del�cate
way �n wh�ch he worked �n h�s w�fe: “I thought I would drop you a l�ne
of �nqu�ry as to the poss�b�l�ty of mak�ng the tr�p w�th you, am 24
years of age, marr�ed and broke, and a tr�p of that k�nd would be just
what we are look�ng for.”

Come to th�nk of �t, for the average man �t must be fa�rly d�ff�cult to
wr�te an honest letter of self-recommendat�on. One of my
correspondents was so stumped that he began h�s letter w�th the
words, “Th�s �s a hard task”; and, after va�nly try�ng to descr�be h�s
good po�nts, he wound up w�th, “It �s a hard job wr�t�ng about one’s
self.” Nevertheless, there was one who gave h�mself a most glow�ng
and lengthy character, and �n conclus�on stated that he had greatly
enjoyed wr�t�ng �t.

“But suppose th�s: your cab�n-boy could run your eng�ne, could
repa�r �t when out of order. Suppose he could take h�s turn at the
wheel, could do any carpenter or mach�n�st work. Suppose he �s
strong, healthy, and w�ll�ng to work. Would you not rather have h�m
than a k�d that gets seas�ck and can’t do anyth�ng but wash d�shes?”
It was letters of th�s sort that I hated to decl�ne. The wr�ter of �t, self-
taught �n Engl�sh, had been only two years �n the Un�ted States, and,
as he sa�d, “I am not w�sh�ng to go w�th you to earn my l�v�ng, but I
w�sh to learn and see.” At the t�me of wr�t�ng to me he was a
des�gner for one of the b�g motor manufactur�ng compan�es; he had
been to sea qu�te a b�t, and had been used all h�s l�fe to the handl�ng
of small boats.



“I have a good pos�t�on, but �t matters not so w�th me as I prefer
travell�ng,” wrote another. “As to salary, look at me, and �f I am worth
a dollar or two, all r�ght, and �f I am not, noth�ng sa�d. As to my
honesty and character, I shall be pleased to show you my
employers. Never dr�nk, no tobacco, but to be honest, I myself, after
a l�ttle more exper�ence, want to do a l�ttle wr�t�ng.”

“I can assure you that I am em�nently respectable, but f�nd other
respectable people t�resome.” The man who wrote the forego�ng
certa�nly had me guess�ng, and I am st�ll wonder�ng whether or not
he’d have found me t�resome, or what the deuce he d�d mean.

“I have seen better days than what I am pass�ng through to-day,”
wrote an old salt, “but I have seen them a great deal worse also.”

But the w�ll�ngness to sacr�f�ce on the part of the man who wrote
the follow�ng was so touch�ng that I could not accept: “I have a
father, a mother, brothers and s�sters, dear fr�ends and a lucrat�ve
pos�t�on, and yet I w�ll sacr�f�ce all to become one of your crew.”

Another volunteer I could never have accepted was the f�n�cky
young fellow who, to show me how necessary �t was that I should
g�ve h�m a chance, po�nted out that “to go �n the ord�nary boat, be �t
schooner or steamer, would be �mpract�cable, for I would have to m�x
among and l�ve w�th the ord�nary type of seamen, wh�ch as a rule �s
not a clean sort of l�fe.”

Then there was the young fellow of twenty-s�x, who had “run
through the gamut of human emot�ons,” and had “done everyth�ng
from cook�ng to attend�ng Stanford Un�vers�ty,” and who, at the
present wr�t�ng, was “A vaquero on a f�fty-f�ve-thousand-acre range.”
Qu�te �n contrast was the modesty of the one who sa�d, “I am not
aware of possess�ng any part�cular qual�t�es that would be l�kely to
recommend me to your cons�derat�on. But should you be �mpressed,
you m�ght cons�der �t worth a few m�nutes’ t�me to answer.
Otherw�se, there’s always work at the trade. Not expect�ng, but
hop�ng, I rema�n, etc.”

But I have held my head �n both my hands ever s�nce, try�ng to
f�gure out the �ntellectual k�nsh�p between myself and the one who
wrote: “Long before I knew of you, I had m�xed pol�t�cal economy and



h�story and deducted therefrom many of your conclus�ons �n
concrete.”

Here, �n �ts way, �s one of the best, as �t �s the br�efest, that I
rece�ved: “If any of the present company s�gned on for cru�se
happens to get cold feet and you need one more who understands
boat�ng, eng�nes, etc., would l�ke to hear from you, etc.” Here �s
another br�ef one: “Po�nt blank, would l�ke to have the job of cab�n-
boy on your tr�p around the world, or any other job on board. Am
n�neteen years old, we�gh one hundred and forty pounds, and am an
Amer�can.”

And here �s a good one from a man a “l�ttle over f�ve feet long”:
“When I read about your manly plan of sa�l�ng around the world �n a
small boat w�th Mrs. London, I was so much rejo�ced that I felt I was
plann�ng �t myself, and I thought to wr�te you about f�ll�ng e�ther
pos�t�on of cook or cab�n-boy myself, but for some reason I d�d not
do �t, and I came to Denver from Oakland to jo�n my fr�end’s
bus�ness last month, but everyth�ng �s worse and unfavourable. But
fortunately you have postponed your departure on account of the
great earthquake, so I f�nally dec�ded to propose you to let me f�ll
e�ther of the pos�t�ons. I am not very strong, be�ng a man of a l�ttle
over f�ve feet long, although I am of sound health and capab�l�ty.”

“I th�nk I can add to your outf�t an add�t�onal method of ut�l�z�ng the
power of the w�nd,” wrote a well-w�sher, “wh�ch, wh�le not �nterfer�ng
w�th ord�nary sa�ls �n l�ght breezes, w�ll enable you to use the whole
force of the w�nd �n �ts m�ght�est blows, so that even when �ts force �s
so great that you may have to take �n every �nch of canvas used �n
the ord�nary way, you may carry the fullest spread w�th my method.
W�th my attachment your craft could not be UPSET.”

The forego�ng letter was wr�tten �n San Franc�sco under the date of
Apr�l 16, 1906. And two days later, on Apr�l 18, came the Great
Earthquake. And that’s why I’ve got �t �n for that earthquake, for �t
made a refugee out of the man who wrote the letter, and prevented
us from ever gett�ng together.

Many of my brother soc�al�sts objected to my mak�ng the cru�se, of
wh�ch the follow�ng �s typ�cal: “The Soc�al�st Cause and the m�ll�ons
of oppressed v�ct�ms of Cap�tal�sm has a r�ght and cla�m upon your



l�fe and serv�ces. If, however, you pers�st, then, when you swallow
the last mouthful of salt chuck you can hold before s�nk�ng,
remember that we at least protested.”

One wanderer over the world who “could, �f opportun�ty afforded,
recount many unusual scenes and events,” spent several pages
ardently try�ng to get to the po�nt of h�s letter, and at last ach�eved the
follow�ng: “St�ll I am neglect�ng the po�nt I set out to wr�te you about.
So w�ll say at once that �t has been stated �n pr�nt that you and one
or two others are go�ng to take a cru�ze around the world a l�ttle f�fty-
or s�xty-foot boat. I therefore cannot get myself to th�nk that a man of
your atta�nments and exper�ence would attempt such a proceed�ng,
wh�ch �s noth�ng less than court�ng death �n that way. And even �f you
were to escape for some t�me, your whole Person, and those w�th
you would be bru�sed from the ceaseless mot�on of a craft of the
above s�ze, even �f she were padded, a th�ng not usual at sea.”
Thank you, k�nd fr�end, thank you for that qual�f�cat�on, “a th�ng not
usual at sea.” Nor �s th�s fr�end �gnorant of the sea. As he says of
h�mself, “I am not a land-lubber, and I have sa�led every sea and
ocean.” And he w�nds up h�s letter w�th: “Although not w�sh�ng to
offend, �t would be madness to take any woman outs�de the bay
even, �n such a craft.”

And yet, at the moment of wr�t�ng th�s, Charm�an �s �n her state-
room at the typewr�ter, Mart�n �s cook�ng d�nner, Toch�g� �s sett�ng the
table, Roscoe and Bert are caulk�ng the deck, and the Snark �s
steer�ng herself some f�ve knots an hour �n a rattl�ng good sea—and
the Snark �s not padded, e�ther.

“See�ng a p�ece �n the paper about your �ntended tr�p, would l�ke to
know �f you would l�ke a good crew, as there �s s�x of us boys all
good sa�lor men, w�th good d�scharges from the Navy and Merchant
Serv�ce, all true Amer�cans, all between the ages of 20 and 22, and
at present are employed as r�ggers at the Un�on Iron Works, and
would l�ke very much to sa�l w�th you.”—It was letters l�ke th�s that
made me regret the boat was not larger.

And here wr�tes the one woman �n all the world—outs�de of
Charm�an—for the cru�se: “If you have not succeeded �n gett�ng a
cook I would l�ke very much to take the tr�p �n that capac�ty. I am a



woman of f�fty, healthy and capable, and can do the work for the
small company that compose the crew of the Snark. I am a very
good cook and a very good sa�lor and someth�ng of a traveller, and
the length of the voyage, �f of ten years’ durat�on, would su�t me
better than one. References, etc.”

Some day, when I have made a lot of money, I’m go�ng to bu�ld a
b�g sh�p, w�th room �n �t for a thousand volunteers. They w�ll have to
do all the work of nav�gat�ng that boat around the world, or they’ll
stay at home. I bel�eve that they’ll work the boat around the world, for
I know that Adventure �s not dead. I know Adventure �s not dead
because I have had a long and �nt�mate correspondence w�th
Adventure.



CHAPTER IV
FINDING ONE’S WAY ABOUT

“B��,” our fr�ends objected, “how dare you go to sea w�thout a
nav�gator on board? You’re not a nav�gator, are you?”

I had to confess that I was not a nav�gator, that I had never looked
through a sextant �n my l�fe, and that I doubted �f I could tell a sextant
from a naut�cal almanac. And when they asked �f Roscoe was a
nav�gator, I shook my head. Roscoe resented th�s. He had glanced
at the “Ep�tome,” bought for our voyage, knew how to use logar�thm
tables, had seen a sextant at some t�me, and, what of th�s and of h�s
seafar�ng ancestry, he concluded that he d�d know nav�gat�on. But
Roscoe was wrong, I st�ll �ns�st. When a young boy he came from
Ma�ne to Cal�forn�a by way of the Isthmus of Panama, and that was
the only t�me �n h�s l�fe that he was out of s�ght of land. He had never
gone to a school of nav�gat�on, nor passed an exam�nat�on �n the
same; nor had he sa�led the deep sea and learned the art from some
other nav�gator. He was a San Franc�sco Bay yachtsman, where
land �s always only several m�les away and the art of nav�gat�on �s
never employed.

So the Snark started on her long voyage w�thout a nav�gator. We
beat through the Golden Gate on Apr�l 23, and headed for the
Hawa��an Islands, twenty-one hundred sea-m�les away as the gull
fl�es. And the outcome was our just�f�cat�on. We arr�ved. And we
arr�ved, furthermore, w�thout any trouble, as you shall see; that �s,
w�thout any trouble to amount to anyth�ng. To beg�n w�th, Roscoe
tackled the nav�gat�ng. He had the theory all r�ght, but �t was the f�rst
t�me he had ever appl�ed �t, as was ev�denced by the errat�c
behav�our of the Snark. Not but what the Snark was perfectly steady
on the sea; the pranks she cut were on the chart. On a day w�th a



l�ght breeze she would make a jump on the chart that advert�sed “a
wet sa�l and a flow�ng sheet,” and on a day when she just raced over
the ocean, she scarcely changed her pos�t�on on the chart. Now
when one’s boat has logged s�x knots for twenty-four consecut�ve
hours, �t �s �ncontestable that she has covered one hundred and
forty-four m�les of ocean. The ocean was all r�ght, and so was the
patent log; as for speed, one saw �t w�th h�s own eyes. Therefore the
th�ng that was not all r�ght was the f�gur�ng that refused to boost the
Snark along over the chart. Not that th�s happened every day, but
that �t d�d happen. And �t was perfectly proper and no more than was
to be expected from a f�rst attempt at apply�ng a theory.

The acqu�s�t�on of the knowledge of nav�gat�on has a strange
effect on the m�nds of men. The average nav�gator speaks of
nav�gat�on w�th deep respect. To the layman nav�gat�on �s a deed
and awful mystery, wh�ch feel�ng has been generated �n h�m by the
deep and awful respect for nav�gat�on that the layman has seen
d�splayed by nav�gators. I have known frank, �ngenuous, and modest
young men, open as the day, to learn nav�gat�on and at once betray
secret�veness, reserve, and self-�mportance as �f they had ach�eved
some tremendous �ntellectual atta�nment. The average nav�gator
�mpresses the layman as a pr�est of some holy r�te. W�th bated
breath, the amateur yachtsman nav�gator �nv�tes one �n to look at h�s
chronometer. And so �t was that our fr�ends suffered such
apprehens�on at our sa�l�ng w�thout a nav�gator.

Dur�ng the bu�ld�ng of the Snark, Roscoe and I had an agreement,
someth�ng l�ke th�s: “I’ll furn�sh the books and �nstruments,” I sa�d,
“and do you study up nav�gat�on now. I’ll be too busy to do any
study�ng. Then, when we get to sea, you can teach me what you
have learned.” Roscoe was del�ghted. Furthermore, Roscoe was as
frank and �ngenuous and modest as the young men I have
descr�bed. But when we got out to sea and he began to pract�se the
holy r�te, wh�le I looked on adm�r�ngly, a change, subtle and
d�st�nct�ve, marked h�s bear�ng. When he shot the sun at noon, the
glow of ach�evement wrapped h�m �n lambent flame. When he went
below, f�gured out h�s observat�on, and then returned on deck and
announced our lat�tude and long�tude, there was an author�tat�ve r�ng
�n h�s vo�ce that was new to all of us. But that was not the worst of �t.



He became f�lled w�th �ncommun�cable �nformat�on. And the more he
d�scovered the reasons for the errat�c jumps of the Snark over the
chart, and the less the Snark jumped, the more �ncommun�cable and
holy and awful became h�s �nformat�on. My m�ld suggest�ons that �t
was about t�me that I began to learn, met w�th no hearty response,
w�th no offers on h�s part to help me. He d�splayed not the sl�ghtest
�ntent�on of l�v�ng up to our agreement.

Now th�s was not Roscoe’s fault; he could not help �t. He had
merely gone the way of all the men who learned nav�gat�on before
h�m. By an understandable and forg�vable confus�on of values, plus a
loss of or�entat�on, he felt we�ghted by respons�b�l�ty, and
exper�enced the possess�on of power that was l�ke unto that of a
god. All h�s l�fe Roscoe had l�ved on land, and therefore �n s�ght of
land. Be�ng constantly �n s�ght of land, w�th landmarks to gu�de h�m,
he had managed, w�th occas�onal d�ff�cult�es, to steer h�s body
around and about the earth. Now he found h�mself on the sea, w�de-
stretch�ng, bounded only by the eternal c�rcle of the sky. Th�s c�rcle
looked always the same. There were no landmarks. The sun rose to
the east and set to the west and the stars wheeled through the n�ght.
But who may look at the sun or the stars and say, “My place on the
face of the earth at the present moment �s four and three-quarter
m�les to the west of Jones’s Cash Store of Sm�thersv�lle”? or “I know
where I am now, for the L�ttle D�pper �nforms me that Boston �s three
m�les away on the second turn�ng to the r�ght”? And yet that was
prec�sely what Roscoe d�d. That he was astounded by the
ach�evement, �s putt�ng �t m�ldly. He stood �n reverent�al awe of
h�mself; he had performed a m�raculous feat. The act of f�nd�ng
h�mself on the face of the waters became a r�te, and he felt h�mself a
super�or be�ng to the rest of us who knew not th�s r�te and were
dependent on h�m for be�ng shepherded across the heav�ng and
l�m�tless waste, the br�ny h�ghroad that connects the cont�nents and
whereon there are no m�le-stones. So, w�th the sextant he made
obe�sance to the sun-god, he consulted anc�ent tomes and tables of
mag�c characters, muttered prayers �n a strange tongue that
sounded l�ke Indexerrorparallaxrefract�on, made cabal�st�c s�gns on
paper, added and carr�ed one, and then, on a p�ece of holy scr�pt
called the Gra�l—I mean the Chart—he placed h�s f�nger on a certa�n



space consp�cuous for �ts blankness and sa�d, “Here we are.” When
we looked at the blank space and asked, “And where �s that?” he
answered �n the c�pher-code of the h�gher pr�esthood, “31-15-47
north, 133-5-30 west.” And we sa�d “Oh,” and felt m�ghty small.

So I aver, �t was not Roscoe’s fault. He was l�ke unto a god, and
he carr�ed us �n the hollow of h�s hand across the blank spaces on
the chart. I exper�enced a great respect for Roscoe; th�s respect
grew so profound that had he commanded, “Kneel down and
worsh�p me,” I know that I should have flopped down on the deck
and yammered. But, one day, there came a st�ll small thought to me
that sa�d: “Th�s �s not a god; th�s �s Roscoe, a mere man l�ke myself.
What he has done, I can do. Who taught h�m? H�mself. Go you and
do l�kew�se—be your own teacher.” And r�ght there Roscoe crashed,
and he was h�gh pr�est of the Snark no longer. I �nvaded the
sanctuary and demanded the anc�ent tomes and mag�c tables, also
the prayer-wheel—the sextant, I mean.

And now, �n s�mple language. I shall descr�be how I taught myself
nav�gat�on. One whole afternoon I sat �n the cockp�t, steer�ng w�th
one hand and study�ng logar�thms w�th the other. Two afternoons,
two hours each, I stud�ed the general theory of nav�gat�on and the
part�cular process of tak�ng a mer�d�an alt�tude. Then I took the
sextant, worked out the �ndex error, and shot the sun. The f�gur�ng
from the data of th�s observat�on was ch�ld’s play. In the “Ep�tome”
and the “Naut�cal Almanac” were scores of cunn�ng tables, all
worked out by mathemat�c�ans and astronomers. It was l�ke us�ng
�nterest tables and l�ghtn�ng-calculator tables such as you all know.
The mystery was mystery no longer. I put my f�nger on the chart and
announced that that was where we were. I was r�ght too, or at least I
was as r�ght as Roscoe, who selected a spot a quarter of a m�le
away from m�ne. Even he was w�ll�ng to spl�t the d�stance w�th me. I
had exploded the mystery, and yet, such was the m�racle of �t, I was
consc�ous of new power �n me, and I felt the thr�ll and t�ckle of pr�de.
And when Mart�n asked me, �n the same humble and respectful way
I had prev�ously asked Roscoe, as to where we were, �t was w�th
exaltat�on and sp�r�tual chest-throw�ng that I answered �n the c�pher-
code of the h�gher pr�esthood and heard Mart�n’s self-abas�ng and
worsh�pful “Oh.” As for Charm�an, I felt that �n a new way I had



proved my r�ght to her; and I was aware of another feel�ng, namely,
that she was a most fortunate woman to have a man l�ke me.

I couldn’t help �t. I tell �t as a v�nd�cat�on of Roscoe and all the other
nav�gators. The po�son of power was work�ng �n me. I was not as
other men—most other men; I knew what they d�d not know,—the
mystery of the heavens, that po�nted out the way across the deep.
And the taste of power I had rece�ved drove me on. I steered at the
wheel long hours w�th one hand, and stud�ed mystery w�th the other.
By the end of the week, teach�ng myself, I was able to do d�vers
th�ngs. For �nstance, I shot the North Star, at n�ght, of course; got �ts
alt�tude, corrected for �ndex error, d�p, etc., and found our lat�tude.
And th�s lat�tude agreed w�th the lat�tude of the prev�ous noon
corrected by dead reckon�ng up to that moment. Proud? Well, I was
even prouder w�th my next m�racle. I was go�ng to turn �n at n�ne
o’clock. I worked out the problem, self-�nstructed, and learned what
star of the f�rst magn�tude would be pass�ng the mer�d�an around
half-past e�ght. Th�s star proved to be Alpha Cruc�s. I had never
heard of the star before. I looked �t up on the star map. It was one of
the stars of the Southern Cross. What! thought I; have we been
sa�l�ng w�th the Southern Cross �n the sky of n�ghts and never known
�t? Dolts that we are! Gudgeons and moles! I couldn’t bel�eve �t. I
went over the problem aga�n, and ver�f�ed �t. Charm�an had the wheel
from e�ght t�ll ten that even�ng. I told her to keep her eyes open and
look due south for the Southern Cross. And when the stars came
out, there shone the Southern Cross low on the hor�zon. Proud? No
med�c�ne man nor h�gh pr�est was ever prouder. Furthermore, w�th
the prayer-wheel I shot Alpha Cruc�s and from �ts alt�tude worked out
our lat�tude. And st�ll furthermore, I shot the North Star, too, and �t
agreed w�th what had been told me by the Southern Cross. Proud?
Why, the language of the stars was m�ne, and I l�stened and heard
them tell�ng me my way over the deep.

Proud? I was a worker of m�racles. I forgot how eas�ly I had taught
myself from the pr�nted page. I forgot that all the work (and a
tremendous work, too) had been done by the masterm�nds before
me, the astronomers and mathemat�c�ans, who had d�scovered and
elaborated the whole sc�ence of nav�gat�on and made the tables �n
the “Ep�tome.” I remembered only the everlast�ng m�racle of �t—that I



had l�stened to the vo�ces of the stars and been told my place upon
the h�ghway of the sea. Charm�an d�d not know, Mart�n d�d not know,
Toch�g�, the cab�n-boy, d�d not know. But I told them. I was God’s
messenger. I stood between them and �nf�n�ty. I translated the h�gh
celest�al speech �nto terms of the�r ord�nary understand�ng. We were
heaven-d�rected, and �t was I who could read the s�gn-post of the
sky!—I! I!

And now, �n a cooler moment, I hasten to blab the whole s�mpl�c�ty
of �t, to blab on Roscoe and the other nav�gators and the rest of the
pr�esthood, all for fear that I may become even as they, secret�ve,
�mmodest, and �nflated w�th self-esteem. And I want to say th�s now:
any young fellow w�th ord�nary gray matter, ord�nary educat�on, and
w�th the sl�ghtest trace of the student-m�nd, can get the books, and
charts, and �nstruments and teach h�mself nav�gat�on. Now I must
not be m�sunderstood. Seamansh�p �s an ent�rely d�fferent matter. It
�s not learned �n a day, nor �n many days; �t requ�res years. Also,
nav�gat�ng by dead reckon�ng requ�res long study and pract�ce. But
nav�gat�ng by observat�ons of the sun, moon, and stars, thanks to the
astronomers and mathemat�c�ans, �s ch�ld’s play. Any average young
fellow can teach h�mself �n a week. And yet aga�n I must not be
m�sunderstood. I do not mean to say that at the end of a week a
young fellow could take charge of a f�fteen-thousand-ton steamer,
dr�v�ng twenty knots an hour through the br�ne, rac�ng from land to
land, fa�r weather and foul, clear sky or cloudy, steer�ng by degrees
on the compass card and mak�ng landfalls w�th most amaz�ng
prec�s�on. But what I do mean �s just th�s: the average young fellow I
have descr�bed can get �nto a staunch sa�l-boat and put out across
the ocean, w�thout know�ng anyth�ng about nav�gat�on, and at the
end of the week he w�ll know enough to know where he �s on the
chart. He w�ll be able to take a mer�d�an observat�on w�th fa�r
accuracy, and from that observat�on, w�th ten m�nutes of f�gur�ng,
work out h�s lat�tude and long�tude. And, carry�ng ne�ther fre�ght nor
passengers, be�ng under no press to reach h�s dest�nat�on, he can
jog comfortably along, and �f at any t�me he doubts h�s own
nav�gat�on and fears an �mm�nent landfall, he can heave to all n�ght
and proceed �n the morn�ng.



Joshua Slocum sa�led around the world a few years ago �n a th�rty-
seven-foot boat all by h�mself. I shall never forget, �n h�s narrat�ve of
the voyage, where he heart�ly �ndorsed the �dea of young men, �n
s�m�lar small boats, mak�ng s�m�lar voyage. I promptly �ndorsed h�s
�dea, and so heart�ly that I took my w�fe along. Wh�le �t certa�nly
makes a Cook’s tour look l�ke th�rty cents, on top of that, am�d on top
of the fun and pleasure, �t �s a splend�d educat�on for a young man—
oh, not a mere educat�on �n the th�ngs of the world outs�de, of lands,
and peoples, and cl�mates, but an educat�on �n the world �ns�de, an
educat�on �n one’s self, a chance to learn one’s own self, to get on
speak�ng terms w�th one’s soul. Then there �s the tra�n�ng and the
d�sc�pl�n�ng of �t. F�rst, naturally, the young fellow w�ll learn h�s
l�m�tat�ons; and next, �nev�tably, he w�ll proceed to press back those
l�m�tat�ons. And he cannot escape return�ng from such a voyage a
b�gger and better man. And as for sport, �t �s a k�ng’s sport, tak�ng
one’s self around the world, do�ng �t w�th one’s own hands,
depend�ng on no one but one’s self, and at the end, back at the
start�ng-po�nt, contemplat�ng w�th �nner v�s�on the planet rush�ng
through space, and say�ng, “I d�d �t; w�th my own hands I d�d �t. I went
clear around that wh�rl�ng sphere, and I can travel alone, w�thout any
nurse of a sea-capta�n to gu�de my steps across the seas. I may not
fly to other stars, but of th�s star I myself am master.”

As I wr�te these l�nes I l�ft my eyes and look seaward. I am on the
beach of Wa�k�k� on the �sland of Oahu. Far, �n the azure sky, the
trade-w�nd clouds dr�ft low over the blue-green turquo�se of the deep
sea. Nearer, the sea �s emerald and l�ght ol�ve-green. Then comes
the reef, where the water �s all slaty purple flecked w�th red. St�ll
nearer are br�ghter greens and tans, ly�ng �n alternate str�pes and
show�ng where sandbeds l�e between the l�v�ng coral banks. Through
and over and out of these wonderful colours tumbles and thunders a
magn�f�cent surf. As I say, I l�ft my eyes to all th�s, and through the
wh�te crest of a breaker suddenly appears a dark f�gure, erect, a
man-f�sh or a sea-god, on the very forward face of the crest where
the top falls over and down, dr�v�ng �n toward shore, bur�ed to h�s
lo�ns �n smok�ng spray, caught up by the sea and flung landward,
bod�ly, a quarter of a m�le. It �s a Kanaka on a surf-board. And I know
that when I have f�n�shed these l�nes I shall be out �n that r�ot of



colour and pound�ng surf, try�ng to b�t those breakers even as he,
and fa�l�ng as he never fa�led, but l�v�ng l�fe as the best of us may l�ve
�t. And the p�cture of that coloured sea and that fly�ng sea-god
Kanaka becomes another reason for the young man to go west, and
farther west, beyond the Baths of Sunset, and st�ll west t�ll he arr�ves
home aga�n.

But to return. Please do not th�nk that I already know �t all. I know
only the rud�ments of nav�gat�on. There �s a vast deal yet for me to
learn. On the Snark there �s a score of fasc�nat�ng books on
nav�gat�on wa�t�ng for me. There �s the danger-angle of Lecky, there
�s the l�ne of Sumner, wh�ch, when you know least of all where you
are, shows most conclus�vely where you are, and where you are not.
There are dozens and dozens of methods of f�nd�ng one’s locat�on
on the deep, and one can work years before he masters �t all �n all �ts
f�neness.

Even �n the l�ttle we d�d learn there were sl�ps that accounted for
the apparently ant�c behav�our of the Snark. On Thursday, May 16,
for �nstance, the trade w�nd fa�led us. Dur�ng the twenty-four hours
that ended Fr�day at noon, by dead reckon�ng we had not sa�led
twenty m�les. Yet here are our pos�t�ons, at noon, for the two days,
worked out from our observat�ons:

Thursday 20° 57′ 9″ N

 152° 40′ 30″ W

Fr�day 21° 15′ 33″ N

 154° 12′   

The d�fference between the two pos�t�ons was someth�ng l�ke
e�ghty m�les. Yet we knew we had not travelled twenty m�les. Now
our f�gur�ng was all r�ght. We went over �t several t�mes. What was
wrong was the observat�ons we had taken. To take a correct
observat�on requ�res pract�ce and sk�ll, and espec�ally so on a small
craft l�ke the Snark. The v�olently mov�ng boat and the closeness of
the observer’s eye to the surface of the water are to blame. A b�g
wave that l�fts up a m�le off �s l�able to steal the hor�zon away.



But �n our part�cular case there was another perturb�ng factor. The
sun, �n �ts annual march north through the heavens, was �ncreas�ng
�ts decl�nat�on. On the 19th parallel of north lat�tude �n the m�ddle of
May the sun �s nearly overhead. The angle of arc was between
e�ghty-e�ght and e�ghty-n�ne degrees. Had �t been n�nety degrees �t
would have been stra�ght overhead. It was on another day that we
learned a few th�ngs about tak�ng the alt�tude of the almost
perpend�cular sun. Roscoe started �n draw�ng the sun down to the
eastern hor�zon, and he stayed by that po�nt of the compass desp�te
the fact that the sun would pass the mer�d�an to the south. I, on the
other hand, started �n to draw the sun down to south-east and
strayed away to the south-west. You see, we were teach�ng
ourselves. As a result, at twenty-f�ve m�nutes past twelve by the
sh�p’s t�me, I called twelve o’clock by the sun. Now th�s s�gn�f�ed that
we had changed our locat�on on the face of the world by twenty-f�ve
m�nutes, wh�ch was equal to someth�ng l�ke s�x degrees of long�tude,
or three hundred and f�fty m�les. Th�s showed the Snark had travelled
f�fteen knots per hour for twenty-four consecut�ve hours—and we
had never not�ced �t! It was absurd and grotesque. But Roscoe, st�ll
look�ng east, averred that �t was not yet twelve o’clock. He was bent
on g�v�ng us a twenty-knot cl�p. Then we began to tra�n our sextants
rather w�ldly all around the hor�zon, and wherever we looked, there
was the sun, puzzl�ngly close to the sky-l�ne, somet�mes above �t and
somet�mes below �t. In one d�rect�on the sun was procla�m�ng
morn�ng, �n another d�rect�on �t was procla�m�ng afternoon. The sun
was all r�ght—we knew that; therefore we were all wrong. And the
rest of the afternoon we spent �n the cockp�t read�ng up the matter �n
the books and f�nd�ng out what was wrong. We m�ssed the
observat�on that day, but we d�dn’t the next. We had learned.

And we learned well, better than for a wh�le we thought we had. At
the beg�nn�ng of the second dog-watch one even�ng, Charm�an and I
sat down on the forecastle-head for a rubber of cr�bbage. Chanc�ng
to glance ahead, I saw cloud-capped mounta�ns r�s�ng from the sea.
We were rejo�ced at the s�ght of land, but I was �n despa�r over our
nav�gat�on. I thought we had learned someth�ng, yet our pos�t�on at
noon, plus what we had run s�nce, d�d not put us w�th�n a hundred
m�les of land. But there was the land, fad�ng away before our eyes �n



the f�res of sunset. The land was all r�ght. There was no d�sput�ng �t.
Therefore our nav�gat�on was all wrong. But �t wasn’t. That land we
saw was the summ�t of Haleakala, the House of the Sun, the
greatest ext�nct volcano �n the world. It towered ten thousand feet
above the sea, and �t was all of a hundred m�les away. We sa�led all
n�ght at a seven-knot cl�p, and �n the morn�ng the House of the Sun
was st�ll before us, and �t took a few more hours of sa�l�ng to br�ng �t
abreast of us. “That �sland �s Mau�,” we sa�d, ver�fy�ng by the chart.
“That next �sland st�ck�ng out �s Moloka�, where the lepers are. And
the �sland next to that �s Oahu. There �s Makapuu Head now. We’ll
be �n Honolulu to-morrow. Our nav�gat�on �s all r�ght.”



CHAPTER V
THE FIRST LANDFALL

“I� w�ll not be so monotonous at sea,” I prom�sed my fellow-
voyagers on the Snark. “The sea �s f�lled w�th l�fe. It �s so populous
that every day someth�ng new �s happen�ng. Almost as soon as we
pass through the Golden Gate and head south we’ll p�ck up w�th the
fly�ng f�sh. We’ll be hav�ng them fr�ed for breakfast. We’ll be catch�ng
bon�ta and dolph�n, and spear�ng porpo�ses from the bowspr�t. And
then there are the sharks—sharks w�thout end.”

We passed through the Golden Gate and headed south. We
dropped the mounta�ns of Cal�forn�a beneath the hor�zon, and da�ly
the surf grew warmer. But there were no fly�ng f�sh, no bon�ta and
dolph�n. The ocean was bereft of l�fe. Never had I sa�led on so
forsaken a sea. Always, before, �n the same lat�tudes, had I
encountered fly�ng f�sh.

“Never m�nd,” I sa�d. “Wa�t t�ll we get off the coast of Southern
Cal�forn�a. Then we’ll p�ck up the fly�ng f�sh.”

We came abreast of Southern Cal�forn�a, abreast of the Pen�nsula
of Lower Cal�forn�a, abreast of the coast of Mex�co; and there were
no fly�ng f�sh. Nor was there anyth�ng else. No l�fe moved. As the
days went by the absence of l�fe became almost uncanny.

“Never m�nd,” I sa�d. “When we do p�ck up w�th the fly�ng f�sh we’ll
p�ck up w�th everyth�ng else. The fly�ng f�sh �s the staff of l�fe for all
the other breeds. Everyth�ng w�ll come �n a bunch when we f�nd the
fly�ng f�sh.”

When I should have headed the Snark south-west for Hawa��, I st�ll
held her south. I was go�ng to f�nd those fly�ng f�sh. F�nally the t�me
came when, �f I wanted to go to Honolulu, I should have headed the



Snark due west, �nstead of wh�ch I kept her south. Not unt�l lat�tude
19° d�d we encounter the f�rst fly�ng f�sh. He was very much alone. I
saw h�m. F�ve other pa�rs of eager eyes scanned the sea all day, but
never saw another. So sparse were the fly�ng f�sh that nearly a week
more elapsed before the last one on board saw h�s f�rst fly�ng f�sh. As
for the dolph�n, bon�ta, porpo�se, and all the other hordes of l�fe—
there weren’t any.

Not even a shark broke surface w�th h�s om�nous dorsal f�n. Bert
took a d�p da�ly under the bowspr�t, hang�ng on to the stays and
dragg�ng h�s body through the water. And da�ly he canvassed the
project of lett�ng go and hav�ng a decent sw�m. I d�d my best to
d�ssuade h�m. But w�th h�m I had lost all stand�ng as an author�ty on
sea l�fe.

“If there are sharks,” he demanded, “why don’t they show up?”
I assured h�m that �f he really d�d let go and have a sw�m the

sharks would promptly appear. Th�s was a bluff on my part. I d�dn’t
bel�eve �t. It lasted as a deterrent for two days. The th�rd day the w�nd
fell calm, and �t was pretty hot. The Snark was mov�ng a knot an
hour. Bert dropped down under the bowspr�t and let go. And now
behold the pervers�ty of th�ngs. We had sa�led across two thousand
m�les and more of ocean and had met w�th no sharks. W�th�n f�ve
m�nutes after Bert f�n�shed h�s sw�m, the f�n of a shark was cutt�ng
the surface �n c�rcles around the Snark.

There was someth�ng wrong about that shark. It bothered me. It
had no r�ght to be there �n that deserted ocean. The more I thought
about �t, the more �ncomprehens�ble �t became. But two hours later
we s�ghted land and the mystery was cleared up. He had come to us
from the land, and not from the un�nhab�ted deep. He had presaged
the landfall. He was the messenger of the land.

Twenty-seven days out from San Franc�sco we arr�ved at the
�sland of Oahu, Terr�tory of Hawa��. In the early morn�ng we dr�fted
around D�amond Head �nto full v�ew of Honolulu; and then the ocean
burst suddenly �nto l�fe. Fly�ng f�sh cleaved the a�r �n gl�tter�ng
squadrons. In f�ve m�nutes we saw more of them than dur�ng the
whole voyage. Other f�sh, large ones, of var�ous sorts, leaped �nto
the a�r. There was l�fe everywhere, on sea and shore. We could see



the masts and funnels of the sh�pp�ng �n the harbour, the hotels and
bathers along the beach at Wa�k�k�, the smoke r�s�ng from the
dwell�ng-houses h�gh up on the volcan�c slopes of the Punch Bowl
and Tantalus. The custom-house tug was rac�ng toward us and a b�g
school of porpo�ses got under our bow and began cutt�ng the most
r�d�culous capers. The port doctor’s launch came charg�ng out at us,
and a b�g sea turtle broke the surface w�th h�s back and took a look
at us. Never was there such a burgeon�ng of l�fe. Strange faces were
on our decks, strange vo�ces were speak�ng, and cop�es of that very
morn�ng’s newspaper, w�th cable reports from all the world, were
thrust before our eyes. Inc�dentally, we read that the Snark and all
hands had been lost at sea, and that she had been a very
unseaworthy craft anyway. And wh�le we read th�s �nformat�on a
w�reless message was be�ng rece�ved by the congress�onal party on
the summ�t of Haleakala announc�ng the safe arr�val of the Snark.

It was the Snark’s f�rst landfall—and such a landfall! For twenty-
seven days we had been on the deserted deep, and �t was pretty
hard to real�ze that there was so much l�fe �n the world. We were
made d�zzy by �t. We could not take �t all �n at once. We were l�ke
awakened R�p Van W�nkles, and �t seemed to us that we were
dream�ng. On one s�de the azure sea lapped across the hor�zon �nto
the azure sky; on the other s�de the sea l�fted �tself �nto great
breakers of emerald that fell �n a snowy smother upon a wh�te coral
beach. Beyond the beach, green plantat�ons of sugar-cane
undulated gently upward to steeper slopes, wh�ch, �n turn, became
jagged volcan�c crests, drenched w�th trop�c showers and capped by
stupendous masses of trade-w�nd clouds. At any rate, �t was a most
beaut�ful dream. The Snark turned and headed d�rectly �n toward the
emerald surf, t�ll �t l�fted and thundered on e�ther hand; and on e�ther
hand, scarce a b�scu�t-toss away, the reef showed �ts long teeth, pale
green and menac�ng.

Abruptly the land �tself, �n a r�ot of ol�ve-greens of a thousand
hues, reached out �ts arms and folded the Snark �n. There was no
per�lous passage through the reef, no emerald surf and azure sea—
noth�ng but a warm soft land, a mot�onless lagoon, and t�ny beaches
on wh�ch swam dark-sk�nned trop�c ch�ldren. The sea had
d�sappeared. The Snark’s anchor rumbled the cha�n through the



hawse-p�pe, and we lay w�thout movement on a “l�neless, level floor.”
It was all so beaut�ful and strange that we could not accept �t as real.
On the chart th�s place was called Pearl Harbour, but we called �t
Dream Harbour.

A launch came off to us; �n �t were members of the Hawa��an Yacht
Club, come to greet us and make us welcome, w�th true Hawa��an
hosp�tal�ty, to all they had. They were ord�nary men, flesh and blood
and all the rest; but they d�d not tend to break our dream�ng. Our last
memor�es of men were of Un�ted States marshals and of pan�cky
l�ttle merchants w�th rusty dollars for souls, who, �n a reek�ng
atmosphere of soot and coal-dust, la�d gr�my hands upon the Snark
and held her back from her world adventure. But these men who
came to meet us were clean men. A healthy tan was on the�r cheeks,
and the�r eyes were not dazzled and bespectacled from gaz�ng
overmuch at gl�tter�ng dollar-heaps. No, they merely ver�f�ed the
dream. They cl�nched �t w�th the�r unsm�rched souls.

So we went ashore w�th them across a level flash�ng sea to the
wonderful green land. We landed on a t�ny wharf, and the dream
became more �ns�stent; for know that for twenty-seven days we had
been rock�ng across the ocean on the t�ny Snark. Not once �n all
those twenty-seven days had we known a moment’s rest, a
moment’s cessat�on from movement. Th�s ceaseless movement had
become �ngra�ned. Body and bra�n we had rocked and rolled so long
that when we cl�mbed out on the t�ny wharf kept on rock�ng and
roll�ng. Th�s, naturally, we attr�buted to the wharf. It was projected
psychology. I spraddled along the wharf and nearly fell �nto the
water. I glanced at Charm�an, and the way she walked made me
sad. The wharf had all the seem�ng of a sh�p’s deck. It l�fted, t�lted,
heaved and sank; and s�nce there were no handra�ls on �t, �t kept
Charm�an and me busy avo�d�ng fall�ng �n. I never saw such a
preposterous l�ttle wharf. Whenever I watched �t closely, �t refused to
roll; but as soon as I took my attent�on off from �t, away �t went, just
l�ke the Snark. Once, I caught �t �n the act, just as �t upended, and I
looked down the length of �t for two hundred feet, and for all the
world �t was l�ke the deck of a sh�p duck�ng �nto a huge head-sea.



At last, however, supported by our hosts, we negot�ated the wharf
and ga�ned the land. But the land was no better. The very f�rst th�ng �t
d�d was to t�lt up on one s�de, and far as the eye could see I watched
�t t�lt, clear to �ts jagged, volcan�c backbone, and I saw the clouds
above t�lt, too. Th�s was no stable, f�rm-founded land, else �t would
not cut such capers. It was l�ke all the rest of our landfall, unreal. It
was a dream. At any moment, l�ke sh�ft�ng vapour, �t m�ght d�ssolve
away. The thought entered my head that perhaps �t was my fault,
that my head was sw�mm�ng or that someth�ng I had eaten had
d�sagreed w�th me. But I glanced at Charm�an and her sad walk, and
even as I glanced I saw her stagger and bump �nto the yachtsman by
whose s�de she walked. I spoke to her, and she compla�ned about
the ant�c behav�our of the land.

We walked across a spac�ous, wonderful lawn and down an
avenue of royal palms, and across more wonderful lawn �n the
grac�ous shade of stately trees. The a�r was f�lled w�th the songs of
b�rds and was heavy w�th r�ch warm fragrances—wafture from great
l�l�es, and blaz�ng blossoms of h�b�scus, and other strange gorgeous
trop�c flowers. The dream was becom�ng almost �mposs�bly beaut�ful
to us who for so long had seen naught but the restless, salty sea.
Charm�an reached out her hand and clung to me—for support
aga�nst the �neffable beauty of �t, thought I. But no. As I supported
her I braced my legs, wh�le the flowers and lawns reeled and swung
around me. It was l�ke an earthquake, only �t qu�ckly passed w�thout
do�ng any harm. It was fa�rly d�ff�cult to catch the land play�ng these
tr�cks. As long as I kept my m�nd on �t, noth�ng happened. But as
soon as my attent�on was d�stracted, away �t went, the whole
panorama, sw�ng�ng and heav�ng and t�lt�ng at all sorts of angles.
Once, however, I turned my head suddenly and caught that stately
l�ne of royal palms sw�ng�ng �n a great arc across the sky. But �t
stopped, just as soon as I caught �t, and became a plac�d dream
aga�n.

Next we came to a house of coolness, w�th great sweep�ng
veranda, where lotus-eaters m�ght dwell. W�ndows and doors were
w�de open to the breeze, and the songs and fragrances blew laz�ly �n
and out. The walls were hung w�th tapa-cloths. Couches w�th grass-
woven covers �nv�ted everywhere, and there was a grand p�ano, that



played, I was sure, noth�ng more exc�t�ng than lullab�es. Servants—
Japanese ma�ds �n nat�ve costume—dr�fted around and about,
no�selessly, l�ke butterfl�es. Everyth�ng was preternaturally cool. Here
was no blaz�ng down of a trop�c sun upon an unshr�nk�ng sea. It was
too good to be true. But �t was not real. It was a dream-dwell�ng. I
knew, for I turned suddenly and caught the grand p�ano cavort�ng �n
a spac�ous corner of the room. I d�d not say anyth�ng, for just then
we were be�ng rece�ved by a grac�ous woman, a beaut�ful Madonna,
clad �n flow�ng wh�te and shod w�th sandals, who greeted us as
though she had known us always.

We sat at table on the lotus-eat�ng veranda, served by the butterfly
ma�ds, and ate strange foods and partook of a nectar called po�. But
the dream threatened to d�ssolve. It sh�mmered and trembled l�ke an
�r�descent bubble about to break. I was just glanc�ng out at the green
grass and stately trees and blossoms of h�b�scus, when suddenly I
felt the table move. The table, and the Madonna across from me,
and the veranda of the lotus-eaters, the scarlet h�b�scus, the
greensward and the trees—all l�fted and t�lted before my eyes, and
heaved and sank down �nto the trough of a monstrous sea. I gr�pped
my cha�r convuls�vely and held on. I had a feel�ng that I was hold�ng
on to the dream as well as the cha�r. I should not have been
surpr�sed had the sea rushed �n and drowned all that fa�ryland and
had I found myself at the wheel of the Snark just look�ng up casually
from the study of logar�thms. But the dream pers�sted. I looked
covertly at the Madonna and her husband. They ev�denced no
perturbat�on. The d�shes had not moved upon the table. The h�b�scus
and trees and grass were st�ll there. Noth�ng had changed. I partook
of more nectar, and the dream was more real than ever.

“W�ll you have some �ced tea?” asked the Madonna; and then her
s�de of the table sank down gently and I sa�d yes to her at an angle
of forty-f�ve degrees.

“Speak�ng of sharks,” sa�d her husband, “up at N��hau there was a
man—” And at that moment the table l�fted and heaved, and I gazed
upward at h�m at an angle of forty-f�ve degrees.

So the luncheon went on, and I was glad that I d�d not have to
bear the affl�ct�on of watch�ng Charm�an walk. Suddenly, however, a



myster�ous word of fear broke from the l�ps of the lotus-eaters. “Ah,
ah,” thought I, “now the dream goes gl�mmer�ng.” I clutched the cha�r
desperately, resolved to drag back to the real�ty of the Snark some
tang�ble vest�ge of th�s lotus land. I felt the whole dream lurch�ng and
pull�ng to be gone. Just then the myster�ous word of fear was
repeated. It sounded l�ke Reporters. I looked and saw three of them
com�ng across the lawn. Oh, blessed reporters! Then the dream was
�nd�sputably real after all. I glanced out across the sh�n�ng water and
saw the Snark at anchor, and I remembered that I had sa�led �n her
from San Franc�sco to Hawa��, and that th�s was Pearl Harbour, and
that even then I was acknowledg�ng �ntroduct�ons and say�ng, �n
reply to the f�rst quest�on, “Yes, we had del�ghtful weather all the way
down.”



CHAPTER VI
A ROYAL SPORT

T��� �s what �t �s, a royal sport for the natural k�ngs of earth. The
grass grows r�ght down to the water at Wa�k�k� Beach, and w�th�n f�fty
feet of the everlast�ng sea. The trees also grow down to the salty
edge of th�ngs, and one s�ts �n the�r shade and looks seaward at a
majest�c surf thunder�ng �n on the beach to one’s very feet. Half a
m�le out, where �s the reef, the wh�te-headed combers thrust
suddenly skyward out of the plac�d turquo�se-blue and come roll�ng
�n to shore. One after another they come, a m�le long, w�th smok�ng
crests, the wh�te battal�ons of the �nf�n�te army of the sea. And one
s�ts and l�stens to the perpetual roar, and watches the unend�ng
process�on, and feels t�ny and frag�le before th�s tremendous force
express�ng �tself �n fury and foam and sound. Indeed, one feels
m�croscop�cally small, and the thought that one may wrestle w�th th�s
sea ra�ses �n one’s �mag�nat�on a thr�ll of apprehens�on, almost of
fear. Why, they are a m�le long, these bull-mouthed monsters, and
they we�gh a thousand tons, and they charge �n to shore faster than
a man can run. What chance? No chance at all, �s the verd�ct of the
shr�nk�ng ego; and one s�ts, and looks, and l�stens, and th�nks the
grass and the shade are a pretty good place �n wh�ch to be.

And suddenly, out there where a b�g smoker l�fts skyward, r�s�ng
l�ke a sea-god from out of the welter of spume and churn�ng wh�te,
on the g�ddy, toppl�ng, overhang�ng and downfall�ng, precar�ous crest
appears the dark head of a man. Sw�ftly he r�ses through the rush�ng
wh�te. H�s black shoulders, h�s chest, h�s lo�ns, h�s l�mbs—all �s
abruptly projected on one’s v�s�on. Where but the moment before
was only the w�de desolat�on and �nv�nc�ble roar, �s now a man,
erect, full-statured, not struggl�ng frant�cally �n that w�ld movement,



not bur�ed and crushed and buffeted by those m�ghty monsters, but
stand�ng above them all, calm and superb, po�sed on the g�ddy
summ�t, h�s feet bur�ed �n the churn�ng foam, the salt smoke r�s�ng to
h�s knees, and all the rest of h�m �n the free a�r and flash�ng sunl�ght,
and he �s fly�ng through the a�r, fly�ng forward, fly�ng fast as the surge
on wh�ch he stands. He �s a Mercury—a brown Mercury. H�s heels
are w�nged, and �n them �s the sw�ftness of the sea. In truth, from out
of the sea he has leaped upon the back of the sea, and he �s r�d�ng
the sea that roars and bellows and cannot shake h�m from �ts back.
But no frant�c outreach�ng and balanc�ng �s h�s. He �s �mpass�ve,
mot�onless as a statue carved suddenly by some m�racle out of the
sea’s depth from wh�ch he rose. And stra�ght on toward shore he
fl�es on h�s w�nged heels and the wh�te crest of the breaker. There �s
a w�ld burst of foam, a long tumultuous rush�ng sound as the breaker
falls fut�le and spent on the beach at your feet; and there, at your feet
steps calmly ashore a Kanaka, burnt, golden and brown by the trop�c
sun. Several m�nutes ago he was a speck a quarter of a m�le away.
He has “b�tted the bull-mouthed breaker” and r�dden �t �n, and the
pr�de �n the feat shows �n the carr�age of h�s magn�f�cent body as he
glances for a moment carelessly at you who s�t �n the shade of the
shore. He �s a Kanaka—and more, he �s a man, a member of the
k�ngly spec�es that has mastered matter and the brutes and lorded �t
over creat�on.

And one s�ts and th�nks of Tr�stram’s last wrestle w�th the sea on
that fatal morn�ng; and one th�nks further, to the fact that that Kanaka
has done what Tr�stram never d�d, and that he knows a joy of the sea
that Tr�stram never knew. And st�ll further one th�nks. It �s all very
well, s�tt�ng here �n cool shade of the beach, but you are a man, one
of the k�ngly spec�es, and what that Kanaka can do, you can do
yourself. Go to. Str�p off your clothes that are a nu�sance �n th�s
mellow cl�me. Get �n and wrestle w�th the sea; w�ng your heels w�th
the sk�ll and power that res�de �n you; b�t the sea’s breakers, master
them, and r�de upon the�r backs as a k�ng should.

And that �s how �t came about that I tackled surf-r�d�ng. And now
that I have tackled �t, more than ever do I hold �t to be a royal sport.
But f�rst let me expla�n the phys�cs of �t. A wave �s a commun�cated
ag�tat�on. The water that composes the body of a wave does not



move. If �t d�d, when a stone �s thrown �nto a pond and the r�pples
spread away �n an ever w�den�ng c�rcle, there would appear at the
centre an ever �ncreas�ng hole. No, the water that composes the
body of a wave �s stat�onary. Thus, you may watch a part�cular
port�on of the ocean’s surface and you w�ll see the same water r�se
and fall a thousand t�mes to the ag�tat�on commun�cated by a
thousand success�ve waves. Now �mag�ne th�s commun�cated
ag�tat�on mov�ng shoreward. As the bottom shoals, the lower port�on
of the wave str�kes land f�rst and �s stopped. But water �s flu�d, and
the upper port�on has not struck anyth�ng, wherefore �t keeps on
commun�cat�ng �ts ag�tat�on, keeps on go�ng. And when the top of the
wave keeps on go�ng, wh�le the bottom of �t lags beh�nd, someth�ng
�s bound to happen. The bottom of the wave drops out from under
and the top of the wave falls over, forward, and down, curl�ng and
crest�ng and roar�ng as �t does so. It �s the bottom of a wave str�k�ng
aga�nst the top of the land that �s the cause of all surfs.

But the transformat�on from a smooth undulat�on to a breaker �s
not abrupt except where the bottom shoals abruptly. Say the bottom
shoals gradually for from quarter of a m�le to a m�le, then an equal
d�stance w�ll be occup�ed by the transformat�on. Such a bottom �s
that off the beach of Wa�k�k�, and �t produces a splend�d surf-r�d�ng
surf. One leaps upon the back of a breaker just as �t beg�ns to break,
and stays on �t as �t cont�nues to break all the way �n to shore.

And now to the part�cular phys�cs of surf-r�d�ng. Get out on a flat
board, s�x feet long, two feet w�de, and roughly oval �n shape. L�e
down upon �t l�ke a small boy on a coaster and paddle w�th your
hands out to deep water, where the waves beg�n to crest. L�e out
there qu�etly on the board. Sea after sea breaks before, beh�nd, and
under and over you, and rushes �n to shore, leav�ng you beh�nd.
When a wave crests, �t gets steeper. Imag�ne yourself, on your
hoard, on the face of that steep slope. If �t stood st�ll, you would sl�de
down just as a boy sl�des down a h�ll on h�s coaster. “But,” you
object, “the wave doesn’t stand st�ll.” Very true, but the water
compos�ng the wave stands st�ll, and there you have the secret. If
ever you start sl�d�ng down the face of that wave, you’ll keep on
sl�d�ng and you’ll never reach the bottom. Please don’t laugh. The
face of that wave may be only s�x feet, yet you can sl�de down �t a



quarter of a m�le, or half a m�le, and not reach the bottom. For, see,
s�nce a wave �s only a commun�cated ag�tat�on or �mpetus, and s�nce
the water that composes a wave �s chang�ng every �nstant, new
water �s r�s�ng �nto the wave as fast as the wave travels. You sl�de
down th�s new water, and yet rema�n �n your old pos�t�on on the
wave, sl�d�ng down the st�ll newer water that �s r�s�ng and form�ng the
wave. You sl�de prec�sely as fast as the wave travels. If �t travels
f�fteen m�les an hour, you sl�de f�fteen m�les an hour. Between you
and shore stretches a quarter of m�le of water. As the wave travels,
th�s water obl�g�ngly heaps �tself �nto the wave, grav�ty does the rest,
and down you go, sl�d�ng the whole length of �t. If you st�ll cher�sh the
not�on, wh�le sl�d�ng, that the water �s mov�ng w�th you, thrust your
arms �nto �t and attempt to paddle; you w�ll f�nd that you have to be
remarkably qu�ck to get a stroke, for that water �s dropp�ng astern
just as fast as you are rush�ng ahead.

And now for another phase of the phys�cs of surf-r�d�ng. All rules
have the�r except�ons. It �s true that the water �n a wave does not
travel forward. But there �s what may be called the send of the sea.
The water �n the overtoppl�ng crest does move forward, as you w�ll
speed�ly real�ze �f you are slapped �n the face by �t, or �f you are
caught under �t and are pounded by one m�ghty blow down under the
surface pant�ng and gasp�ng for half a m�nute. The water �n the top of
a wave rests upon the water �n the bottom of the wave. But when the
bottom of the wave str�kes the land, �t stops, wh�le the top goes on. It
no longer has the bottom of the wave to hold �t up. Where was sol�d
water beneath �t, �s now a�r, and for the f�rst t�me �t feels the gr�p of
grav�ty, and down �t falls, at the same t�me be�ng torn asunder from
the lagg�ng bottom of the wave and flung forward. And �t �s because
of th�s that r�d�ng a surf-board �s someth�ng more than a mere plac�d
sl�d�ng down a h�ll. In truth, one �s caught up and hurled shoreward
as by some T�tan’s hand.

I deserted the cool shade, put on a sw�mm�ng su�t, and got hold of
a surf-board. It was too small a board. But I d�dn’t know, and nobody
told me. I jo�ned some l�ttle Kanaka boys �n shallow water, where the
breakers were well spent and small—a regular k�ndergarten school. I
watched the l�ttle Kanaka boys. When a l�kely-look�ng breaker came
along, they flopped upon the�r stomachs on the�r boards, k�cked l�ke



mad w�th the�r feet, and rode the breaker �n to the beach. I tr�ed to
emulate them. I watched them, tr�ed to do everyth�ng that they d�d,
and fa�led utterly. The breaker swept past, and I was not on �t. I tr�ed
aga�n and aga�n. I k�cked tw�ce as madly as they d�d, and fa�led. Half
a dozen would be around. We would all leap on our boards �n front of
a good breaker. Away our feet would churn l�ke the stern-wheels of
r�ver steamboats, and away the l�ttle rascals would scoot wh�le I
rema�ned �n d�sgrace beh�nd.

I tr�ed for a sol�d hour, and not one wave could I persuade to boost
me shoreward. And then arr�ved a fr�end, Alexander Hume Ford, a
globe trotter by profess�on, bent ever on the pursu�t of sensat�on.
And he had found �t at Wa�k�k�. Head�ng for Austral�a, he had
stopped off for a week to f�nd out �f there were any thr�lls �n surf-
r�d�ng, and he had become wedded to �t. He had been at �t every day
for a month and could not yet see any symptoms of the fasc�nat�on
lessen�ng on h�m. He spoke w�th author�ty.

“Get off that board,” he sa�d. “Chuck �t away at once. Look at the
way you’re try�ng to r�de �t. If ever the nose of that board h�ts bottom,
you’ll be d�sembowelled. Here, take my board. It’s a man’s s�ze.”

I am always humble when confronted by knowledge. Ford knew.
He showed me how properly to mount h�s board. Then he wa�ted for
a good breaker, gave me a shove at the r�ght moment, and started
me �n. Ah, del�c�ous moment when I felt that breaker gr�p and fl�ng
me.

On I dashed, a hundred and f�fty feet, and subs�ded w�th the
breaker on the sand. From that moment I was lost. I waded back to
Ford w�th h�s board. It was a large one, several �nches th�ck, and
we�ghed all of seventy-f�ve pounds. He gave me adv�ce, much of �t.
He had had no one to teach h�m, and all that he had labor�ously
learned �n several weeks he commun�cated to me �n half an hour. I
really learned by proxy. And �ns�de of half an hour I was able to start
myself and r�de �n. I d�d �t t�me after t�me, and Ford applauded and
adv�sed. For �nstance, he told me to get just so far forward on the
board and no farther. But I must have got some farther, for as I came
charg�ng �n to land, that m�serable board poked �ts nose down to
bottom, stopped abruptly, and turned a somersault, at the same t�me



v�olently sever�ng our relat�ons. I was tossed through the a�r l�ke a
ch�p and bur�ed �gnom�n�ously under the downfall�ng breaker. And I
real�zed that �f �t hadn’t been for Ford, I’d have been d�sembowelled.
That part�cular r�sk �s part of the sport, Ford says. Maybe he’ll have �t
happen to h�m before he leaves Wa�k�k�, and then, I feel conf�dent,
h�s yearn�ng for sensat�on w�ll be sat�sf�ed for a t�me.

When all �s sa�d and done, �t �s my steadfast bel�ef that hom�c�de �s
worse than su�c�de, espec�ally �f, �n the former case, �t �s a woman.
Ford saved me from be�ng a hom�c�de. “Imag�ne your legs are a
rudder,” he sa�d. “Hold them close together, and steer w�th them.” A
few m�nutes later I came charg�ng �n on a comber. As I neared the
beach, there, �n the water, up to her wa�st, dead �n front of me,
appeared a woman. How was I to stop that comber on whose back I
was? It looked l�ke a dead woman. The board we�ghed seventy-f�ve
pounds, I we�ghed a hundred and s�xty-f�ve. The added we�ght had a
veloc�ty of f�fteen m�les per hour. The board and I const�tuted a
project�le. I leave �t to the phys�c�sts to f�gure out the force of the
�mpact upon that poor, tender woman. And then I remembered my
guard�an angel, Ford. “Steer w�th your legs!” rang through my bra�n. I
steered w�th my legs, I steered sharply, abruptly, w�th all my legs and
w�th all my m�ght. The board sheered around broads�de on the crest.
Many th�ngs happened s�multaneously. The wave gave me a pass�ng
buffet, a l�ght tap as the taps of waves go, but a tap suff�c�ent to
knock me off the board and smash me down through the rush�ng
water to bottom, w�th wh�ch I came �n v�olent coll�s�on and upon
wh�ch I was rolled over and over. I got my head out for a breath of a�r
and then ga�ned my feet. There stood the woman before me. I felt
l�ke a hero. I had saved her l�fe. And she laughed at me. It was not
hyster�a. She had never dreamed of her danger. Anyway, I solaced
myself, �t was not I but Ford that saved her, and I d�dn’t have to feel
l�ke a hero. And bes�des, that leg-steer�ng was great. In a few
m�nutes more of pract�ce I was able to thread my way �n and out past
several bathers and to rema�n on top my breaker �nstead of go�ng
under �t.

“To-morrow,” Ford sa�d, “I am go�ng to take you out �nto the blue
water.”



I looked seaward where he po�nted, and saw the great smok�ng
combers that made the breakers I had been r�d�ng look l�ke r�pples. I
don’t know what I m�ght have sa�d had I not recollected just then that
I was one of a k�ngly spec�es. So all that I d�d say was, “All r�ght, I’ll
tackle them to-morrow.”

The water that rolls �n on Wa�k�k� Beach �s just the same as the
water that laves the shores of all the Hawa��an Islands; and �n ways,
espec�ally from the sw�mmer’s standpo�nt, �t �s wonderful water. It �s
cool enough to be comfortable, wh�le �t �s warm enough to perm�t a
sw�mmer to stay �n all day w�thout exper�enc�ng a ch�ll. Under the sun
or the stars, at h�gh noon or at m�dn�ght, �n m�dw�nter or �n
m�dsummer, �t does not matter when, �t �s always the same
temperature—not too warm, not too cold, just r�ght. It �s wonderful
water, salt as old ocean �tself, pure and crystal-clear. When the
nature of the water �s cons�dered, �t �s not so remarkable after all that
the Kanakas are one of the most expert of sw�mm�ng races.

So �t was, next morn�ng, when Ford came along, that I plunged
�nto the wonderful water for a sw�m of �ndeterm�nate length. Astr�de
of our surf-boards, or, rather, flat down upon them on our stomachs,
we paddled out through the k�ndergarten where the l�ttle Kanaka
boys were at play. Soon we were out �n deep water where the b�g
smokers came roar�ng �n. The mere struggle w�th them, fac�ng them
and paddl�ng seaward over them and through them, was sport
enough �n �tself. One had to have h�s w�ts about h�m, for �t was a
battle �n wh�ch m�ghty blows were struck, on one s�de, and �n wh�ch
cunn�ng was used on the other s�de—a struggle between �nsensate
force and �ntell�gence. I soon learned a b�t. When a breaker curled
over my head, for a sw�ft �nstant I could see the l�ght of day through
�ts emerald body; then down would go my head, and I would clutch
the board w�th all my strength. Then would come the blow, and to the
onlooker on shore I would be blotted out. In real�ty the board and I
have passed through the crest and emerged �n the resp�te of the
other s�de. I should not recommend those smash�ng blows to an
�nval�d or del�cate person. There �s we�ght beh�nd them, and the
�mpact of the dr�ven water �s l�ke a sandblast. Somet�mes one
passes through half a dozen combers �n qu�ck success�on, and �t �s



just about that t�me that he �s l�able to d�scover new mer�ts �n the
stable land and new reasons for be�ng on shore.

Out there �n the m�dst of such a success�on of b�g smoky ones, a
th�rd man was added to our party, one Freeth. Shak�ng the water
from my eyes as I emerged from one wave and peered ahead to see
what the next one looked l�ke, I saw h�m tear�ng �n on the back of �t,
stand�ng upr�ght on h�s board, carelessly po�sed, a young god
bronzed w�th sunburn. We went through the wave on the back of
wh�ch he rode. Ford called to h�m. He turned an a�rspr�ng from h�s
wave, rescued h�s board from �ts maw, paddled over to us and jo�ned
Ford �n show�ng me th�ngs. One th�ng �n part�cular I learned from
Freeth, namely, how to encounter the occas�onal breaker of
except�onal s�ze that rolled �n. Such breakers were really feroc�ous,
and �t was unsafe to meet them on top of the board. But Freeth
showed me, so that whenever I saw one of that cal�bre roll�ng down
on me, I sl�d off the rear end of the board and dropped down beneath
the surface, my arms over my head and hold�ng the board. Thus, �f
the wave r�pped the board out of my hands and tr�ed to str�ke me
w�th �t (a common tr�ck of such waves), there would be a cush�on of
water a foot or more �n depth, between my head and the blow. When
the wave passed, I cl�mbed upon the board and paddled on. Many
men have been terr�bly �njured, I learn, by be�ng struck by the�r
boards.

The whole method of surf-r�d�ng and surf-f�ght�ng, learned, �s one
of non-res�stance. Dodge the blow that �s struck at you. D�ve through
the wave that �s try�ng to slap you �n the face. S�nk down, feet f�rst,
deep under the surface, and let the b�g smoker that �s try�ng to
smash you go by far overhead. Never be r�g�d. Relax. Y�eld yourself
to the waters that are r�pp�ng and tear�ng at you. When the undertow
catches you and drags you seaward along the bottom, don’t struggle
aga�nst �t. If you do, you are l�able to be drowned, for �t �s stronger
than you. Y�eld yourself to that undertow. Sw�m w�th �t, not aga�nst �t,
and you w�ll f�nd the pressure removed. And, sw�mm�ng w�th �t,
fool�ng �t so that �t does not hold you, sw�m upward at the same t�me.
It w�ll be no trouble at all to reach the surface.



The man who wants to learn surf-r�d�ng must be a strong sw�mmer,
and he must be used to go�ng under the water. After that, fa�r
strength and common-sense are all that �s requ�red. The force of the
b�g comber �s rather unexpected. There are m�x-ups �n wh�ch board
and r�der are torn apart and separated by several hundred feet. The
surf-r�der must take care of h�mself. No matter how many r�ders sw�m
out w�th h�m, he cannot depend upon any of them for a�d. The
fanc�ed secur�ty I had �n the presence of Ford and Freeth made me
forget that �t was my f�rst sw�m out �n deep water among the b�g
ones. I recollected, however, and rather suddenly, for a b�g wave
came �n, and away went the two men on �ts back all the way to
shore. I could have been drowned a dozen d�fferent ways before
they got back to me.

One sl�des down the face of a breaker on h�s surf-board, but he
has to get started to sl�d�ng. Board and r�der must be mov�ng
shoreward at a good rate before the wave overtakes them. When
you see the wave com�ng that you want to r�de �n, you turn ta�l to �t
and paddle shoreward w�th all your strength, us�ng what �s called the
w�ndm�ll stroke. Th�s �s a sort of spurt performed �mmed�ately �n front
of the wave. If the board �s go�ng fast enough, the wave accelerates
�t, and the board beg�ns �ts quarter-of-a-m�le sl�de.

I shall never forget the f�rst b�g wave I caught out there �n the deep
water. I saw �t com�ng, turned my back on �t and paddled for dear l�fe.
Faster and faster my board went, t�ll �t seemed my arms would drop
off. What was happen�ng beh�nd me I could not tell. One cannot look
beh�nd and paddle the w�ndm�ll stroke. I heard the crest of the wave
h�ss�ng and churn�ng, and then my board was l�fted and flung
forward. I scarcely knew what happened the f�rst half-m�nute.
Though I kept my eyes open, I could not see anyth�ng, for I was
bur�ed �n the rush�ng wh�te of the crest. But I d�d not m�nd. I was
ch�efly consc�ous of ecstat�c bl�ss at hav�ng caught the wave. At the
end of the half-m�nute, however, I began to see th�ngs, and to
breathe. I saw that three feet of the nose of my board was clear out
of water and r�d�ng on the a�r. I sh�fted my we�ght forward, and made
the nose come down. Then I lay, qu�te at rest �n the m�dst of the w�ld
movement, and watched the shore and the bathers on the beach
grow d�st�nct. I d�dn’t cover qu�te a quarter of a m�le on that wave,



because, to prevent the board from d�v�ng, I sh�fted my we�ght back,
but sh�fted �t too far and fell down the rear slope of the wave.

It was my second day at surf-r�d�ng, and I was qu�te proud of
myself. I stayed out there four hours, and when �t was over, I was
resolved that on the morrow I’d come �n stand�ng up. But that
resolut�on paved a d�stant place. On the morrow I was �n bed. I was
not s�ck, but I was very unhappy, and I was �n bed. When descr�b�ng
the wonderful water of Hawa�� I forgot to descr�be the wonderful sun
of Hawa��. It �s a trop�c sun, and, furthermore, �n the f�rst part of June,
�t �s an overhead sun. It �s also an �ns�d�ous, dece�tful sun. For the
f�rst t�me �n my l�fe I was sunburned unawares. My arms, shoulders,
and back had been burned many t�mes �n the past and were tough;
but not so my legs. And for four hours I had exposed the tender
backs of my legs, at r�ght-angles, to that perpend�cular Hawa��an
sun. It was not unt�l after I got ashore that I d�scovered the sun had
touched me. Sunburn at f�rst �s merely warm; after that �t grows
�ntense and the bl�sters come out. Also, the jo�nts, where the sk�n
wr�nkles, refuse to bend. That �s why I spent the next day �n bed. I
couldn’t walk. And that �s why, to-day, I am wr�t�ng th�s �n bed. It �s
eas�er to than not to. But to-morrow, ah, to-morrow, I shall be out �n
that wonderful water, and I shall come �n stand�ng up, even as Ford
and Freeth. And �f I fa�l to-morrow, I shall do �t the next day, or the
next. Upon one th�ng I am resolved: the Snark shall not sa�l from
Honolulu unt�l I, too, w�ng my heels w�th the sw�ftness of the sea, and
become a sun-burned, sk�n-peel�ng Mercury.



CHAPTER VII
THE LEPERS OF MOLOKAI

W��� the Snark sa�led along the w�ndward coast of Moloka�, on
her way to Honolulu, I looked at the chart, then po�nted to a low-ly�ng
pen�nsula backed by a tremendous cl�ff vary�ng from two to four
thousand feet �n he�ght, and sa�d: “The p�t of hell, the most cursed
place on earth.” I should have been shocked, �f, at that moment, I
could have caught a v�s�on of myself a month later, ashore �n the
most cursed place on earth and hav�ng a d�sgracefully good t�me
along w�th e�ght hundred of the lepers who were l�kew�se hav�ng a
good t�me. The�r good t�me was not d�sgraceful; but m�ne was, for �n
the m�dst of so much m�sery �t was not meet for me to have a good
t�me. That �s the way I felt about �t, and my only excuse �s that I
couldn’t help hav�ng a good t�me.

For �nstance, �n the afternoon of the Fourth of July all the lepers
gathered at the race-track for the sports. I had wandered away from
the Super�ntendent and the phys�c�ans �n order to get a snapshot of
the f�n�sh of one of the races. It was an �nterest�ng race, and
part�sansh�p ran h�gh. Three horses were entered, one r�dden by a
Ch�nese, one by an Hawa��an, and one by a Portuguese boy. All
three r�ders were lepers; so were the judges and the crowd. The race
was tw�ce around the track. The Ch�nese and the Hawa��an got away
together and rode neck and neck, the Portuguese boy to�l�ng along
two hundred feet beh�nd. Around they went �n the same pos�t�ons.
Halfway around on the second and f�nal lap the Ch�nese pulled away
and got one length ahead of the Hawa��an. At the same t�me the
Portuguese boy was beg�nn�ng to crawl up. But �t looked hopeless.
The crowd went w�ld. All the lepers were pass�onate lovers of
horseflesh. The Portuguese boy crawled nearer and nearer. I went



w�ld, too. They were on the home stretch. The Portuguese boy
passed the Hawa��an. There was a thunder of hoofs, a rush of the
three horses bunched together, the jockeys ply�ng the�r wh�ps, and
every last onlooker burst�ng h�s throat, or hers, w�th shouts and yells.
Nearer, nearer, �nch by �nch, the Portuguese boy crept up, and
passed, yes, passed, w�nn�ng by a head from the Ch�nese. I came to
myself �n a group of lepers. They were yell�ng, toss�ng the�r hats, and
danc�ng around l�ke f�ends. So was I. When I came to I was wav�ng
my hat and murmur�ng ecstat�cally: “By golly, the boy w�ns! The boy
w�ns!”

I tr�ed to check myself. I assured myself that I was w�tness�ng one
of the horrors of Moloka�, and that �t was shameful for me, under
such c�rcumstances, to be so l�ght-hearted and l�ght-headed. But �t
was no use. The next event was a donkey-race, and �t was just
start�ng; so was the fun. The last donkey �n was to w�n the race, and
what compl�cated the affa�r was that no r�der rode h�s own donkey.
They rode one another’s donkeys, the result of wh�ch was that each
man strove to make the donkey he rode beat h�s own donkey r�dden
by some one else, Naturally, only men possess�ng very slow or
extremely obstreperous donkeys had entered them for the race. One
donkey had been tra�ned to tuck �n �ts legs and l�e down whenever �ts
r�der touched �ts s�des w�th h�s heels. Some donkeys strove to turn
around and come back; others developed a penchant for the s�de of
the track, where they stuck the�r heads over the ra�l�ng and stopped;
wh�le all of them dawdled. Halfway around the track one donkey got
�nto an argument w�th �ts r�der. When all the rest of the donkeys had
crossed the w�re, that part�cular donkey was st�ll argu�ng. He won the
race, though h�s r�der lost �t and came �n on foot. And all the wh�le
nearly a thousand lepers were laugh�ng uproar�ously at the fun.
Anybody �n my place would have jo�ned w�th them �n hav�ng a good
t�me.

All the forego�ng �s by way of preamble to the statement that the
horrors of Moloka�, as they have been pa�nted �n the past, do not
ex�st. The Settlement has been wr�tten up repeatedly by
sensat�onal�sts, and usually by sensat�onal�sts who have never la�d
eyes on �t. Of course, leprosy �s leprosy, and �t �s a terr�ble th�ng; but
so much that �s lur�d has been wr�tten about Moloka� that ne�ther the



lepers, nor those who devote the�r l�ves to them, have rece�ved a fa�r
deal. Here �s a case �n po�nt. A newspaper wr�ter, who, of course,
had never been near the Settlement, v�v�dly descr�bed
Super�ntendent McVe�gh, crouch�ng �n a grass hut and be�ng
bes�eged n�ghtly by starv�ng lepers on the�r knees, wa�l�ng for food.
Th�s ha�r-ra�s�ng account was cop�ed by the press all over the Un�ted
States and was the cause of many �nd�gnant and protest�ng
ed�tor�als. Well, I l�ved and slept for f�ve days �n Mr. McVe�gh’s “grass
hut” (wh�ch was a comfortable wooden cottage, by the way; and
there �sn’t a grass house �n the whole Settlement), and I heard the
lepers wa�l�ng for food—only the wa�l�ng was pecul�arly harmon�ous
and rhythm�c, and �t was accompan�ed by the mus�c of str�nged
�nstruments, v�ol�ns, gu�tars, ukuleles, and banjos. Also, the wa�l�ng
was of var�ous sorts. The leper brass band wa�led, and two s�ng�ng
soc�et�es wa�led, and lastly a qu�ntet of excellent vo�ces wa�led. So
much for a l�e that should never have been pr�nted. The wa�l�ng was
the serenade wh�ch the glee clubs always g�ve Mr. McVe�gh when he
returns from a tr�p to Honolulu.

Leprosy �s not so contag�ous as �s �mag�ned. I went for a week’s
v�s�t to the Settlement, and I took my w�fe along—all of wh�ch would
not have happened had we had any apprehens�on of contract�ng the
d�sease. Nor d�d we wear long, gauntleted gloves and keep apart
from the lepers. On the contrary, we m�ngled freely w�th them, and
before we left, knew scores of them by s�ght and name. The
precaut�ons of s�mple cleanl�ness seem to be all that �s necessary.
On return�ng to the�r own houses, after hav�ng been among and
handl�ng lepers, the non-lepers, such as the phys�c�ans and the
super�ntendent, merely wash the�r faces and hands w�th m�ldly
ant�sept�c soap and change the�r coats.

That a leper �s unclean, however, should be �ns�sted upon; and the
segregat�on of lepers, from what l�ttle �s known of the d�sease, should
be r�g�dly ma�nta�ned. On the other hand, the awful horror w�th wh�ch
the leper has been regarded �n the past, and the fr�ghtful treatment
he has rece�ved, have been unnecessary and cruel. In order to
d�spel some of the popular m�sapprehens�ons of leprosy, I want to
tell someth�ng of the relat�ons between the lepers and non-lepers as
I observed them at Moloka�. On the morn�ng after our arr�val



Charm�an and I attended a shoot of the Kalaupapa R�fle Club, and
caught our f�rst gl�mpse of the democracy of affl�ct�on and allev�at�on
that obta�ns. The club was just beg�nn�ng a pr�ze shoot for a cup put
up by Mr. McVe�gh, who �s also a member of the club, as also are Dr.
Goodhue and Dr. Hollmann, the res�dent phys�c�ans (who, by the
way, l�ve �n the Settlement w�th the�r w�ves). All about us, �n the
shoot�ng booth, were the lepers. Lepers and non-lepers were us�ng
the same guns, and all were rubb�ng shoulders �n the conf�ned
space. The major�ty of the lepers were Hawa��ans. S�tt�ng bes�de me
on a bench was a Norweg�an. D�rectly �n front of me, �n the stand,
was an Amer�can, a veteran of the C�v�l War, who had fought on the
Confederate s�de. He was s�xty-f�ve years of age, but that d�d not
prevent h�m from runn�ng up a good score. Strapp�ng Hawa��an
pol�cemen, lepers, khak�-clad, were also shoot�ng, as were
Portuguese, Ch�nese, and kokuas—the latter are nat�ve helpers �n
the Settlement who are non-lepers. And on the afternoon that
Charm�an and I cl�mbed the two-thousand-foot pal� and looked our
last upon the Settlement, the super�ntendent, the doctors, and the
m�xture of nat�onal�t�es and of d�seased and non-d�seased were all
engaged �n an exc�t�ng baseball game.

Not so was the leper and h�s greatly m�sunderstood and feared
d�sease treated dur�ng the m�ddle ages �n Europe. At that t�me the
leper was cons�dered legally and pol�t�cally dead. He was placed �n a
funeral process�on and led to the church, where the bur�al serv�ce
was read over h�m by the off�c�at�ng clergyman. Then a spadeful of
earth was dropped upon h�s chest and he was dead-l�v�ng dead.
Wh�le th�s r�gorous treatment was largely unnecessary, nevertheless,
one th�ng was learned by �t. Leprosy was unknown �n Europe unt�l �t
was �ntroduced by the return�ng Crusaders, whereupon �t spread
slowly unt�l �t had se�zed upon large numbers of the people.
Obv�ously, �t was a d�sease that could be contracted by contact. It
was a contag�on, and �t was equally obv�ous that �t could be
erad�cated by segregat�on. Terr�ble and monstrous as was the
treatment of the leper �n those days, the great lesson of segregat�on
was learned. By �ts means leprosy was stamped out.

And by the same means leprosy �s even now decreas�ng �n the
Hawa��an Islands. But the segregat�on of the lepers on Moloka� �s not



the horr�ble n�ghtmare that has been so often explo�ted by yellow
wr�ters. In the f�rst place, the leper �s not torn ruthlessly from h�s
fam�ly. When a suspect �s d�scovered, he �s �nv�ted by the Board of
Health to come to the Kal�h� rece�v�ng stat�on at Honolulu. H�s fare
and all expenses are pa�d for h�m. He �s f�rst passed upon by
m�croscop�cal exam�nat�on by the bacter�olog�st of the Board of
Health. If the bac�llus lepræ �s found, the pat�ent �s exam�ned by the
Board of Exam�n�ng Phys�c�ans, f�ve �n number. If found by them to
be a leper, he �s so declared, wh�ch f�nd�ng �s later off�c�ally
conf�rmed by the Board of Health, and the leper �s ordered stra�ght to
Moloka�. Furthermore, dur�ng the thorough tr�al that �s g�ven h�s case,
the pat�ent has the r�ght to be represented by a phys�c�an whom he
can select and employ for h�mself. Nor, after hav�ng been declared a
leper, �s the pat�ent �mmed�ately rushed off to Moloka�. He �s g�ven
ample t�me, weeks, and even months, somet�mes, dur�ng wh�ch he
stays at Kal�h� and w�nds up or arranges all h�s bus�ness affa�rs. At
Moloka�, �n turn, he may be v�s�ted by h�s relat�ves, bus�ness agents,
etc., though they are not perm�tted to eat and sleep �n h�s house.
V�s�tors’ houses, kept “clean,” are ma�nta�ned for th�s purpose.

I saw an �llustrat�on of the thorough tr�al g�ven the suspect, when I
v�s�ted Kal�h� w�th Mr. P�nkham, pres�dent of the Board of Health. The
suspect was an Hawa��an, seventy years of age, who for th�rty-four
years had worked �n Honolulu as a pressman �n a pr�nt�ng off�ce. The
bacter�olog�st had dec�ded that he was a leper, the Exam�n�ng Board
had been unable to make up �ts m�nd, and that day all had come out
to Kal�h� to make another exam�nat�on.

When at Moloka�, the declared leper has the pr�v�lege of re-
exam�nat�on, and pat�ents are cont�nually com�ng back to Honolulu
for that purpose. The steamer that took me to Moloka� had on board
two return�ng lepers, both young women, one of whom had come to
Honolulu to settle up some property she owned, and the other had
come to Honolulu to see her s�ck mother. Both had rema�ned at
Kal�h� for a month.

The Settlement of Moloka� enjoys a far more del�ghtful cl�mate
than even Honolulu, be�ng s�tuated on the w�ndward s�de of the
�sland �n the path of the fresh north-east trades. The scenery �s



magn�f�cent; on one s�de �s the blue sea, on the other the wonderful
wall of the pal�, reced�ng here and there �nto beaut�ful mounta�n
valleys. Everywhere are grassy pastures over wh�ch roam the
hundreds of horses wh�ch are owned by the lepers. Some of them
have the�r own carts, r�gs, and traps. In the l�ttle harbour of
Kalaupapa l�e f�sh�ng boats and a steam launch, all of wh�ch are
pr�vately owned and operated by lepers. The�r bounds upon the sea
are, of course, determ�ned: otherw�se no restr�ct�on �s put upon the�r
sea-far�ng. The�r f�sh they sell to the Board of Health, and the money
they rece�ve �s the�r own. Wh�le I was there, one n�ght’s catch was
four thousand pounds.

And as these men f�sh, others farm. All trades are followed. One
leper, a pure Hawa��an, �s the boss pa�nter. He employs e�ght men,
and takes contracts for pa�nt�ng bu�ld�ngs from the Board of Health.
He �s a member of the Kalaupapa R�fle Club, where I met h�m, and I
must confess that he was far better dressed than I. Another man,
s�m�larly s�tuated, �s the boss carpenter. Then, �n add�t�on to the
Board of Health store, there are l�ttle pr�vately owned stores, where
those w�th shopkeeper’s souls may exerc�se the�r pecul�ar �nst�ncts.
The Ass�stant Super�ntendent, Mr. Wa�amau, a f�nely educated and
able man, �s a pure Hawa��an and a leper. Mr. Bartlett, who �s the
present storekeeper, �s an Amer�can who was �n bus�ness �n
Honolulu before he was struck down by the d�sease. All that these
men earn �s that much �n the�r own pockets. If they do not work, they
are taken care of anyway by the terr�tory, g�ven food, shelter, clothes,
and med�cal attendance. The Board of Health carr�es on agr�culture,
stock-ra�s�ng, and da�ry�ng, for local use, and employment at fa�r
wages �s furn�shed to all that w�sh to work. They are not compelled to
work, however, for they are the wards of the terr�tory. For the young,
and the very old, and the helpless there are homes and hosp�tals.

Major Lee, an Amer�can and long a mar�ne eng�neer for the Inter
Island Steamsh�p Company, I met act�vely at work �n the new steam
laundry, where he was busy �nstall�ng the mach�nery. I met h�m often,
afterwards, and one day he sa�d to me:

“G�ve us a good breeze about how we l�ve here. For heaven’s
sake wr�te us up stra�ght. Put your foot down on th�s chamber-of-



horrors rot and all the rest of �t. We don’t l�ke be�ng m�srepresented.
We’ve got some feel�ngs. Just tell the world how we really are �n
here.”

Man after man that I met �n the Settlement, and woman after
woman, �n one way or another expressed the same sent�ment. It was
patent that they resented b�tterly the sensat�onal and untruthful way
�n wh�ch they have been explo�ted �n the past.

In sp�te of the fact that they are affl�cted by d�sease, the lepers
form a happy colony, d�v�ded �nto two v�llages and numerous country
and seas�de homes, of nearly a thousand souls. They have s�x
churches, a Young Men’s Chr�st�an Assoc�at�on bu�ld�ng, several
assembly halls, a band stand, a race-track, baseball grounds,
shoot�ng ranges, an athlet�c club, numerous glee clubs, and two
brass bands.

“They are so contented down there,” Mr. P�nkham told me, “that
you can’t dr�ve them away w�th a shot-gun.”

Th�s I later ver�f�ed for myself. In January of th�s year, eleven of the
lepers, on whom the d�sease, after hav�ng comm�tted certa�n
ravages, showed no further s�gns of act�v�ty, were brought back to
Honolulu for re-exam�nat�on. They were loath to come; and, on be�ng
asked whether or not they wanted to go free �f found clean of
leprosy, one and all answered, “Back to Moloka�.”

In the old days, before the d�scovery of the leprosy bac�llus, a
small number of men and women, suffer�ng from var�ous and wholly
d�fferent d�seases, were adjudged lepers and sent to Moloka�. Years
afterward they suffered great consternat�on when the bacter�olog�sts
declared that they were not affl�cted w�th leprosy and never had
been. They fought aga�nst be�ng sent away from Moloka�, and �n one
way or another, as helpers and nurses, they got jobs from the Board
of Health and rema�ned. The present ja�ler �s one of these men.
Declared to be a non-leper, he accepted, on salary, the charge of the
ja�l, �n order to escape be�ng sent away.

At the present moment, �n Honolulu, there �s a bootblack. He �s an
Amer�can negro. Mr. McVe�gh told me about h�m. Long ago, before
the bacter�olog�cal tests, he was sent to Moloka� as a leper. As a
ward of the state he developed a superlat�ve degree of



�ndependence and fomented much petty m�sch�ef. And then, one
day, after hav�ng been for years a perenn�al source of m�nor
annoyances, the bacter�olog�cal test was appl�ed, and he was
declared a non-leper.

“Ah, ha!” chortled Mr. McVe�gh. “Now I’ve got you! Out you go on
the next steamer and good r�ddance!”

But the negro d�dn’t want to go. Immed�ately he marr�ed an old
woman, �n the last stages of leprosy, and began pet�t�on�ng the
Board of Health for perm�ss�on to rema�n and nurse h�s s�ck w�fe.
There was no one, he sa�d pathet�cally, who could take care of h�s
poor w�fe as well as he could. But they saw through h�s game, and
he was deported on the steamer and g�ven the freedom of the world.
But he preferred Moloka�. Land�ng on the leeward s�de of Moloka�, he
sneaked down the pal� one n�ght and took up h�s abode �n the
Settlement. He was apprehended, tr�ed and conv�cted of trespass,
sentenced to pay a small f�ne, and aga�n deported on the steamer
w�th the warn�ng that �f he trespassed aga�n, he would be f�ned one
hundred dollars and be sent to pr�son �n Honolulu. And now, when
Mr. McVe�gh comes up to Honolulu, the bootblack sh�nes h�s shoes
for h�m and says:

“Say, Boss, I lost a good home down there. Yes, s�r, I lost a good
home.” Then h�s vo�ce s�nks to a conf�dent�al wh�sper as he says,
“Say, Boss, can’t I go back? Can’t you f�x �t for me so as I can go
back?”

He had l�ved n�ne years on Moloka�, and he had had a better t�me
there than he has ever had, before and after, on the outs�de.

As regards the fear of leprosy �tself, nowhere �n the Settlement
among lepers, or non-lepers, d�d I see any s�gn of �t. The ch�ef horror
of leprosy obta�ns �n the m�nds of those who have never seen a leper
and who do not know anyth�ng about the d�sease. At the hotel at
Wa�k�k� a lady expressed shudder�ng amazement at my hav�ng the
hard�hood to pay a v�s�t to the Settlement. On talk�ng w�th her I
learned that she had been born �n Honolulu, had l�ved there all her
l�fe, and had never la�d eyes on a leper. That was more than I could
say of myself �n the Un�ted States, where the segregat�on of lepers �s



loosely enforced and where I have repeatedly seen lepers on the
streets of large c�t�es.

Leprosy �s terr�ble, there �s no gett�ng away from that; but from
what l�ttle I know of the d�sease and �ts degree of contag�ousness, I
would by far prefer to spend the rest of my days �n Moloka� than �n
any tuberculos�s sanator�um. In every c�ty and county hosp�tal for
poor people �n the Un�ted States, or �n s�m�lar �nst�tut�ons �n other
countr�es, s�ghts as terr�ble as those �n Moloka� can be w�tnessed,
and the sum total of these s�ghts �s vastly more terr�ble. For that
matter, �f �t were g�ven me to choose between be�ng compelled to l�ve
�n Moloka� for the rest of my l�fe, or �n the East End of London, the
East S�de of New York, or the Stockyards of Ch�cago, I would select
Moloka� w�thout debate. I would prefer one year of l�fe �n Moloka� to
f�ve years of l�fe �n the above-ment�oned cesspools of human
degradat�on and m�sery.

In Moloka� the people are happy. I shall never forget the
celebrat�on of the Fourth of July I w�tnessed there. At s�x o’clock �n
the morn�ng the “horr�bles” were out, dressed fantast�cally, astr�de
horses, mules, and donkeys (the�r own property), and cutt�ng capers
all over the Settlement. Two brass bands were out as well. Then
there were the pa-u r�ders, th�rty or forty of them, Hawa��an women
all, superb horsewomen dressed gorgeously �n the old, nat�ve r�d�ng
costume, and dash�ng about �n twos and threes and groups. In the
afternoon Charm�an and I stood �n the judge’s stand and awarded
the pr�zes for horsemansh�p and costume to the pa-u r�ders. All
about were the hundreds of lepers, w�th wreaths of flowers on heads
and necks and shoulders, look�ng on and mak�ng merry. And always,
over the brows of h�lls and across the grassy level stretches,
appear�ng and d�sappear�ng, were the groups of men and women,
ga�ly dressed, on gallop�ng horses, horses and r�ders flower-
bedecked and flower-garlanded, s�ng�ng, and laugh�ng, and r�d�ng
l�ke the w�nd. And as I stood �n the judge’s stand and looked at all
th�s, there came to my recollect�on the lazar house of Havana, where
I had once beheld some two hundred lepers, pr�soners �ns�de four
restr�cted walls unt�l they d�ed. No, there are a few thousand places I
wot of �n th�s world over wh�ch I would select Moloka� as a place of
permanent res�dence. In the even�ng we went to one of the leper



assembly halls, where, before a crowded aud�ence, the s�ng�ng
soc�et�es contested for pr�zes, and where the n�ght wound up w�th a
dance. I have seen the Hawa��ans l�v�ng �n the slums of Honolulu,
and, hav�ng seen them, I can read�ly understand why the lepers,
brought up from the Settlement for re-exam�nat�on, shouted one and
all, “Back to Moloka�!”

One th�ng �s certa�n. The leper �n the Settlement �s far better off
than the leper who l�es �n h�d�ng outs�de. Such a leper �s a lonely
outcast, l�v�ng �n constant fear of d�scovery and slowly and surely
rott�ng away. The act�on of leprosy �s not steady. It lays hold of �ts
v�ct�m, comm�ts a ravage, and then l�es dormant for an �ndeterm�nate
per�od. It may not comm�t another ravage for f�ve years, or ten years,
or forty years, and the pat�ent may enjoy un�nterrupted good health.
Rarely, however, do these f�rst ravages cease of themselves. The
sk�lled surgeon �s requ�red, and the sk�lled surgeon cannot be called
�n for the leper who �s �n h�d�ng. For �nstance, the f�rst ravage may
take the form of a perforat�ng ulcer �n the sole of the foot. When the
bone �s reached, necros�s sets �n. If the leper �s �n h�d�ng, he cannot
be operated upon, the necros�s w�ll cont�nue to eat �ts way up the
bone of the leg, and �n a br�ef and horr�ble t�me that leper w�ll d�e of
gangrene or some other terr�ble compl�cat�on. On the other hand, �f
that same leper �s �n Moloka�, the surgeon w�ll operate upon the foot,
remove the ulcer, cleanse the bone, and put a complete stop to that
part�cular ravage of the d�sease. A month after the operat�on the
leper w�ll be out r�d�ng horseback, runn�ng foot races, sw�mm�ng �n
the breakers, or cl�mb�ng the g�ddy s�des of the valleys for mounta�n
apples. And as has been stated before, the d�sease, ly�ng dormant,
may not aga�n attack h�m for f�ve, ten, or forty years.

The old horrors of leprosy go back to the cond�t�ons that obta�ned
before the days of ant�sept�c surgery, and before the t�me when
phys�c�ans l�ke Dr. Goodhue and Dr. Hollmann went to l�ve at the
Settlement. Dr. Goodhue �s the p�oneer surgeon there, and too much
pra�se cannot be g�ven h�m for the noble work he has done. I spent
one morn�ng �n the operat�ng room w�th h�m and of the three
operat�ons he performed, two were on men, newcomers, who had
arr�ved on the same steamer w�th me. In each case, the d�sease had
attacked �n one spot only. One had a perforat�ng ulcer �n the ankle,



well advanced, and the other man was suffer�ng from a s�m�lar
affl�ct�on, well advanced, under h�s arm. Both cases were well
advanced because the man had been on the outs�de and had not
been treated. In each case. Dr. Goodhue put an �mmed�ate and
complete stop to the ravage, and �n four weeks those two men w�ll
be as well and able-bod�ed as they ever were �n the�r l�ves. The only
d�fference between them and you or me �s that the d�sease �s ly�ng
dormant �n the�r bod�es and may at any future t�me comm�t another
ravage.

Leprosy �s as old as h�story. References to �t are found �n the
earl�est wr�tten records. And yet to-day pract�cally noth�ng more �s
known about �t than was known then. Th�s much was known then,
namely, that �t was contag�ous and that those affl�cted by �t should be
segregated. The d�fference between then and now �s that to-day the
leper �s more r�g�dly segregated and more humanely treated. But
leprosy �tself st�ll rema�ns the same awful and profound mystery. A
read�ng of the reports of the phys�c�ans and spec�al�sts of all
countr�es reveals the baffl�ng nature of the d�sease. These leprosy
spec�al�sts are unan�mous on no one phase of the d�sease. They do
not know. In the past they rashly and dogmat�cally general�zed. They
general�ze no longer. The one poss�ble general�zat�on that can be
drawn from all the �nvest�gat�on that has been made �s that leprosy �s
feebly contag�ous. But �n what manner �t �s feebly contag�ous �s not
known. They have �solated the bac�llus of leprosy. They can
determ�ne by bacter�olog�cal exam�nat�on whether or not a person �s
a leper; but they are as far away as ever from know�ng how that
bac�llus f�nds �ts entrance �nto the body of a non-leper. They do not
know the length of t�me of �ncubat�on. They have tr�ed to �noculate all
sorts of an�mals w�th leprosy, and have fa�led.

They are baffled �n the d�scovery of a serum wherew�th to f�ght the
d�sease. And �n all the�r work, as yet, they have found no clue, no
cure. Somet�mes there have been blazes of hope, theor�es of
causat�on and much heralded cures, but every t�me the darkness of
fa�lure quenched the flame. A doctor �ns�sts that the cause of leprosy
�s a long-cont�nued f�sh d�et, and he proves h�s theory volum�nously
t�ll a phys�c�an from the h�ghlands of Ind�a demands why the nat�ves
of that d�str�ct should therefore be affl�cted by leprosy when they



have never eaten f�sh, nor all the generat�ons of the�r fathers before
them. A man treats a leper w�th a certa�n k�nd of o�l or drug,
announces a cure, and f�ve, ten, or forty years afterwards the
d�sease breaks out aga�n. It �s th�s tr�ck of leprosy ly�ng dormant �n
the body for �ndeterm�nate per�ods that �s respons�ble for many
alleged cures. But th�s much �s certa�n: as yet there has been no
authent�c case of a cure.

Leprosy �s feebly contag�ous, but how �s �t contag�ous? An
Austr�an phys�c�an has �noculated h�mself and h�s ass�stants w�th
leprosy and fa�led to catch �t. But th�s �s not conclus�ve, for there �s
the famous case of the Hawa��an murderer who had h�s sentence of
death commuted to l�fe �mpr�sonment on h�s agree�ng to be
�noculated w�th the bac�llus lepræ. Some t�me after �noculat�on,
leprosy made �ts appearance, and the man d�ed a leper on Moloka�.
Nor was th�s conclus�ve, for �t was d�scovered that at the t�me he was
�noculated several members of h�s fam�ly were already suffer�ng from
the d�sease on Moloka�. He may have contracted the d�sease from
them, and �t may have been well along �n �ts myster�ous per�od of
�ncubat�on at the t�me he was off�c�ally �noculated. Then there �s the
case of that hero of the Church, Father Dam�en, who went to Moloka�
a clean man and d�ed a leper. There have been many theor�es as to
how he contracted leprosy, but nobody knows. He never knew
h�mself. But every chance that he ran has certa�nly been run by a
woman at present l�v�ng �n the Settlement; who has l�ved there many
years; who has had f�ve leper husbands, and had ch�ldren by them;
and who �s to-day, as she always has been, free of the d�sease.

As yet no l�ght has been shed upon the mystery of leprosy. When
more �s learned about the d�sease, a cure for �t may be expected.
Once an eff�cac�ous serum �s d�scovered, and leprosy, because �t �s
so feebly contag�ous, w�ll pass away sw�ftly from the earth. The
battle waged w�th �t w�ll be short and sharp. In the meant�me, how to
d�scover that serum, or some other unguessed weapon? In the
present �t �s a ser�ous matter. It �s est�mated that there are half a
m�ll�on lepers, not segregated, �n Ind�a alone. Carneg�e l�brar�es,
Rockefeller un�vers�t�es, and many s�m�lar benefact�ons are all very
well; but one cannot help th�nk�ng how far a few thousands of dollars
would go, say �n the leper Settlement of Moloka�. The res�dents there



are acc�dents of fate, scapegoats to some myster�ous natural law of
wh�ch man knows noth�ng, �solated for the welfare of the�r fellows
who else m�ght catch the dread d�sease, even as they have caught
�t, nobody knows how. Not for the�r sakes merely, but for the sake of
future generat�ons, a few thousands of dollars would go far �n a
leg�t�mate and sc�ent�f�c search after a cure for leprosy, for a serum,
or for some undreamed d�scovery that w�ll enable the med�cal world
to exterm�nate the bac�llus lepræ. There’s the place for your money,
you ph�lanthrop�sts.



CHAPTER VIII
THE HOUSE OF THE SUN

T���� are hosts of people who journey l�ke restless sp�r�ts round
and about th�s earth �n search of seascapes and landscapes and the
wonders and beaut�es of nature. They overrun Europe �n arm�es;
they can be met �n droves and herds �n Flor�da and the West Ind�es,
at the Pyram�ds, and on the slopes and summ�ts of the Canad�an
and Amer�can Rock�es; but �n the House of the Sun they are as rare
as l�ve and wr�ggl�ng d�nosaurs. Haleakala �s the Hawa��an name for
“the House of the Sun.” It �s a noble dwell�ng, s�tuated on the Island
of Mau�; but so few tour�sts have ever peeped �nto �t, much less
entered �t, that the�r number may be pract�cally reckoned as zero. Yet
I venture to state that for natural beauty and wonder the nature-lover
may see d�ss�m�lar th�ngs as great as Haleakala, but no greater,
wh�le he w�ll never see elsewhere anyth�ng more beaut�ful or
wonderful. Honolulu �s s�x days’ steam�ng from San Franc�sco; Mau�
�s a n�ght’s run on the steamer from Honolulu; and s�x hours more �f
he �s �n a hurry, can br�ng the traveller to Kol�kol�, wh�ch �s ten
thousand and th�rty-two feet above the sea and wh�ch stands hard by
the entrance portal to the House of the Sun. Yet the tour�st comes
not, and Haleakala sleeps on �n lonely and unseen grandeur.

Not be�ng tour�sts, we of the Snark went to Haleakala. On the
slopes of that monster mounta�n there �s a cattle ranch of some f�fty
thousand acres, where we spent the n�ght at an alt�tude of two
thousand feet. The next morn�ng �t was boots and saddles, and w�th
cow-boys and packhorses we cl�mbed to Ukulele, a mounta�n ranch-
house, the alt�tude of wh�ch, f�fty-f�ve hundred feet, g�ves a severely
temperate cl�mate, compell�ng blankets at n�ght and a roar�ng
f�replace �n the l�v�ng-room. Ukulele, by the way, �s the Hawa��an for



“jump�ng flea” as �t �s also the Hawa��an for a certa�n mus�cal
�nstrument that may be l�kened to a young gu�tar. It �s my op�n�on that
the mounta�n ranch-house was named after the young gu�tar. We
were not �n a hurry, and we spent the day at Ukulele, learnedly
d�scuss�ng alt�tudes and barometers and shak�ng our part�cular
barometer whenever any one’s argument stood �n need of
demonstrat�on. Our barometer was the most grac�ously acqu�escent
�nstrument I have ever seen. Also, we gathered mounta�n
raspberr�es, large as hen’s eggs and larger, gazed up the pasture-
covered lava slopes to the summ�t of Haleakala, forty-f�ve hundred
feet above us, and looked down upon a m�ghty battle of the clouds
that was be�ng fought beneath us, ourselves �n the br�ght sunsh�ne.

Every day and every day th�s unend�ng battle goes on. Uk�uk�u �s
the name of the trade-w�nd that comes rag�ng down out of the north-
east and hurls �tself upon Haleakala. Now Haleakala �s so bulky and
tall that �t turns the north-east trade-w�nd as�de on e�ther hand, so
that �n the lee of Haleakala no trade-w�nd blows at all. On the
contrary, the w�nd blows �n the counter d�rect�on, �n the teeth of the
north-east trade. Th�s w�nd �s called Naulu. And day and n�ght and
always Uk�uk�u and Naulu str�ve w�th each other, advanc�ng,
retreat�ng, flank�ng, curv�ng, curl�ng, and turn�ng and tw�st�ng, the
confl�ct made v�s�ble by the cloud-masses plucked from the heavens
and hurled back and forth �n squadrons, battal�ons, arm�es, and great
mounta�n ranges. Once �n a wh�le, Uk�uk�u, �n m�ghty gusts, fl�ngs
�mmense cloud-masses clear over the summ�t of Haleakala;
whereupon Naulu craft�ly captures them, l�nes them up �n new battle-
format�on, and w�th them sm�tes back at h�s anc�ent and eternal
antagon�st. Then Uk�uk�u sends a great cloud-army around the
eastern-s�de of the mounta�n. It �s a flank�ng movement, well
executed. But Naulu, from h�s la�r on the leeward s�de, gathers the
flank�ng army �n, pull�ng and tw�st�ng and dragg�ng �t, hammer�ng �t
�nto shape, and sends �t charg�ng back aga�nst Uk�uk�u around the
western s�de of the mounta�n. And all the wh�le, above and below the
ma�n battle-f�eld, h�gh up the slopes toward the sea, Uk�uk�u and
Naulu are cont�nually send�ng out l�ttle w�sps of cloud, �n ragged
sk�rm�sh l�ne, that creep and crawl over the ground, among the trees
and through the canyons, and that spr�ng upon and capture one



another �n sudden ambuscades and sort�es. And somet�mes Uk�uk�u
or Naulu, abruptly send�ng out a heavy charg�ng column, captures
the ragged l�ttle sk�rm�shers or dr�ves them skyward, turn�ng over and
over, �n vert�cal wh�rls, thousands of feet �n the a�r.

But �t �s on the western slopes of Haleakala that the ma�n battle
goes on. Here Naulu masses h�s heav�est format�ons and w�ns h�s
greatest v�ctor�es. Uk�uk�u grows weak toward late afternoon, wh�ch
�s the way of all trade-w�nds, and �s dr�ven backward by Naulu.
Naulu’s generalsh�p �s excellent. All day he has been gather�ng and
pack�ng away �mmense reserves. As the afternoon draws on, he
welds them �nto a sol�d column, sharp-po�nted, m�les �n length, a m�le
�n w�dth, and hundreds of feet th�ck. Th�s column he slowly thrusts
forward �nto the broad battle-front of Uk�uk�u, and slowly and surely
Uk�uk�u, weaken�ng fast, �s spl�t asunder. But �t �s not all bloodless. At
t�mes Uk�uk�u struggles w�ldly, and w�th fresh access�ons of strength
from the l�m�tless north-east, smashes away half a m�le at a t�me of
Naulu’s column and sweeps �t off and away toward West Mau�.
Somet�mes, when the two charg�ng arm�es meet end-on, a
tremendous perpend�cular wh�rl results, the cloud-masses, locked
together, mount�ng thousands of feet �nto the a�r and turn�ng over
and over. A favour�te dev�ce of Uk�uk�u �s to send a low, squat
format�on, densely packed, forward along the ground and under
Naulu. When Uk�uk�u �s under, he proceeds to buck. Naulu’s m�ghty
m�ddle g�ves to the blow and bends upward, but usually he turns the
attack�ng column back upon �tself and sets �t m�ll�ng. And all the wh�le
the ragged l�ttle sk�rm�shers, stray and detached, sneak through the
trees and canyons, crawl along and through the grass, and surpr�se
one another w�th unexpected leaps and rushes; wh�le above, far
above, serene and lonely �n the rays of the sett�ng sun, Haleakala
looks down upon the confl�ct. And so, the n�ght. But �n the morn�ng,
after the fash�on of trade-w�nds, Uk�uk�u gathers strength and sends
the hosts of Naulu roll�ng back �n confus�on and rout. And one day �s
l�ke another day �n the battle of the clouds, where Uk�uk�u and Naulu
str�ve eternally on the slopes of Haleakala.

Aga�n �n the morn�ng, �t was boots and saddles, cow-boys, and
packhorses, and the cl�mb to the top began. One packhorse carr�ed
twenty gallons of water, slung �n f�ve-gallon bags on e�ther s�de; for



water �s prec�ous and rare �n the crater �tself, �n sp�te of the fact that
several m�les to the north and east of the crater-r�m more ra�n comes
down than �n any other place �n the world. The way led upward
across countless lava flows, w�thout regard for tra�ls, and never have
I seen horses w�th such perfect foot�ng as that of the th�rteen that
composed our outf�t. They cl�mbed or dropped down perpend�cular
places w�th the sureness and coolness of mounta�n goats, and never
a horse fell or baulked.

There �s a fam�l�ar and strange �llus�on exper�enced by all who
cl�mb �solated mounta�ns. The h�gher one cl�mbs, the more of the
earth’s surface becomes v�s�ble, and the effect of th�s �s that the
hor�zon seems up-h�ll from the observer. Th�s �llus�on �s espec�ally
notable on Haleakala, for the old volcano r�ses d�rectly from the sea
w�thout buttresses or connect�ng ranges. In consequence, as fast as
we cl�mbed up the gr�m slope of Haleakala, st�ll faster d�d Haleakala,
ourselves, and all about us, s�nk down �nto the centre of what
appeared a profound abyss. Everywhere, far above us, towered the
hor�zon. The ocean sloped down from the hor�zon to us. The h�gher
we cl�mbed, the deeper d�d we seem to s�nk down, the farther above
us shone the hor�zon, and the steeper p�tched the grade up to that
hor�zontal l�ne where sky and ocean met. It was we�rd and unreal,
and vagrant thoughts of S�mm’s Hole and of the volcano through
wh�ch Jules Verne journeyed to the centre of the earth fl�tted through
one’s m�nd.

And then, when at last we reached the summ�t of that monster
mounta�n, wh�ch summ�t was l�ke the bottom of an �nverted cone
s�tuated �n the centre of an awful cosm�c p�t, we found that we were
at ne�ther top nor bottom. Far above us was the heaven-tower�ng
hor�zon, and far beneath us, where the top of the mounta�n should
have been, was a deeper deep, the great crater, the House of the
Sun. Twenty-three m�les around stretched the d�zzy walls of the
crater. We stood on the edge of the nearly vert�cal western wall, and
the floor of the crater lay nearly half a m�le beneath. Th�s floor,
broken by lava-flows and c�nder-cones, was as red and fresh and
uneroded as �f �t were but yesterday that the f�res went out. The
c�nder-cones, the smallest over four hundred feet �n he�ght and the
largest over n�ne hundred, seemed no more than puny l�ttle sand-



h�lls, so m�ghty was the magn�tude of the sett�ng. Two gaps,
thousands of feet deep, broke the r�m of the crater, and through
these Uk�uk�u va�nly strove to dr�ve h�s fleecy herds of trade-w�nd
clouds. As fast as they advanced through the gaps, the heat of the
crater d�ss�pated them �nto th�n a�r, and though they advanced
always, they got nowhere.

It was a scene of vast bleakness and desolat�on, stern, forb�dd�ng,
fasc�nat�ng. We gazed down upon a place of f�re and earthquake.
The t�e-r�bs of earth lay bare before us. It was a workshop of nature
st�ll cluttered w�th the raw beg�nn�ngs of world-mak�ng. Here and
there great d�kes of pr�mord�al rock had thrust themselves up from
the bowels of earth, stra�ght through the molten surface-ferment that
had ev�dently cooled only the other day. It was all unreal and
unbel�evable. Look�ng upward, far above us (�n real�ty beneath us)
floated the cloud-battle of Uk�uk�u and Naulu. And h�gher up the
slope of the seem�ng abyss, above the cloud-battle, �n the a�r and
sky, hung the �slands of Lana� and Moloka�. Across the crater, to the
south-east, st�ll apparently look�ng upward, we saw ascend�ng, f�rst,
the turquo�se sea, then the wh�te surf-l�ne of the shore of Hawa��;
above that the belt of trade-clouds, and next, e�ghty m�les away,
rear�ng the�r stupendous hulks out of the azure sky, t�pped w�th snow,
wreathed w�th cloud, trembl�ng l�ke a m�rage, the peaks of Mauna
Kea and Mauna Loa hung po�sed on the wall of heaven.

It �s told that long ago, one Mau�, the son of H�na, l�ved on what �s
now known as West Mau�. H�s mother, H�na, employed her t�me �n
the mak�ng of kapas. She must have made them at n�ght, for her
days were occup�ed �n try�ng to dry the kapas. Each morn�ng, and all
morn�ng, she to�led at spread�ng them out �n the sun. But no sooner
were they out, than she began tak�ng them �n, �n order to have them
all under shelter for the n�ght. For know that the days were shorter
then than now. Mau� watched h�s mother’s fut�le to�l and felt sorry for
her. He dec�ded to do someth�ng—oh, no, not to help her hang out
and take �n the kapas. He was too clever for that. H�s �dea was to
make the sun go slower. Perhaps he was the f�rst Hawa��an
astronomer. At any rate, he took a ser�es of observat�ons of the sun
from var�ous parts of the �sland. H�s conclus�on was that the sun’s
path was d�rectly across Haleakala. Unl�ke Joshua, he stood �n no



need of d�v�ne ass�stance. He gathered a huge quant�ty of coconuts,
from the f�bre of wh�ch he bra�ded a stout cord, and �n one end of
wh�ch he made a noose, even as the cow-boys of Haleakala do to
th�s day. Next he cl�mbed �nto the House of the Sun and la�d �n wa�t.
When the sun came tear�ng along the path, bent on complet�ng �ts
journey �n the shortest t�me poss�ble, the val�ant youth threw h�s lar�at
around one of the sun’s largest and strongest beams. He made the
sun slow down some; also, he broke the beam short off. And he kept
on rop�ng and break�ng off beams t�ll the sun sa�d �t was w�ll�ng to
l�sten to reason. Mau� set forth h�s terms of peace, wh�ch the sun
accepted, agree�ng to go more slowly thereafter. Wherefore H�na
had ample t�me �n wh�ch to dry her kapas, and the days are longer
than they used to be, wh�ch last �s qu�te �n accord w�th the teach�ngs
of modern astronomy.

We had a lunch of jerked beef and hard po� �n a stone corral, used
of old t�me for the n�ght-�mpound�ng of cattle be�ng dr�ven across the
�sland. Then we sk�rted the r�m for half a m�le and began the descent
�nto the crater. Twenty-f�ve hundred feet beneath lay the floor, and
down a steep slope of loose volcan�c c�nders we dropped, the sure-
footed horses sl�pp�ng and sl�d�ng, but always keep�ng the�r feet. The
black surface of the c�nders, when broken by the horses’ hoofs,
turned to a yellow ochre dust, v�rulent �n appearance and ac�d of
taste, that arose �n clouds. There was a gallop across a level stretch
to the mouth of a conven�ent blow-hole, and then the descent
cont�nued �n clouds of volcan�c dust, w�nd�ng �n and out among
c�nder-cones, br�ck-red, old rose, and purpl�sh black of colour. Above
us, h�gher and h�gher, towered the crater-walls, wh�le we journeyed
on across �nnumerable lava-flows, turn�ng and tw�st�ng a dev�ous
way among the adamant�ne b�llows of a petr�f�ed sea. Saw-toothed
waves of lava vexed the surface of th�s we�rd ocean, wh�le on e�ther
hand arose jagged crests and sp�racles of fantast�c shape. Our way
led on past a bottomless p�t and along and over the ma�n stream of
the latest lava-flow for seven m�les.

At the lower end of the crater was our camp�ng spot, �n a small
grove of olapa and kolea trees, tucked away �n a corner of the crater
at the base of walls that rose perpend�cularly f�fteen hundred feet.
Here was pasturage for the horses, but no water, and f�rst we turned



as�de and p�cked our way across a m�le of lava to a known water-
hole �n a crev�ce �n the crater-wall. The water-hole was empty. But on
cl�mb�ng f�fty feet up the crev�ce, a pool was found conta�n�ng half a
dozen barrels of water. A pa�l was carr�ed up, and soon a steady
stream of the prec�ous l�qu�d was runn�ng down the rock and f�ll�ng
the lower pool, wh�le the cow-boys below were busy f�ght�ng the
horses back, for there was room for one only to dr�nk at a t�me. Then
�t was on to camp at the foot of the wall, up wh�ch herds of w�ld goats
scrambled and blatted, wh�le the tent arose to the sound of r�fle-
f�r�ng. Jerked beef, hard po�, and bro�led k�d were the menu. Over the
crest of the crater, just above our heads, rolled a sea of clouds,
dr�ven on by Uk�uk�u. Though th�s sea rolled over the crest
unceas�ngly, �t never blotted out nor d�mmed the moon, for the heat
of the crater d�ssolved the clouds as fast as they rolled �n. Through
the moonl�ght, attracted by the camp-f�re, came the crater cattle to
peer and challenge. They were roll�ng fat, though they rarely drank
water, the morn�ng dew on the grass tak�ng �ts place. It was because
of th�s dew that the tent made a welcome bedchamber, and we fell
asleep to the chant�ng of hulas by the unwear�ed Hawa��an cow-
boys, �n whose ve�ns, no doubt, ran the blood of Mau�, the�r val�ant
forebear.

The camera cannot do just�ce to the House of the Sun. The
subl�mated chem�stry of photography may not l�e, but �t certa�nly
does not tell all the truth. The Koolau Gap may be fa�thfully
reproduced, just as �t �mp�nged on the ret�na of the camera, yet �n the
result�ng p�cture the g�gant�c scale of th�ngs would be m�ss�ng. Those
walls that seem several hundred feet �n he�ght are almost as many
thousand; that enter�ng wedge of cloud �s a m�le and a half w�de �n
the gap �tself, wh�le beyond the gap �t �s a ver�table ocean; and that
foreground of c�nder-cone and volcan�c ash, mushy and colourless �n
appearance, �s �n truth gorgeous-hued �n br�ck-red, terra-cotta rose,
yellow ochre, and purpl�sh black. Also, words are a va�n th�ng and
dr�ve to despa�r. To say that a crater-wall �s two thousand feet h�gh �s
to say just prec�sely that �t �s two thousand feet h�gh; but there �s a
vast deal more to that crater-wall than a mere stat�st�c. The sun �s
n�nety-three m�ll�ons of m�les d�stant, but to mortal concept�on the
adjo�n�ng county �s farther away. Th�s fra�lty of the human bra�n �s



hard on the sun. It �s l�kew�se hard on the House of the Sun.
Haleakala has a message of beauty and wonder for the human soul
that cannot be del�vered by proxy. Kol�kol� �s s�x hours from Kahulu�;
Kahulu� �s a n�ght’s run from Honolulu; Honolulu �s s�x days from San
Franc�sco; and there you are.

We cl�mbed the crater-walls, put the horses over �mposs�ble
places, rolled stones, and shot w�ld goats. I d�d not get any goats. I
was too busy roll�ng stones. One spot �n part�cular I remember,
where we started a stone the s�ze of a horse. It began the descent
easy enough, roll�ng over, wobbl�ng, and threaten�ng to stop; but �n a
few m�nutes �t was soar�ng through the a�r two hundred feet at a
jump. It grew rap�dly smaller unt�l �t struck a sl�ght slope of volcan�c
sand, over wh�ch �t darted l�ke a startled jackrabb�t, k�ck�ng up beh�nd
�t a t�ny tra�l of yellow dust. Stone and dust d�m�n�shed �n s�ze, unt�l
some of the party sa�d the stone had stopped. That was because
they could not see �t any longer. It had van�shed �nto the d�stance
beyond the�r ken. Others saw �t roll�ng farther on—I know I d�d; and �t
�s my f�rm conv�ct�on that that stone �s st�ll roll�ng.

Our last day �n the crater, Uk�uk�u gave us a taste of h�s strength.
He smashed Naulu back all along the l�ne, f�lled the House of the
Sun to overflow�ng w�th clouds, and drowned us out. Our ra�n-gauge
was a p�nt cup under a t�ny hole �n the tent. That last n�ght of storm
and ra�n f�lled the cup, and there was no way of measur�ng the water
that sp�lled over �nto the blankets. W�th the ra�n-gauge out of
bus�ness there was no longer any reason for rema�n�ng; so we broke
camp �n the wet-gray of dawn, and plunged eastward across the lava
to the Kaupo Gap. East Mau� �s noth�ng more or less than the vast
lava stream that flowed long ago through the Kaupo Gap; and down
th�s stream we p�cked our way from an alt�tude of s�x thousand f�ve
hundred feet to the sea. Th�s was a day’s work �n �tself for the
horses; but never were there such horses. Safe �n the bad places,
never rush�ng, never los�ng the�r heads, as soon as they found a tra�l
w�de and smooth enough to run on, they ran. There was no stopp�ng
them unt�l the tra�l became bad aga�n, and then they stopped of
themselves. Cont�nuously, for days, they had performed the hardest
k�nd of work, and fed most of the t�me on grass foraged by
themselves at n�ght wh�le we slept, and yet that day they covered



twenty-e�ght leg-break�ng m�les and galloped �nto Hana l�ke a bunch
of colts. Also, there were several of them, reared �n the dry reg�on on
the leeward s�de of Haleakala, that had never worn shoes �n all the�r
l�ves. Day after day, and all day long, unshod, they had travelled over
the sharp lava, w�th the extra we�ght of a man on the�r backs, and
the�r hoofs were �n better cond�t�on than those of the shod horses.

The scenery between V�e�ras’s (where the Kaupo Gap empt�es
�nto the sea) and Lana, wh�ch we covered �n half a day, �s well worth
a week or month; but, w�ldly beaut�ful as �t �s, �t becomes pale and
small �n compar�son w�th the wonderland that l�es beyond the rubber
plantat�ons between Hana and the Honomanu Gulch. Two days were
requ�red to cover th�s marvellous stretch, wh�ch l�es on the w�ndward
s�de of Haleakala. The people who dwell there call �t the “d�tch
country,” an unprepossess�ng name, but �t has no other. Nobody else
ever comes there. Nobody else knows anyth�ng about �t. W�th the
except�on of a handful of men, whom bus�ness has brought there,
nobody has heard of the d�tch country of Mau�. Now a d�tch �s a
d�tch, assumably muddy, and usually travers�ng un�nterest�ng and
monotonous landscapes. But the Nah�ku D�tch �s not an ord�nary
d�tch. The w�ndward s�de of Haleakala �s serr�ed by a thousand
prec�p�tous gorges, down wh�ch rush as many torrents, each torrent
of wh�ch ach�eves a score of cascades and waterfalls before �t
reaches the sea. More ra�n comes down here than �n any other
reg�on �n the world. In 1904 the year’s downpour was four hundred
and twenty �nches. Water means sugar, and sugar �s the backbone
of the terr�tory of Hawa��, wherefore the Nah�ku D�tch, wh�ch �s not a
d�tch, but a cha�n of tunnels. The water travels underground,
appear�ng only at �ntervals to leap a gorge, travell�ng h�gh �n the a�r
on a g�ddy flume and plung�ng �nto and through the oppos�ng
mounta�n. Th�s magn�f�cent waterway �s called a “d�tch,” and w�th
equal appropr�ateness can Cleopatra’s barge be called a box-car.

There are no carr�age roads through the d�tch country, and before
the d�tch was bu�lt, or bored, rather, there was no horse-tra�l.
Hundreds of �nches of ra�n annually, on fert�le so�l, under a trop�c
sun, means a steam�ng jungle of vegetat�on. A man, on foot, cutt�ng
h�s way through, m�ght advance a m�le a day, but at the end of a
week he would be a wreck, and he would have to crawl hast�ly back



�f he wanted to get out before the vegetat�on overran the passage
way he had cut. O’Shaughnessy was the dar�ng eng�neer who
conquered the jungle and the gorges, ran the d�tch and made the
horse-tra�l. He bu�lt endur�ngly, �n concrete and masonry, and made
one of the most remarkable water-farms �n the world. Every l�ttle
runlet and dr�bble �s harvested and conveyed by subterranean
channels to the ma�n d�tch. But so heav�ly does �t ra�n at t�mes that
countless sp�llways let the surplus escape to the sea.

The horse-tra�l �s not very w�de. L�ke the eng�neer who bu�lt �t, �t
dares anyth�ng. Where the d�tch plunges through the mounta�n, �t
cl�mbs over; and where the d�tch leaps a gorge on a flume, the
horse-tra�l takes advantage of the d�tch and crosses on top of the
flume. That careless tra�l th�nks noth�ng of travell�ng up or down the
faces of prec�p�ces. It gouges �ts narrow way out of the wall, dodg�ng
around waterfalls or pass�ng under them where they thunder down �n
wh�te fury; wh�le stra�ght overhead the wall r�ses hundreds of feet,
and stra�ght beneath �t s�nks a thousand. And those marvellous
mounta�n horses are as unconcerned as the tra�l. They fox-trot along
�t as a matter of course, though the foot�ng �s sl�ppery w�th ra�n, and
they w�ll gallop w�th the�r h�nd feet sl�pp�ng over the edge �f you let
them. I adv�se only those w�th steady nerves and cool heads to
tackle the Nah�ku D�tch tra�l. One of our cow-boys was noted as the
strongest and bravest on the b�g ranch. He had r�dden mounta�n
horses all h�s l�fe on the rugged western slopes of Haleakala. He was
f�rst �n the horse-break�ng; and when the others hung back, as a
matter of course, he would go �n to meet a w�ld bull �n the cattle-pen.
He had a reputat�on. But he had never r�dden over the Nah�ku D�tch.
It was there he lost h�s reputat�on. When he faced the f�rst flume,
spann�ng a ha�r-ra�s�ng gorge, narrow, w�thout ra�l�ngs, w�th a
bellow�ng waterfall above, another below, and d�rectly beneath a w�ld
cascade, the a�r f�lled w�th dr�v�ng spray and rock�ng to the clamour
and rush of sound and mot�on—well, that cow-boy d�smounted from
h�s horse, expla�ned br�efly that he had a w�fe and two ch�ldren, and
crossed over on foot, lead�ng the horse beh�nd h�m.

The only rel�ef from the flumes was the prec�p�ces; and the only
rel�ef from the prec�p�ces was the flumes, except where the d�tch was
far under ground, �n wh�ch case we crossed one horse and r�der at a



t�me, on pr�m�t�ve log-br�dges that swayed and teetered and
threatened to carry away. I confess that at f�rst I rode such places
w�th my feet loose �n the st�rrups, and that on the sheer walls I saw to
�t, by a def�n�te, consc�ous act of w�ll, that the foot �n the outs�de
st�rrup, overhang�ng the thousand feet of fall, was exceed�ngly loose.
I say “at f�rst”; for, as �n the crater �tself we qu�ckly lost our concept�on
of magn�tude, so, on the Nah�ku D�tch, we qu�ckly lost our
apprehens�on of depth. The ceaseless �terat�on of he�ght and depth
produced a state of consc�ousness �n wh�ch he�ght and depth were
accepted as the ord�nary cond�t�ons of ex�stence; and from the
horse’s back to look sheer down four hundred or f�ve hundred feet
became qu�te commonplace and non-product�ve of thr�lls. And as
carelessly as the tra�l and the horses, we swung along the d�zzy
he�ghts and ducked around or through the waterfalls.

And such a r�de! Fall�ng water was everywhere. We rode above
the clouds, under the clouds, and through the clouds! and every now
and then a shaft of sunsh�ne penetrated l�ke a search-l�ght to the
depths yawn�ng beneath us, or flashed upon some p�nnacle of the
crater-r�m thousands of feet above. At every turn of the tra�l a
waterfall or a dozen waterfalls, leap�ng hundreds of feet through the
a�r, burst upon our v�s�on. At our f�rst n�ght’s camp, �n the Keanae
Gulch, we counted th�rty-two waterfalls from a s�ngle v�ewpo�nt. The
vegetat�on ran r�ot over that w�ld land. There were forests of koa and
kolea trees, and candlenut trees; and then there were the trees
called oh�a-a�, wh�ch bore red mounta�n apples, mellow and ju�cy and
most excellent to eat. W�ld bananas grew everywhere, cl�ng�ng to the
s�des of the gorges, and, overborne by the�r great bunches of r�pe
fru�t, fall�ng across the tra�l and block�ng the way. And over the forest
surged a sea of green l�fe, the cl�mbers of a thousand var�et�es,
some that floated a�r�ly, �n lacel�ke f�laments, from the tallest
branches others that co�led and wound about the trees l�ke huge
serpents; and one, the e�-e�, that was for all the world l�ke a cl�mb�ng
palm, sw�ng�ng on a th�ck stem from branch to branch and tree to
tree and throttl�ng the supports whereby �t cl�mbed. Through the sea
of green, lofty tree-ferns thrust the�r great del�cate fronds, and the
lehua flaunted �ts scarlet blossoms. Underneath the cl�mbers, �n no
less profus�on, grew the warm-coloured, strangely-marked plants



that �n the Un�ted States one �s accustomed to see�ng prec�ously
conserved �n hot-houses. In fact, the d�tch country of Mau� �s noth�ng
more nor less than a huge conservatory. Every fam�l�ar var�ety of fern
flour�shes, and more var�et�es that are unfam�l�ar, from the t�n�est
ma�denha�r to the gross and vorac�ous staghorn, the latter the terror
of the woodsmen, �nterlac�ng w�th �tself �n tangled masses f�ve or s�x
feet deep and cover�ng acres.

Never was there such a r�de. For two days �t lasted, when we
emerged �nto roll�ng country, and, along an actual wagon-road, came
home to the ranch at a gallop. I know �t was cruel to gallop the
horses after such a long, hard journey; but we bl�stered our hands �n
va�n effort to hold them �n. That’s the sort of horses they grow on
Haleakala. At the ranch there was great fest�val of cattle-dr�v�ng,
brand�ng, and horse-break�ng. Overhead Uk�uk�u and Naulu battled
val�antly, and far above, �n the sunsh�ne, towered the m�ghty summ�t
of Haleakala.



CHAPTER IX
A PACIFIC TRAVERSE

Sandw�ch Islands to Tah�t�.—There �s great d�ff�culty �n mak�ng th�s
passage across the trades. The whalers and all others speak w�th
great doubt of fetch�ng Tah�t� from the Sandw�ch �slands. Capt. Bruce
says that a vessel should keep to the northward unt�l she gets a start
of w�nd before bear�ng for her dest�nat�on. In h�s passage between
them �n November, 1837, he had no var�ables near the l�ne �n
com�ng south, and never could make east�ng on e�ther tack, though
he endeavoured by every means to do so.

S� say the sa�l�ng d�rect�ons for the South Pac�f�c Ocean; and that
�s all they say. There �s not a word more to help the weary voyager �n
mak�ng th�s long traverse—nor �s there any word at all concern�ng
the passage from Hawa�� to the Marquesas, wh�ch l�e some e�ght
hundred m�les to the northeast of Tah�t� and wh�ch are the more
d�ff�cult to reach by just that much. The reason for the lack of
d�rect�ons �s, I �mag�ne, that no voyager �s supposed to make h�mself
weary by attempt�ng so �mposs�ble a traverse. But the �mposs�ble d�d
not deter the Snark,—pr�nc�pally because of the fact that we d�d not
read that part�cular l�ttle paragraph �n the sa�l�ng d�rect�ons unt�l after
we had started. We sa�led from H�lo, Hawa��, on October 7, and
arr�ved at Nuka-h�va, �n the Marquesas, on December 6. The
d�stance was two thousand m�les as the crow fl�es, wh�le we actually
travelled at least four thousand m�les to accompl�sh �t, thus prov�ng
for once and for ever that the shortest d�stance between two po�nts �s
not always a stra�ght l�ne. Had we headed d�rectly for the
Marquesas, we m�ght have travelled f�ve or s�x thousand m�les.

Upon one th�ng we were resolved: we would not cross the L�ne
west of 130° west long�tude. For here was the problem. To cross the



L�ne to the west of that po�nt, �f the southeast trades were well
around to the southeast, would throw us so far to leeward of the
Marquesas that a head-beat would be madden�ngly �mposs�ble. Also,
we had to remember the equator�al current, wh�ch moves west at a
rate of anywhere from twelve to seventy-f�ve m�les a day. A pretty
p�ckle, �ndeed, to be to leeward of our dest�nat�on w�th such a current
�n our teeth. No; not a m�nute, nor a second, west of 130° west
long�tude would we cross the L�ne. But s�nce the southeast trades
were to be expected f�ve or s�x degrees north of the L�ne (wh�ch, �f
they were well around to the southeast or south-southeast, would
necess�tate our sl�d�ng off toward south-southwest), we should have
to hold to the eastward, north of the L�ne, and north of the southeast
trades, unt�l we ga�ned at least 128° west long�tude.

I have forgotten to ment�on that the seventy-horse-power gasolene
eng�ne, as usual, was not work�ng, and that we could depend upon
w�nd alone. Ne�ther was the launch eng�ne work�ng. And wh�le I am
about �t, I may as well confess that the f�ve-horse-power, wh�ch ran
the l�ghts, fans, and pumps, was also on the s�ck-l�st. A str�k�ng t�tle
for a book haunts me, wak�ng and sleep�ng. I should l�ke to wr�te that
book some day and to call �t “Around the World w�th Three Gasolene
Eng�nes and a W�fe.” But I am afra�d I shall not wr�te �t, for fear of
hurt�ng the feel�ngs of some of the young gentlemen of San
Franc�sco, Honolulu, and H�lo, who learned the�r trades at the
expense of the Snark’s eng�nes.

It looked easy on paper. Here was H�lo and there was our
object�ve, 128° west long�tude. W�th the northeast trade blow�ng we
could travel a stra�ght l�ne between the two po�nts, and even slack
our sheets off a goodly b�t. But one of the ch�ef troubles w�th the
trades �s that one never knows just where he w�ll p�ck them up and
just �n what d�rect�on they w�ll be blow�ng. We p�cked up the
northeast trade r�ght outs�de of H�lo harbour, but the m�serable
breeze was away around �nto the east. Then there was the north
equator�al current sett�ng westward l�ke a m�ghty r�ver. Furthermore,
a small boat, by the w�nd and buck�ng �nto a b�g headsea, does not
work to advantage. She jogs up and down and gets nowhere. Her
sa�ls are full and stra�n�ng, every l�ttle wh�le she presses her lee-ra�l
under, she flounders, and bumps, and splashes, and that �s all.



Whenever she beg�ns to gather way, she runs ker-chug �nto a b�g
mounta�n of water and �s brought to a standst�ll. So, w�th the Snark,
the resultant of her smallness, of the trade around �nto the east, and
of the strong equator�al current, was a long sag south. Oh, she d�d
not go qu�te south. But the east�ng she made was d�stress�ng. On
October 11, she made forty m�les east�ng; October 12, f�fteen m�les;
October 13, no east�ng; October 14, th�rty m�les; October 15, twenty-
three m�les; October 16, eleven m�les; and on October 17, she
actually went to the westward four m�les. Thus, �n a week she made
one hundred and f�fteen m�les east�ng, wh�ch was equ�valent to
s�xteen m�les a day. But, between the long�tude of H�lo and 128°
west long�tude �s a d�fference of twenty-seven degrees, or, roughly,
s�xteen hundred m�les. At s�xteen m�les a day, one hundred days
would be requ�red to accompl�sh th�s d�stance. And even then, our
object�ve, 128° west long�tude, was f�ve degrees north of the L�ne,
wh�le Nuka-h�va, �n the Marquesas, lay n�ne degrees south of the
L�ne and twelve degrees to the west!

There rema�ned only one th�ng to do—to work south out of the
trade and �nto the var�ables. It �s true that Capta�n Bruce found no
var�ables on h�s traverse, and that he “never could make east�ng on
e�ther tack.” It was the var�ables or noth�ng w�th us, and we prayed
for better luck than he had had. The var�ables const�tute the belt of
ocean ly�ng between the trades and the doldrums, and are
conjectured to be the draughts of heated a�r wh�ch r�se �n the
doldrums, flow h�gh �n the a�r counter to the trades, and gradually
s�nk down t�ll they fan the surface of the ocean where they are found.
And they are found where they are found; for they are wedged
between the trades and the doldrums, wh�ch same sh�ft the�r terr�tory
from day to day and month to month.

We found the var�ables �n 11° north lat�tude, and 11° north lat�tude
we hugged jealously. To the south lay the doldrums. To the north lay
the northeast trade that refused to blow from the northeast. The days
came and went, and always they found the Snark somewhere near
the eleventh parallel. The var�ables were truly var�able. A l�ght head-
w�nd would d�e away and leave us roll�ng �n a calm for forty-e�ght
hours. Then a l�ght head-w�nd would spr�ng up, blow for three hours,
and leave us roll�ng �n another calm for forty-e�ght hours. Then—



hurrah!—the w�nd would come out of the west, fresh, beaut�fully
fresh, and send the Snark along, w�ng and w�ng, her wake bubbl�ng,
the log-l�ne stra�ght astern. At the end of half an hour, wh�le we were
prepar�ng to set the sp�nnaker, w�th a few s�ckly gasps the w�nd
would d�e away. And so �t went. We wagered opt�m�st�cally on every
favourable fan of a�r that lasted over f�ve m�nutes; but �t never d�d
any good. The fans faded out just the same.

But there were except�ons. In the var�ables, �f you wa�t long
enough, someth�ng �s bound to happen, and we were so plent�fully
stocked w�th food and water that we could afford to wa�t. On October
26, we actually made one hundred and three m�les of east�ng, and
we talked about �t for days afterwards. Once we caught a moderate
gale from the south, wh�ch blew �tself out �n e�ght hours, but �t helped
us to seventy-one m�les of east�ng �n that part�cular twenty-four
hours. And then, just as �t was exp�r�ng, the w�nd came stra�ght out
from the north (the d�rectly oppos�te quarter), and fanned us along
over another degree of east�ng.

In years and years no sa�l�ng vessel has attempted th�s traverse,
and we found ourselves �n the m�dst of one of the lonel�est of the
Pac�f�c sol�tudes. In the s�xty days we were cross�ng �t we s�ghted no
sa�l, l�fted no steamer’s smoke above the hor�zon. A d�sabled vessel
could dr�ft �n th�s deserted expanse for a dozen generat�ons, and
there would be no rescue. The only chance of rescue would be from
a vessel l�ke the Snark, and the Snark happened to be there
pr�nc�pally because of the fact that the traverse had been begun
before the part�cular paragraph �n the sa�l�ng d�rect�ons had been
read. Stand�ng upr�ght on deck, a stra�ght l�ne drawn from the eye to
the hor�zon would measure three m�les and a half. Thus, seven m�les
was the d�ameter of the c�rcle of the sea �n wh�ch we had our centre.
S�nce we rema�ned always �n the centre, and s�nce we constantly
were mov�ng �n some d�rect�on, we looked upon many c�rcles. But all
c�rcles looked al�ke. No tufted �slets, gray headlands, nor gl�sten�ng
patches of wh�te canvas ever marred the symmetry of that unbroken
curve. Clouds came and went, r�s�ng up over the r�m of the c�rcle,
flow�ng across the space of �t, and sp�ll�ng away and down across the
oppos�te r�m.



The world faded as the process�on of the weeks marched by. The
world faded unt�l at last there ceased to be any world except the l�ttle
world of the Snark, fre�ghted w�th her seven souls and float�ng on the
expanse of the waters. Our memor�es of the world, the great world,
became l�ke dreams of former l�ves we had l�ved somewhere before
we came to be born on the Snark. After we had been out of fresh
vegetables for some t�me, we ment�oned such th�ngs �n much the
same way I have heard my father ment�on the van�shed apples of h�s
boyhood. Man �s a creature of hab�t, and we on the Snark had got
the hab�t of the Snark. Everyth�ng about her and aboard her was as
a matter of course, and anyth�ng d�fferent would have been an
�rr�tat�on and an offence.

There was no way by wh�ch the great world could �ntrude. Our bell
rang the hours, but no caller ever rang �t. There were no guests to
d�nner, no telegrams, no �ns�stent telephone jangles �nvad�ng our
pr�vacy. We had no engagements to keep, no tra�ns to catch, and
there were no morn�ng newspapers over wh�ch to waste t�me �n
learn�ng what was happen�ng to our f�fteen hundred m�ll�on other
fellow-creatures.

But �t was not dull. The affa�rs of our l�ttle world had to be
regulated, and, unl�ke the great world, our world had to be steered �n
�ts journey through space. Also, there were cosm�c d�sturbances to
be encountered and baffled, such as do not affl�ct the b�g earth �n �ts
fr�ct�onless orb�t through the w�ndless vo�d. And we never knew, from
moment to moment, what was go�ng to happen next. There were
sp�ce and var�ety enough and to spare. Thus, at four �n the morn�ng,
I rel�eve Hermann at the wheel.

“East-northeast,” he g�ves me the course. “She’s e�ght po�nts off,
but she a�n’t steer�ng.”

Small wonder. The vessel does not ex�st that can be steered �n so
absolute a calm.

“I had a breeze a l�ttle wh�le ago—maybe �t w�ll come back aga�n,”
Hermann says hopefully, ere he starts forward to the cab�n and h�s
bunk.

The m�zzen �s �n and fast furled. In the n�ght, what of the roll and
the absence of w�nd, �t had made l�fe too h�deous to be perm�tted to



go on rasp�ng at the mast, smash�ng at the tackles, and buffet�ng the
empty a�r �nto hollow outbursts of sound. But the b�g ma�nsa�l �s st�ll
on, and the staysa�l, j�b, and fly�ng-j�b are snapp�ng and slash�ng at
the�r sheets w�th every roll. Every star �s out. Just for luck I put the
wheel hard over �n the oppos�te d�rect�on to wh�ch �t had been left by
Hermann, and I lean back and gaze up at the stars. There �s noth�ng
else for me to do. There �s noth�ng to be done w�th a sa�l�ng vessel
roll�ng �n a stark calm.

Then I feel a fan on my cheek, fa�nt, so fa�nt, that I can just sense
�t ere �t �s gone. But another comes, and another, unt�l a real and just
percept�ble breeze �s blow�ng. How the Snark’s sa�ls manage to feel
�t �s beyond me, but feel �t they do, as she does as well, for the
compass card beg�ns slowly to revolve �n the b�nnacle. In real�ty, �t �s
not revolv�ng at all. It �s held by terrestr�al magnet�sm �n one place,
and �t �s the Snark that �s revolv�ng, p�voted upon that del�cate
cardboard dev�ce that floats �n a closed vessel of alcohol.

So the Snark comes back on her course. The breath �ncreases to
a t�ny puff. The Snark feels the we�ght of �t and actually heels over a
tr�fle. There �s fly�ng scud overhead, and I not�ce the stars be�ng
blotted out. Walls of darkness close �n upon me, so that, when the
last star �s gone, the darkness �s so near that �t seems I can reach
out and touch �t on every s�de. When I lean toward �t, I can feel �t
loom aga�nst my face. Puff follows puff, and I am glad the m�zzen �s
furled. Phew! that was a st�ff one! The Snark goes over and down
unt�l her lee-ra�l �s bur�ed and the whole Pac�f�c Ocean �s pour�ng �n.
Four or f�ve of these gusts make me w�sh that the j�b and fly�ng-j�b
were �n. The sea �s p�ck�ng up, the gusts are grow�ng stronger and
more frequent, and there �s a splatter of wet �n the a�r. There �s no
use �n attempt�ng to gaze to w�ndward. The wall of blackness �s
w�th�n arm’s length. Yet I cannot help attempt�ng to see and gauge
the blows that are be�ng struck at the Snark. There �s someth�ng
om�nous and menac�ng up there to w�ndward, and I have a feel�ng
that �f I look long enough and strong enough, I shall d�v�ne �t. Fut�le
feel�ng. Between two gusts I leave the wheel and run forward to the
cab�n compan�onway, where I l�ght matches and consult the
barometer. “29-90” �t reads. That sens�t�ve �nstrument refuses to take
not�ce of the d�sturbance wh�ch �s humm�ng w�th a deep, throaty



vo�ce �n the r�gg�ng. I get back to the wheel just �n t�me to meet
another gust, the strongest yet. Well, anyway, the w�nd �s abeam and
the Snark �s on her course, eat�ng up east�ng. That at least �s well.

The j�b and fly�ng-j�b bother me, and I w�sh they were �n. She
would make eas�er weather of �t, and less r�sky weather l�kew�se.
The w�nd snorts, and stray ra�ndrops pelt l�ke b�rdshot. I shall
certa�nly have to call all hands, I conclude; then conclude the next
�nstant to hang on a l�ttle longer. Maybe th�s �s the end of �t, and I
shall have called them for noth�ng. It �s better to let them sleep. I hold
the Snark down to her task, and from out of the darkness, at r�ght
angles, comes a deluge of ra�n accompan�ed by shr�ek�ng w�nd.
Then everyth�ng eases except the blackness, and I rejo�ce �n that I
have not called the men.

No sooner does the w�nd ease than the sea p�cks up. The
combers are break�ng now, and the boat �s toss�ng l�ke a cork. Then
out of the blackness the gusts come harder and faster than before. If
only I knew what was up there to w�ndward �n the blackness! The
Snark �s mak�ng heavy weather of �t, and her lee-ra�l �s bur�ed oftener
than not. More shr�eks and snorts of w�nd. Now, �f ever, �s the t�me to
call the men. I w�ll call them, I resolve. Then there �s a burst of ra�n, a
slacken�ng of the w�nd, and I do not call. But �t �s rather lonely, there
at the wheel, steer�ng a l�ttle world through howl�ng blackness. It �s
qu�te a respons�b�l�ty to be all alone on the surface of a l�ttle world �n
t�me of stress, do�ng the th�nk�ng for �ts sleep�ng �nhab�tants. I reco�l
from the respons�b�l�ty as more gusts beg�n to str�ke and as a sea
l�cks along the weather ra�l and splashes over �nto the cockp�t. The
salt water seems strangely warm to my body and �s shot through
w�th ghostly nodules of phosphorescent l�ght. I shall surely call all
hands to shorten sa�l. Why should they sleep? I am a fool to have
any compunct�ons �n the matter. My �ntellect �s arrayed aga�nst my
heart. It was my heart that sa�d, “Let them sleep.” Yes, but �t was my
�ntellect that backed up my heart �n that judgment. Let my �ntellect
then reverse the judgment; and, wh�le I am speculat�ng as to what
part�cular ent�ty �ssued that command to my �ntellect, the gusts d�e
away. Sol�c�tude for mere bod�ly comfort has no place �n pract�cal
seamansh�p, I conclude sagely; but study the feel of the next ser�es
of gusts and do not call the men. After all, �t �s my �ntellect, beh�nd



everyth�ng, procrast�nat�ng, measur�ng �ts knowledge of what the
Snark can endure aga�nst the blows be�ng struck at her, and wa�t�ng
the call of all hands aga�nst the str�k�ng of st�ll severer blows.

Dayl�ght, gray and v�olent, steals through the cloud-pall and shows
a foam�ng sea that flattens under the we�ght of recurrent and
�ncreas�ng squalls. Then comes the ra�n, f�ll�ng the w�ndy valleys of
the sea w�th m�lky smoke and further flatten�ng the waves, wh�ch but
wa�t for the easement of w�nd and ra�n to leap more w�ldly than
before. Come the men on deck, the�r sleep out, and among them
Hermann, h�s face on the broad gr�n �n apprec�at�on of the breeze of
w�nd I have p�cked up. I turn the wheel over to Warren and start to go
below, paus�ng on the way to rescue the galley stovep�pe wh�ch has
gone adr�ft. I am barefooted, and my toes have had an excellent
educat�on �n the art of cl�ng�ng; but, as the ra�l bur�es �tself �n a green
sea, I suddenly s�t down on the stream�ng deck. Hermann good-
naturedly elects to quest�on my select�on of such a spot. Then
comes the next roll, and he s�ts down, suddenly, and w�thout
premed�tat�on. The Snark heels over and down, the ra�l takes �t
green, and Hermann and I, clutch�ng the prec�ous stove-p�pe, are
swept down �nto the lee-scuppers. After that I f�n�sh my journey
below, and wh�le chang�ng my clothes gr�n w�th sat�sfact�on—the
Snark �s mak�ng east�ng.

No, �t �s not all monotony. When we had worr�ed along our east�ng
to 126° west long�tude, we left the var�ables and headed south
through the doldrums, where was much calm weather and where,
tak�ng advantage of every fan of a�r, we were often glad to make a
score of m�les �n as many hours. And yet, on such a day, we m�ght
pass through a dozen squalls and be surrounded by dozens more.
And every squall was to be regarded as a bludgeon capable of
crush�ng the Snark. We were struck somet�mes by the centres and
somet�mes by the s�des of these squalls, and we never knew just
where or how we were to be h�t. The squall that rose up, cover�ng
half the heavens, and swept down upon us, as l�kely as not spl�t �nto
two squalls wh�ch passed us harmlessly on e�ther s�de wh�le the t�ny,
�nnocent look�ng squall that appeared to carry no more than a
hogshead of water and a pound of w�nd, would abruptly assume
cyclopean proport�ons, delug�ng us w�th ra�n and overwhelm�ng us



w�th w�nd. Then there were treacherous squalls that went boldly
astern and sneaked back upon us from a m�le to leeward. Aga�n, two
squalls would tear along, one on each s�de of us, and we would get a
f�ll�p from each of them. Now a gale certa�nly grows t�resome after a
few hours, but squalls never. The thousandth squall �n one’s
exper�ence �s as �nterest�ng as the f�rst one, and perhaps a b�t more
so. It �s the tyro who has no apprehens�on of them. The man of a
thousand squalls respects a squall. He knows what they are.

It was �n the doldrums that our most exc�t�ng event occurred. On
November 20, we d�scovered that through an acc�dent we had lost
over one-half of the supply of fresh water that rema�ned to us. S�nce
we were at that t�me forty-three days out from H�lo, our supply of
fresh water was not large. To lose over half of �t was a catastrophe.
On close allowance, the remnant of water we possessed would last
twenty days. But we were �n the doldrums; there was no tell�ng
where the southeast trades were, nor where we would p�ck them up.

The handcuffs were promptly put upon the pump, and once a day
the water was port�oned out. Each of us rece�ved a quart for
personal use, and e�ght quarts were g�ven to the cook. Enters now
the psychology of the s�tuat�on. No sooner had the d�scovery of the
water shortage been made than I, for one, was affl�cted w�th a
burn�ng th�rst. It seemed to me that I had never been so th�rsty �n my
l�fe. My l�ttle quart of water I could eas�ly have drunk �n one draught,
and to refra�n from do�ng so requ�red a severe exert�on of w�ll. Nor
was I alone �n th�s. All of us talked water, thought water, and
dreamed water when we slept. We exam�ned the charts for poss�ble
�slands to wh�ch to run �n extrem�ty, but there were no such �slands.
The Marquesas were the nearest, and they were the other s�de of
the L�ne, and of the doldrums, too, wh�ch made �t even worse. We
were �n 3° north lat�tude, wh�le the Marquesas were 9° south lat�tude
—a d�fference of over a thousand m�les. Furthermore, the
Marquesas lay some fourteen degrees to the west of our long�tude.
A pretty p�ckle for a handful of creatures swelter�ng on the ocean �n
the heat of trop�c calms.

We r�gged l�nes on e�ther s�de between the ma�n and m�zzen
r�gg�ngs. To these we laced the b�g deck awn�ng, ho�st�ng �t up aft



w�th a sa�l�ng pennant so that any ra�n �t m�ght collect would run
forward where �t could be caught. Here and there squalls passed
across the c�rcle of the sea. All day we watched them, now to port or
starboard, and aga�n ahead or astern. But never one came near
enough to wet us. In the afternoon a b�g one bore down upon us. It
spread out across the ocean as �t approached, and we could see �t
empty�ng countless thousands of gallons �nto the salt sea. Extra
attent�on was pa�d to the awn�ng and then we wa�ted. Warren,
Mart�n, and Hermann made a v�v�d p�cture. Grouped together,
hold�ng on to the r�gg�ng, sway�ng to the roll, they were gaz�ng
�ntently at the squall. Stra�n, anx�ety, and yearn�ng were �n every
posture of the�r bod�es. Bes�de them was the dry and empty awn�ng.
But they seemed to grow l�mp and to droop as the squall broke �n
half, one part pass�ng on ahead, the other draw�ng astern and go�ng
to leeward.

But that n�ght came ra�n. Mart�n, whose psycholog�cal th�rst had
compelled h�m to dr�nk h�s quart of water early, got h�s mouth down
to the l�p of the awn�ng and drank the deepest draught I ever have
seen drunk. The prec�ous water came down �n bucketfuls and
tubfuls, and �n two hours we caught and stored away �n the tanks
one hundred and twenty gallons. Strange to say, �n all the rest of our
voyage to the Marquesas not another drop of ra�n fell on board. If
that squall had m�ssed us, the handcuffs would have rema�ned on
the pump, and we would have bus�ed ourselves w�th ut�l�z�ng our
surplus gasolene for d�st�llat�on purposes.

Then there was the f�sh�ng. One d�d not have to go �n search of �t,
for �t was there at the ra�l. A three-�nch steel hook, on the end of a
stout l�ne, w�th a p�ece of wh�te rag for ba�t, was all that was
necessary to catch bon�tas we�gh�ng from ten to twenty-f�ve pounds.
Bon�tas feed on fly�ng-f�sh, wherefore they are unaccustomed to
n�bbl�ng at the hook. They str�ke as gamely as the gamest f�sh �n the
sea, and the�r f�rst run �s someth�ng that no man who has ever
caught them w�ll forget. Also, bon�tas are the ver�est cann�bals. The
�nstant one �s hooked he �s attacked by h�s fellows. Often and often
we hauled them on board w�th fresh, clean-b�tten holes �n them the
s�ze of teacups.



One school of bon�tas, number�ng many thousands, stayed w�th us
day and n�ght for more than three weeks. A�ded by the Snark, �t was
great hunt�ng; for they cut a swath of destruct�on through the ocean
half a m�le w�de and f�fteen hundred m�les �n length. They ranged
along abreast of the Snark on e�ther s�de, pounc�ng upon the fly�ng-
f�sh her forefoot scared up. S�nce they were cont�nually pursu�ng
astern the fly�ng-f�sh that surv�ved for several fl�ghts, they were
always overtak�ng the Snark, and at any t�me one could glance
astern and on the front of a break�ng wave see scores of the�r s�lvery
forms coast�ng down just under the surface. When they had eaten
the�r f�ll, �t was the�r del�ght to get �n the shadow of the boat, or of her
sa�ls, and a hundred or so were always to be seen laz�ly sl�d�ng
along and keep�ng cool.

But the poor fly�ng-f�sh! Pursued and eaten al�ve by the bon�tas
and dolph�ns, they sought fl�ght �n the a�r, where the swoop�ng
seab�rds drove them back �nto the water. Under heaven there was no
refuge for them. Fly�ng-f�sh do not play when they essay the a�r. It �s
a l�fe-and-death affa�r w�th them. A thousand t�mes a day we could l�ft
our eyes and see the tragedy played out. The sw�ft, broken c�rcl�ng of
a guny m�ght attract one’s attent�on. A glance beneath shows the
back of a dolph�n break�ng the surface �n a w�ld rush. Just �n front of
�ts nose a sh�mmer�ng palp�tant streak of s�lver shoots from the water
�nto the a�r—a del�cate, organ�c mechan�sm of fl�ght, endowed w�th
sensat�on, power of d�rect�on, and love of l�fe. The guny swoops for �t
and m�sses, and the fly�ng-f�sh, ga�n�ng �ts alt�tude by r�s�ng, k�te-l�ke,
aga�nst the w�nd, turns �n a half-c�rcle and sk�ms off to leeward,
gl�d�ng on the bosom of the w�nd. Beneath �t, the wake of the dolph�n
shows �n churn�ng foam. So he follows, gaz�ng upward w�th large
eyes at the flash�ng breakfast that nav�gates an element other than
h�s own. He cannot r�se to so lofty occas�on, but he �s a thorough-
go�ng emp�r�c�st, and he knows, sooner or later, �f not gobbled up by
the guny, that the fly�ng-f�sh must return to the water. And then—
breakfast. We used to p�ty the poor w�nged f�sh. It was sad to see
such sord�d and bloody slaughter. And then, �n the n�ght watches,
when a forlorn l�ttle fly�ng-f�sh struck the ma�nsa�l and fell gasp�ng
and splatter�ng on the deck, we would rush for �t just as eagerly, just
as greed�ly, just as vorac�ously, as the dolph�ns and bon�tas. For



know that fly�ng-f�sh are most toothsome for breakfast. It �s always a
wonder to me that such da�nty meat does not bu�ld da�nty t�ssue �n
the bod�es of the devourers. Perhaps the dolph�ns and bon�tas are
coarser-f�bred because of the h�gh speed at wh�ch they dr�ve the�r
bod�es �n order to catch the�r prey. But then aga�n, the fly�ng-f�sh
dr�ve the�r bod�es at h�gh speed, too.

Sharks we caught occas�onally, on large hooks, w�th cha�n-
sw�vels, bent on a length of small rope. And sharks meant p�lot-f�sh,
and remoras, and var�ous sorts of paras�t�c creatures. Regular man-
eaters some of the sharks proved, t�ger-eyed and w�th twelve rows of
teeth, razor-sharp. By the way, we of the Snark are agreed that we
have eaten many f�sh that w�ll not compare w�th baked shark
smothered �n tomato dress�ng. In the calms we occas�onally caught a
f�sh called “haké” by the Japanese cook. And once, on a spoon-hook
troll�ng a hundred yards astern, we caught a snake-l�ke f�sh, over
three feet �n length and not more than three �nches �n d�ameter, w�th
four fangs �n h�s jaw. He proved the most del�c�ous f�sh—del�c�ous �n
meat and flavour—that we have ever eaten on board.

The most welcome add�t�on to our larder was a green sea-turtle,
we�gh�ng a full hundred pounds and appear�ng on the table most
appet�z�ngly �n steaks, soups, and stews, and f�nally �n a wonderful
curry wh�ch tempted all hands �nto eat�ng more r�ce than was good
for them. The turtle was s�ghted to w�ndward, calmly sleep�ng on the
surface �n the m�dst of a huge school of cur�ous dolph�ns. It was a
deep-sea turtle of a surety, for the nearest land was a thousand
m�les away. We put the Snark about and went back for h�m,
Hermann dr�v�ng the granes �nto h�s head and neck. When hauled
aboard, numerous remora were cl�ng�ng to h�s shell, and out of the
hollows at the roots of h�s fl�ppers crawled several large crabs. It d�d
not take the crew of the Snark longer than the next meal to reach the
unan�mous conclus�on that �t would w�ll�ngly put the Snark about any
t�me for a turtle.

But �t �s the dolph�n that �s the k�ng of deep-sea f�shes. Never �s h�s
colour tw�ce qu�te the same. Sw�mm�ng �n the sea, an ethereal
creature of palest azure, he d�splays �n that one gu�se a m�racle of
colour. But �t �s noth�ng compared w�th the d�splays of wh�ch he �s



capable. At one t�me he w�ll appear green—pale green, deep green,
phosphorescent green; at another t�me blue—deep blue, electr�c
blue, all the spectrum of blue. Catch h�m on a hook, and he turns to
gold, yellow gold, all gold. Haul h�m on deck, and he excels the
spectrum, pass�ng through �nconce�vable shades of blues, greens,
and yellows, and then, suddenly, turn�ng a ghostly wh�te, �n the m�dst
of wh�ch are br�ght blue spots, and you suddenly d�scover that he �s
speckled l�ke a trout. Then back from wh�te he goes, through all the
range of colours, f�nally turn�ng to a mother-of-pearl.

For those who are devoted to f�sh�ng, I can recommend no f�ner
sport than catch�ng dolph�n. Of course, �t must be done on a th�n l�ne
w�th reel and pole. A No. 7, O’Shaughnessy tarpon hook �s just the
th�ng, ba�ted w�th an ent�re fly�ng-f�sh. L�ke the bon�ta, the dolph�n’s
fare cons�sts of fly�ng-f�sh, and he str�kes l�ke l�ghtn�ng at the ba�t.
The f�rst warn�ng �s when the reel screeches and you see the l�ne
smok�ng out at r�ght angles to the boat. Before you have t�me to
enterta�n anx�ety concern�ng the length of your l�ne, the f�sh r�ses �nto
the a�r �n a success�on of leaps. S�nce he �s qu�te certa�n to be four
feet long or over, the sport of land�ng so gamey a f�sh can be
real�zed. When hooked, he �nvar�ably turns golden. The �dea of the
ser�es of leaps �s to r�d h�mself of the hook, and the man who has
made the str�ke must be of �ron or decadent �f h�s heart does not beat
w�th an extra flutter when he beholds such gorgeous f�sh, gl�tter�ng �n
golden ma�l and shak�ng �tself l�ke a stall�on �n each m�d-a�r leap.
’Ware slack! If you don’t, on one of those leaps the hook w�ll be flung
out and twenty feet away. No slack, and away he w�ll go on another
run, culm�nat�ng �n another ser�es of leaps. About th�s t�me one
beg�ns to worry over the l�ne, and to w�sh that he had had n�ne
hundred feet on the reel or�g�nally �nstead of s�x hundred. W�th
careful play�ng the l�ne can be saved, and after an hour of keen
exc�tement the f�sh can be brought to gaff. One such dolph�n I landed
on the Snark measured four feet and seven �nches.

Hermann caught dolph�ns more prosa�cally. A hand-l�ne and a
chunk of shark-meat were all he needed. H�s hand-l�ne was very
th�ck, but on more than one occas�on �t parted and lost the f�sh. One
day a dolph�n got away w�th a lure of Hermann’s manufacture, to
wh�ch were lashed four O’Shaughnessy hooks. W�th�n an hour the



same dolph�n was landed w�th the rod, and on d�ssect�ng h�m the
four hooks were recovered. The dolph�ns, wh�ch rema�ned w�th us
over a month, deserted us north of the l�ne, and not one was seen
dur�ng the rema�nder of the traverse.

So the days passed. There was so much to be done that t�me
never dragged. Had there been l�ttle to do, t�me could not have
dragged w�th such wonderful seascapes and cloudscapes—dawns
that were l�ke burn�ng �mper�al c�t�es under ra�nbows that arched
nearly to the zen�th; sunsets that bathed the purple sea �n r�vers of
rose-coloured l�ght, flow�ng from a sun whose d�verg�ng, heaven-
cl�mb�ng rays were of the purest blue. Overs�de, �n the heat of the
day, the sea was an azure sat�ny fabr�c, �n the depths of wh�ch the
sunsh�ne focussed �n funnels of l�ght. Astern, deep down, when there
was a breeze, bubbled a process�on of m�lky-turquo�se ghosts—the
foam flung down by the hull of the Snark each t�me she floundered
aga�nst a sea. At n�ght the wake was phosphorescent f�re, where the
medusa sl�me resented our pass�ng bulk, wh�le far down could be
observed the unceas�ng fl�ght of comets, w�th long, undulat�ng,
nebulous ta�ls—caused by the passage of the bon�tas through the
resentful medusa sl�me. And now and aga�n, from out of the
darkness on e�ther hand, just under the surface, larger
phosphorescent organ�sms flashed up l�ke electr�c l�ghts, mark�ng
coll�s�ons w�th the careless bon�tas skurry�ng ahead to the good
hunt�ng just beyond our bowspr�t.

We made our east�ng, worked down through the doldrums, and
caught a fresh breeze out of south-by-west. Hauled up by the w�nd,
on such a slant, we would fetch past the Marquesas far away to the
westward. But the next day, on Tuesday, November 26, �n the th�ck
of a heavy squall, the w�nd sh�fted suddenly to the southeast. It was
the trade at last. There were no more squalls, naught but f�ne
weather, a fa�r w�nd, and a wh�rl�ng log, w�th sheets slacked off and
w�th sp�nnaker and ma�nsa�l sway�ng and belly�ng on e�ther s�de. The
trade backed more and more, unt�l �t blew out of the northeast, wh�le
we steered a steady course to the southwest. Ten days of th�s, and
on the morn�ng of December 6, at f�ve o’clock, we s�ghted land “just
where �t ought to have been,” dead ahead. We passed to leeward of
Ua-huka, sk�rted the southern edge of Nuka-h�va, and that n�ght, �n



dr�v�ng squalls and �nky darkness, fought our way �n to an anchorage
�n the narrow bay of Ta�ohae. The anchor rumbled down to the
blatt�ng of w�ld goats on the cl�ffs, and the a�r we breathed was heavy
w�th the perfume of flowers. The traverse was accompl�shed. S�xty
days from land to land, across a lonely sea above whose hor�zons
never r�se the stra�n�ng sa�ls of sh�ps.



CHAPTER X
TYPEE

T� the eastward Ua-huka was be�ng blotted out by an even�ng
ra�n-squall that was fast overtak�ng the Snark. But that l�ttle craft, her
b�g sp�nnaker f�lled by the southeast trade, was mak�ng a good race
of �t. Cape Mart�n, the southeasternmost po�nt of Nuku-h�va, was
abeam, and Comptroller Bay was open�ng up as we fled past �ts
w�de entrance, where Sa�l Rock, for all the world l�ke the spr�tsa�l of a
Columb�a R�ver salmon-boat, was mak�ng brave weather of �t �n the
smash�ng southeast swell.

“What do you make that out to be?” I asked Hermann, at the
wheel.

“A f�sh�ng-boat, s�r,” he answered after careful scrut�ny.
Yet on the chart �t was pla�nly marked, “Sa�l Rock.”
But we were more �nterested �n the recesses of Comptroller Bay,

where our eyes eagerly sought out the three b�ghts of land and
centred on the m�dmost one, where the gather�ng tw�l�ght showed the
d�m walls of a valley extend�ng �nland. How often we had pored over
the chart and centred always on that m�dmost b�ght and on the valley
�t opened—the Valley of Typee. “Ta�p�” the chart spelled �t, and
spelled �t correctly, but I prefer “Typee,” and I shall always spell �t
“Typee.” When I was a l�ttle boy, I read a book spelled �n that manner
—Herman Melv�lle’s “Typee”; and many long hours I dreamed over
�ts pages. Nor was �t all dream�ng. I resolved there and then, m�ght�ly,
come what would, that when I had ga�ned strength and years, I, too,
would voyage to Typee. For the wonder of the world was penetrat�ng
to my t�ny consc�ousness—the wonder that was to lead me to many
lands, and that leads and never pa�ls. The years passed, but Typee



was not forgotten. Returned to San Franc�sco from a seven months’
cru�se �n the North Pac�f�c, I dec�ded the t�me had come. The br�g
Gal�lee was sa�l�ng for the Marquesas, but her crew was complete
and I, who was an able-seaman before the mast and young enough
to be overween�ngly proud of �t, was w�ll�ng to condescend to sh�p as
cab�n-boy �n order to make the p�lgr�mage to Typee. Of course, the
Gal�lee would have sa�led from the Marquesas w�thout me, for I was
bent on f�nd�ng another Fayaway and another Kory-Kory. I doubt that
the capta�n read desert�on �n my eye. Perhaps even the berth of
cab�n-boy was already f�lled. At any rate, I d�d not get �t.

Then came the rush of years, f�lled br�mm�ng w�th projects,
ach�evements, and fa�lures; but Typee was not forgotten, and here I
was now, gaz�ng at �ts m�sty outl�nes t�ll the squall swooped down
and the Snark dashed on �nto the dr�v�ng smother. Ahead, we caught
a gl�mpse and took the compass bear�ng of Sent�nel Rock, wreathed
w�th pound�ng surf. Then �t, too, was effaced by the ra�n and
darkness. We steered stra�ght for �t, trust�ng to hear the sound of
breakers �n t�me to sheer clear. We had to steer for �t. We had naught
but a compass bear�ng w�th wh�ch to or�entate ourselves, and �f we
m�ssed Sent�nel Rock, we m�ssed Ta�ohae Bay, and we would have
to throw the Snark up to the w�nd and l�e off and on the whole n�ght
—no pleasant prospect for voyagers weary from a s�xty days’
traverse of the vast Pac�f�c sol�tude, and land-hungry, and fru�t-
hungry, and hungry w�th an appet�te of years for the sweet vale of
Typee.

Abruptly, w�th a roar of sound, Sent�nel Rock loomed through the
ra�n dead ahead. We altered our course, and, w�th ma�nsa�l and
sp�nnaker belly�ng to the squall, drove past. Under the lea of the rock
the w�nd dropped us, and we rolled �n an absolute calm. Then a puff
of a�r struck us, r�ght �n our teeth, out of Ta�ohae Bay. It was �n
sp�nnaker, up m�zzen, all sheets by the w�nd, and we were mov�ng
slowly ahead, heav�ng the lead and stra�n�ng our eyes for the f�xed
red l�ght on the ru�ned fort that would g�ve us our bear�ngs to
anchorage. The a�r was l�ght and baffl�ng, now east, now west, now
north, now south; wh�le from e�ther hand came the roar of unseen
breakers. From the loom�ng cl�ffs arose the blatt�ng of w�ld goats, and
overhead the f�rst stars were peep�ng m�st�ly through the ragged tra�n



of the pass�ng squall. At the end of two hours, hav�ng come a m�le
�nto the bay, we dropped anchor �n eleven fathoms. And so we came
to Ta�ohae.

In the morn�ng we awoke �n fa�ryland. The Snark rested �n a plac�d
harbour that nestled �n a vast amph�theatre, the tower�ng, v�ne-clad
walls of wh�ch seemed to r�se d�rectly from the water. Far up, to the
east, we gl�mpsed the th�n l�ne of a tra�l, v�s�ble �n one place, where �t
scoured across the face of the wall.

“The path by wh�ch Toby escaped from Typee!” we cr�ed.
We were not long �n gett�ng ashore and astr�de horses, though the

consummat�on of our p�lgr�mage had to be deferred for a day. Two
months at sea, bare-footed all the t�me, w�thout space �n wh�ch to
exerc�se one’s l�mbs, �s not the best prel�m�nary to leather shoes and
walk�ng. Bes�des, the land had to cease �ts nauseous roll�ng before
we could feel f�t for r�d�ng goat-l�ke horses over g�ddy tra�ls. So we
took a short r�de to break �n, and crawled through th�ck jungle to
make the acqua�ntance of a venerable moss-grown �dol, where had
foregathered a German trader and a Norweg�an capta�n to est�mate
the we�ght of sa�d �dol, and to speculate upon deprec�at�on �n value
caused by saw�ng h�m �n half. They treated the old fellow
sacr�leg�ously, d�gg�ng the�r kn�ves �nto h�m to see how hard he was
and how deep h�s mossy mantle, and command�ng h�m to r�se up
and save them trouble by walk�ng down to the sh�p h�mself. In l�eu of
wh�ch, n�neteen Kanakas slung h�m on a frame of t�mbers and toted
h�m to the sh�p, where, battened down under hatches, even now he
�s cleav�ng the South Pac�f�c Hornward and toward Europe—the
ult�mate ab�d�ng-place for all good heathen �dols, save for the few �n
Amer�ca and one �n part�cular who gr�ns bes�de me as I wr�te, and
who, barr�ng sh�pwreck, w�ll gr�n somewhere �n my ne�ghbourhood
unt�l I d�e. And he w�ll w�n out. He w�ll be gr�nn�ng when I am dust.

Also, as a prel�m�nary, we attended a feast, where one Ta�ara
Tamar��, the son of an Hawa��an sa�lor who deserted from a
whalesh�p, commemorated the death of h�s Marquesan mother by
roast�ng fourteen whole hogs and �nv�t�ng �n the v�llage. So we came
along, welcomed by a nat�ve herald, a young g�rl, who stood on a
great rock and chanted the �nformat�on that the banquet was made



perfect by our presence—wh�ch �nformat�on she extended �mpart�ally
to every arr�val. Scarcely were we seated, however, when she
changed her tune, wh�le the company man�fested �ntense
exc�tement. Her cr�es became eager and p�erc�ng. From a d�stance
came answer�ng cr�es, �n men’s vo�ces, wh�ch blended �nto a w�ld,
barbar�c chant that sounded �ncred�bly savage, smack�ng of blood
and war. Then, through v�stas of trop�cal fol�age appeared a
process�on of savages, naked save for gaudy lo�n-cloths. They
advanced slowly, utter�ng deep guttural cr�es of tr�umph and
exaltat�on. Slung from young sapl�ngs carr�ed on the�r shoulders
were myster�ous objects of cons�derable we�ght, h�dden from v�ew by
wrapp�ngs of green leaves.

Noth�ng but p�gs, �nnocently fat and roasted to a turn, were �ns�de
those wrapp�ngs, but the men were carry�ng them �nto camp �n
�m�tat�on of old t�mes when they carr�ed �n “long-p�g.” Now long-p�g �s
not p�g. Long-p�g �s the Polynes�an euphem�sm for human flesh; and
these descendants of man-eaters, a k�ng’s son at the�r head, brought
�n the p�gs to table as of old the�r grandfathers had brought �n the�r
sla�n enem�es. Every now and then the process�on halted �n order
that the bearers should have every advantage �n utter�ng part�cularly
feroc�ous shouts of v�ctory, of contempt for the�r enem�es, and of
gustatory des�re. So Melv�lle, two generat�ons ago, w�tnessed the
bod�es of sla�n Happar warr�ors, wrapped �n palm-leaves, carr�ed to
banquet at the T�. At another t�me, at the T�, he “observed a cur�ously
carved vessel of wood,” and on look�ng �nto �t h�s eyes “fell upon the
d�sordered members of a human skeleton, the bones st�ll fresh w�th
mo�sture, and w�th part�cles of flesh cl�ng�ng to them here and there.”

Cann�bal�sm has often been regarded as a fa�ry story by
ultrac�v�l�zed men who d�sl�ke, perhaps, the not�on that the�r own
savage forebears have somewhere �n the past been add�cted to
s�m�lar pract�ces. Capta�n Cook was rather scept�cal upon the
subject, unt�l, one day, �n a harbour of New Zealand, he del�berately
tested the matter. A nat�ve happened to have brought on board, for
sale, a n�ce, sun-dr�ed head. At Cook’s orders str�ps of the flesh were
cut away and handed to the nat�ve, who greed�ly devoured them. To
say the least, Capta�n Cook was a rather thorough-go�ng emp�r�c�st.
At any rate, by that act he suppl�ed one ascerta�ned fact of wh�ch



sc�ence had been badly �n need. L�ttle d�d he dream of the ex�stence
of a certa�n group of �slands, thousands of m�les away, where �n
subsequent days there would ar�se a cur�ous su�t at law, when an old
ch�ef of Mau� would be charged w�th defamat�on of character
because he pers�sted �n assert�ng that h�s body was the l�v�ng
repos�tory of Capta�n Cook’s great toe. It �s sa�d that the pla�nt�ffs
fa�led to prove that the old ch�ef was not the tomb of the nav�gator’s
great toe, and that the su�t was d�sm�ssed.

I suppose I shall not have the chance �n these degenerate days to
see any long-p�g eaten, but at least I am already the possessor of a
duly cert�f�ed Marquesan calabash, oblong �n shape, cur�ously
carved, over a century old, from wh�ch has been drunk the blood of
two sh�pmasters. One of those capta�ns was a mean man. He sold a
decrep�t whale-boat, as good as new what of the fresh wh�te pa�nt, to
a Marquesan ch�ef. But no sooner had the capta�n sa�led away than
the whale-boat dropped to p�eces. It was h�s fortune, some t�me
afterwards, to be wrecked, of all places, on that part�cular �sland. The
Marquesan ch�ef was �gnorant of rebates and d�scounts; but he had
a pr�m�t�ve sense of equ�ty and an equally pr�m�t�ve concept�on of the
economy of nature, and he balanced the account by eat�ng the man
who had cheated h�m.

We started �n the cool dawn for Typee, astr�de feroc�ous l�ttle
stall�ons that pawed and screamed and b�t and fought one another
qu�te obl�v�ous of the frag�le humans on the�r backs and of the
sl�ppery boulders, loose rocks, and yawn�ng gorges. The way led up
an anc�ent road through a jungle of hau trees. On every s�de were
the vest�ges of a one-t�me dense populat�on. Wherever the eye could
penetrate the th�ck growth, gl�mpses were caught of stone walls and
of stone foundat�ons, s�x to e�ght feet �n he�ght, bu�lt sol�dly
throughout, and many yards �n w�dth and depth. They formed great
stone platforms, upon wh�ch, at one t�me, there had been houses.
But the houses and the people were gone, and huge trees sank the�r
roots through the platforms and towered over the under-runn�ng
jungle. These foundat�ons are called pae-paes—the p�-p�s of
Melv�lle, who spelled phonet�cally.



The Marquesans of the present generat�on lack the energy to ho�st
and place such huge stones. Also, they lack �ncent�ve. There are
plenty of pae-paes to go around, w�th a few thousand unoccup�ed
ones left over. Once or tw�ce, as we ascended the valley, we saw
magn�f�cent pae-paes bear�ng on the�r general surface p�t�ful l�ttle
straw huts, the proport�ons be�ng s�m�lar to a vot�ng booth perched
on the broad foundat�on of the Pyram�d of Cheops. For the
Marquesans are per�sh�ng, and, to judge from cond�t�ons at Ta�ohae,
the one th�ng that retards the�r destruct�on �s the �nfus�on of fresh
blood. A pure Marquesan �s a rar�ty. They seem to be all half-breeds
and strange conglomerat�ons of dozens of d�fferent races. N�neteen
able labourers are all the trader at Ta�ohae can muster for the
load�ng of copra on sh�pboard, and �n the�r ve�ns runs the blood of
Engl�sh, Amer�can, Dane, German, French, Cors�can, Span�sh,
Portuguese, Ch�nese, Hawa��an, Paumotan, Tah�t�an, and Easter
Islander. There are more races than there are persons, but �t �s a
wreckage of races at best. L�fe fa�nts and stumbles and gasps �tself
away. In th�s warm, equable cl�me—a truly terrestr�al parad�se—
where are never extremes of temperature and where the a�r �s l�ke
balm, kept ever pure by the ozone-laden southeast trade, asthma,
phth�s�s, and tuberculos�s flour�sh as luxur�antly as the vegetat�on.
Everywhere, from the few grass huts, ar�ses the rack�ng cough or
exhausted groan of wasted lungs. Other horr�ble d�seases prosper
as well, but the most deadly of all are those that attack the lungs.
There �s a form of consumpt�on called “gallop�ng,” wh�ch �s espec�ally
dreaded. In two months’ t�me �t reduces the strongest man to a
skeleton under a grave-cloth. In valley after valley the last �nhab�tant
has passed and the fert�le so�l has relapsed to jungle. In Melv�lle’s
day the valley of Hapaa (spelled by h�m “Happar”) was peopled by a
strong and warl�ke tr�be. A generat�on later, �t conta�ned but two
hundred persons. To-day �t �s an untenanted, howl�ng, trop�cal
w�lderness.

We cl�mbed h�gher and h�gher �n the valley, our unshod stall�ons
p�ck�ng the�r steps on the d�s�ntegrat�ng tra�l, wh�ch led �n and out
through the abandoned pae-paes and �nsat�able jungle. The s�ght of
red mounta�n apples, the oh�as, fam�l�ar to us from Hawa��, caused a
nat�ve to be sent cl�mb�ng after them. And aga�n he cl�mbed for



cocoa-nuts. I have drunk the cocoanuts of Jama�ca and of Hawa��,
but I never knew how del�c�ous such draught could be t�ll I drank �t
here �n the Marquesas. Occas�onally we rode under w�ld l�mes and
oranges—great trees wh�ch had surv�ved the w�lderness longer than
the motes of humans who had cult�vated them.

We rode through endless th�ckets of yellow-pollened cass�—�f
r�d�ng �t could be called; for those fragrant th�ckets were �nhab�ted by
wasps. And such wasps! Great yellow fellows the s�ze of small
canary b�rds, dart�ng through the a�r w�th beh�nd them dr�ft�ng a
bunch of legs a couple of �nches long. A stall�on abruptly stands on
h�s forelegs and thrusts h�s h�nd legs skyward. He w�thdraws them
from the sky long enough to make one w�ld jump ahead, and then
returns them to the�r �ndex pos�t�on. It �s noth�ng. H�s th�ck h�de has
merely been punctured by a flam�ng lance of wasp v�r�l�ty. Then a
second and a th�rd stall�on, and all the stall�ons, beg�n to cavort on
the�r forelegs over the prec�p�tous landscape. Swat! A wh�te-hot
pon�ard penetrates my cheek. Swat aga�n!! I am stabbed �n the neck.
I am br�ng�ng up the rear and gett�ng more than my share. There �s
no retreat, and the plung�ng horses ahead, on a precar�ous tra�l,
prom�se l�ttle safety. My horse overruns Charm�an’s horse, and that
sens�t�ve creature, fresh-stung at the psycholog�cal moment, planks
one of h�s hoofs �nto my horse and the other hoof �nto me. I thank my
stars that he �s not steel-shod, and half-ar�se from the saddle at the
�mpact of another flam�ng dagger. I am certa�nly gett�ng more than
my share, and so �s my poor horse, whose pa�n and pan�c are only
exceeded by m�ne.

“Get out of the way! I’m com�ng!” I shout, frant�cally dash�ng my
cap at the w�nged v�pers around me.

On one s�de of the tra�l the landscape r�ses stra�ght up. On the
other s�de �t s�nks stra�ght down. The only way to get out of my way
�s to keep on go�ng. How that str�ng of horses kept the�r feet �s a
m�racle; but they dashed ahead, over-runn�ng one another, gallop�ng,
trott�ng, stumbl�ng, jump�ng, scrambl�ng, and k�ck�ng method�cally
skyward every t�me a wasp landed on them. After a wh�le we drew
breath and counted our �njur�es. And th�s happened not once, nor
tw�ce, but t�me after t�me. Strange to say, �t never grew monotonous.



I know that I, for one, came through each brush w�th the
und�m�n�shed zest of a man fly�ng from sudden death. No; the p�lgr�m
from Ta�ohae to Typee w�ll never suffer from ennu� on the way.

At last we arose above the vexat�on of wasps. It was a matter of
alt�tude, however, rather than of fort�tude. All about us lay the jagged
back-bones of ranges, as far as the eye could see, thrust�ng the�r
p�nnacles �nto the trade-w�nd clouds. Under us, from the way we had
come, the Snark lay l�ke a t�ny toy on the calm water of Ta�ohae Bay.
Ahead we could see the �nshore �ndentat�on of Comptroller Bay. We
dropped down a thousand feet, and Typee lay beneath us. “Had a
gl�mpse of the gardens of parad�se been revealed to me I could
scarcely have been more rav�shed w�th the s�ght”—so sa�d Melv�lle
on the moment of h�s f�rst v�ew of the valley. He saw a garden. We
saw a w�lderness. Where were the hundred groves of the breadfru�t
tree he saw? We saw jungle, noth�ng but jungle, w�th the except�on
of two grass huts and several clumps of cocoanuts break�ng the
pr�mord�al green mantle. Where was the T� of Mehev�, the bachelors’
hall, the palace where women were taboo, and where he ruled w�th
h�s lesser ch�efta�ns, keep�ng the half-dozen dusty and torp�d
anc�ents to rem�nd them of the valorous past? From the sw�ft stream
no sounds arose of ma�ds and matrons pound�ng tapa. And where
was the hut that old Narheyo eternally bu�lded? In va�n I looked for
h�m perched n�nety feet from the ground �n some tall cocoanut,
tak�ng h�s morn�ng smoke.

We went down a z�gzag tra�l under overarch�ng, matted jungle,
where great butterfl�es dr�fted by �n the s�lence. No tattooed savage
w�th club and javel�n guarded the path; and when we forded the
stream, we were free to roam where we pleased. No longer d�d the
taboo, sacred and merc�less, re�gn �n that sweet vale. Nay, the taboo
st�ll d�d re�gn, a new taboo, for when we approached too near the
several wretched nat�ve women, the taboo was uttered warn�ngly.
And �t was well. They were lepers. The man who warned us was
affl�cted horr�bly w�th elephant�as�s. All were suffer�ng from lung
trouble. The valley of Typee was the abode of death, and the dozen
surv�vors of the tr�be were gasp�ng feebly the last pa�nful breaths of
the race.



Certa�nly the battle had not been to the strong, for once the
Typeans were very strong, stronger than the Happars, stronger than
the Ta�ohaeans, stronger than all the tr�bes of Nuku-h�va. The word
“typee,” or, rather, “ta�p�,” or�g�nally s�gn�f�ed an eater of human flesh.
But s�nce all the Marquesans were human-flesh eaters, to be so
des�gnated was the token that the Typeans were the human-flesh
eaters par excellence. Not alone to Nuku-h�va d�d the Typean
reputat�on for bravery and feroc�ty extend. In all the �slands of the
Marquesas the Typeans were named w�th dread. Man could not
conquer them. Even the French fleet that took possess�on of the
Marquesas left the Typeans alone. Capta�n Porter, of the fr�gate
Essex, once �nvaded the valley. H�s sa�lors and mar�nes were
re�nforced by two thousand warr�ors of Happar and Ta�ohae. They
penetrated qu�te a d�stance �nto the valley, but met w�th so f�erce a
res�stance that they were glad to retreat and get away �n the�r flot�lla
of boats and war-canoes.

Of all �nhab�tants of the South Seas, the Marquesans were
adjudged the strongest and the most beaut�ful. Melv�lle sa�d of them:
“I was espec�ally struck by the phys�cal strength and beauty they
d�splayed . . . In beauty of form they surpassed anyth�ng I had ever
seen. Not a s�ngle �nstance of natural deform�ty was observable �n all
the throng attend�ng the revels. Every �nd�v�dual appeared free from
those blem�shes wh�ch somet�mes mar the effect of an otherw�se
perfect form. But the�r phys�cal excellence d�d not merely cons�st �n
an exempt�on from these ev�ls; nearly every �nd�v�dual of the number
m�ght have been taken for a sculptor’s model.” Mendaña, the
d�scoverer of the Marquesas, descr�bed the nat�ves as wondrously
beaut�ful to behold. F�gueroa, the chron�cler of h�s voyage, sa�d of
them: “In complex�on they were nearly wh�te; of good stature and
f�nely formed.” Capta�n Cook called the Marquesans the most
splend�d �slanders �n the South Seas. The men were descr�bed, as
“�n almost every �nstance of lofty stature, scarcely ever less than s�x
feet �n he�ght.”

And now all th�s strength and beauty has departed, and the valley
of Typee �s the abode of some dozen wretched creatures, affl�cted by
leprosy, elephant�as�s, and tuberculos�s. Melv�lle est�mated the
populat�on at two thousand, not tak�ng �nto cons�derat�on the small



adjo�n�ng valley of Ho-o-u-m�. L�fe has rotted away �n th�s wonderful
garden spot, where the cl�mate �s as del�ghtful and healthful as any
to be found �n the world. Not alone were the Typeans phys�cally
magn�f�cent; they were pure. The�r a�r d�d not conta�n the bac�ll� and
germs and m�crobes of d�sease that f�ll our own a�r. And when the
wh�te men �mported �n the�r sh�ps these var�ous m�cro-organ�sms or
d�sease, the Typeans crumpled up and went down before them.

When one cons�ders the s�tuat�on, one �s almost dr�ven to the
conclus�on that the wh�te race flour�shes on �mpur�ty and corrupt�on.
Natural select�on, however, g�ves the explanat�on. We of the wh�te
race are the surv�vors and the descendants of the thousands of
generat�ons of surv�vors �n the war w�th the m�cro-organ�sms.
Whenever one of us was born w�th a const�tut�on pecul�arly recept�ve
to these m�nute enem�es, such a one promptly d�ed. Only those of us
surv�ved who could w�thstand them. We who are al�ve are the
�mmune, the f�t—the ones best const�tuted to l�ve �n a world of host�le
m�cro-organ�sms. The poor Marquesans had undergone no such
select�on. They were not �mmune. And they, who had made a
custom of eat�ng the�r enem�es, were now eaten by enem�es so
m�croscop�c as to be �nv�s�ble, and aga�nst whom no war of dart and
javel�n was poss�ble. On the other hand, had there been a few
hundred thousand Marquesans to beg�n w�th, there m�ght have been
suff�c�ent surv�vors to lay the foundat�on for a new race—a
regenerated race, �f a plunge �nto a fester�ng bath of organ�c po�son
can be called regenerat�on.

We unsaddled our horses for lunch, and after we had fought the
stall�ons apart—m�ne w�th several fresh chunks b�tten out of h�s back
—and after we had va�nly fought the sand-fl�es, we ate bananas and
t�nned meats, washed down by generous draughts of cocoanut m�lk.
There was l�ttle to be seen. The jungle had rushed back and
engulfed the puny works of man. Here and there pa�-pa�s were to be
stumbled upon, but there were no �nscr�pt�ons, no h�eroglyph�cs, no
clues to the past they attested—only dumb stones, bu�lded and
carved by hands that were forgotten dust. Out of the pa�-pa�s grew
great trees, jealous of the wrought work of man, spl�tt�ng and
scatter�ng the stones back �nto the pr�meval chaos.



We gave up the jungle and sought the stream w�th the �dea of
evad�ng the sand-fl�es. Va�n hope! To go �n sw�mm�ng one must take
off h�s clothes. The sand-fl�es are aware of the fact, and they lurk by
the r�ver bank �n countless myr�ads. In the nat�ve they are called the
nau-nau, wh�ch �s pronounced “now-now.” They are certa�nly well
named, for they are the �ns�stent present. There �s no past nor future
when they fasten upon one’s ep�derm�s, and I am w�ll�ng to wager
that Omer Khayyám could never have wr�tten the Rubá�yat �n the
valley of Typee—�t would have been psycholog�cally �mposs�ble. I
made the strateg�c m�stake of undress�ng on the edge of a steep
bank where I could d�ve �n but could not cl�mb out. When I was ready
to dress, I had a hundred yards’ walk on the bank before I could
reach my clothes. At the f�rst step, fully ten thousand nau-naus
landed upon me. At the second step I was walk�ng �n a cloud. By the
th�rd step the sun was d�mmed �n the sky. After that I don’t know
what happened. When I arr�ved at my clothes, I was a man�ac. And
here enters my grand tact�cal error. There �s only one rule of conduct
�n deal�ng w�th nau-naus. Never swat them. Whatever you do, don’t
swat them. They are so v�c�ous that �n the �nstant of ann�h�lat�on they
eject the�r last atom of po�son �nto your carcass. You must pluck
them del�cately, between thumb and foref�nger, and persuade them
gently to remove the�r probosc�des from your qu�ver�ng flesh. It �s l�ke
pull�ng teeth. But the d�ff�culty was that the teeth sprouted faster than
I could pull them, so I swatted, and, so do�ng, f�lled myself full w�th
the�r po�son. Th�s was a week ago. At the present moment I
resemble a sadly neglected smallpox convalescent.

Ho-o-u-m� �s a small valley, separated from Typee by a low r�dge,
and th�ther we started when we had knocked our �ndom�table and
�nsat�able r�d�ng-an�mals �nto subm�ss�on. As �t was, Warren’s mount,
after a m�le run, selected the most dangerous part of the tra�l for an
exh�b�t�on that kept us all on the anx�ous seat for fully f�ve m�nutes.
We rode by the mouth of Typee valley and gazed down upon the
beach from wh�ch Melv�lle escaped. There was where the whale-
boat lay on �ts oars close �n to the surf; and there was where
Karakoee, the taboo Kanaka, stood �n the water and traff�cked for the
sa�lor’s l�fe. There, surely, was where Melv�lle gave Fayaway the
part�ng embrace ere he dashed for the boat. And there was the po�nt



of land from wh�ch Mehev� and Mow-mow and the�r follow�ng swam
off to �ntercept the boat, only to have the�r wr�sts gashed by sheath-
kn�ves when they la�d hold of the gunwale, though �t was reserved for
Mow-mow to rece�ve the boat-hook full �n the throat from Melv�lle’s
hands.

We rode on to Ho-o-u-m�. So closely was Melv�lle guarded that he
never dreamed of the ex�stence of th�s valley, though he must
cont�nually have met �ts �nhab�tants, for they belonged to Typee. We
rode through the same abandoned pae-paes, but as we neared the
sea we found a profus�on of cocoanuts, breadfru�t trees and taro
patches, and fully a dozen grass dwell�ngs. In one of these we
arranged to pass the n�ght, and preparat�ons were �mmed�ately put
on foot for a feast. A young p�g was promptly despatched, and wh�le
he was be�ng roasted among hot stones, and wh�le ch�ckens were
stew�ng �n cocoanut m�lk, I persuaded one of the cooks to cl�mb an
unusually tall cocoanut palm. The cluster of nuts at the top was fully
one hundred and twenty-f�ve feet from the ground, but that nat�ve
strode up to the tree, se�zed �t �n both hands, jack-kn�ved at the wa�st
so that the soles of h�s feet rested flatly aga�nst the trunk, and then
he walked r�ght stra�ght up w�thout stopp�ng. There were no notches
�n the tree. He had no ropes to help h�m. He merely walked up the
tree, one hundred and twenty-f�ve feet �n the a�r, and cast down the
nuts from the summ�t. Not every man there had the phys�cal stam�na
for such a feat, or the lungs, rather, for most of them were cough�ng
the�r l�ves away. Some of the women kept up a ceaseless moan�ng
and groan�ng, so badly were the�r lungs wasted. Very few of e�ther
sex were full-blooded Marquesans. They were mostly half-breeds
and three-quarter-breeds of French, Engl�sh, Dan�sh, and Ch�nese
extract�on. At the best, these �nfus�ons of fresh blood merely delayed
the pass�ng, and the results led one to wonder whether �t was worth
wh�le.

The feast was served on a broad pae-pae, the rear port�on of
wh�ch was occup�ed by the house �n wh�ch we were to sleep. The
f�rst course was raw f�sh and po�-po�, the latter sharp and more acr�d
of taste than the po� of Hawa��, wh�ch �s made from taro. The po�-po�
of the Marquesas �s made from breadfru�t. The r�pe fru�t, after the
core �s removed, �s placed �n a calabash and pounded w�th a stone



pestle �nto a st�ff, st�cky paste. In th�s stage of the process, wrapped
�n leaves, �t can be bur�ed �n the ground, where �t w�ll keep for years.
Before �t can be eaten, however, further processes are necessary. A
leaf-covered package �s placed among hot stones, l�ke the p�g, and
thoroughly baked. After that �t �s m�xed w�th cold water and th�nned
out—not th�n enough to run, but th�n enough to be eaten by st�ck�ng
one’s f�rst and second f�ngers �nto �t. On close acqua�ntance �t proves
a pleasant and most healthful food. And breadfru�t, r�pe and well
bo�led or roasted! It �s del�c�ous. Breadfru�t and taro are k�ngly
vegetables, the pa�r of them, though the former �s patently a
m�snomer and more resembles a sweet potato than anyth�ng else,
though �t �s not mealy l�ke a sweet potato, nor �s �t so sweet.

The feast ended, we watched the moon r�se over Typee. The a�r
was l�ke balm, fa�ntly scented w�th the breath of flowers. It was a
mag�c n�ght, deathly st�ll, w�thout the sl�ghtest breeze to st�r the
fol�age; and one caught one’s breath and felt the pang that �s almost
hurt, so exqu�s�te was the beauty of �t. Fa�nt and far could be heard
the th�n thunder of the surf upon the beach. There were no beds; and
we drowsed and slept wherever we thought the floor softest. Near
by, a woman panted and moaned �n her sleep, and all about us the
dy�ng �slanders coughed �n the n�ght.



CHAPTER XI
THE NATURE MAN

I ����� met h�m on Market Street �n San Franc�sco. It was a wet
and dr�zzly afternoon, and he was str�d�ng along, clad solely �n a pa�r
of abbrev�ated knee-trousers and an abbrev�ated sh�rt, h�s bare feet
go�ng sl�ck-sl�ck through the pavement-slush. At h�s heels trooped a
score of exc�ted gam�ns. Every head—and there were thousands—
turned to glance cur�ously at h�m as he went by. And I turned, too.
Never had I seen such lovely sunburn. He was all sunburn, of the
sort a blond takes on when h�s sk�n does not peel. H�s long yellow
ha�r was burnt, so was h�s beard, wh�ch sprang from a so�l
unploughed by any razor. He was a tawny man, a golden-tawny
man, all glow�ng and rad�ant w�th the sun. Another prophet, thought I,
come up to town w�th a message that w�ll save the world.

A few weeks later I was w�th some fr�ends �n the�r bungalow �n the
P�edmont h�lls overlook�ng San Franc�sco Bay. “We’ve got h�m, we’ve
got h�m,” they barked. “We caught h�m up a tree; but he’s all r�ght
now, he’ll feed from the hand. Come on and see h�m.” So I
accompan�ed them up a d�zzy h�ll, and �n a r�ckety shack �n the m�dst
of a eucalyptus grove found my sunburned prophet of the c�ty
pavements.

He hastened to meet us, arr�v�ng �n the wh�rl and blur of a
handspr�ng. He d�d not shake hands w�th us; �nstead, h�s greet�ng
took the form of stunts. He turned more handspr�ngs. He tw�sted h�s
body s�nuously, l�ke a snake, unt�l, hav�ng suff�c�ently l�mbered up, he
bent from the h�ps, and, w�th legs stra�ght and knees touch�ng, beat a
tattoo on the ground w�th the palms of h�s hands. He wh�rl�g�gged
and p�rouetted, danc�ng and cavort�ng round l�ke an �nebr�ated ape.



All the sun-warmth of h�s ardent l�fe beamed �n h�s face. I am so
happy, was the song w�thout words he sang.

He sang �t all even�ng, r�ng�ng the changes on �t w�th an endless
var�ety of stunts. “A fool! a fool! I met a fool �n the forest!” thought I,
and a worthy fool he proved. Between handspr�ngs and wh�rl�g�gs he
del�vered h�s message that would save the world. It was twofold.
F�rst, let suffer�ng human�ty str�p off �ts cloth�ng and run w�ld �n the
mounta�ns and valleys; and, second, let the very m�serable world
adopt phonet�c spell�ng. I caught a gl�mpse of the great soc�al
problems be�ng settled by the c�ty populat�ons swarm�ng naked over
the landscape, to the popp�ng of shot-guns, the bark�ng of ranch-
dogs, and countless assaults w�th p�tchforks w�elded by �rate
farmers.

The years passed, and, one sunny morn�ng, the Snark poked her
nose �nto a narrow open�ng �n a reef that smoked w�th the crash�ng
�mpact of the trade-w�nd swell, and beat slowly up Papeete harbour.
Com�ng off to us was a boat, fly�ng a yellow flag. We knew �t
conta�ned the port doctor. But qu�te a d�stance off, �n �ts wake, was a
t�ny out r�gger canoe that puzzled us. It was fly�ng a red flag. I
stud�ed �t through the glasses, fear�ng that �t marked some h�dden
danger to nav�gat�on, some recent wreck or some buoy or beacon
that had been swept away. Then the doctor came on board. After he
had exam�ned the state of our health and been assured that we had
no l�ve rats h�dden away �n the Snark, I asked h�m the mean�ng of
the red flag. “Oh, that �s Darl�ng,” was the answer.

And then Darl�ng, Ernest Darl�ng fly�ng the red flag that �s
�nd�cat�ve of the brotherhood of man, ha�led us. “Hello, Jack!” he
called. “Hello, Charm�an!” He paddled sw�ftly nearer, and I saw that
he was the tawny prophet of the P�edmont h�lls. He came over the
s�de, a sun-god clad �n a scarlet lo�n-cloth, w�th presents of Arcady
and greet�ng �n both h�s hands—a bottle of golden honey and a leaf-
basket f�lled w�th great golden mangoes, golden bananas specked
w�th freckles of deeper gold, golden p�ne-apples and golden l�mes,
and ju�cy oranges m�nted from the same prec�ous ore of sun and
so�l. And �n th�s fash�on under the southern sky, I met once more
Darl�ng, the Nature Man.



Tah�t� �s one of the most beaut�ful spots �n the world, �nhab�ted by
th�eves and robbers and l�ars, also by several honest and truthful
men and women. Wherefore, because of the bl�ght cast upon Tah�t�’s
wonderful beauty by the sp�dery human verm�n that �nfest �t, I am
m�nded to wr�te, not of Tah�t�, but of the Nature Man. He, at least, �s
refresh�ng and wholesome. The sp�r�t that emanates from h�m �s so
gentle and sweet that �t would harm noth�ng, hurt nobody’s feel�ngs
save the feel�ngs of a predatory and plutocrat�c cap�tal�st.

“What does th�s red flag mean?” I asked.
“Soc�al�sm, of course.”
“Yes, yes, I know that,” I went on; “but what does �t mean �n your

hands?”
“Why, that I’ve found my message.”
“And that you are del�ver�ng �t to Tah�t�?” I demanded �ncredulously.
“Sure,” he answered s�mply; and later on I found that he was, too.
When we dropped anchor, lowered a small boat �nto the water,

and started ashore, the Nature Man jo�ned us. Now, thought I, I shall
be pestered to death by th�s crank. Wak�ng or sleep�ng I shall never
be qu�t of h�m unt�l I sa�l away from here.

But never �n my l�fe was I more m�staken. I took a house and went
to l�ve and work �n �t, and the Nature Man never came near me. He
was wa�t�ng for the �nv�tat�on. In the meant�me he went aboard the
Snark and took possess�on of her l�brary, del�ghted by the quant�ty of
sc�ent�f�c books, and shocked, as I learned afterwards, by the
�nord�nate amount of f�ct�on. The Nature Man never wastes t�me on
f�ct�on.

After a week or so, my consc�ence smote me, and I �nv�ted h�m to
d�nner at a downtown hotel.

He arr�ved, look�ng unwontedly st�ff and uncomfortable �n a cotton
jacket. When �nv�ted to peel �t off, he beamed h�s grat�tude and joy,
and d�d so, reveal�ng h�s sun-gold sk�n, from wa�st to shoulder,
covered only by a p�ece of f�sh-net of coarse tw�ne and large of
mesh. A scarlet lo�n-cloth completed h�s costume. I began my
acqua�ntance w�th h�m that n�ght, and dur�ng my long stay �n Tah�t�
that acqua�ntance r�pened �nto fr�endsh�p.



“So you wr�te books,” he sa�d, one day when, t�red and sweaty, I
f�n�shed my morn�ng’s work.

“I, too, wr�te books,” he announced.
Aha, thought I, now at last �s he go�ng to pester me w�th h�s l�terary

efforts. My soul was �n revolt. I had not come all the way to the South
Seas to be a l�terary bureau.

“Th�s �s the book I wr�te,” he expla�ned, smash�ng h�mself a
resound�ng blow on the chest w�th h�s clenched f�st. “The gor�lla �n
the Afr�can jungle pounds h�s chest t�ll the no�se of �t can be heard
half a m�le away.”

“A pretty good chest,” quoth I, adm�r�ngly; “�t would even make a
gor�lla env�ous.”

And then, and later, I learned the deta�ls of the marvellous book
Ernest Darl�ng had wr�tten. Twelve years ago he lay close to death.
He we�ghed but n�nety pounds, and was too weak to speak. The
doctors had g�ven h�m up. H�s father, a pract�s�ng phys�c�an, had
g�ven h�m up. Consultat�ons w�th other phys�c�ans had been held
upon h�m. There was no hope for h�m. Overstudy (as a school-
teacher and as a un�vers�ty student) and two success�ve attacks of
pneumon�a were respons�ble for h�s breakdown. Day by day he was
los�ng strength. He could extract no nutr�t�on from the heavy foods
they gave h�m; nor could pellets and powders help h�s stomach to do
the work of d�gest�on. Not only was he a phys�cal wreck, but he was
a mental wreck. H�s m�nd was overwrought. He was s�ck and t�red of
med�c�ne, and he was s�ck and t�red of persons. Human speech
jarred upon h�m. Human attent�ons drove h�m frant�c. The thought
came to h�m that s�nce he was go�ng to d�e, he m�ght as well d�e �n
the open, away from all the bother and �rr�tat�on. And beh�nd th�s �dea
lurked a sneak�ng �dea that perhaps he would not d�e after all �f only
he could escape from the heavy foods, the med�c�nes, and the well-
�ntent�oned persons who made h�m frant�c.

So Ernest Darl�ng, a bag of bones and a death’s-head, a
perambulat�ng corpse, w�th just the d�mmest flutter of l�fe �n �t to
make �t perambulate, turned h�s back upon men and the hab�tat�ons
of men and dragged h�mself for f�ve m�les through the brush, away



from the c�ty of Portland, Oregon. Of course he was crazy. Only a
lunat�c would drag h�mself out of h�s death-bed.

But �n the brush, Darl�ng found what he was look�ng for—rest.
Nobody bothered h�m w�th beefsteaks and pork. No phys�c�ans
lacerated h�s t�red nerves by feel�ng h�s pulse, nor tormented h�s t�red
stomach w�th pellets and powders. He began to feel soothed. The
sun was sh�n�ng warm, and he basked �n �t. He had the feel�ng that
the sun sh�ne was an el�x�r of health. Then �t seemed to h�m that h�s
whole wasted wreck of a body was cry�ng for the sun. He str�pped off
h�s clothes and bathed �n the sunsh�ne. He felt better. It had done
h�m good—the f�rst rel�ef �n weary months of pa�n.

As he grew better, he sat up and began to take not�ce. All about
h�m were the b�rds flutter�ng and ch�rp�ng, the squ�rrels chatter�ng
and play�ng. He env�ed them the�r health and sp�r�ts, the�r happy,
care-free ex�stence. That he should contrast the�r cond�t�on w�th h�s
was �nev�table; and that he should quest�on why they were splend�dly
v�gorous wh�le he was a feeble, dy�ng wra�th of a man, was l�kew�se
�nev�table. H�s conclus�on was the very obv�ous one, namely, that
they l�ved naturally, wh�le he l�ved most unnaturally; therefore, �f he
�ntended to l�ve, he must return to nature.

Alone, there �n the brush, he worked out h�s problem and began to
apply �t. He str�pped off h�s cloth�ng and leaped and gambolled
about, runn�ng on all fours, cl�mb�ng trees; �n short, do�ng phys�cal
stunts,—and all the t�me soak�ng �n the sunsh�ne. He �m�tated the
an�mals. He bu�lt a nest of dry leaves and grasses �n wh�ch to sleep
at n�ght, cover�ng �t over w�th bark as a protect�on aga�nst the early
fall ra�ns. “Here �s a beaut�ful exerc�se,” he told me, once, flapp�ng
h�s arms m�ght�ly aga�nst h�s s�des; “I learned �t from watch�ng the
roosters crow.” Another t�me I remarked the loud, suck�ng �ntake w�th
wh�ch he drank cocoanut-m�lk. He expla�ned that he had not�ced the
cows dr�nk�ng that way and concluded there must be someth�ng �n �t.
He tr�ed �t and found �t good, and thereafter he drank only �n that
fash�on.

He noted that the squ�rrels l�ved on fru�ts and nuts. He started on a
fru�t-and-nut d�et, helped out by bread, and he grew stronger and put
on we�ght. For three months he cont�nued h�s pr�mord�al ex�stence �n



the brush, and then the heavy Oregon ra�ns drove h�m back to the
hab�tat�ons of men. Not �n three months could a n�nety-pound
surv�vor of two attacks of pneumon�a develop suff�c�ent ruggedness
to l�ve through an Oregon w�nter �n the open.

He had accompl�shed much, but he had been dr�ven �n. There was
no place to go but back to h�s father’s house, and there, l�v�ng �n
close rooms w�th lungs that panted for all the a�r of the open sky, he
was brought down by a th�rd attack of pneumon�a. He grew weaker
even than before. In that totter�ng tabernacle of flesh, h�s bra�n
collapsed. He lay l�ke a corpse, too weak to stand the fat�gue of
speak�ng, too �rr�tated and t�red �n h�s m�serable bra�n to care to l�sten
to the speech of others. The only act of w�ll of wh�ch he was capable
was to st�ck h�s f�ngers �n h�s ears and resolutely to refuse to hear a
s�ngle word that was spoken to h�m. They sent for the �nsan�ty
experts. He was adjudged �nsane, and also the verd�ct was g�ven
that he would not l�ve a month.

By one such mental expert he was carted off to a sanator�um on
Mt. Tabor. Here, when they learned that he was harmless, they gave
h�m h�s own way. They no longer d�ctated as to the food he ate, so
he resumed h�s fru�ts and nuts—ol�ve o�l, peanut butter, and bananas
the ch�ef art�cles of h�s d�et. As he rega�ned h�s strength he made up
h�s m�nd to l�ve thenceforth h�s own l�fe. If he l�ved l�ke others,
accord�ng to soc�al convent�ons, he would surely d�e. And he d�d not
want to d�e. The fear of death was one of the strongest factors �n the
genes�s of the Nature Man. To l�ve, he must have a natural d�et, the
open a�r, and the blessed sunsh�ne.

Now an Oregon w�nter has no �nducements for those who w�sh to
return to Nature, so Darl�ng started out �n search of a cl�mate. He
mounted a b�cycle and headed south for the sunlands. Stanford
Un�vers�ty cla�med h�m for a year. Here he stud�ed and worked h�s
way, attend�ng lectures �n as scant garb as the author�t�es would
allow and apply�ng as much as poss�ble the pr�nc�ples of l�v�ng that
he had learned �n squ�rrel-town. H�s favour�te method of study was to
go off �n the h�lls back of the Un�vers�ty, and there to str�p off h�s
clothes and l�e on the grass, soak�ng �n sunsh�ne and health at the
same t�me that he soaked �n knowledge.



But Central Cal�forn�a has her w�nters, and the quest for a Nature
Man’s cl�mate drew h�m on. He tr�ed Los Angeles and Southern
Cal�forn�a, be�ng arrested a few t�mes and brought before the
�nsan�ty comm�ss�ons because, forsooth, h�s mode of l�fe was not
modelled after the mode of l�fe of h�s fellow-men. He tr�ed Hawa��,
where, unable to prove h�m �nsane, the author�t�es deported h�m. It
was not exactly a deportat�on. He could have rema�ned by serv�ng a
year �n pr�son. They gave h�m h�s cho�ce. Now pr�son �s death to the
Nature Man, who thr�ves only �n the open a�r and �n God’s sunsh�ne.
The author�t�es of Hawa�� are not to be blamed. Darl�ng was an
undes�rable c�t�zen. Any man �s undes�rable who d�sagrees w�th one.
And that any man should d�sagree to the extent Darl�ng d�d �n h�s
ph�losophy of the s�mple l�fe �s ample v�nd�cat�on of the Hawa��an
author�t�es verd�ct of h�s undes�rableness.

So Darl�ng went thence �n search of a cl�mate wh�ch would not
only be des�rable, but where�n he would not be undes�rable. And he
found �t �n Tah�t�, the garden-spot of garden-spots. And so �t was,
accord�ng to the narrat�ve as g�ven, that he wrote the pages of h�s
book. He wears only a lo�n-cloth and a sleeveless f�sh-net sh�rt. H�s
str�pped we�ght �s one hundred and s�xty-f�ve pounds. H�s health �s
perfect. H�s eyes�ght, that at one t�me was cons�dered ru�ned, �s
excellent. The lungs that were pract�cally destroyed by three attacks
of pneumon�a have not only recovered, but are stronger than ever
before.

I shall never forget the f�rst t�me, wh�le talk�ng to me, that he
squashed a mosqu�to. The st�ng�ng pest had settled �n the m�ddle of
h�s back between h�s shoulders. W�thout �nterrupt�ng the flow of
conversat�on, w�thout dropp�ng even a syllable, h�s clenched f�st shot
up �n the a�r, curved backward, and smote h�s back between the
shoulders, k�ll�ng the mosqu�to and mak�ng h�s frame resound l�ke a
bass drum. It rem�nded me of noth�ng so much as of horses k�ck�ng
the woodwork �n the�r stalls.

“The gor�lla �n the Afr�can jungle pounds h�s chest unt�l the no�se of
�t can be heard half a m�le away,” he w�ll announce suddenly, and
thereat beat a ha�r-ra�s�ng, dev�l’s tattoo on h�s own chest.



One day he not�ced a set of box�ng-gloves hang�ng on the wall,
and promptly h�s eyes br�ghtened.

“Do you box?” I asked.
“I used to g�ve lessons �n box�ng when I was at Stanford,” was the

reply.
And there and then we str�pped and put on the gloves. Bang! a

long, gor�lla arm flashed out, land�ng the gloved end on my nose.
B�ff! he caught me, �n a duck, on the s�de of the head nearly
knock�ng me over s�dew�se. I carr�ed the lump ra�sed by that blow for
a week. I ducked under a stra�ght left, and landed a stra�ght r�ght on
h�s stomach. It was a fearful blow. The whole we�ght of my body was
beh�nd �t, and h�s body had been met as �t lunged forward. I looked
for h�m to crumple up and go down. Instead of wh�ch h�s face
beamed approval, and he sa�d, “That was beaut�ful.” The next �nstant
I was cover�ng up and str�v�ng to protect myself from a hurr�cane of
hooks, jolts, and uppercuts. Then I watched my chance and drove �n
for the solar plexus. I h�t the mark. The Nature Man dropped h�s
arms, gasped, and sat down suddenly.

“I’ll be all r�ght,” he sa�d. “Just wa�t a moment.”
And �ns�de th�rty seconds he was on h�s feet—ay, and return�ng

the compl�ment, for he hooked me �n the solar plexus, and I gasped,
dropped my hands, and sat down just a tr�fle more suddenly than he
had.

All of wh�ch I subm�t as ev�dence that the man I boxed w�th was a
totally d�fferent man from the poor, n�nety-pound we�ght of e�ght
years before, who, g�ven up by phys�c�ans and al�en�sts, lay gasp�ng
h�s l�fe away �n a closed room �n Portland, Oregon. The book that
Ernest Darl�ng has wr�tten �s a good book, and the b�nd�ng �s good,
too.

Hawa�� has wa�led for years her need for des�rable �mm�grants.
She has spent much t�me, and thought, and money, �n �mport�ng
des�rable c�t�zens, and she has, as yet, noth�ng much to show for �t.
Yet Hawa�� deported the Nature Man. She refused to g�ve h�m a
chance. So �t �s, to chasten Hawa��’s proud sp�r�t, that I take th�s
opportun�ty to show her what she has lost �n the Nature Man. When
he arr�ved �n Tah�t�, he proceeded to seek out a p�ece of land on



wh�ch to grow the food he ate. But land was d�ff�cult to f�nd—that �s,
�nexpens�ve land. The Nature Man was not roll�ng �n wealth. He
spent weeks �n wander�ng over the steep h�lls, unt�l, h�gh up the
mounta�n, where clustered several t�ny canyons, he found e�ghty
acres of brush-jungle wh�ch were apparently unrecorded as the
property of any one. The government off�c�als told h�m that �f he
would clear the land and t�ll �t for th�rty years he would be g�ven a t�tle
for �t.

Immed�ately he set to work. And never was there such work.
Nobody farmed that h�gh up. The land was covered w�th matted
jungle and overrun by w�ld p�gs and countless rats. The v�ew of
Papeete and the sea was magn�f�cent, but the outlook was not
encourag�ng. He spent weeks �n bu�ld�ng a road �n order to make the
plantat�on access�ble. The p�gs and the rats ate up whatever he
planted as fast as �t sprouted. He shot the p�gs and trapped the rats.
Of the latter, �n two weeks he caught f�fteen hundred. Everyth�ng had
to be carr�ed up on h�s back. He usually d�d h�s packhorse work at
n�ght.

Gradually he began to w�n out. A grass-walled house was bu�lt. On
the fert�le, volcan�c so�l he had wrested from the jungle and jungle
beasts were grow�ng f�ve hundred cocoanut trees, f�ve hundred
papa�a trees, three hundred mango trees, many breadfru�t trees and
all�gator-pear trees, to say noth�ng of v�nes, bushes, and vegetables.
He developed the dr�p of the h�lls �n the canyons and worked out an
eff�c�ent �rr�gat�on scheme, d�tch�ng the water from canyon to canyon
and parallel�ng the d�tches at d�fferent alt�tudes. H�s narrow canyons
became botan�cal gardens. The ar�d shoulders of the h�lls, where
formerly the blaz�ng sun had parched the jungle and beaten �t close
to earth, blossomed �nto trees and shrubs and flowers. Not only had
the Nature Man become self-support�ng, but he was now a
prosperous agr�cultur�st w�th produce to sell to the c�ty-dwellers of
Papeete.

Then �t was d�scovered that h�s land, wh�ch the government
off�c�als had �nformed h�m was w�thout an owner, really had an
owner, and that deeds, descr�pt�ons, etc., were on record. All h�s
work bade fare to be lost. The land had been valueless when he took



�t up, and the owner, a large landholder, was unaware of the extent
to wh�ch the Nature Man had developed �t. A just pr�ce was agreed
upon, and Darl�ng’s deed was off�c�ally f�led.

Next came a more crush�ng blow. Darl�ng’s access to market was
destroyed. The road he had bu�lt was fenced across by tr�ple barb-
w�re fences. It was one of those jumbles �n human affa�rs that �s so
common �n th�s absurdest of soc�al systems. Beh�nd �t was the f�ne
hand of the same conservat�ve element that haled the Nature Man
before the Insan�ty Comm�ss�on �n Los Angeles and that deported
h�m from Hawa��. It �s so hard for self-sat�sf�ed men to understand
any man whose sat�sfact�ons are fundamentally d�fferent. It seems
clear that the off�c�als have conn�ved w�th the conservat�ve element,
for to th�s day the road the Nature Man bu�lt �s closed; noth�ng has
been done about �t, wh�le an adamant unw�ll�ngness to do anyth�ng
about �t �s ev�denced on every hand. But the Nature Man dances and
s�ngs along h�s way. He does not s�t up n�ghts th�nk�ng about the
wrong wh�ch has been done h�m; he leaves the worry�ng to the doers
of the wrong. He has no t�me for b�tterness. He bel�eves he �s �n the
world for the purpose of be�ng happy, and he has not a moment to
waste �n any other pursu�t.

The road to h�s plantat�on �s blocked. He cannot bu�ld a new road,
for there �s no ground on wh�ch he can bu�ld �t. The government has
restr�cted h�m to a w�ld-p�g tra�l wh�ch runs prec�p�tously up the
mounta�n. I cl�mbed the tra�l w�th h�m, and we had to cl�mb w�th
hands and feet �n order to get up. Nor can that w�ld-p�g tra�l be made
�nto a road by any amount of to�l less than that of an eng�neer, a
steam-eng�ne, and a steel cable. But what does the Nature Man
care? In h�s gentle eth�cs the ev�l men do h�m he requ�tes w�th
goodness. And who shall say he �s not happ�er than they?

“Never m�nd the�r pesky road,” he sa�d to me as we dragged
ourselves up a shelf of rock and sat down, pant�ng, to rest. “I’ll get an
a�r mach�ne soon and fool them. I’m clear�ng a level space for a
land�ng stage for the a�rsh�ps, and next t�me you come to Tah�t� you
w�ll al�ght r�ght at my door.”

Yes, the Nature Man has some strange �deas bes�des that of the
gor�lla pound�ng h�s chest �n the Afr�can jungle. The Nature Man has



�deas about lev�tat�on. “Yes, s�r,” he sa�d to me, “lev�tat�on �s not
�mposs�ble. And th�nk of the glory of �t—l�ft�ng one’s self from the
ground by an act of w�ll. Th�nk of �t! The astronomers tell us that our
whole solar system �s dy�ng; that, barr�ng acc�dents, �t w�ll all be so
cold that no l�fe can l�ve upon �t. Very well. In that day all men w�ll be
accompl�shed lev�tat�on�sts, and they w�ll leave th�s per�sh�ng planet
and seek more hosp�table worlds. How can lev�tat�on be
accompl�shed? By progress�ve fasts. Yes, I have tr�ed them, and
toward the end I could feel myself actually gett�ng l�ghter.”

The man �s a man�ac, thought I.
“Of course,” he added, “these are only theor�es of m�ne. I l�ke to

speculate upon the glor�ous future of man. Lev�tat�on may not be
poss�ble, but I l�ke to th�nk of �t as poss�ble.”

One even�ng, when he yawned, I asked h�m how much sleep he
allowed h�mself.

“Seven hours,” was the answer. “But �n ten years I’ll be sleep�ng
only s�x hours, and �n twenty years only f�ve hours. You see, I shall
cut off an hour’s sleep every ten years.”

“Then when you are a hundred you won’t be sleep�ng at all,” I
�nterjected.

“Just that. Exactly that. When I am a hundred I shall not requ�re
sleep. Also, I shall be l�v�ng on a�r. There are plants that l�ve on a�r,
you know.”

“But has any man ever succeeded �n do�ng �t?”
He shook h�s head.
“I never heard of h�m �f he d�d. But �t �s only a theory of m�ne, th�s

l�v�ng on a�r. It would be f�ne, wouldn’t �t? Of course �t may be
�mposs�ble—most l�kely �t �s. You see, I am not unpract�cal. I never
forget the present. When I soar ahead �nto the future, I always leave
a str�ng by wh�ch to f�nd my way back aga�n.”

I fear me the Nature Man �s a joker. At any rate he l�ves the s�mple
l�fe. H�s laundry b�ll cannot be large. Up on h�s plantat�on he l�ves on
fru�t the labour cost of wh�ch, �n cash, he est�mates at f�ve cents a
day. At present, because of h�s obstructed road and because he �s
head over heels �n the propaganda of soc�al�sm, he �s l�v�ng �n town,



where h�s expenses, �nclud�ng rent, are twenty-f�ve cents a day. In
order to pay those expenses he �s runn�ng a n�ght school for
Ch�nese.

The Nature Man �s not b�goted. When there �s noth�ng better to eat
than meat, he eats meat, as, for �nstance, when �n ja�l or on
sh�pboard and the nuts and fru�ts g�ve out. Nor does he seem to
crystall�ze �nto anyth�ng except sunburn.

“Drop anchor anywhere and the anchor w�ll drag—that �s, �f your
soul �s a l�m�tless, fathomless sea, and not dog-pound,” he quoted to
me, then added: “You see, my anchor �s always dragg�ng. I l�ve for
human health and progress, and I str�ve to drag my anchor always �n
that d�rect�on. To me, the two are �dent�cal. Dragg�ng anchor �s what
has saved me. My anchor d�d not hold me to my death-bed. I
dragged anchor �nto the brush and fooled the doctors. When I
recovered health and strength, I started, by preach�ng and by
example, to teach the people to become nature men and nature
women. But they had deaf ears. Then, on the steamer com�ng to
Tah�t�, a quarter-master expounded soc�al�sm to me. He showed me
that an econom�c square deal was necessary before men and
women could l�ve naturally. So I dragged anchor once more, and
now I am work�ng for the co-operat�ve commonwealth. When that
arr�ves, �t w�ll be easy to br�ng about nature l�v�ng.

“I had a dream last n�ght,” he went on thoughtfully, h�s face slowly
break�ng �nto a glow. “It seemed that twenty-f�ve nature men and
nature women had just arr�ved on the steamer from Cal�forn�a, and
that I was start�ng to go w�th them up the w�ld-p�g tra�l to the
plantat�on.”

Ah, me, Ernest Darl�ng, sun-worsh�pper and nature man, there are
t�mes when I am compelled to envy you and your carefree ex�stence.
I see you now, danc�ng up the steps and cutt�ng ant�cs on the
veranda; your ha�r dr�pp�ng from a plunge �n the salt sea, your eyes
sparkl�ng, your sun-g�lded body flash�ng, your chest resound�ng to
the dev�l’s own tattoo as you chant: “The gor�lla �n the Afr�can jungle
pounds h�s chest unt�l the no�se of �t can be heard half a m�le away.”
And I shall see you always as I saw you that last day, when the
Snark poked her nose once more through the passage �n the



smok�ng reef, outward bound, and I waved good-bye to those on
shore. Not least �n goodw�ll and affect�on was the wave I gave to the
golden sun-god �n the scarlet lo�n-cloth, stand�ng upr�ght �n h�s t�ny
outr�gger canoe.



CHAPTER XII
THE HIGH SEAT OF ABUNDANCE

On the arr�val of strangers, every man endeavoured to obta�n
one as a fr�end and carry h�m off to h�s own hab�tat�on, where he
�s treated w�th the greatest k�ndness by the �nhab�tants of the
d�str�ct; they place h�m on a h�gh seat and feed h�m w�th
abundance of the f�nest food.—Polynes�an Researches.

T�� Snark was ly�ng at anchor at Ra�atea, just off the v�llage of
Uturoa. She had arr�ved the n�ght before, after dark, and we were
prepar�ng to pay our f�rst v�s�t ashore. Early �n the morn�ng I had
not�ced a t�ny outr�gger canoe, w�th an �mposs�ble spr�tsa�l, sk�mm�ng
the surface of the lagoon. The canoe �tself was coff�n-shaped, a
mere dugout, fourteen feet long, a scant twelve �nches w�de, and
maybe twenty-four �nches deep. It had no l�nes, except �n so far that
�t was sharp at both ends. Its s�des were perpend�cular. Shorn of the
outr�gger, �t would have caps�zed of �tself �ns�de a tenth of a second.
It was the outr�gger that kept �t r�ght s�de up.

I have sa�d that the sa�l was �mposs�ble. It was. It was one of those
th�ngs, not that you have to see to bel�eve, but that you cannot
bel�eve after you have seen �t. The ho�st of �t and the length of �ts
boom were suff�c�ently appall�ng; but, not content w�th that, �ts
art�f�cer had g�ven �t a tremendous head. So large was the head that
no common spr�t could carry the stra�n of �t �n an ord�nary breeze. So
a spar had been lashed to the canoe, project�ng aft over the water.
To th�s had been made fast a spr�t guy: thus, the foot of the sa�l was
held by the ma�n-sheet, and the peak by the guy to the spr�t.

It was not a mere boat, not a mere canoe, but a sa�l�ng mach�ne.
And the man �n �t sa�led �t by h�s we�ght and h�s nerve—pr�nc�pally by



the latter. I watched the canoe beat up from leeward and run �n
toward the v�llage, �ts sole occupant far out on the outr�gger and
luff�ng up and sp�ll�ng the w�nd �n the puffs.

“Well, I know one th�ng,” I announced; “I don’t leave Ra�atea t�ll I
have a r�de �n that canoe.”

A few m�nutes later Warren called down the compan�onway,
“Here’s that canoe you were talk�ng about.”

Promptly I dashed on deck and gave greet�ng to �ts owner, a tall,
slender Polynes�an, �ngenuous of face, and w�th clear, sparkl�ng,
�ntell�gent eyes. He was clad �n a scarlet lo�n-cloth and a straw hat. In
h�s hands were presents—a f�sh, a bunch of greens, and several
enormous yams. All of wh�ch acknowledged by sm�les (wh�ch are
co�nage st�ll �n �solated spots of Polynes�a) and by frequent
repet�t�ons of mauruuru (wh�ch �s the Tah�t�an “thank you”), I
proceeded to make s�gns that I des�red to go for a sa�l �n h�s canoe.

H�s face l�ghted w�th pleasure and he uttered the s�ngle word,
“Tahaa,” turn�ng at the same t�me and po�nt�ng to the lofty, cloud-
draped peaks of an �sland three m�les away—the �sland of Tahaa. It
was fa�r w�nd over, but a head-beat back. Now I d�d not want to go to
Tahaa. I had letters to del�ver �n Ra�atea, and off�c�als to see, and
there was Charm�an down below gett�ng ready to go ashore. By
�ns�stent s�gns I �nd�cated that I des�red no more than a short sa�l on
the lagoon. Qu�ck was the d�sappo�ntment �n h�s face, yet sm�l�ng
was the acqu�escence.

“Come on for a sa�l,” I called below to Charm�an. “But put on your
sw�mm�ng su�t. It’s go�ng to be wet.”

It wasn’t real. It was a dream. That canoe sl�d over the water l�ke a
streak of s�lver. I cl�mbed out on the outr�gger and suppl�ed the
we�ght to hold her down, wh�le Tehe� (pronounced Tayhayee)
suppl�ed the nerve. He, too, �n the puffs, cl�mbed part way out on the
outr�gger, at the same t�me steer�ng w�th both hands on a large
paddle and hold�ng the ma�nsheet w�th h�s foot.

“Ready about!” he called.
I carefully sh�fted my we�ght �nboard �n order to ma�nta�n the

equ�l�br�um as the sa�l empt�ed.



“Hard a-lee!” he called, shoot�ng her �nto the w�nd.
I sl�d out on the oppos�te s�de over the water on a spar lashed

across the canoe, and we were full and away on the other tack.
“All r�ght,” sa�d Tehe�.
Those three phrases, “Ready about,” “Hard a-lee,” and “All r�ght,”

compr�sed Tehe�’s Engl�sh vocabulary and led me to suspect that at
some t�me he had been one of a Kanaka crew under an Amer�can
capta�n. Between the puffs I made s�gns to h�m and repeatedly and
�nterrogat�vely uttered the word sa�lor. Then I tr�ed �t �n atroc�ous
French. Mar�n conveyed no mean�ng to h�m; nor d�d matelot. E�ther
my French was bad, or else he was not up �n �t. I have s�nce
concluded that both conjectures were correct. F�nally, I began
nam�ng over the adjacent �slands. He nodded that he had been to
them. By the t�me my quest reached Tah�t�, he caught my dr�ft. H�s
thought-processes were almost v�s�ble, and �t was a joy to watch h�m
th�nk. He nodded h�s head v�gorously. Yes, he had been to Tah�t�,
and he added h�mself names of �slands such as T�k�hau, Rang�roa,
and Fakarava, thus prov�ng that he had sa�led as far as the
Paumotus—undoubtedly one of the crew of a trad�ng schooner.

After our short sa�l, when he had returned on board, he by s�gns
�nqu�red the dest�nat�on of the Snark, and when I had ment�oned
Samoa, F�j�, New Gu�nea, France, England, and Cal�forn�a �n the�r
geograph�cal sequence, he sa�d “Samoa,” and by gestures �nt�mated
that he wanted to go along. Whereupon I was hard put to expla�n
that there was no room for h�m. “Pet�t bateau” f�nally solved �t, and
aga�n the d�sappo�ntment �n h�s face was accompan�ed by sm�l�ng
acqu�escence, and promptly came the renewed �nv�tat�on to
accompany h�m to Tahaa.

Charm�an and I looked at each other. The exh�larat�on of the r�de
we had taken was st�ll upon us. Forgotten were the letters to
Ra�atea, the off�c�als we had to v�s�t. Shoes, a sh�rt, a pa�r of
trousers, c�garettes, matches, and a book to read were hast�ly
crammed �nto a b�scu�t t�n and wrapped �n a rubber blanket, and we
were over the s�de and �nto the canoe.

“When shall we look for you?” Warren called, as the w�nd f�lled the
sa�l and sent Tehe� and me scurry�ng out on the outr�gger.



“I don’t know,” I answered. “When we get back, as near as I can
f�gure �t.”

And away we went. The w�nd had �ncreased, and w�th slacked
sheets we ran off before �t. The freeboard of the canoe was no more
than two and a half �nches, and the l�ttle waves cont�nually lapped
over the s�de. Th�s requ�red ba�l�ng. Now ba�l�ng �s one of the
pr�nc�pal funct�ons of the vah�ne. Vah�ne �s the Tah�t�an for woman,
and Charm�an be�ng the only vah�ne aboard, the ba�l�ng fell
appropr�ately to her. Tehe� and I could not very well do �t, the both of
us be�ng perched part way out on the outr�gger and bus�ed w�th
keep�ng the canoe bottom-s�de down. So Charm�an ba�led, w�th a
wooden scoop of pr�m�t�ve des�gn, and so well d�d she do �t that there
were occas�ons when she could rest off almost half the t�me.

Ra�atea and Tahaa are un�que �n that they l�e �ns�de the same
enc�rcl�ng reef. Both are volcan�c �slands, ragged of sky-l�ne, w�th
heaven-asp�r�ng peaks and m�narets. S�nce Ra�atea �s th�rty m�les �n
c�rcumference, and Tahaa f�fteen m�les, some �dea may be ga�ned of
the magn�tude of the reef that encloses them. Between them and the
reef stretches from one to two m�les of water, form�ng a beaut�ful
lagoon. The huge Pac�f�c seas, extend�ng �n unbroken l�nes
somet�mes a m�le or half as much aga�n �n length, hurl themselves
upon the reef, overtower�ng and fall�ng upon �t w�th tremendous
crashes, and yet the frag�le coral structure w�thstands the shock and
protects the land. Outs�de l�es destruct�on to the m�ght�est sh�p afloat.
Ins�de re�gns the calm of untroubled water, whereon a canoe l�ke
ours can sa�l w�th no more than a couple of �nches of free-board.

We flew over the water. And such water!—clear as the clearest
spr�ng-water, and crystall�ne �n �ts clearness, all �ntershot w�th a
madden�ng pageant of colours and ra�nbow r�bbons more
magn�f�cently gorgeous than any ra�nbow. Jade green alternated w�th
turquo�se, peacock blue w�th emerald, wh�le now the canoe sk�mmed
over redd�sh purple pools, and aga�n over pools of dazzl�ng,
sh�mmer�ng wh�te where pounded coral sand lay beneath and upon
wh�ch oozed monstrous sea-slugs. One moment we were above
wonder-gardens of coral, where�n coloured f�shes d�sported,
flutter�ng l�ke mar�ne butterfl�es; the next moment we were dash�ng



across the dark surface of deep channels, out of wh�ch schools of
fly�ng f�sh l�fted the�r s�lvery fl�ght; and a th�rd moment we were above
other gardens of l�v�ng coral, each more wonderful than the last. And
above all was the trop�c, trade-w�nd sky w�th �ts fluffy clouds rac�ng
across the zen�th and heap�ng the hor�zon w�th the�r soft masses.

Before we were aware, we were close �n to Tahaa (pronounced
Tah-hah-ah, w�th equal accents), and Tehe� was gr�nn�ng approval of
the vah�ne’s prof�c�ency at ba�l�ng. The canoe grounded on a shallow
shore, twenty feet from land, and we waded out on a soft bottom
where b�g slugs curled and wr�thed under our feet and where small
octopuses advert�sed the�r ex�stence by the�r superlat�ve softness
when stepped upon. Close to the beach, am�d cocoanut palms and
banana trees, erected on st�lts, bu�lt of bamboo, w�th a grass-
thatched roof, was Tehe�’s house. And out of the house came Tehe�’s
vah�ne, a slender m�te of a woman, k�ndly eyed and Mongol�an of
feature—when she was not North Amer�can Ind�an. “B�haura,” Tehe�
called her, but he d�d not pronounce �t accord�ng to Engl�sh not�ons
of spell�ng. Spelled “B�haura,” �t sounded l�ke Bee-ah-oo-rah, w�th
every syllable sharply emphas�zed.

She took Charm�an by the hand and led her �nto the house,
leav�ng Tehe� and me to follow. Here, by s�gn-language
unm�stakable, we were �nformed that all they possessed was ours.
No h�dalgo was ever more generous �n the express�on of g�v�ng,
wh�le I am sure that few h�dalgos were ever as generous �n the
actual pract�ce. We qu�ckly d�scovered that we dare not adm�re the�r
possess�ons, for whenever we d�d adm�re a part�cular object �t was
�mmed�ately presented to us. The two vah�nes, accord�ng to the way
of vah�nes, got together �n a d�scuss�on and exam�nat�on of fem�n�ne
fr�pper�es, wh�le Tehe� and I, manl�ke, went over f�sh�ng-tackle and
w�ld-p�g-hunt�ng, to say noth�ng of the dev�ce whereby bon�tas are
caught on forty-foot poles from double canoes. Charm�an adm�red a
sew�ng basket—the best example she had seen of Polynes�an
basketry; �t was hers. I adm�red a bon�ta hook, carved �n one p�ece
from a pearl-shell; �t was m�ne. Charm�an was attracted by a fancy
bra�d of straw senn�t, th�rty feet of �t �n a roll, suff�c�ent to make a hat
of any des�gn one w�shed; the roll of senn�t was hers. My gaze
l�ngered upon a po�-pounder that dated back to the old stone days; �t



was m�ne. Charm�an dwelt a moment too long on a wooden po�-
bowl, canoe-shaped, w�th four legs, all carved �n one p�ece of wood;
�t was hers. I glanced a second t�me at a g�gant�c cocoanut calabash;
�t was m�ne. Then Charm�an and I held a conference �n wh�ch we
resolved to adm�re no more—not because �t d�d not pay well enough,
but because �t pa�d too well. Also, we were already rack�ng our
bra�ns over the contents of the Snark for su�table return presents.
Chr�stmas �s an easy problem compared w�th a Polynes�an g�v�ng-
feast.

We sat on the cool porch, on B�haura’s best mats wh�le d�nner was
prepar�ng, and at the same t�me met the v�llagers. In twos and threes
and groups they strayed along, shak�ng hands and utter�ng the
Tah�t�an word of greet�ng—Ioarana, pronounced yo-rah-nah. The
men, b�g strapp�ng fellows, were �n lo�n-cloths, w�th here and there
no sh�rt, wh�le the women wore the un�versal ahu, a sort of adult
p�nafore that flows �n graceful l�nes from the shoulders to the ground.
Sad to see was the elephant�as�s that affl�cted some of them. Here
would be a comely woman of magn�f�cent proport�ons, w�th the port
of a queen, yet marred by one arm four t�mes—or a dozen t�mes—
the s�ze of the other. Bes�de her m�ght stand a s�x-foot man, erect,
m�ghty-muscled, bronzed, w�th the body of a god, yet w�th feet and
calves so swollen that they ran together, form�ng legs, shapeless,
monstrous, that were for all the world l�ke elephant legs.

No one seems really to know the cause of the South Sea
elephant�as�s. One theory �s that �t �s caused by the dr�nk�ng of
polluted water. Another theory attr�butes �t to �noculat�on through
mosqu�to b�tes. A th�rd theory charges �t to pred�spos�t�on plus the
process of accl�mat�zat�on. On the other hand, no one that stands �n
f�n�cky dread of �t and s�m�lar d�seases can afford to travel �n the
South Seas. There w�ll be occas�ons when such a one must dr�nk
water. There may be also occas�ons when the mosqu�toes let up
b�t�ng. But every precaut�on of the f�n�cky one w�ll be useless. If he
runs barefoot across the beach to have a sw�m, he w�ll tread where
an elephant�as�s case trod a few m�nutes before. If he closets h�mself
�n h�s own house, yet every b�t of fresh food on h�s table w�ll have
been subjected to the contam�nat�on, be �t flesh, f�sh, fowl, or
vegetable. In the publ�c market at Papeete two known lepers run



stalls, and heaven alone knows through what channels arr�ve at that
market the da�ly suppl�es of f�sh, fru�t, meat, and vegetables. The
only happy way to go through the South Seas �s w�th a careless
po�se, w�thout apprehens�on, and w�th a Chr�st�an Sc�ence-l�ke fa�th
�n the resplendent fortune of your own part�cular star. When you see
a woman, affl�cted w�th elephant�as�s wr�ng�ng out cream from
cocoanut meat w�th her naked hands, dr�nk and reflect how good �s
the cream, forgett�ng the hands that pressed �t out. Also, remember
that d�seases such as elephant�as�s and leprosy do not seem to be
caught by contact.

We watched a Raratongan woman, w�th swollen, d�storted l�mbs,
prepare our cocoanut cream, and then went out to the cook-shed
where Tehe� and B�haura were cook�ng d�nner. And then �t was
served to us on a dry-goods box �n the house. Our hosts wa�ted unt�l
we were done and then spread the�r table on the floor. But our table!
We were certa�nly �n the h�gh seat of abundance. F�rst, there was
glor�ous raw f�sh, caught several hours before from the sea and
steeped the �nterven�ng t�me �n l�me-ju�ce d�luted w�th water. Then
came roast ch�cken. Two cocoanuts, sharply sweet, served for dr�nk.
There were bananas that tasted l�ke strawberr�es and that melted �n
the mouth, and there was banana-po� that made one regret that h�s
Yankee forebears ever attempted pudd�ngs. Then there was bo�led
yam, bo�led taro, and roasted fe�s, wh�ch last are noth�ng more or
less than large mealy, ju�cy, red-coloured cook�ng bananas. We
marvelled at the abundance, and, even as we marvelled, a p�g was
brought on, a whole p�g, a suck�ng p�g, swathed �n green leaves and
roasted upon the hot stones of a nat�ve oven, the most honourable
and tr�umphant d�sh �n the Polynes�an cu�s�ne. And after that came
coffee, black coffee, del�c�ous coffee, nat�ve coffee grown on the
h�lls�des of Tahaa.

Tehe�’s f�sh�ng-tackle fasc�nated me, and after we arranged to go
f�sh�ng, Charm�an and I dec�ded to rema�n all n�ght. Aga�n Tehe�
broached Samoa, and aga�n my pet�t bateau brought the
d�sappo�ntment and the sm�le of acqu�escence to h�s face. Bora Bora
was my next port. It was not so far away but that cutters made the
passage back and forth between �t and Ra�atea. So I �nv�ted Tehe� to
go that far w�th us on the Snark. Then I learned that h�s w�fe had



been born on Bora Bora and st�ll owned a house there. She l�kew�se
was �nv�ted, and �mmed�ately came the counter �nv�tat�on to stay w�th
them �n the�r house �n Born Bora. It was Monday. Tuesday we would
go f�sh�ng and return to Ra�atea. Wednesday we would sa�l by Tahaa
and off a certa�n po�nt, a m�le away, p�ck up Tehe� and B�haura and
go on to Bora Bora. All th�s we arranged �n deta�l, and talked over
scores of other th�ngs as well, and yet Tehe� knew three phrases �n
Engl�sh, Charm�an and I knew poss�bly a dozen Tah�t�an words, and
among the four of us there were a dozen or so French words that all
understood. Of course, such polyglot conversat�on was slow, but,
eked out w�th a pad, a lead penc�l, the face of a clock Charm�an drew
on the back of a pad, and w�th ten thousand and one gestures, we
managed to get on very n�cely.

At the f�rst moment we ev�denced an �ncl�nat�on for bed the v�s�t�ng
nat�ves, w�th soft Iaoranas, faded away, and Tehe� and B�haura
l�kew�se faded away. The house cons�sted of one large room, and �t
was g�ven over to us, our hosts go�ng elsewhere to sleep. In truth,
the�r castle was ours. And r�ght here, I want to say that of all the
enterta�nment I have rece�ved �n th�s world at the hands of all sorts of
races �n all sorts of places, I have never rece�ved enterta�nment that
equalled th�s at the hands of th�s brown-sk�nned couple of Tahaa. I
do not refer to the presents, the free-handed generousness, the h�gh
abundance, but to the f�neness of courtesy and cons�derat�on and
tact, and to the sympathy that was real sympathy �n that �t was
understand�ng. They d�d noth�ng they thought ought to be done for
us, accord�ng to the�r standards, but they d�d what they d�v�ned we
wanted to be done for us, wh�le the�r d�v�nat�on was most successful.
It would be �mposs�ble to enumerate the hundreds of l�ttle acts of
cons�derat�on they performed dur�ng the few days of our �ntercourse.
Let �t suff�ce for me to say that of all hosp�tal�ty and enterta�nment I
have known, �n no case was the�rs not only not excelled, but �n no
case was �t qu�te equalled. Perhaps the most del�ghtful feature of �t
was that �t was due to no tra�n�ng, to no complex soc�al �deals, but
that �t was the untutored and spontaneous outpour�ng from the�r
hearts.

The next morn�ng we went f�sh�ng, that �s, Tehe�, Charm�an, and I
d�d, �n the coff�n-shaped canoe; but th�s t�me the enormous sa�l was



left beh�nd. There was no room for sa�l�ng and f�sh�ng at the same
t�me �n that t�ny craft. Several m�les away, �ns�de the reef, �n a
channel twenty fathoms deep, Tehe� dropped h�s ba�ted hooks and
rock-s�nkers. The ba�t was chunks of octopus flesh, wh�ch he b�t out
of a l�ve octopus that wr�thed �n the bottom of the canoe. N�ne of
these l�nes he set, each l�ne attached to one end of a short length of
bamboo float�ng on the surface. When a f�sh was hooked, the end of
the bamboo was drawn under the water. Naturally, the other end
rose up �n the a�r, bobb�ng and wav�ng frant�cally for us to make
haste. And make haste we d�d, w�th whoops and yells and dr�v�ng
paddles, from one s�gnall�ng bamboo to another, haul�ng up from the
depths great gl�sten�ng beaut�es from two to three feet �n length.

Stead�ly, to the eastward, an om�nous squall had been r�s�ng and
blott�ng out the br�ght trade-w�nd sky. And we were three m�les to
leeward of home. We started as the f�rst w�nd-gusts wh�tened the
water. Then came the ra�n, such ra�n as only the trop�cs afford,
where every tap and ma�n �n the sky �s open w�de, and when, to top
�t all, the very reservo�r �tself sp�lls over �n bl�nd�ng deluge. Well,
Charm�an was �n a sw�mm�ng su�t, I was �n pyjamas, and Tehe� wore
only a lo�n-cloth. B�haura was on the beach wa�t�ng for us, and she
led Charm�an �nto the house �n much the same fash�on that the
mother leads �n the naughty l�ttle g�rl who has been play�ng �n mud-
puddles.

It was a change of clothes and a dry and qu�et smoke wh�le ka�-ka�
was prepar�ng. Ka�-ka�, by the way, �s the Polynes�an for “food” or “to
eat,” or, rather, �t �s one form of the or�g�nal root, whatever �t may
have been, that has been d�str�buted far and w�de over the vast area
of the Pac�f�c. It �s ka� �n the Marquesas, Raratonga, Manah�k�, N�uë,
Fakaafo, Tonga, New Zealand, and Vaté. In Tah�t� “to eat” changes to
amu, �n Hawa�� and Samoa to a�, �n Ban to kana, �n N�na to kana, �n
Nongone to kaka, and �n New Caledon�a to k�. But by whatsoever
sound or symbol, �t was welcome to our ears after that long paddle �n
the ra�n. Once more we sat �n the h�gh seat of abundance unt�l we
regretted that we had been made unl�ke the �mage of the g�raffe and
the camel.



Aga�n, when we were prepar�ng to return to the Snark, the sky to
w�ndward turned black and another squall swooped down. But th�s
t�me �t was l�ttle ra�n and all w�nd. It blew hour after hour, moan�ng
and screech�ng through the palms, tear�ng and wrench�ng and
shak�ng the fra�l bamboo dwell�ng, wh�le the outer reef set up a
m�ghty thunder�ng as �t broke the force of the sw�ng�ng seas. Ins�de
the reef, the lagoon, sheltered though �t was, was wh�te w�th fury,
and not even Tehe�’s seamansh�p could have enabled h�s slender
canoe to l�ve �n such a welter.

By sunset, the back of the squall had broken though �t was st�ll too
rough for the canoe. So I had Tehe� f�nd a nat�ve who was w�ll�ng to
venture h�s cutter across to Ra�atea for the outrageous sum of two
dollars, Ch�l�, wh�ch �s equ�valent �n our money to n�nety cents. Half
the v�llage was told off to carry presents, w�th wh�ch Tehe� and
B�haura speeded the�r part�ng guests—capt�ve ch�ckens, f�shes
dressed and swathed �n wrapp�ngs of green leaves, great golden
bunches of bananas, leafy baskets sp�ll�ng over w�th oranges and
l�mes, all�gator pears (the butter-fru�t, also called the avoca), huge
baskets of yams, bunches of taro and cocoanuts, and last of all,
large branches and trunks of trees—f�rewood for the Snark.

Wh�le on the way to the cutter we met the only wh�te man on
Tahaa, and of all men, George Lufk�n, a nat�ve of New England!
E�ghty-s�x years of age he was, s�xty-odd of wh�ch, he sa�d, he had
spent �n the Soc�ety Islands, w�th occas�onal absences, such as the
gold rush to Eldorado �n ’forty-n�ne and a short per�od of ranch�ng �n
Cal�forn�a near Tulare. G�ven no more than three months by the
doctors to l�ve, he had returned to h�s South Seas and l�ved to
e�ghty-s�x and to chuckle over the doctors aforesa�d, who were all �n
the�r graves. Fee-fee he had, wh�ch �s the nat�ve for elephant�as�s
and wh�ch �s pronounced fay-fay. A quarter of a century before, the
d�sease had fastened upon h�m, and �t would rema�n w�th h�m unt�l
he d�ed. We asked h�m about k�th and k�n. Bes�de h�m sat a spr�ghtly
damsel of s�xty, h�s daughter. “She �s all I have,” he murmured
pla�nt�vely, “and she has no ch�ldren l�v�ng.”

The cutter was a small, sloop-r�gged affa�r, but large �t seemed
alongs�de Tehe�’s canoe. On the other hand, when we got out on the



lagoon and were struck by another heavy w�nd-squall, the cutter
became l�l�put�an, wh�le the Snark, �n our �mag�nat�on, seemed to
prom�se all the stab�l�ty and permanence of a cont�nent. They were
good boatmen. Tehe� and B�haura had come along to see us home,
and the latter proved a good boatwoman herself. The cutter was well
ballasted, and we met the squall under full sa�l. It was gett�ng dark,
the lagoon was full of coral patches, and we were carry�ng on. In the
he�ght of the squall we had to go about, �n order to make a short leg
to w�ndward to pass around a patch of coral no more than a foot
under the surface. As the cutter f�lled on the other tack, and wh�le
she was �n that “dead” cond�t�on that precedes gather�ng way, she
was knocked flat. J�b-sheet and ma�n-sheet were let go, and she
r�ghted �nto the w�nd. Three t�mes she was knocked down, and three
t�mes the sheets were flung loose, before she could get away on that
tack.

By the t�me we went about aga�n, darkness had fallen. We were
now to w�ndward of the Snark, and the squall was howl�ng. In came
the j�b, and down came the ma�nsa�l, all but a patch of �t the s�ze of a
p�llow-sl�p. By an acc�dent we m�ssed the Snark, wh�ch was r�d�ng �t
out to two anchors, and drove aground upon the �nshore coral.
Runn�ng the longest l�ne on the Snark by means of the launch, and
after an hour’s hard work, we heaved the cutter off and had her ly�ng
safely astern.

The day we sa�led for Bora Bora the w�nd was l�ght, and we
crossed the lagoon under power to the po�nt where Tehe� and
B�haura were to meet us. As we made �n to the land between the
coral banks, we va�nly scanned the shore for our fr�ends. There was
no s�gn of them.

“We can’t wa�t,” I sa�d. “Th�s breeze won’t fetch us to Bora Bora by
dark, and I don’t want to use any more gasolene than I have to.”

You see, gasolene �n the South Seas �s a problem. One never
knows when he w�ll be able to replen�sh h�s supply.

But just then Tehe� appeared through the trees as he came down
to the water. He had peeled off h�s sh�rt and was w�ldly wav�ng �t.
B�haura apparently was not ready. Once aboard, Tehe� �nformed us
by s�gns that we must proceed along the land t�ll we got oppos�te to



h�s house. He took the wheel and conned the Snark through the
coral, around po�nt after po�nt t�ll we cleared the last po�nt of all.
Cr�es of welcome went up from the beach, and B�haura, ass�sted by
several of the v�llagers, brought off two canoe-loads of abundance.
There were yams, taro, fe�s, breadfru�t, cocoanuts, oranges, l�mes,
p�neapples, watermelons, all�gator pears, pomegranates, f�sh,
ch�ckens galore crow�ng and cackl�ng and lay�ng eggs on our decks,
and a l�ve p�g that squealed �nfernally and all the t�me �n
apprehens�on of �mm�nent slaughter.

Under the r�s�ng moon we came �n through the per�lous passage of
the reef of Bora Bora and dropped anchor off Va�tapé v�llage.
B�haura, w�th housew�fely anx�ety, could not get ashore too qu�ckly to
her house to prepare more abundance for us. Wh�le the launch was
tak�ng her and Tehe� to the l�ttle jetty, the sound of mus�c and of
s�ng�ng dr�fted across the qu�et lagoon. Throughout the Soc�ety
Islands we had been cont�nually �nformed that we would f�nd the
Bora Borans very jolly. Charm�an and I went ashore to see, and on
the v�llage green, by forgotten graves on the beach, found the youths
and ma�dens danc�ng, flower-garlanded and flower-bedecked, w�th
strange phosphorescent flowers �n the�r ha�r that pulsed and d�mmed
and glowed �n the moonl�ght. Farther along the beach we came upon
a huge grass house, oval-shaped seventy feet �n length, where the
elders of the v�llage were s�ng�ng h�m�nes. They, too, were flower-
garlanded and jolly, and they welcomed us �nto the fold as l�ttle lost
sheep stray�ng along from outer darkness.

Early next morn�ng Tehe� was on board, w�th a str�ng of fresh-
caught f�sh and an �nv�tat�on to d�nner for that even�ng. On the way to
d�nner, we dropped �n at the h�m�ne house. The same elders were
s�ng�ng, w�th here or there a youth or ma�den that we had not seen
the prev�ous n�ght. From all the s�gns, a feast was �n preparat�on.
Tower�ng up from the floor was a mounta�n of fru�ts and vegetables,
flanked on e�ther s�de by numerous ch�ckens tethered by cocoanut
str�ps. After several h�m�nes had been sung, one of the men arose
and made orat�on. The orat�on was made to us, and though �t was
Greek to us, we knew that �n some way �t connected us w�th that
mounta�n of provender.



“Can �t be that they are present�ng us w�th all that?” Charm�an
wh�spered.

“Imposs�ble,” I muttered back. “Why should they be g�v�ng �t to us?
Bes�des, there �s no room on the Snark for �t. We could not eat a
t�the of �t. The rest would spo�l. Maybe they are �nv�t�ng us to the
feast. At any rate, that they should g�ve all that to us �s �mposs�ble.”

Nevertheless we found ourselves once more �n the h�gh seat of
abundance. The orator, by gestures unm�stakable, �n deta�l
presented every �tem �n the mounta�n to us, and next he presented �t
to us �n toto. It was an embarrass�ng moment. What would you do �f
you l�ved �n a hall bedroom and a fr�end gave you a wh�te elephant?
Our Snark was no more than a hall bedroom, and already she was
loaded down w�th the abundance of Tahaa. Th�s new supply was too
much. We blushed, and stammered, and mauruuru’d. We
mauruuru’d w�th repeated nu�’s wh�ch conveyed the largeness and
overwhelm�ngness of our thanks. At the same t�me, by s�gns, we
comm�tted the awful breach of et�quette of not accept�ng the present.
The h�m�ne s�ngers’ d�sappo�ntment was pla�nly betrayed, and that
even�ng, a�ded by Tehe�, we comprom�sed by accept�ng one ch�cken,
one bunch of bananas, one bunch of taro, and so on down the l�st.

But there was no escap�ng the abundance. I bought a dozen
ch�ckens from a nat�ve out �n the country, and the follow�ng day he
del�vered th�rteen ch�ckens along w�th a canoe-load of fru�t. The
French storekeeper presented us w�th pomegranates and lent us h�s
f�nest horse. The gendarme d�d l�kew�se, lend�ng us a horse that was
the very apple of h�s eye. And everybody sent us flowers. The Snark
was a fru�t-stand and a greengrocer’s shop masquerad�ng under the
gu�se of a conservatory. We went around flower-garlanded all the
t�me. When the h�m�ne s�ngers came on board to s�ng, the ma�dens
k�ssed us welcome, and the crew, from capta�n to cab�n-boy, lost �ts
heart to the ma�dens of Bora Bora. Tehe� got up a b�g f�sh�ng
exped�t�on �n our honour, to wh�ch we went �n a double canoe,
paddled by a dozen strapp�ng Amazons. We were rel�eved that no
f�sh were caught, else the Snark would have sunk at her moor�ngs.

The days passed, but the abundance d�d not d�m�n�sh. On the day
of departure, canoe after canoe put off to us. Tehe� brought



cucumbers and a young papa�a tree burdened w�th splend�d fru�t.
Also, for me he brought a t�ny, double canoe w�th f�sh�ng apparatus
complete. Further, he brought fru�ts and vegetables w�th the same
lav�shness as at Tahaa. B�haura brought var�ous spec�al presents for
Charm�an, such as s�lk-cotton p�llows, fans, and fancy mats. The
whole populat�on brought fru�ts, flowers, and ch�ckens. And B�haura
added a l�ve suck�ng p�g. Nat�ves whom I d�d not remember ever
hav�ng seen before strayed over the ra�l and presented me w�th such
th�ngs as f�sh-poles, f�sh-l�nes, and f�sh-hooks carved from pearl-
shell.

As the Snark sa�led out through the reef, she had a cutter �n tow.
Th�s was the craft that was to take B�haura back to Tahaa—but not
Tehe�. I had y�elded at last, and he was one of the crew of the Snark.
When the cutter cast off and headed east, and the Snark’s bow
turned toward the west, Tehe� knelt down by the cockp�t and
breathed a s�lent prayer, the tears flow�ng down h�s cheeks. A week
later, when Mart�n got around to develop�ng and pr�nt�ng, he showed
Tehe� some of the photographs. And that brown-sk�nned son of
Polynes�a, gaz�ng on the p�ctured l�neaments of h�s beloved B�haura
broke down �n tears.

But the abundance! There was so much of �t. We could not work
the Snark for the fru�t that was �n the way. She was festooned w�th
fru�t. The l�fe-boat and launch were packed w�th �t. The awn�ng-guys
groaned under the�r burdens. But once we struck the full trade-w�nd
sea, the d�sburden�ng began. At every roll the Snark shook
overboard a bunch or so of bananas and cocoanuts, or a basket of
l�mes. A golden flood of l�mes washed about �n the lee-scuppers. The
b�g baskets of yams burst, and p�neapples and pomegranates rolled
back and forth. The ch�ckens had got loose and were everywhere,
roost�ng on the awn�ngs, flutter�ng and squawk�ng out on the j�b-
boom, and essay�ng the per�lous feat of balanc�ng on the sp�nnaker-
boom. They were w�ld ch�ckens, accustomed to fl�ght. When
attempts were made to catch them, they flew out over the ocean,
c�rcled about, and came back. Somet�mes they d�d not come back.
And �n the confus�on, unobserved, the l�ttle suck�ng p�g got loose and
sl�pped overboard.



“On the arr�val of strangers, every man endeavoured to obta�n one
as a fr�end and carry h�m off to h�s own hab�tat�on, where he �s
treated w�th the greatest k�ndness by the �nhab�tants of the d�str�ct:
they place h�m on a h�gh seat and feed h�m w�th abundance of the
f�nest foods.”



CHAPTER XIII
THE STONE-FISHING OF BORA BORA

A� f�ve �n the morn�ng the conches began to blow. From all along
the beach the eer�e sounds arose, l�ke the anc�ent vo�ce of War,
call�ng to the f�shermen to ar�se and prepare to go forth. We on the
Snark l�kew�se arose, for there could be no sleep �n that mad d�n of
conches. Also, we were go�ng stone-f�sh�ng, though our preparat�ons
were few.

Tauta�-taora �s the name for stone-f�sh�ng, tauta� mean�ng a
“f�sh�ng �nstrument.” And taora mean�ng “thrown.” But tauta�-taora, �n
comb�nat�on, means “stone-f�sh�ng,” for a stone �s the �nstrument that
�s thrown. Stone-f�sh�ng �s �n real�ty a f�sh-dr�ve, s�m�lar �n pr�nc�ple to
a rabb�t-dr�ve or a cattle-dr�ve, though �n the latter affa�rs dr�vers and
dr�ven operate �n the same med�um, wh�le �n the f�sh-dr�ve the men
must be �n the a�r to breathe and the f�sh are dr�ven through the
water. It does not matter �f the water �s a hundred feet deep, the
men, work�ng on the surface, dr�ve the f�sh just the same.

Th�s �s the way �t �s done. The canoes form �n l�ne, one hundred to
two hundred feet apart. In the bow of each canoe a man w�elds a
stone, several pounds �n we�ght, wh�ch �s attached to a short rope.
He merely sm�tes the water w�th the stone, pulls up the stone, and
sm�tes aga�n. He goes on sm�t�ng. In the stern of each canoe another
man paddles, dr�v�ng the canoe ahead and at the same t�me keep�ng
�t �n the format�on. The l�ne of canoes advances to meet a second
l�ne a m�le or two away, the ends of the l�nes hurry�ng together to
form a c�rcle, the far edge of wh�ch �s the shore. The c�rcle beg�ns to
contract upon the shore, where the women, stand�ng �n a long row
out �nto the sea, form a fence of legs, wh�ch serves to break any
rushes of the frant�c f�sh. At the r�ght moment when the c�rcle �s



suff�c�ently small, a canoe dashes out from shore, dropp�ng
overboard a long screen of cocoanut leaves and enc�rcl�ng the c�rcle,
thus re�nforc�ng the pal�sade of legs. Of course, the f�sh�ng �s always
done �ns�de the reef �n the lagoon.

“Très jol�e,” the gendarme sa�d, after expla�n�ng by s�gns and
gestures that thousands of f�sh would be caught of all s�zes from
m�nnows to sharks, and that the captured f�sh would bo�l up and
upon the very sand of the beach.

It �s a most successful method of f�sh�ng, wh�le �ts nature �s more
that of an out�ng fest�val, rather than of a prosa�c, food-gett�ng task.
Such f�sh�ng part�es take place about once a month at Bora Bora,
and �t �s a custom that has descended from old t�me. The man who
or�g�nated �t �s not remembered. They always d�d th�s th�ng. But one
cannot help wonder�ng about that forgotten savage of the long ago,
�nto whose m�nd f�rst flashed th�s scheme of easy f�sh�ng, of catch�ng
huge quant�t�es of f�sh w�thout hook, or net, or spear. One th�ng
about h�m we can know: he was a rad�cal. And we can be sure that
he was cons�dered feather-bra�ned and anarch�st�c by h�s
conservat�ve tr�besmen. H�s d�ff�culty was much greater than that of
the modern �nventor, who has to conv�nce �n advance only one or
two cap�tal�sts. That early �nventor had to conv�nce h�s whole tr�be �n
advance, for w�thout the co-operat�on of the whole tr�be the dev�ce
could not be tested. One can well �mag�ne the n�ghtly pow-wow-�ngs
�n that pr�m�t�ve �sland world, when he called h�s comrades
ant�quated moss-backs, and they called h�m a fool, a freak, and a
crank, and charged h�m w�th hav�ng come from Kansas. Heaven
alone knows at what cost of grey ha�rs and explet�ves he must f�nally
have succeeded �n w�nn�ng over a suff�c�ent number to g�ve h�s �dea
a tr�al. At any rate, the exper�ment succeeded. It stood the test of
truth—�t worked! And thereafter, we can be conf�dent, there was no
man to be found who d�d not know all along that �t was go�ng to work.

Our good fr�ends, Tehe� and B�haura, who were g�v�ng the f�sh�ng
�n our honour, had prom�sed to come for us. We were down below
when the call came from on deck that they were com�ng. We dashed
up the compan�onway, to be overwhelmed by the s�ght of the
Polynes�an barge �n wh�ch we were to r�de. It was a long double



canoe, the canoes lashed together by t�mbers w�th an �nterval of
water between, and the whole decorated w�th flowers and golden
grasses. A dozen flower-crowned Amazons were at the paddles,
wh�le at the stern of each canoe was a strapp�ng steersman. All were
garlanded w�th gold and cr�mson and orange flowers, wh�le each
wore about the h�ps a scarlet pareu. There were flowers everywhere,
flowers, flowers, flowers, w�thout end. The whole th�ng was an orgy
of colour. On the platform forward rest�ng on the bows of the canoes,
Tehe� and B�haura were danc�ng. All vo�ces were ra�sed �n a w�ld
song or greet�ng.

Three t�mes they c�rcled the Snark before com�ng alongs�de to
take Charm�an and me on board. Then �t was away for the f�sh�ng-
grounds, a f�ve-m�le paddle dead to w�ndward. “Everybody �s jolly �n
Bora Bora,” �s the say�ng throughout the Soc�ety Islands, and we
certa�nly found everybody jolly. Canoe songs, shark songs, and
f�sh�ng songs were sung to the d�pp�ng of the paddles, all jo�n�ng �n
on the sw�ng�ng choruses. Once �n a wh�le the cry Mao! was ra�sed,
whereupon all stra�ned l�ke mad at the paddles. Mao �s shark, and
when the deep-sea t�gers appear, the nat�ves paddle for dear l�fe for
the shore, know�ng full well the danger they run of hav�ng the�r fra�l
canoes overturned and of be�ng devoured. Of course, �n our case
there were no sharks, but the cry of mao was used to �nc�te them to
paddle w�th as much energy as �f a shark were really after them.
“Hoé! Hoé!” was another cry that made us foam through the water.

On the platform Tehe� and B�haura danced, accompan�ed by
songs and choruses or by rhythm�c hand-clapp�ngs. At other t�mes a
mus�cal knock�ng of the paddles aga�nst the s�des of the canoes
marked the accent. A young g�rl dropped her paddle, leaped to the
platform, and danced a hula, �n the m�dst of wh�ch, st�ll danc�ng, she
swayed and bent, and �mpr�nted on our cheeks the k�ss of welcome.
Some of the songs, or h�m�nes, were rel�g�ous, and they were
espec�ally beaut�ful, the deep basses of the men m�ngl�ng w�th the
altos and th�n sopranos of the women and form�ng a comb�nat�on of
sound that �rres�st�bly rem�nded one of an organ. In fact, “kanaka
organ” �s the scoffer’s descr�pt�on of the h�m�ne. On the other hand,
some of the chants or ballads were very barbar�c, hav�ng come down
from pre-Chr�st�an t�mes.



And so, s�ng�ng, danc�ng, paddl�ng, these joyous Polynes�ans took
us to the f�sh�ng. The gendarme, who �s the French ruler of Bora
Bora, accompan�ed us w�th h�s fam�ly �n a double canoe of h�s own,
paddled by h�s pr�soners; for not only �s he gendarme and ruler, but
he �s ja�ler as well, and �n th�s jolly land when anybody goes f�sh�ng,
all go f�sh�ng. A score of s�ngle canoes, w�th outr�ggers, paddled
along w�th us. Around a po�nt a b�g sa�l�ng-canoe appeared, runn�ng
beaut�fully before the w�nd as �t bore down to greet us. Balanc�ng
precar�ously on the outr�gger, three young men saluted us w�th a w�ld
roll�ng of drums.

The next po�nt, half a m�le farther on, brought us to the place of
meet�ng. Here the launch, wh�ch had been brought along by Warren
and Mart�n, attracted much attent�on. The Bora Borans could not see
what made �t go. The canoes were drawn upon the sand, and all
hands went ashore to dr�nk cocoanuts and s�ng and dance. Here our
numbers were added to by many who arr�ved on foot from near-by
dwell�ngs, and a pretty s�ght �t was to see the flower-crowned
ma�dens, hand �n hand and two by two, arr�v�ng along the sands.

“They usually make a b�g catch,” All�cot, a half-caste trader, told
us. “At the f�n�sh the water �s fa�rly al�ve w�th f�sh. It �s lots of fun. Of
course you know all the f�sh w�ll be yours.”

“All?” I groaned, for already the Snark was loaded down w�th
lav�sh presents, by the canoe-load, of fru�ts, vegetables, p�gs, and
ch�ckens.

“Yes, every last f�sh,” All�cot answered. “You see, when the
surround �s completed, you, be�ng the guest of honour, must take a
harpoon and �mpale the f�rst one. It �s the custom. Then everybody
goes �n w�th the�r hands and throws the catch out on the sand. There
w�ll be a mounta�n of them. Then one of the ch�efs w�ll make a
speech �n wh�ch he presents you w�th the whole k�t and boodle. But
you don’t have to take them all. You get up and make a speech,
select�ng what f�sh you want for yourself and present�ng all the rest
back aga�n. Then everybody says you are very generous.”

“But what would be the result �f I kept the whole present?” I asked.
“It has never happened,” was the answer. “It �s the custom to g�ve

and g�ve back aga�n.”



The nat�ve m�n�ster started w�th a prayer for success �n the f�sh�ng,
and all heads were bared. Next, the ch�ef f�shermen told off the
canoes and allotted them the�r places. Then �t was �nto the canoes
and away. No women, however, came along, w�th the except�on of
B�haura and Charm�an. In the old days even they would have been
tabooed. The women rema�ned beh�nd to wade out �nto the water
and form the pal�sade of legs.

The b�g double canoe was left on the beach, and we went �n the
launch. Half the canoes paddled off to leeward, wh�le we, w�th the
other half, headed to w�ndward a m�le and a half, unt�l the end of our
l�ne was �n touch w�th the reef. The leader of the dr�ve occup�ed a
canoe m�dway �n our l�ne. He stood erect, a f�ne f�gure of an old man,
hold�ng a flag �n h�s hand. He d�rected the tak�ng of pos�t�ons and the
form�ng of the two l�nes by blow�ng on a conch. When all was ready,
he waved h�s flag to the r�ght. W�th a s�ngle splash the throwers �n
every canoe on that s�de struck the water w�th the�r stones. Wh�le
they were haul�ng them back—a matter of a moment, for the stones
scarcely sank beneath the surface—the flag waved to the left, and
w�th adm�rable prec�s�on every stone on that s�de struck the water.
So �t went, back and forth, r�ght and left; w�th every wave of the flag a
long l�ne of concuss�on smote the lagoon. At the same t�me the
paddles drove the canoes forward and what was be�ng done �n our
l�ne was be�ng done �n the oppos�ng l�ne of canoes a m�le and more
away.

On the bow of the launch, Tehe�, w�th eyes f�xed on the leader,
worked h�s stone �n un�son w�th the others. Once, the stone sl�pped
from the rope, and the same �nstant Tehe� went overboard after �t. I
do not know whether or not that stone reached the bottom, but I do
know that the next �nstant Tehe� broke surface alongs�de w�th the
stone �n h�s hand. I not�ced th�s same acc�dent occur several t�mes
among the near-by canoes, but �n each �nstance the thrower
followed the stone and brought �t back.

The reef ends of our l�nes accelerated, the shore ends lagged, all
under the watchful superv�s�on of the leader, unt�l at the reef the two
l�nes jo�ned, form�ng the c�rcle. Then the contract�on of the c�rcle
began, the poor fr�ghtened f�sh harr�ed shoreward by the streaks of



concuss�on that smote the water. In the same fash�on elephants are
dr�ven through the jungle by motes of men who crouch �n the long
grasses or beh�nd trees and make strange no�ses. Already the
pal�sade of legs had been bu�lt. We could see the heads of the
women, �n a long l�ne, dott�ng the plac�d surface of the lagoon. The
tallest women went farthest out, thus, w�th the except�on of those
close �nshore, nearly all were up to the�r necks �n the water.

St�ll the c�rcle narrowed, t�ll canoes were almost touch�ng. There
was a pause. A long canoe shot out from shore, follow�ng the l�ne of
the c�rcle. It went as fast as paddles could dr�ve. In the stern a man
threw overboard the long, cont�nuous screen of cocoanut leaves.
The canoes were no longer needed, and overboard went the men to
re�nforce the pal�sade w�th the�r legs. For the screen was only a
screen, and not a net, and the f�sh could dash through �t �f they tr�ed.
Hence the need for legs that ever ag�tated the screen, and for hands
that splashed and throats that yelled. Pandemon�um re�gned as the
trap t�ghtened.

But no f�sh broke surface or coll�ded aga�nst the h�dden legs. At
last the ch�ef f�sherman entered the trap. He waded around
everywhere, carefully. But there were no f�sh bo�l�ng up and out upon
the sand. There was not a sard�ne, not a m�nnow, not a polly-wog.
Someth�ng must have been wrong w�th that prayer; or else, and
more l�kely, as one gr�zzled fellow put �t, the w�nd was not �n �ts usual
quarter and the f�sh were elsewhere �n the lagoon. In fact, there had
been no f�sh to dr�ve.

“About once �n f�ve these dr�ves are fa�lures,” All�cot consoled us.
Well, �t was the stone-f�sh�ng that had brought us to Bora Bora,

and �t was our luck to draw the one chance �n f�ve. Had �t been a
raffle, �t would have been the other way about. Th�s �s not
pess�m�sm. Nor �s �t an �nd�ctment of the plan of the un�verse. It �s
merely that feel�ng wh�ch �s fam�l�ar to most f�shermen at the empty
end of a hard day.



CHAPTER XIV
THE AMATEUR NAVIGATOR

T���� are capta�ns and capta�ns, and some m�ghty f�ne capta�ns, I
know; but the run of the capta�ns on the Snark has been remarkably
otherw�se. My exper�ence w�th them has been that �t �s harder to take
care of one capta�n on a small boat than of two small bab�es. Of
course, th�s �s no more than �s to be expected. The good men have
pos�t�ons, and are not l�kely to forsake the�r one-thousand-to-f�fteen-
thousand-ton b�llets for the Snark w�th her ten tons net. The Snark
has had to cull her nav�gators from the beach, and the nav�gator on
the beach �s usually a congen�tal �neff�c�ent—the sort of man who
beats about for a fortn�ght try�ng va�nly to f�nd an ocean �sle and who
returns w�th h�s schooner to report the �sland sunk w�th all on board,
the sort of man whose temper or th�rst for strong waters works h�m
out of b�llets faster than he can work �nto them.

The Snark has had three capta�ns, and by the grace of God she
shall have no more. The f�rst capta�n was so sen�le as to be unable
to g�ve a measurement for a boom-jaw to a carpenter. So utterly
agedly helpless was he, that he was unable to order a sa�lor to throw
a few buckets of salt water on the Snark’s deck. For twelve days, at
anchor, under an overhead trop�c sun, the deck lay dry. It was a new
deck. It cost me one hundred and th�rty-f�ve dollars to recaulk �t. The
second capta�n was angry. He was born angry. “Papa �s always
angry,” was the descr�pt�on g�ven h�m by h�s half-breed son. The th�rd
capta�n was so crooked that he couldn’t h�de beh�nd a corkscrew.
The truth was not �n h�m, common honesty was not �n h�m, and he
was as far away from fa�r play and square-deal�ng as he was from
h�s proper course when he nearly wrecked the Snark on the R�ng-
gold Isles.



It was at Suva, �n the F�j�s, that I d�scharged my th�rd and last
capta�n and took up ga�n the rôle of amateur nav�gator. I had
essayed �t once before, under my f�rst capta�n, who, out of San
Franc�sco, jumped the Snark so amaz�ngly over the chart that I really
had to f�nd out what was do�ng. It was fa�rly easy to f�nd out, for we
had a run of twenty-one hundred m�les before us. I knew noth�ng of
nav�gat�on; but, after several hours of read�ng up and half an hour’s
pract�ce w�th the sextant, I was able to f�nd the Snark’s lat�tude by
mer�d�an observat�on and her long�tude by the s�mple method known
as “equal alt�tudes.” Th�s �s not a correct method. It �s not even a
safe method, but my capta�n was attempt�ng to nav�gate by �t, and he
was the only one on board who should have been able to tell me that
�t was a method to be eschewed. I brought the Snark to Hawa��, but
the cond�t�ons favoured me. The sun was �n northern decl�nat�on and
nearly overhead. The leg�t�mate “chronometer-s�ght” method of
ascerta�n�ng the long�tude I had not heard of—yes, I had heard of �t.
My f�rst capta�n ment�oned �t vaguely, but after one or two attempts at
pract�ce of �t he ment�oned �t no more.

I had t�me �n the F�j�s to compare my chronometer w�th two other
chronometers. Two weeks prev�ous, at Pago Pago, �n Samoa, I had
asked my capta�n to compare our chronometer w�th the
chronometers on the Amer�can cru�ser, the Annapol�s. Th�s he told
me he had done—of course he had done noth�ng of the sort; and he
told me that the d�fference he had ascerta�ned was only a small
fract�on of a second. He told �t to me w�th f�nely s�mulated joy and
w�th words of pra�se for my splend�d t�me-keeper. I repeat �t now, w�th
words of pra�se for h�s splend�d and unblush�ng unverac�ty. For
behold, fourteen days later, �n Suva, I compared the chronometer
w�th the one on the Atua, an Austral�an steamer, and found that m�ne
was th�rty-one seconds fast. Now th�rty-one seconds of t�me,
converted �nto arc, equals seven and one-quarter m�les. That �s to
say, �f I were sa�l�ng west, �n the n�ght-t�me, and my pos�t�on,
accord�ng to my dead reckon�ng from my afternoon chronometer
s�ght, was shown to be seven m�les off the land, why, at that very
moment I would be crash�ng on the reef. Next I compared my
chronometer w�th Capta�n Wooley’s. Capta�n Wooley, the
harbourmaster, g�ves the t�me to Suva, f�r�ng a gun s�gnal at twelve,



noon, three t�mes a week. Accord�ng to h�s chronometer m�ne was
f�fty-n�ne seconds fast, wh�ch �s to say, that, sa�l�ng west, I should be
crash�ng on the reef when I thought I was f�fteen m�les off from �t.

I comprom�sed by subtract�ng th�rty-one seconds from the total of
my chronometer’s los�ng error, and sa�led away for Tanna, �n the
New Hebr�des, resolved, when nos�ng around the land on dark
n�ghts, to bear �n m�nd the other seven m�les I m�ght be out
accord�ng to Capta�n Wooley’s �nstrument. Tanna lay some s�x
hundred m�les west-southwest from the F�j�s, and �t was my bel�ef
that wh�le cover�ng that d�stance I could qu�te eas�ly knock �nto my
head suff�c�ent nav�gat�on to get me there. Well, I got there, but l�sten
f�rst to my troubles. Nav�gat�on �s easy, I shall always contend that;
but when a man �s tak�ng three gasolene eng�nes and a w�fe around
the world and �s wr�t�ng hard every day to keep the eng�nes suppl�ed
w�th gasolene and the w�fe w�th pearls and volcanoes, he hasn’t
much t�me left �n wh�ch to study nav�gat�on. Also, �t �s bound to be
eas�er to study sa�d sc�ence ashore, where lat�tude and long�tude are
unchang�ng, �n a house whose pos�t�on never alters, than �t �s to
study nav�gat�on on a boat that �s rush�ng along day and n�ght toward
land that one �s try�ng to f�nd and wh�ch he �s l�able to f�nd
d�sastrously at a moment when he least expects �t.

To beg�n w�th, there are the compasses and the sett�ng of the
courses. We sa�led from Suva on Saturday afternoon, June 6, 1908,
and �t took us t�ll after dark to run the narrow, reef-r�dden passage
between the �slands of V�t� Levu and Mbengha. The open ocean lay
before me. There was noth�ng �n the way w�th the except�on of Vatu
Le�le, a m�serable l�ttle �sland that pers�sted �n pok�ng up through the
sea some twenty m�les to the west-southwest—just where I wanted
to go. Of course, �t seemed qu�te s�mple to avo�d �t by steer�ng a
course that would pass �t e�ght or ten m�les to the north. It was a
black n�ght, and we were runn�ng before the w�nd. The man at the
wheel must be told what d�rect�on to steer �n order to m�ss Vatu Le�le.
But what d�rect�on? I turned me to the nav�gat�on books. “True
Course” I l�ghted upon. The very th�ng! What I wanted was the true
course. I read eagerly on:



“The True Course �s the angle made w�th the mer�d�an by a
stra�ght l�ne on the chart drawn to connect the sh�p’s pos�t�on w�th the
place bound to.”

Just what I wanted. The Snark’s pos�t�on was at the western
entrance of the passage between V�t� Levu and Mbengha. The
�mmed�ate place she was bound to was a place on the chart ten
m�les north of Vatu Le�le. I pr�cked that place off on the chart w�th my
d�v�ders, and w�th my parallel rulers found that west-by-south was
the true course. I had but to g�ve �t to the man at the wheel and the
Snark would w�n her way to the safety of the open sea.

But alas and alack and lucky for me, I read on. I d�scovered that
the compass, that trusty, everlast�ng fr�end of the mar�ner, was not
g�ven to po�nt�ng north. It var�ed. Somet�mes �t po�nted east of north,
somet�mes west of north, and on occas�on �t even turned ta�l on north
and po�nted south. The var�at�on at the part�cular spot on the globe
occup�ed by the Snark was 9° 40′ easterly. Well, that had to be taken
�nto account before I gave the steer�ng course to the man at the
wheel. I read:

“The Correct Magnet�c Course �s der�ved from the True Course by
apply�ng to �t the var�at�on.”

Therefore, I reasoned, �f the compass po�nts 9° 40′ eastward of
north, and I wanted to sa�l due north, I should have to steer 9° 40′
westward of the north �nd�cated by the compass and wh�ch was not
north at all. So I added 9° 40′ to the left of my west-by-south course,
thus gett�ng my correct Magnet�c Course, and was ready once more
to run to open sea.

Aga�n alas and alack! The Correct Magnet�c Course was not the
Compass Course. There was another sly l�ttle dev�l ly�ng �n wa�t to
tr�p me up and land me smash�ng on the reefs of Vatu Le�le. Th�s
l�ttle dev�l went by the name of Dev�at�on. I read:

“The Compass Course �s the course to steer, and �s der�ved from
the Correct Magnet�c Course by apply�ng to �t the Dev�at�on.”

Now Dev�at�on �s the var�at�on �n the needle caused by the
d�str�but�on of �ron on board of sh�p. Th�s purely local var�at�on I
der�ved from the dev�at�on card of my standard compass and then
appl�ed to the Correct Magnet�c Course. The result was the



Compass Course. And yet, not yet. My standard compass was
am�dsh�ps on the compan�onway. My steer�ng compass was aft, �n
the cockp�t, near the wheel. When the steer�ng compass po�nted
west-by-south three-quarters-south (the steer�ng course), the
standard compass po�nted west-one-half-north, wh�ch was certa�nly
not the steer�ng course. I kept the Snark up t�ll she was head�ng
west-by-south-three-quarters-south on the standard compass, wh�ch
gave, on the steer�ng compass, south-west-by-west.

The forego�ng operat�ons const�tute the s�mple l�ttle matter of
sett�ng a course. And the worst of �t �s that one must perform every
step correctly or else he w�ll hear “Breakers ahead!” some pleasant
n�ght, a n�ce sea-bath, and be g�ven the del�ghtful d�vers�on of
f�ght�ng h�s way to the shore through a horde of man-eat�ng sharks.

Just as the compass �s tr�cky and str�ves to fool the mar�ner by
po�nt�ng �n all d�rect�ons except north, so does that gu�de post of the
sky, the sun, pers�st �n not be�ng where �t ought to be at a g�ven t�me.
Th�s carelessness of the sun �s the cause of more trouble—at least �t
caused trouble for me. To f�nd out where one �s on the earth’s
surface, he must know, at prec�sely the same t�me, where the sun �s
�n the heavens. That �s to say, the sun, wh�ch �s the t�mekeeper for
men, doesn’t run on t�me. When I d�scovered th�s, I fell �nto deep
gloom and all the Cosmos was f�lled w�th doubt. Immutable laws,
such as grav�tat�on and the conservat�on of energy, became wobbly,
and I was prepared to w�tness the�r v�olat�on at any moment and to
rema�n unaston�shed. For see, �f the compass l�ed and the sun d�d
not keep �ts engagements, why should not objects lose the�r mutual
attract�on and why should not a few bushel baskets of force be
ann�h�lated? Even perpetual mot�on became poss�ble, and I was �n a
frame of m�nd prone to purchase Keeley-Motor stock from the f�rst
enterpr�s�ng agent that landed on the Snark’s deck. And when I
d�scovered that the earth really rotated on �ts ax�s 366 t�mes a year,
wh�le there were only 365 sunr�ses and sunsets, I was ready to
doubt my own �dent�ty.

Th�s �s the way of the sun. It �s so �rregular that �t �s �mposs�ble for
man to dev�se a clock that w�ll keep the sun’s t�me. The sun
accelerates and retards as no clock could be made to accelerate and



retard. The sun �s somet�mes ahead of �ts schedule; at other t�mes �t
�s lagg�ng beh�nd; and at st�ll other t�mes �t �s break�ng the speed l�m�t
�n order to overtake �tself, or, rather, to catch up w�th where �t ought
to be �n the sky. In th�s last case �t does not slow down qu�ck enough,
and, as a result, goes dash�ng ahead of where �t ought to be. In fact,
only four days �n a year do the sun and the place where the sun
ought to be happen to co�nc�de. The rema�n�ng 361 days the sun �s
pother�ng around all over the shop. Man, be�ng more perfect than the
sun, makes a clock that keeps regular t�me. Also, he calculates how
far the sun �s ahead of �ts schedule or beh�nd. The d�fference
between the sun’s pos�t�on and the pos�t�on where the sun ought to
be �f �t were a decent, self-respect�ng sun, man calls the Equat�on of
T�me. Thus, the nav�gator endeavour�ng to f�nd h�s sh�p’s pos�t�on on
the sea, looks �n h�s chronometer to see where prec�sely the sun
ought to be accord�ng to the Greenw�ch custod�an of the sun. Then
to that locat�on he appl�es the Equat�on of T�me and f�nds out where
the sun ought to be and �sn’t. Th�s latter locat�on, along w�th several
other locat�ons, enables h�m to f�nd out what the man from Kansas
demanded to know some years ago.

The Snark sa�led from F�j� on Saturday, June 6, and the next day,
Sunday, on the w�de ocean, out of s�ght of land, I proceeded to
endeavour to f�nd out my pos�t�on by a chronometer s�ght for
long�tude and by a mer�d�an observat�on for lat�tude. The
chronometer s�ght was taken �n the morn�ng when the sun was some
21° above the hor�zon. I looked �n the Naut�cal Almanac and found
that on that very day, June 7, the sun was beh�nd t�me 1 m�nute and
26 seconds, and that �t was catch�ng up at a rate of 14.67 seconds
per hour. The chronometer sa�d that at the prec�se moment of tak�ng
the sun’s alt�tude �t was twenty-f�ve m�nutes after e�ght o’clock at
Greenw�ch. From th�s date �t would seem a schoolboy’s task to
correct the Equat�on of T�me. Unfortunately, I was not a schoolboy.
Obv�ously, at the m�ddle of the day, at Greenw�ch, the sun was 1
m�nute and 26 seconds beh�nd t�me. Equally obv�ously, �f �t were
eleven o’clock �n the morn�ng, the sun would be 1 m�nute and 26
seconds beh�nd t�me plus 14.67 seconds. If �t were ten o’clock �n the
morn�ng, tw�ce 14.67 seconds would have to be added. And �f �t were
8: 25 �n the morn�ng, then 3½ t�mes 14.67 seconds would have to be



added. Qu�te clearly, then, �f, �nstead of be�ng 8:25 A.M., �t were 8:25
P.M., then 8½ t�mes 14.67 seconds would have to be, not added, but
subtracted; for, �f, at noon, the sun were 1 m�nute and 26 seconds
beh�nd t�me, and �f �t were catch�ng up w�th where �t ought to be at
the rate of 14.67 seconds per hour, then at 8.25 P.M. �t would be
much nearer where �t ought to be than �t had been at noon.

So far, so good. But was that 8:25 of the chronometer A.M., or P.M.?
I looked at the Snark’s clock. It marked 8:9, and �t was certa�nly A.M.
for I had just f�n�shed breakfast. Therefore, �f �t was e�ght �n the
morn�ng on board the Snark, the e�ght o’clock of the chronometer
(wh�ch was the t�me of the day at Greenw�ch) must be a d�fferent
e�ght o’clock from the Snark’s e�ght o’clock. But what e�ght o’clock
was �t? It can’t be the e�ght o’clock of th�s morn�ng, I reasoned;
therefore, �t must be e�ther e�ght o’clock th�s even�ng or e�ght o’clock
last n�ght.

It was at th�s juncture that I fell �nto the bottomless p�t of
�ntellectual chaos. We are �n east long�tude, I reasoned, therefore we
are ahead of Greenw�ch. If we are beh�nd Greenw�ch, then to-day �s
yesterday; �f we are ahead of Greenw�ch, then yesterday �s to-day,
but �f yesterday �s to-day, what under the sun �s to-day!—to-morrow?
Absurd! Yet �t must be correct. When I took the sun th�s morn�ng at
8:25, the sun’s custod�ans at Greenw�ch were just ar�s�ng from
d�nner last n�ght.

“Then correct the Equat�on of T�me for yesterday,” says my log�cal
m�nd.

“But to-day �s to-day,” my l�teral m�nd �ns�sts. “I must correct the
sun for to-day and not for yesterday.”

“Yet to-day �s yesterday,” urges my log�cal m�nd.
“That’s all very well,” my l�teral m�nd cont�nues, “If I were �n

Greenw�ch I m�ght be �n yesterday. Strange th�ngs happen �n
Greenw�ch. But I know as sure as I am l�v�ng that I am here, now, �n
to-day, June 7, and that I took the sun here, now, to-day, June 7.
Therefore, I must correct the sun here, now, to-day, June 7.”

“Bosh!” snaps my log�cal m�nd. “Lecky says—”



“Never m�nd what Lecky says,” �nterrupts my l�teral m�nd. “Let me
tell you what the Naut�cal Almanac says. The Naut�cal Almanac says
that to-day, June 7, the sun was 1 m�nute and 26 seconds beh�nd
t�me and catch�ng up at the rate of 14.67 seconds per hour. It says
that yesterday, June 6, the sun was 1 m�nute and 36 seconds beh�nd
t�me and catch�ng up at the rate of 15.66 seconds per hour. You see,
�t �s preposterous to th�nk of correct�ng to-day’s sun by yesterday’s
t�me-table.”

“Fool!”
“Id�ot!”
Back and forth they wrangle unt�l my head �s wh�rl�ng around and I

am ready to bel�eve that I am �n the day after the last week before
next.

I remembered a part�ng caut�on of the Suva harbour-master: “In
east long�tude take from the Naut�cal Almanac the elements for the
preced�ng day.”

Then a new thought came to me. I corrected the Equat�on of T�me
for Sunday and for Saturday, mak�ng two separate operat�ons of �t,
and lo, when the results were compared, there was a d�fference only
of four-tenths of a second. I was a changed man. I had found my
way out of the crypt. The Snark was scarcely b�g enough to hold me
and my exper�ence. Four-tenths of a second would make a
d�fference of only one-tenth of a m�le—a cable-length!

All went merr�ly for ten m�nutes, when I chanced upon the
follow�ng rhyme for nav�gators:

“Greenw�ch t�me least
Long�tude east;
Greenw�ch best,
Long�tude west.”

Heavens! The Snark’s t�me was not as good as Greenw�ch t�me.
When �t was 8:25 at Greenw�ch, on board the Snark �t was only 8:9.
“Greenw�ch t�me best, long�tude west.” There I was. In west
long�tude beyond a doubt.



“S�lly!” cr�es my l�teral m�nd. “You are 8:9 A.M. and Greenw�ch �s
8:25 P.M.”

“Very well,” answers my log�cal m�nd. “To be correct, 8.25 P.M. �s
really twenty hours and twenty-f�ve m�nutes, and that �s certa�nly
better than e�ght hours and n�ne m�nutes. No, there �s no d�scuss�on;
you are �n west long�tude.”

Then my l�teral m�nd tr�umphs.
“We sa�led from Suva, �n the F�j�s, d�dn’t we?” �t demands, and

log�cal m�nd agrees. “And Suva �s �n east long�tude?” Aga�n log�cal
m�nd agrees. “And we sa�led west (wh�ch would take us deeper �nto
east long�tude), d�dn’t we? Therefore, and you can’t escape �t, we
are �n east long�tude.”

“Greenw�ch t�me best, long�tude west,” chants my log�cal m�nd;
“and you must grant that twenty hours and twenty-f�ve m�nutes �s
better than e�ght hours and n�ne m�nutes.”

“All r�ght,” I break �n upon the squabble; “we’ll work up the s�ght
and then we’ll see.”

And work �t up I d�d, only to f�nd that my long�tude was 184° west.
“I told you so,” snorts my log�cal m�nd.
I am dumbfounded. So �s my l�teral m�nd, for several m�nutes.

Then �t enounces:
“But there �s no 184° west long�tude, nor east long�tude, nor any

other long�tude. The largest mer�d�an �s 180° as you ought to know
very well.”

Hav�ng got th�s far, l�teral m�nd collapses from the bra�n stra�n,
log�cal m�nd �s dumb flabbergasted; and as for me, I get a bleak and
w�ntry look �n my eyes and go around wonder�ng whether I am
sa�l�ng toward the Ch�na coast or the Gulf of Dar�en.

Then a th�n small vo�ce, wh�ch I do not recogn�ze, com�ng from
nowhere �n part�cular �n my consc�ousness, says:

“The total number of degrees �s 360. Subtract the 184° west
long�tude from 360°, and you w�ll get 176° east long�tude.”

“That �s sheer speculat�on,” objects l�teral m�nd; and log�cal m�nd
remonstrates. “There �s no rule for �t.”



“Darn the rules!” I excla�m. “A�n’t I here?”
“The th�ng �s self-ev�dent,” I cont�nue. “184° west long�tude means

a lapp�ng over �n east long�tude of four degrees. Bes�des I have been
�n east long�tude all the t�me. I sa�led from F�j�, and F�j� �s �n east
long�tude. Now I shall chart my pos�t�on and prove �t by dead
reckon�ng.”

But other troubles and doubts awa�ted me. Here �s a sample of
one. In south lat�tude, when the sun �s �n northern decl�nat�on,
chronometer s�ghts may be taken early �n the morn�ng. I took m�ne at
e�ght o’clock. Now, one of the necessary elements �n work�ng up
such a s�ght �s lat�tude. But one gets lat�tude at twelve o’clock, noon,
by a mer�d�an observat�on. It �s clear that �n order to work up my
e�ght o’clock chronometer s�ght I must have my e�ght o’clock lat�tude.
Of course, �f the Snark were sa�l�ng due west at s�x knots per hour,
for the �nterven�ng four hours her lat�tude would not change. But �f
she were sa�l�ng due south, her lat�tude would change to the tune of
twenty-four m�les. In wh�ch case a s�mple add�t�on or subtract�on
would convert the twelve o’clock lat�tude �nto e�ght o’clock lat�tude.
But suppose the Snark were sa�l�ng southwest. Then the traverse
tables must be consulted.

Th�s �s the �llustrat�on. At e�ght A.M. I took my chronometer s�ght. At
the same moment the d�stance recorded on the log was noted. At
twelve M., when the s�ght for lat�tude was taken, I aga�n noted the
log, wh�ch showed me that s�nce e�ght o’clock the Snark had run 24
m�les. Her true course had been west ¾ south. I entered Table I, �n
the d�stance column, on the page for ¾ po�nt courses, and stopped
at 24, the number of m�les run. Oppos�te, �n the next two columns, I
found that the Snark had made 3.5 m�les of south�ng or lat�tude, and
that she had made 23.7 m�les of west�ng. To f�nd my e�ght o’clock’
lat�tude was easy. I had but to subtract 3.5 m�les from my noon
lat�tude. All the elements be�ng present, I worked up my long�tude.

But th�s was my e�ght o’clock long�tude. S�nce then, and up t�ll
noon, I had made 23.7 m�les of west�ng. What was my noon
long�tude? I followed the rule, turn�ng to Traverse Table No. II.
Enter�ng the table, accord�ng to rule, and go�ng through every deta�l,
accord�ng to rule, I found the d�fference of long�tude for the four



hours to be 25 m�les. I was aghast. I entered the table aga�n,
accord�ng to rule; I entered the table half a dozen t�mes, accord�ng to
rule, and every t�me found that my d�fference of long�tude was 25
m�les. I leave �t to you, gentle reader. Suppose you had sa�led 24
m�les and that you had covered 3.5 m�les of lat�tude, then how could
you have covered 25 m�les of long�tude? Even �f you had sa�led due
west 24 m�les, and not changed your lat�tude, how could you have
changed your long�tude 25 m�les? In the name of human reason,
how could you cover one m�le more of long�tude than the total
number of m�les you had sa�led?

It was a reputable traverse table, be�ng none other than
Bowd�tch’s. The rule was s�mple (as nav�gators’ rules go); I had
made no error. I spent an hour over �t, and at the end st�ll faced the
glar�ng �mposs�b�l�ty of hav�ng sa�led 24 m�les, �n the course of wh�ch
I changed my lat�tude 3.5 m�les and my long�tude 25 m�les. The
worst of �t was that there was nobody to help me out. Ne�ther
Charm�an nor Mart�n knew as much as I knew about nav�gat�on. And
all the t�me the Snark was rush�ng madly along toward Tanna, �n the
New Hebr�des. Someth�ng had to be done.

How �t came to me I know not—call �t an �nsp�rat�on �f you w�ll; but
the thought arose �n me: �f south�ng �s lat�tude, why �sn’t west�ng
long�tude? Why should I have to change west�ng �nto long�tude? And
then the whole beaut�ful s�tuat�on dawned upon me. The mer�d�ans of
long�tude are 60 m�les (naut�cal) apart at the equator. At the poles
they run together. Thus, �f I should travel up the 180° mer�d�an of
long�tude unt�l I reached the North Pole, and �f the astronomer at
Greenw�ch travelled up the 0 mer�d�an of long�tude to the North Pole,
then, at the North Pole, we could shake hands w�th each other,
though before we started for the North Pole we had been some
thousands of m�les apart. Aga�n: �f a degree of long�tude was 60
m�les w�de at the equator, and �f the same degree, at the po�nt of the
Pole, had no w�dth, then somewhere between the Pole and the
equator that degree would be half a m�le w�de, and at other places a
m�le w�de, two m�les w�de, ten m�les w�de, th�rty m�les w�de, ay, and
s�xty m�les w�de.



All was pla�n aga�n. The Snark was �n 19° south lat�tude. The world
wasn’t as b�g around there as at the equator. Therefore, every m�le
of west�ng at 19° south was more than a m�nute of long�tude; for s�xty
m�les were s�xty m�les, but s�xty m�nutes are s�xty m�les only at the
equator. George Franc�s Tra�n broke Jules Verne’s record of around
the world. But any man that wants can break George Franc�s Tra�n’s
record. Such a man would need only to go, �n a fast steamer, to the
lat�tude of Cape Horn, and sa�l due east all the way around. The
world �s very small �n that lat�tude, and there �s no land �n the way to
turn h�m out of h�s course. If h�s steamer ma�nta�ned s�xteen knots,
he would c�rcumnav�gate the globe �n just about forty days.

But there are compensat�ons. On Wednesday even�ng, June 10, I
brought up my noon pos�t�on by dead reckon�ng to e�ght P.M. Then I
projected the Snark’s course and saw that she would str�ke Futuna,
one of the easternmost of the New Hebr�des, a volcan�c cone two
thousand feet h�gh that rose out of the deep ocean. I altered the
course so that the Snark would pass ten m�les to the northward.
Then I spoke to Wada, the cook, who had the wheel every morn�ng
from four to s�x.

“Wada San, to-morrow morn�ng, your watch, you look sharp on
weather-bow you see land.”

And then I went to bed. The d�e was cast. I had staked my
reputat�on as a nav�gator. Suppose, just suppose, that at daybreak
there was no land. Then, where would my nav�gat�on be? And where
would we be? And how would we ever f�nd ourselves? or f�nd any
land? I caught ghastly v�s�ons of the Snark sa�l�ng for months through
ocean sol�tudes and seek�ng va�nly for land wh�le we consumed our
prov�s�ons and sat down w�th haggard faces to stare cann�bal�sm �n
the face.

I confess my sleep was not

“ . . . l�ke a summer sky
That held the mus�c of a lark.”

Rather d�d “I waken to the vo�celess dark,” and l�sten to the
creak�ng of the bulkheads and the r�ppl�ng of the sea alongs�de as



the Snark logged stead�ly her s�x knots an hour. I went over my
calculat�ons aga�n and aga�n, str�v�ng to f�nd some m�stake, unt�l my
bra�n was �n such fever that �t d�scovered dozens of m�stakes.
Suppose, �nstead of be�ng s�xty m�les off Futuna, that my nav�gat�on
was all wrong and that I was only s�x m�les off? In wh�ch case my
course would be wrong, too, and for all I knew the Snark m�ght be
runn�ng stra�ght at Futuna. For all I knew the Snark m�ght str�ke
Futuna the next moment. I almost sprang from the bunk at that
thought; and, though I restra�ned myself, I know that I lay for a
moment, nervous and tense, wa�t�ng for the shock.

My sleep was broken by m�serable n�ghtmares. Earthquake
seemed the favour�te affl�ct�on, though there was one man, w�th a
b�ll, who pers�sted �n dunn�ng me throughout the n�ght. Also, he
wanted to f�ght; and Charm�an cont�nually persuaded me to let h�m
alone. F�nally, however, the man w�th the everlast�ng dun ventured
�nto a dream from wh�ch Charm�an was absent. It was my
opportun�ty, and we went at �t, glor�ously, all over the s�dewalk and
street, unt�l he cr�ed enough. Then I sa�d, “Now how about that b�ll?”
Hav�ng conquered, I was w�ll�ng to pay. But the man looked at me
and groaned. “It was all a m�stake,” he sa�d; “the b�ll �s for the house
next door.”

That settled h�m, for he worr�ed my dreams no more; and �t settled
me, too, for I woke up chuckl�ng at the ep�sode. It was three �n the
morn�ng. I went up on deck. Henry, the Rapa �slander, was steer�ng. I
looked at the log. It recorded forty-two m�les. The Snark had not
abated her s�x-knot ga�t, and she had not struck Futuna yet. At half-
past f�ve I was aga�n on deck. Wada, at the wheel, had seen no land.
I sat on the cockp�t ra�l, a prey to morb�d doubt for a quarter of an
hour. Then I saw land, a small, h�gh p�ece of land, just where �t ought
to be, r�s�ng from the water on the weather-bow. At s�x o’clock I could
clearly make �t out to be the beaut�ful volcan�c cone of Futuna. At
e�ght o’clock, when �t was abreast, I took �ts d�stance by the sextant
and found �t to be 9.3 m�les away. And I had elected to pass �t 10
m�les away!

Then, to the south, Ane�teum rose out of the sea, to the north,
An�wa, and, dead ahead, Tanna. There was no m�stak�ng Tanna, for



the smoke of �ts volcano was tower�ng h�gh �n the sky. It was forty
m�les away, and by afternoon, as we drew close, never ceas�ng to
log our s�x knots, we saw that �t was a mounta�nous, hazy land, w�th
no apparent open�ngs �n �ts coast-l�ne. I was look�ng for Port
Resolut�on, though I was qu�te prepared to f�nd that as an
anchorage, �t had been destroyed. Volcan�c earthquakes had l�fted
�ts bottom dur�ng the last forty years, so that where once the largest
sh�ps rode at anchor there was now, by last reports, scarcely space
and depth suff�c�ent for the Snark. And why should not another
convuls�on, s�nce the last report, have closed the harbour
completely?

I ran �n close to the unbroken coast, fr�nged w�th rocks awash
upon wh�ch the crash�ng trade-w�nd sea burst wh�te and h�gh. I
searched w�th my glasses for m�les, but could see no entrance. I
took a compass bear�ng of Futuna, another of An�wa, and la�d them
off on the chart. Where the two bear�ngs crossed was bound to be
the pos�t�on of the Snark. Then, w�th my parallel rulers, I la�d down a
course from the Snark’s pos�t�on to Port Resolut�on. Hav�ng
corrected th�s course for var�at�on and dev�at�on, I went on deck, and
lo, the course d�rected me towards that unbroken coast-l�ne of
burst�ng seas. To my Rapa �slander’s great concern, I held on t�ll the
rocks awash were an e�ghth of a m�le away.

“No harbour th�s place,” he announced, shak�ng h�s head
om�nously.

But I altered the course and ran along parallel w�th the coast.
Charm�an was at the wheel. Mart�n was at the eng�ne, ready to throw
on the propeller. A narrow sl�t of an open�ng showed up suddenly.
Through the glasses I could see the seas break�ng clear across.
Henry, the Rapa man, looked w�th troubled eyes; so d�d Tehe�, the
Tahaa man.

“No passage, there,” sa�d Henry. “We go there, we f�n�sh qu�ck,
sure.”

I confess I thought so, too; but I ran on abreast, watch�ng to see �f
the l�ne of breakers from one s�de the entrance d�d not overlap the
l�ne from the other s�de. Sure enough, �t d�d. A narrow place where
the sea ran smooth appeared. Charm�an put down the wheel and



stead�ed for the entrance. Mart�n threw on the eng�ne, wh�le all
hands and the cook sprang to take �n sa�l.

A trader’s house showed up �n the b�ght of the bay. A geyser, on
the shore, a hundred yards away; spouted a column of steam. To
port, as we rounded a t�ny po�nt, the m�ss�on stat�on appeared.

“Three fathoms,” cr�ed Wada at the lead-l�ne. “Three fathoms,”
“two fathoms,” came �n qu�ck success�on.

Charm�an put the wheel down, Mart�n stopped the eng�ne, and the
Snark rounded to and the anchor rumbled down �n three fathoms.
Before we could catch our breaths a swarm of black Tannese was
alongs�de and aboard—gr�nn�ng, apel�ke creatures, w�th k�nky ha�r
and troubled eyes, wear�ng safety-p�ns and clay-p�pes �n the�r sl�tted
ears: and as for the rest, wear�ng noth�ng beh�nd and less than that
before. And I don’t m�nd tell�ng that that n�ght, when everybody was
asleep, I sneaked up on deck, looked out over the qu�et scene, and
gloated—yes, gloated—over my nav�gat�on.



CHAPTER XV
CRUISING IN THE SOLOMONS

“W�� not come along now?” sa�d Capta�n Jansen to us, at
Penduffryn, on the �sland of Guadalcanar.

Charm�an and I looked at each other and debated s�lently for half a
m�nute. Then we nodded our heads s�multaneously. It �s a way we
have of mak�ng up our m�nds to do th�ngs; and a very good way �t �s
when one has no temperamental tears to shed over the last t�n-of
condensed m�lk when �t has caps�zed. (We are l�v�ng on t�nned
goods these days, and s�nce m�nd �s rumoured to be an emanat�on
of matter, our s�m�les are naturally of the pack�ng-house var�ety.)

“You’d better br�ng your revolvers along, and a couple of r�fles,”
sa�d Capta�n Jansen. “I’ve got f�ve r�fles aboard, though the one
Mauser �s w�thout ammun�t�on. Have you a few rounds to spare?”

We brought our r�fles on board, several handfuls of Mauser
cartr�dges, and Wada and Nakata, the Snark’s cook and cab�n-boy
respect�vely. Wada and Nakata were �n a b�t of a funk. To say the
least, they were not enthus�ast�c, though never d�d Nakata show the
wh�te feather �n the face of danger. The Solomon Islands had not
dealt k�ndly w�th them. In the f�rst place, both had suffered from
Solomon sores. So had the rest of us (at the t�me, I was nurs�ng two
fresh ones on a d�et of corros�ve subl�mate); but the two Japanese
had had more than the�r share. And the sores are not n�ce. They
may be descr�bed as excess�vely act�ve ulcers. A mosqu�to b�te, a
cut, or the sl�ghtest abras�on, serves for lodgment of the po�son w�th
wh�ch the a�r seems to be f�lled. Immed�ately the ulcer commences to
eat. It eats �n every d�rect�on, consum�ng sk�n and muscle w�th
astound�ng rap�d�ty. The p�n-po�nt ulcer of the f�rst day �s the s�ze of a



d�me by the second day, and by the end of the week a s�lver dollar
w�ll not cover �t.

Worse than the sores, the two Japanese had been affl�cted w�th
Solomon Island fever. Each had been down repeatedly w�th �t, and �n
the�r weak, convalescent moments they were wont to huddle
together on the port�on of the Snark that happened to be nearest to
faraway Japan, and to gaze yearn�ngly �n that d�rect�on.

But worst of all, they were now brought on board the M�nota for a
recru�t�ng cru�se along the savage coast of Mala�ta. Wada, who had
the worse funk, was sure that he would never see Japan aga�n, and
w�th bleak, lack-lustre eyes he watched our r�fles and ammun�t�on
go�ng on board the M�nota. He knew about the M�nota and her
Mala�ta cru�ses. He knew that she had been captured s�x months
before on the Mala�ta coast, that her capta�n had been chopped to
p�eces w�th tomahawks, and that, accord�ng to the barbar�an sense
of equ�ty on that sweet �sle, she owed two more heads. Also, a
labourer on Penduffryn Plantat�on, a Mala�ta boy, had just d�ed of
dysentery, and Wada knew that Penduffryn had been put �n the debt
of Mala�ta by one more head. Furthermore, �n stow�ng our luggage
away �n the sk�pper’s t�ny cab�n, he saw the axe gashes on the door
where the tr�umphant bushmen had cut the�r way �n. And, f�nally, the
galley stove was w�thout a p�pe—sa�d p�pe hav�ng been part of the
loot.

The M�nota was a teak-bu�lt, Austral�an yacht, ketch-r�gged, long
and lean, w�th a deep f�n-keel, and des�gned for harbour rac�ng
rather than for recru�t�ng blacks. When Charm�an and I came on
board, we found her crowded. Her double boat’s crew, �nclud�ng
subst�tutes, was f�fteen, and she had a score and more of “return”
boys, whose t�me on the plantat�ons was served and who were
bound back to the�r bush v�llages. To look at, they were certa�nly true
head-hunt�ng cann�bals. The�r perforated nostr�ls were thrust through
w�th bone and wooden bodk�ns the s�ze of lead-penc�ls. Numbers of
them had punctured the extreme meaty po�nt of the nose, from wh�ch
protruded, stra�ght out, sp�kes of turtle-shell or of beads strung on
st�ff w�re. A few had further punctured the�r noses w�th rows of holes
follow�ng the curves of the nostr�ls from l�p to po�nt. Each ear of every



man had from two to a dozen holes �n �t—holes large enough to
carry wooden plugs three �nches �n d�ameter down to t�ny holes �n
wh�ch were carr�ed clay-p�pes and s�m�lar tr�fles. In fact, so many
holes d�d they possess that they lacked ornaments to f�ll them; and
when, the follow�ng day, as we neared Mala�ta, we tr�ed out our r�fles
to see that they were �n work�ng order, there was a general scramble
for the empty cartr�dges, wh�ch were thrust forthw�th �nto the many
ach�ng vo�ds �n our passengers’ ears.

At the t�me we tr�ed out our r�fles we put up our barbed w�re
ra�l�ngs. The M�nota, crown-decked, w�thout any house, and w�th a
ra�l s�x �nches h�gh, was too access�ble to boarders. So brass
stanch�ons were screwed �nto the ra�l and a double row of barbed
w�re stretched around her from stem to stern and back aga�n. Wh�ch
was all very well as a protect�on from savages, but �t was m�ghty
uncomfortable to those on board when the M�nota took to jump�ng
and plung�ng �n a sea-way. When one d�sl�kes sl�d�ng down upon the
lee-ra�l barbed w�re, and when he dares not catch hold of the
weather-ra�l barbed w�re to save h�mself from sl�d�ng, and when, w�th
these var�ous d�s�ncl�nat�ons, he f�nds h�mself on a smooth flush-
deck that �s heeled over at an angle of forty-f�ve degrees, some of
the del�ghts of Solomon Islands cru�s�ng may be comprehended.
Also, �t must be remembered, the penalty of a fall �nto the barbed
w�re �s more than the mere scratches, for each scratch �s pract�cally
certa�n to become a venomous ulcer. That caut�on w�ll not save one
from the w�re was ev�denced one f�ne morn�ng when we were
runn�ng along the Mala�ta coast w�th the breeze on our quarter. The
w�nd was fresh, and a t�dy sea was mak�ng. A black boy was at the
wheel. Capta�n Jansen, Mr. Jacobsen (the mate), Charm�an, and I
had just sat down on deck to breakfast. Three unusually large seas
caught us. The boy at the wheel lost h�s head. Three t�mes the
M�nota was swept. The breakfast was rushed over the lee-ra�l. The
kn�ves and forks went through the scuppers; a boy aft went clean
overboard and was dragged back; and our doughty sk�pper lay half
�nboard and half out, jammed �n the barbed w�re. After that, for the
rest of the cru�se, our jo�nt use of the several rema�n�ng eat�ng
utens�ls was a splend�d example of pr�m�t�ve commun�sm. On the



Eugen�e, however, �t was even worse, for we had but one teaspoon
among four of us—but the Eugen�e �s another story.

Our f�rst port was Su’u on the west coast of Mala�ta. The Solomon
Islands are on the fr�nge of th�ngs. It �s d�ff�cult enough sa�l�ng on
dark n�ghts through reef-sp�ked channels and across errat�c currents
where there are no l�ghts to gu�de (from northwest to southeast the
Solomons extend across a thousand m�les of sea, and on all the
thousands of m�les of coasts there �s not one l�ghthouse); but the
d�ff�culty �s ser�ously enhanced by the fact that the land �tself �s not
correctly charted. Su’u �s an example. On the Adm�ralty chart of
Mala�ta the coast at th�s po�nt runs a stra�ght, unbroken l�ne. Yet
across th�s stra�ght, unbroken l�ne the M�nota sa�led �n twenty
fathoms of water. Where the land was alleged to be, was a deep
�ndentat�on. Into th�s we sa�led, the mangroves clos�ng about us, t�ll
we dropped anchor �n a m�rrored pond. Capta�n Jansen d�d not l�ke
the anchorage. It was the f�rst t�me he had been there, and Su’u had
a bad reputat�on. There was no w�nd w�th wh�ch to get away �n case
of attack, wh�le the crew could be bushwhacked to a man �f they
attempted to tow out �n the whale-boat. It was a pretty trap, �f trouble
blew up.

“Suppose the M�nota went ashore—what would you do?” I asked.
“She’s not go�ng ashore,” was Capta�n Jansen’s answer.
“But just �n case she d�d?” I �ns�sted. He cons�dered for a moment

and sh�fted h�s glance from the mate buckl�ng on a revolver to the
boat’s crew cl�mb�ng �nto the whale-boat each man w�th a r�fle.

“We’d get �nto the whale-boat, and get out of here as fast as God’d
let us,” came the sk�pper’s delayed reply.

He expla�ned at length that no wh�te man was sure of h�s Mala�ta
crew �n a t�ght place; that the bushmen looked upon all wrecks as
the�r personal property; that the bushmen possessed plenty of
Sn�der r�fles; and that he had on board a dozen “return” boys for Su’u
who were certa�n to jo�n �n w�th the�r fr�ends and relat�ves ashore
when �t came to loot�ng the M�nota.

The f�rst work of the whale-boat was to take the “return” boys and
the�r trade-boxes ashore. Thus one danger was removed. Wh�le th�s
was be�ng done, a canoe came alongs�de manned by three naked



savages. And when I say naked, I mean naked. Not one vest�ge of
cloth�ng d�d they have on, unless nose-r�ngs, ear-plugs, and shell
armlets be accounted cloth�ng. The head man �n the canoe was an
old ch�ef, one-eyed, reputed to be fr�endly, and so d�rty that a boat-
scraper would have lost �ts edge on h�m. H�s m�ss�on was to warn the
sk�pper aga�nst allow�ng any of h�s people to go ashore. The old
fellow repeated the warn�ng aga�n that n�ght.

In va�n d�d the whale-boat ply about the shores of the bay �n quest
of recru�ts. The bush was full of armed nat�ves; all w�ll�ng enough to
talk w�th the recru�ter, but not one would engage to s�gn on for three
years’ plantat�on labour at s�x pounds per year. Yet they were
anx�ous enough to get our people ashore. On the second day they
ra�sed a smoke on the beach at the head of the bay. Th�s be�ng the
customary s�gnal of men des�r�ng to recru�t, the boat was sent. But
noth�ng resulted. No one recru�ted, nor were any of our men lured
ashore. A l�ttle later we caught gl�mpses of a number of armed
nat�ves mov�ng about on the beach.

Outs�de of these rare gl�mpses, there was no tell�ng how many
m�ght be lurk�ng �n the bush. There was no penetrat�ng that pr�meval
jungle w�th the eye. In the afternoon, Capta�n Jansen, Charm�an, and
I went dynam�t�ng f�sh. Each one of the boat’s crew carr�ed a Lee-
Enf�eld. “Johnny,” the nat�ve recru�ter, had a W�nchester bes�de h�m
at the steer�ng sweep. We rowed �n close to a port�on of the shore
that looked deserted. Here the boat was turned around and backed
�n; �n case of attack, the boat would be ready to dash away. In all the
t�me I was on Mala�ta I never saw a boat land bow on. In fact, the
recru�t�ng vessels use two boats—one to go �n on the beach, armed,
of course, and the other to l�e off several hundred feet and “cover”
the f�rst boat. The M�nota, however, be�ng a small vessel, d�d not
carry a cover�ng boat.

We were close �n to the shore and work�ng �n closer, stern-f�rst,
when a school of f�sh was s�ghted. The fuse was �gn�ted and the st�ck
of dynam�te thrown. W�th the explos�on, the surface of the water was
broken by the flash of leap�ng f�sh. At the same �nstant the woods
broke �nto l�fe. A score of naked savages, armed w�th bows and
arrows, spears, and Sn�ders, burst out upon the shore. At the same



moment our boat’s crew l�fted the�r r�fles. And thus the oppos�ng
part�es faced each other, wh�le our extra boys d�ved over after the
stunned f�sh.

Three fru�tless days were spent at Su’u. The M�nota got no recru�ts
from the bush, and the bushmen got no heads from the M�nota. In
fact, the only one who got anyth�ng was Wada, and h�s was a n�ce
dose of fever. We towed out w�th the whale-boat, and ran along the
coast to Langa Langa, a large v�llage of salt-water people, bu�lt w�th
prod�g�ous labour on a lagoon sand-bank—l�terally bu�lt up, an
art�f�c�al �sland reared as a refuge from the blood-th�rsty bushmen.
Here, also, on the shore s�de of the lagoon, was B�nu, the place
where the M�nota was captured half a year prev�ously and her
capta�n k�lled by the bushmen. As we sa�led �n through the narrow
entrance, a canoe came alongs�de w�th the news that the man-of-
war had just left that morn�ng after hav�ng burned three v�llages,
k�lled some th�rty p�gs, and drowned a baby. Th�s was the Cambr�an,
Capta�n Lewes command�ng. He and I had f�rst met �n Korea dur�ng
the Japanese-Russ�an War, and we had been cross�ng each other’s
tra�l ever s�nce w�thout ever a meet�ng. The day the Snark sa�led �nto
Suva, �n the F�j�s, we made out the Cambr�an go�ng out. At V�la, �n
the New Hebr�des, we m�ssed each other by one day. We passed
each other �n the n�ght-t�me off the �sland of Santo. And the day the
Cambr�an arr�ved at Tulag�, we sa�led from Penduffryn, a dozen
m�les away. And here at Langa Langa we had m�ssed by several
hours.

The Cambr�an had come to pun�sh the murderers of the M�nota’s
capta�n, but what she had succeeded �n do�ng we d�d not learn unt�l
later �n the day, when a Mr. Abbot, a m�ss�onary, came alongs�de �n
h�s whale-boat. The v�llages had been burned and the p�gs k�lled. But
the nat�ves had escaped personal harm. The murderers had not
been captured, though the M�nota’s flag and other of her gear had
been recovered. The drown�ng of the baby had come about through
a m�sunderstand�ng. Ch�ef Johnny, of B�nu, had decl�ned to gu�de the
land�ng party �nto the bush, nor could any of h�s men be �nduced to
perform that off�ce. Whereupon Capta�n Lewes, r�ghteously
�nd�gnant, had told Ch�ef Johnny that he deserved to have h�s v�llage
burned. Johnny’s bêche de mer Engl�sh d�d not �nclude the word



“deserve.” So h�s understand�ng of �t was that h�s v�llage was to be
burned anyway. The �mmed�ate stampede of the �nhab�tants was so
hurr�ed that the baby was dropped �nto the water. In the meant�me
Ch�ef Johnny hastened to Mr. Abbot. Into h�s hand he put fourteen
sovere�gns and requested h�m to go on board the Cambr�an and buy
Capta�n Lewes off. Johnny’s v�llage was not burned. Nor d�d Capta�n
Lewes get the fourteen sovere�gns, for I saw them later �n Johnny’s
possess�on when he boarded the M�nota. The excuse Johnny gave
me for not gu�d�ng the land�ng party was a b�g bo�l wh�ch he proudly
revealed. H�s real reason, however, and a perfectly val�d one, though
he d�d not state �t, was fear of revenge on the part of the bushmen.
Had he, or any of h�s men, gu�ded the mar�nes, he could have looked
for bloody repr�sals as soon as the Cambr�an we�ghed anchor.

As an �llustrat�on of cond�t�ons �n the Solomons, Johnny’s bus�ness
on board was to turn over, for a tobacco cons�derat�on, the spr�t,
ma�nsa�l, and j�b of a whale-boat. Later �n the day, a Ch�ef B�lly came
on board and turned over, for a tobacco cons�derat�on, the mast and
boom. Th�s gear belonged to a whale-boat wh�ch Capta�n Jansen
had recovered the prev�ous tr�p of the M�nota. The whale-boat
belonged to Mer�nge Plantat�on on the �sland of Ysabel. Eleven
contract labourers, Mala�ta men and bushmen at that, had dec�ded to
run away. Be�ng bushmen, they knew noth�ng of salt water nor of the
way of a boat �n the sea. So they persuaded two nat�ves of San
Cr�stoval, salt-water men, to run away w�th them. It served the San
Cr�stoval men r�ght. They should have known better. When they had
safely nav�gated the stolen boat to Mala�ta, they had the�r heads
hacked off for the�r pa�ns. It was th�s boat and gear that Capta�n
Jansen had recovered.

Not for noth�ng have I journeyed all the way to the Solomons. At
last I have seen Charm�an’s proud sp�r�t humbled and her �mper�ous
queendom of fem�n�n�ty dragged �n the dust. It happened at Langa
Langa, ashore, on the manufactured �sland wh�ch one cannot see for
the houses. Here, surrounded by hundreds of unblush�ng naked
men, women, and ch�ldren, we wandered about and saw the s�ghts.
We had our revolvers strapped on, and the boat’s crew, fully armed,
lay at the oars, stern �n; but the lesson of the man-of-war was too
recent for us to apprehend trouble. We walked about everywhere



and saw everyth�ng unt�l at last we approached a large tree trunk
that served as a br�dge across a shallow estuary. The blacks formed
a wall �n front of us and refused to let us pass. We wanted to know
why we were stopped. The blacks sa�d we could go on. We
m�sunderstood, and started. Explanat�ons became more def�n�te.
Capta�n Jansen and I, be�ng men, could go on. But no Mary was
allowed to wade around that br�dge, much less cross �t. “Mary” �s
bêche de mer for woman. Charm�an was a Mary. To her the br�dge
was tambo, wh�ch �s the nat�ve for taboo. Ah, how my chest
expanded! At last my manhood was v�nd�cated. In truth I belonged to
the lordly sex. Charm�an could trapse along at our heels, but we
were MEN, and we could go r�ght over that br�dge wh�le she would
have to go around by whale-boat.

Now I should not care to be m�sunderstood by what follows; but �t
�s a matter of common knowledge �n the Solomons that attacks of
fever are often brought on by shock. Ins�de half an hour after
Charm�an had been refused the r�ght of way, she was be�ng rushed
aboard the M�nota, packed �n blankets, and dosed w�th qu�n�ne. I
don’t know what k�nd of shock had happened to Wada and Nakata,
but at any rate they were down w�th fever as well. The Solomons
m�ght be healthfuller.

Also, dur�ng the attack of fever, Charm�an developed a Solomon
sore. It was the last straw. Every one on the Snark had been affl�cted
except her. I had thought that I was go�ng to lose my foot at the ankle
by one except�onally mal�gnant bor�ng ulcer. Henry and Tehe�, the
Tah�t�an sa�lors, had had numbers of them. Wada had been able to
count h�s by the score. Nakata had had s�ngle ones three �nches �n
length. Mart�n had been qu�te certa�n that necros�s of h�s sh�nbone
had set �n from the roots of the amaz�ng colony he elected to
cult�vate �n that local�ty. But Charm�an had escaped. Out of her long
�mmun�ty had been bred contempt for the rest of us. Her ego was
flattered to such an extent that one day she shyly �nformed me that �t
was all a matter of pureness of blood. S�nce all the rest of us
cult�vated the sores, and s�nce she d�d not—well, anyway, hers was
the s�ze of a s�lver dollar, and the pureness of her blood enabled her
to cure �t after several weeks of strenuous nurs�ng. She p�ns her fa�th
to corros�ve subl�mate. Mart�n swears by �odoform. Henry uses l�me-



ju�ce und�luted. And I bel�eve that when corros�ve subl�mate �s slow
�n tak�ng hold, alternate dress�ngs of perox�de of hydrogen are just
the th�ng. There are wh�te men �n the Solomons who stake all upon
borac�c ac�d, and others who are prejud�ced �n favour of lysol. I also
have the weakness of a panacea. It �s Cal�forn�a. I defy any man to
get a Solomon Island sore �n Cal�forn�a.

We ran down the lagoon from Langa Langa, between mangrove
swamps, through passages scarcely w�der than the M�nota, and past
the reef v�llages of Kaloka and Auk�. L�ke the founders of Ven�ce,
these salt-water men were or�g�nally refugees from the ma�nland.
Too weak to hold the�r own �n the bush, surv�vors of v�llage
massacres, they fled to the sand-banks of the lagoon. These sand-
banks they bu�lt up �nto �slands. They were compelled to seek the�r
provender from the sea, and �n t�me they became salt-water men.
They learned the ways of the f�sh and the shellf�sh, and they
�nvented hooks and l�nes, nets and f�sh-traps. They developed
canoe-bod�es. Unable to walk about, spend�ng all the�r t�me �n the
canoes, they became th�ck-armed and broad-shouldered, w�th
narrow wa�sts and fra�l sp�ndly legs. Controll�ng the sea-coast, they
became wealthy, trade w�th the �nter�or pass�ng largely through the�r
hands. But perpetual enm�ty ex�sts between them and the bushmen.
Pract�cally the�r only truces are on market-days, wh�ch occur at
stated �ntervals, usually tw�ce a week. The bushwomen and the salt-
water women do the barter�ng. Back �n the bush, a hundred yards
away, fully armed, lurk the bushmen, wh�le to seaward, �n the
canoes, are the salt-water men. There are very rare �nstances of the
market-day truces be�ng broken. The bushmen l�ke the�r f�sh too well,
wh�le the salt-water men have an organ�c crav�ng for the vegetables
they cannot grow on the�r crowded �slets.

Th�rty m�les from Langa Langa brought us to the passage between
Bassakanna Island and the ma�nland. Here, at n�ghtfall, the w�nd left
us, and all n�ght, w�th the whale-boat tow�ng ahead and the crew on
board sweat�ng at the sweeps, we strove to w�n through. But the t�de
was aga�nst us. At m�dn�ght, m�dway �n the passage, we came up
w�th the Eugen�e, a b�g recru�t�ng schooner, tow�ng w�th two whale-
boats. Her sk�pper, Capta�n Keller, a sturdy young German of twenty-
two, came on board for a “gam,” and the latest news of Mala�ta was



swapped back and forth. He had been �n luck, hav�ng gathered �n
twenty recru�ts at the v�llage of F�u. Wh�le ly�ng there, one of the
customary courageous k�ll�ngs had taken place. The murdered boy
was what �s called a salt-water bushman—that �s, a salt-water man
who �s half bushman and who l�ves by the sea but does not l�ve on
an �slet. Three bushmen came down to th�s man where he was
work�ng �n h�s garden. They behaved �n fr�endly fash�on, and after a
t�me suggested ka�-ka�. Ka�-ka� means food. He bu�lt a f�re and
started to bo�l some taro. Wh�le bend�ng over the pot, one of the
bushmen shot h�m through the head. He fell �nto the flames,
whereupon they thrust a spear through h�s stomach, turned �t
around, and broke �t off.

“My word,” sa�d Capta�n Keller, “I don’t want ever to be shot w�th a
Sn�der. Spread! You could dr�ve a horse and carr�age through that
hole �n h�s head.”

Another recent courageous k�ll�ng I heard of on Mala�ta was that of
an old man. A bush ch�ef had d�ed a natural death. Now the
bushmen don’t bel�eve �n natural deaths. No one was ever known to
d�e a natural death. The only way to d�e �s by bullet, tomahawk, or
spear thrust. When a man d�es �n any other way, �t �s a clear case of
hav�ng been charmed to death. When the bush ch�ef d�ed naturally,
h�s tr�be placed the gu�lt on a certa�n fam�ly. S�nce �t d�d not matter
wh�ch one of the fam�ly was k�lled, they selected th�s old man who
l�ved by h�mself. Th�s would make �t easy. Furthermore, he
possessed no Sn�der. Also, he was bl�nd. The old fellow got an
�nkl�ng of what was com�ng and la�d �n a large supply of arrows.
Three brave warr�ors, each w�th a Sn�der, came down upon h�m �n
the n�ght t�me. All n�ght they fought val�antly w�th h�m. Whenever they
moved �n the bush and made a no�se or a rustle, he d�scharged an
arrow �n that d�rect�on. In the morn�ng, when h�s last arrow was gone,
the three heroes crept up to h�m and blew h�s bra�ns out.

Morn�ng found us st�ll va�nly to�l�ng through the passage. At last, �n
despa�r, we turned ta�l, ran out to sea, and sa�led clear round
Bassakanna to our object�ve, Malu. The anchorage at Malu was very
good, but �t lay between the shore and an ugly reef, and wh�le easy
to enter, �t was d�ff�cult to leave. The d�rect�on of the southeast trade



necess�tated a beat to w�ndward; the po�nt of the reef was
w�despread and shallow; wh�le a current bore down at all t�mes upon
the po�nt.

Mr. Caulfe�ld, the m�ss�onary at Malu, arr�ved �n h�s whale-boat
from a tr�p down the coast. A slender, del�cate man he was,
enthus�ast�c �n h�s work, level-headed and pract�cal, a true twent�eth-
century sold�er of the Lord. When he came down to th�s stat�on on
Mala�ta, as he sa�d, he agreed to come for s�x months. He further
agreed that �f he were al�ve at the end of that t�me, he would
cont�nue on. S�x years had passed and he was st�ll cont�nu�ng on.
Nevertheless he was just�f�ed �n h�s doubt as to l�v�ng longer than s�x
months. Three m�ss�onar�es had preceded h�m on Mala�ta, and �n
less than that t�me two had d�ed of fever and the th�rd had gone
home a wreck.

“What murder are you talk�ng about?” he asked suddenly, �n the
m�dst of a confused conversat�on w�th Capta�n Jansen.

Capta�n Jansen expla�ned.
“Oh, that’s not the one I have reference to,” quoth Mr. Caulfe�ld.

“That’s old already. It happened two weeks ago.”
It was here at Malu that I atoned for all the exult�ng and gloat�ng I

had been gu�lty of over the Solomon sore Charm�an had collected at
Langa Langa. Mr. Caulfe�ld was �nd�rectly respons�ble for my
atonement. He presented us w�th a ch�cken, wh�ch I pursued �nto the
bush w�th a r�fle. My �ntent�on was to cl�p off �ts head. I succeeded,
but �n do�ng so fell over a log and barked my sh�n. Result: three
Solomon sores. Th�s made f�ve all together that were adorn�ng my
person. Also, Capta�n Jansen and Nakata had caught gar�-gar�.
L�terally translated, gar�-gar� �s scratch-scratch. But translat�on was
not necessary for the rest of us. The sk�pper’s and Nakata’s
gymnast�cs served as a translat�on w�thout words.

(No, the Solomon Islands are not as healthy as they m�ght be. I
am wr�t�ng th�s art�cle on the �sland of Ysabel, where we have taken
the Snark to careen and clean her cooper. I got over my last attack
of fever th�s morn�ng, and I have had only one free day between
attacks. Charm�an’s are two weeks apart. Wada �s a wreck from
fever. Last n�ght he showed all the symptoms of com�ng down w�th



pneumon�a. Henry, a strapp�ng g�ant of a Tah�t�an, just up from h�s
last dose of fever, �s dragg�ng around the deck l�ke a last year’s crab-
apple. Both he and Tehe� have accumulated a pra�seworthy d�splay
of Solomon sores. Also, they have caught a new form of gar�-gar�, a
sort of vegetable po�son�ng l�ke po�son oak or po�son �vy. But they
are not un�que �n th�s. A number of days ago Charm�an, Mart�n, and I
went p�geon-shoot�ng on a small �sland, and we have had a foretaste
of eternal torment ever s�nce. Also, on that small �sland, Mart�n cut
the soles of h�s feet to r�bbons on the coral wh�lst chas�ng a shark—
at least, so he says, but from the gl�mpse I caught of h�m I thought �t
was the other way about. The coral-cuts have all become Solomon
sores. Before my last fever I knocked the sk�n off my knuckles wh�le
heav�ng on a l�ne, and I now have three fresh sores. And poor
Nakata! For three weeks he has been unable to s�t down. He sat
down yesterday for the f�rst t�me, and managed to stay down for
f�fteen m�nutes. He says cheerfully that he expects to be cured of h�s
gar�-gar� �n another month. Furthermore, h�s gar�-gar�, from too
enthus�ast�c scratch-scratch�ng, has furn�shed footholds for countless
Solomon sores. St�ll furthermore, he has just come down w�th h�s
seventh attack of fever. If I were k�ng, the worst pun�shment I could
�nfl�ct on my enem�es would be to ban�sh them to the Solomons. On
second thought, k�ng or no k�ng, I don’t th�nk I’d have the heart to do
�t.)

Recru�t�ng plantat�on labourers on a small, narrow yacht, bu�lt for
harbour sa�l�ng, �s not any too n�ce. The decks swarm w�th recru�ts
and the�r fam�l�es. The ma�n cab�n �s packed w�th them. At n�ght they
sleep there. The only entrance to our t�ny cab�n �s through the ma�n
cab�n, and we jam our way through them or walk over them. Nor �s
th�s n�ce. One and all, they are affl�cted w�th every form of mal�gnant
sk�n d�sease. Some have r�ngworm, others have bukua. Th�s latter �s
caused by a vegetable paras�te that �nvades the sk�n and eats �t
away. The �tch�ng �s �ntolerable. The affl�cted ones scratch unt�l the
a�r �s f�lled w�th f�ne dry flakes. Then there are yaws and many other
sk�n ulcerat�ons. Men come aboard w�th Solomon sores �n the�r feet
so large that they can walk only on the�r toes, or w�th holes �n the�r
legs so terr�ble that a f�st could be thrust �n to the bone. Blood-
po�son�ng �s very frequent, and Capta�n Jansen, w�th sheath-kn�fe



and sa�l needle, operates lav�shly on one and all. No matter how
desperate the s�tuat�on, after open�ng and cleans�ng, he claps on a
poult�ce of sea-b�scu�t soaked �n water. Whenever we see a
part�cularly horr�ble case, we ret�re to a corner and deluge our own
sores w�th corros�ve subl�mate. And so we l�ve and eat and sleep on
the M�nota, tak�ng our chance and “pretend�ng �t �s good.”

At Suava, another art�f�c�al �sland, I had a second crow over
Charm�an. A b�g fella marster belong Suava (wh�ch means the h�gh
ch�ef of Suava) came on board. But f�rst he sent an em�ssary to
Capta�n Jansen for a fathom of cal�co w�th wh�ch to cover h�s royal
nakedness. Meanwh�le he l�ngered �n the canoe alongs�de. The regal
d�rt on h�s chest I swear was half an �nch th�ck, wh�le �t was a good
wager that the underneath layers were anywhere from ten to twenty
years of age. He sent h�s em�ssary on board aga�n, who expla�ned
that the b�g fella marster belong Suava was condescend�ngly w�ll�ng
enough to shake hands w�th Capta�n Jansen and me and cadge a
st�ck or so of trade tobacco, but that nevertheless h�s h�gh-born soul
was st�ll at so lofty an alt�tude that �t could not s�nk �tself to such a
depth of degradat�on as to shake hands w�th a mere female woman.
Poor Charm�an! S�nce her Mala�ta exper�ences she has become a
changed woman. Her meekness and humbleness are appall�ngly
becom�ng, and I should not be surpr�sed, when we return to
c�v�l�zat�on and stroll along a s�dewalk, to see her take her stat�on,
w�th bowed head, a yard �n the rear.

Noth�ng much happened at Suava. B�chu, the nat�ve cook,
deserted. The M�nota dragged anchor. It blew heavy squalls of w�nd
and ra�n. The mate, Mr. Jacobsen, and Wada were prostrated w�th
fever. Our Solomon sores �ncreased and mult�pl�ed. And the
cockroaches on board held a comb�ned Fourth of July and
Coronat�on Parade. They selected m�dn�ght for the t�me, and our t�ny
cab�n for the place. They were from two to three �nches long; there
were hundreds of them, and they walked all over us. When we
attempted to pursue them, they left sol�d foot�ng, rose up �n the a�r,
and fluttered about l�ke humm�ng-b�rds. They were much larger than
ours on the Snark. But ours are young yet, and haven’t had a chance
to grow. Also, the Snark has cent�pedes, b�g ones, s�x �nches long.
We k�ll them occas�onally, usually �n Charm�an’s bunk. I’ve been



b�tten tw�ce by them, both t�mes foully, wh�le I was asleep. But poor
Mart�n had worse luck. After be�ng s�ck �n bed for three weeks, the
f�rst day he sat up he sat down on one. Somet�mes I th�nk they are
the w�sest who never go to Carcassonne.

Later on we returned to Malu, p�cked up seven recru�ts, hove up
anchor, and started to beat out the treacherous entrance. The w�nd
was chopp�ng about, the current upon the ugly po�nt of reef sett�ng
strong. Just as we were on the verge of clear�ng �t and ga�n�ng open
sea, the w�nd broke off four po�nts. The M�nota attempted to go
about, but m�ssed stays. Two of her anchors had been lost at Tulag�.
Her one rema�n�ng anchor was let go. Cha�n was let out to g�ve �t a
hold on the coral. Her f�n keel struck bottom, and her ma�n topmast
lurched and sh�vered as �f about to come down upon our heads. She
fetched up on the slack of the anchors at the moment a b�g comber
smashed her shoreward. The cha�n parted. It was our only anchor.
The M�nota swung around on her heel and drove headlong �nto the
breakers.

Bedlam re�gned. All the recru�ts below, bushmen and afra�d of the
sea, dashed pan�c-str�cken on deck and got �n everybody’s way. At
the same t�me the boat’s crew made a rush for the r�fles. They knew
what go�ng ashore on Mala�ta meant—one hand for the sh�p and the
other hand to f�ght off the nat�ves. What they held on w�th I don’t
know, and they needed to hold on as the M�nota l�fted, rolled, and
pounded on the coral. The bushmen clung �n the r�gg�ng, too w�tless
to watch out for the topmast. The whale-boat was run out w�th a tow-
l�ne endeavour�ng �n a puny way to prevent the M�nota from be�ng
flung farther �n toward the reef, wh�le Capta�n Jansen and the mate,
the latter pall�d and weak w�th fever, were resurrect�ng a scrap-
anchor from out the ballast and r�gg�ng up a stock for �t. Mr. Caulfe�ld,
w�th h�s m�ss�on boys, arr�ved �n h�s whale-boat to help.

When the M�nota f�rst struck, there was not a canoe �n s�ght; but
l�ke vultures c�rcl�ng down out of the blue, canoes began to arr�ve
from every quarter. The boat’s crew, w�th r�fles at the ready, kept
them l�ned up a hundred feet away w�th a prom�se of death �f they
ventured nearer. And there they clung, a hundred feet away, black
and om�nous, crowded w�th men, hold�ng the�r canoes w�th the�r



paddles on the per�lous edge of the break�ng surf. In the meant�me
the bushmen were flock�ng down from the h�lls armed w�th spears,
Sn�ders, arrows, and clubs, unt�l the beach was massed w�th them.
To compl�cate matters, at least ten of our recru�ts had been enl�sted
from the very bushmen ashore who were wa�t�ng hungr�ly for the loot
of the tobacco and trade goods and all that we had on board.

The M�nota was honestly bu�lt, wh�ch �s the f�rst essent�al for any
boat that �s pound�ng on a reef. Some �dea of what she endured may
be ga�ned from the fact that �n the f�rst twenty-four hours she parted
two anchor-cha�ns and e�ght hawsers. Our boat’s crew was kept
busy d�v�ng for the anchors and bend�ng new l�nes. There were t�mes
when she parted the cha�ns re�nforced w�th hawsers. And yet she
held together. Tree trunks were brought from ashore and worked
under her to save her keel and b�lges, but the trunks were gnawed
and spl�ntered and the ropes that held them frayed to fragments, and
st�ll she pounded and held together. But we were luck�er than the
Ivanhoe, a b�g recru�t�ng schooner, wh�ch had gone ashore on
Mala�ta several months prev�ously and been promptly rushed by the
nat�ves. The capta�n and crew succeeded �n gett�ng away �n the
whale-boats, and the bushmen and salt-water men looted her clean
of everyth�ng portable.

Squall after squall, dr�v�ng w�nd and bl�nd�ng ra�n, smote the
M�nota, wh�le a heav�er sea was mak�ng. The Eugen�e lay at anchor
f�ve m�les to w�ndward, but she was beh�nd a po�nt of land and could
not know of our m�shap. At Capta�n Jansen’s suggest�on, I wrote a
note to Capta�n Keller, ask�ng h�m to br�ng extra anchors and gear to
our a�d. But not a canoe could be persuaded to carry the letter. I
offered half a case of tobacco, but the blacks gr�nned and held the�r
canoes bow-on to the break�ng seas. A half a case of tobacco was
worth three pounds. In two hours, even aga�nst the strong w�nd and
sea, a man could have carr�ed the letter and rece�ved �n payment
what he would have laboured half a year for on a plantat�on. I
managed to get �nto a canoe and paddle out to where Mr. Caulfe�ld
was runn�ng an anchor w�th h�s whale-boat. My �dea was that he
would have more �nfluence over the nat�ves. He called the canoes up
to h�m, and a score of them clustered around and heard the offer of
half a case of tobacco. No one spoke.



“I know what you th�nk,” the m�ss�onary called out to them. “You
th�nk plenty tobacco on the schooner and you’re go�ng to get �t. I tell
you plenty r�fles on schooner. You no get tobacco, you get bullets.”

At last, one man, alone �n a small canoe, took the letter and
started. Wa�t�ng for rel�ef, work went on stead�ly on the M�nota. Her
water-tanks were empt�ed, and spars, sa�ls, and ballast started
shoreward. There were l�vely t�mes on board when the M�nota rolled
one b�lge down and then the other, a score of men leap�ng for l�fe
and legs as the trade-boxes, booms, and e�ghty-pound p�gs of �ron
ballast rushed across from ra�l to ra�l and back aga�n. The poor pretty
harbour yacht! Her decks and runn�ng r�gg�ng were a raffle. Down
below everyth�ng was d�srupted. The cab�n floor had been torn up to
get at the ballast, and rusty b�lge-water swashed and splashed. A
bushel of l�mes, �n a mess of flour and water, charged about l�ke so
many st�cky dumpl�ngs escaped from a half-cooked stew. In the �nner
cab�n, Nakata kept guard over our r�fles and ammun�t�on.

Three hours from the t�me our messenger started, a whale-boat,
press�ng along under a huge spread of canvas, broke through the
th�ck of a shr�ek�ng squall to w�ndward. It was Capta�n Keller, wet
w�th ra�n and spray, a revolver �n belt, h�s boat’s crew fully armed,
anchors and hawsers heaped h�gh am�dsh�ps, com�ng as fast as
w�nd could dr�ve—the wh�te man, the �nev�table wh�te man, com�ng
to a wh�te man’s rescue.

The vulture l�ne of canoes that had wa�ted so long broke and
d�sappeared as qu�ckly as �t had formed. The corpse was not dead
after all. We now had three whale-boats, two ply�ng stead�ly between
the vessel and shore, the other kept busy runn�ng out anchors,
rebend�ng parted hawsers, and recover�ng the lost anchors. Later �n
the afternoon, after a consultat�on, �n wh�ch we took �nto
cons�derat�on that a number of our boat’s crew, as well as ten of the
recru�ts, belonged to th�s place, we d�sarmed the boat’s crew. Th�s,
�nc�dently, gave them both hands free to work for the vessel. The
r�fles were put �n the charge of f�ve of Mr. Caulfe�ld’s m�ss�on boys.
And down below �n the wreck of the cab�n the m�ss�onary and h�s
converts prayed to God to save the M�nota. It was an �mpress�ve
scene! the unarmed man of God pray�ng w�th cloudless fa�th, h�s



savage followers lean�ng on the�r r�fles and mumbl�ng amens. The
cab�n walls reeled about them. The vessel l�fted and smashed upon
the coral w�th every sea. From on deck came the shouts of men
heav�ng and to�l�ng, pray�ng, �n another fash�on, w�th purposeful w�ll
and strength of arm.

That n�ght Mr. Caulfe�ld brought off a warn�ng. One of our recru�ts
had a pr�ce on h�s head of f�fty fathoms of shell-money and forty p�gs.
Baffled �n the�r des�re to capture the vessel, the bushmen dec�ded to
get the head of the man. When k�ll�ng beg�ns, there �s no tell�ng
where �t w�ll end, so Capta�n Jansen armed a whale-boat and rowed
�n to the edge of the beach. Ug�, one of h�s boat’s crew, stood up and
orated for h�m. Ug� was exc�ted. Capta�n Jansen’s warn�ng that any
canoe s�ghted that n�ght would be pumped full of lead, Ug� turned
�nto a bell�cose declarat�on of war, wh�ch wound up w�th a perorat�on
somewhat to the follow�ng effect: “You k�ll my capta�n, I dr�nk h�s
blood and d�e w�th h�m!”

The bushmen contented themselves w�th burn�ng an unoccup�ed
m�ss�on house, and sneaked back to the bush. The next day the
Eugen�e sa�led �n and dropped anchor. Three days and two n�ghts
the M�nota pounded on the reef; but she held together, and the shell
of her was pulled off at last and anchored �n smooth water. There we
sa�d good-bye to her and all on board, and sa�led away on the
Eugen�e, bound for Flor�da Island. [268]



CHAPTER XVI
BÊCHE DE MER ENGLISH

G���� a number of wh�te traders, a w�de area of land, and scores
of savage languages and d�alects, the result w�ll be that the traders
w�ll manufacture a totally new, unsc�ent�f�c, but perfectly adequate,
language. Th�s the traders d�d when they �nvented the Ch�nook l�ngo
for use over Br�t�sh Columb�a, Alaska, and the Northwest Terr�tory.
So w�th the l�ngo of the Kroo-boys of Afr�ca, the p�geon Engl�sh of the
Far East, and the bêche de mer of the westerly port�on of the South
Seas. Th�s latter �s often called p�geon Engl�sh, but p�geon Engl�sh �t
certa�nly �s not. To show how totally d�fferent �t �s, ment�on need be
made only of the fact that the class�c p�ecee of Ch�na has no place �n
�t.

There was once a sea capta�n who needed a dusky potentate
down �n h�s cab�n. The potentate was on deck. The capta�n’s
command to the Ch�nese steward was “Hey, boy, you go top-s�de
catchee one p�ecee k�ng.” Had the steward been a New Hebr�dean
or a Solomon �slander, the command would have been: “Hey, you
fella boy, go look ’m eye belong you along deck, br�ng ’m me fella
one b�g fella marster belong black man.”

It was the f�rst wh�te men who ventured through Melanes�a after
the early explorers, who developed bêche de mer Engl�sh—men
such as the bêche de mer f�shermen, the sandalwood traders, the
pearl hunters, and the labour recru�ters. In the Solomons, for
�nstance, scores of languages and d�alects are spoken. Unhappy the
trader who tr�ed to learn them all; for �n the next group to wh�ch he
m�ght wander he would f�nd scores of add�t�onal tongues. A common
language was necessary—a language so s�mple that a ch�ld could
learn �t, w�th a vocabulary as l�m�ted as the �ntell�gence of the



savages upon whom �t was to be used. The traders d�d not reason
th�s out. Bêche de mer Engl�sh was the product of cond�t�ons and
c�rcumstances. Funct�on precedes organ; and the need for a
un�versal Melanes�an l�ngo preceded bêche de mer Engl�sh. Bêche
de mer was purely fortu�tous, but �t was fortu�tous �n the determ�n�st�c
way. Also, from the fact that out of the need the l�ngo arose, bêche
de mer Engl�sh �s a splend�d argument for the Esperanto
enthus�asts.

A l�m�ted vocabulary means that each word shall be overworked.
Thus, fella, �n bêche de mer, means all that p�ecee does and qu�te a
b�t more, and �s used cont�nually �n every poss�ble connect�on.
Another overworked word �s belong. Noth�ng stands alone.
Everyth�ng �s related. The th�ng des�red �s �nd�cated by �ts
relat�onsh�p w�th other th�ngs. A pr�m�t�ve vocabulary means pr�m�t�ve
express�on, thus, the cont�nuance of ra�n �s expressed as ra�n he
stop. Sun he come up cannot poss�bly be m�sunderstood, wh�le the
phrase-structure �tself can be used w�thout mental exert�on �n ten
thousand d�fferent ways, as, for �nstance, a nat�ve who des�res to tell
you that there are f�sh �n the water and who says f�sh he stop. It was
wh�le trad�ng on Ysabel �sland that I learned the excellence of th�s
usage. I wanted two or three pa�rs of the large clam-shells
(measur�ng three feet across), but I d�d not want the meat �ns�de.
Also, I wanted the meat of some of the smaller clams to make a
chowder. My �nstruct�on to the nat�ves f�nally r�pened �nto the
follow�ng “You fella br�ng me fella b�g fella clam—ka�-ka� he no stop,
he walk about. You fella br�ng me fella small fella clam—ka�-ka� he
stop.”

Ka�-ka� �s the Polynes�an for food, meat, eat�ng, and to eat: but �t
would be hard to say whether �t was �ntroduced �nto Melanes�a by
the sandalwood traders or by the Polynes�an westward dr�ft. Walk
about �s a qua�nt phrase. Thus, �f one orders a Solomon sa�lor to put
a tackle on a boom, he w�ll suggest, “That fella boom he walk about
too much.” And �f the sa�d sa�lor asks for shore l�berty, he w�ll state
that �t �s h�s des�re to walk about. Or �f sa�d sa�lor be seas�ck, he w�ll
expla�n h�s cond�t�on by stat�ng, “Belly belong me walk about too
much.”



Too much, by the way, does not �nd�cate anyth�ng excess�ve. It �s
merely the s�mple superlat�ve. Thus, �f a nat�ve �s asked the d�stance
to a certa�n v�llage, h�s answer w�ll be one of these four: “Close-up”;
“long way l�ttle b�t”; “long way b�g b�t”; or “long way too much.” Long
way too much does not mean that one cannot walk to the v�llage; �t
means that he w�ll have to walk farther than �f the v�llage were a long
way b�g b�t.

Gammon �s to l�e, to exaggerate, to joke. Mary �s a woman. Any
woman �s a Mary. All women are Marys. Doubtlessly the f�rst d�m
wh�te adventurer wh�ms�cally called a nat�ve woman Mary, and of
s�m�lar b�rth must have been many other words �n bêche de mer. The
wh�te men were all seamen, and so caps�ze and s�ng out were
�ntroduced �nto the l�ngo. One would not tell a Melanes�an cook to
empty the d�sh-water, but he would tell h�m to caps�ze �t. To s�ng out
�s to cry loudly, to call out, or merely to speak. S�ng-s�ng �s a song.
The nat�ve Chr�st�an does not th�nk of God call�ng for Adam �n the
Garden of Eden; �n the nat�ve’s m�nd, God s�ngs out for Adam.

Savvee or catchee are pract�cally the only words wh�ch have been
�ntroduced stra�ght from p�geon Engl�sh. Of course, p�ckan�nny has
happened along, but some of �ts uses are del�c�ous. Hav�ng bought a
fowl from a nat�ve �n a canoe, the nat�ve asked me �f I wanted
“P�ckan�nny stop along h�m fella.” It was not unt�l he showed me a
handful of hen’s eggs that I understood h�s mean�ng. My word, as an
exclamat�on w�th a thousand s�gn�f�cances, could have arr�ved from
nowhere else than Old England. A paddle, a sweep, or an oar, �s
called washee, and washee �s also the verb.

Here �s a letter, d�ctated by one Peter, a nat�ve trader at Santa
Anna, and addressed to h�s employer. Harry, the schooner capta�n,
started to wr�te the letter, but was stopped by Peter at the end of the
second sentence. Thereafter the letter runs �n Peter’s own words, for
Peter was afra�d that Harry gammoned too much, and he wanted the
stra�ght story of h�s needs to go to headquarters.

“S���� A���
“Trader Peter has worked 12 months for your f�rm and has not

rece�ved any pay yet. He hereby wants £12.” (At th�s po�nt Peter



began d�ctat�on). “Harry he gammon along h�m all the t�me too
much. I l�ke h�m 6 t�n b�scu�t, 4 bag r�ce, 24 t�n bullamacow. Me
l�ke h�m 2 r�fle, me savvee look out along boat, some place me
go man he no good, he ka�-ka� along me.

“P����.”

Bullamacow means t�nned beef. Th�s word was corrupted from the
Engl�sh language by the Samoans, and from them learned by the
traders, who carr�ed �t along w�th them �nto Melanes�a. Capta�n Cook
and the other early nav�gators made a pract�ce of �ntroduc�ng seeds,
plants, and domest�c an�mals amongst the nat�ves. It was at Samoa
that one such nav�gator landed a bull and a cow. “Th�s �s a bull and
cow,” sa�d he to the Samoans. They thought he was g�v�ng the name
of the breed, and from that day to th�s, beef on the hoof and beef �n
the t�n �s called bullamacow.

A Solomon �slander cannot say fence, so, �n bêche de mer, �t
becomes fenn�s; store �s s�ttore, and box �s bokk�s. Just now the
fash�on �n chests, wh�ch are known as boxes, �s to have a bell-
arrangement on the lock so that the box cannot be opened w�thout
sound�ng an alarm. A box so equ�pped �s not spoken of as a mere
box, but as the bokk�s belong bell.

Fr�ght �s the bêche de mer for fear. If a nat�ve appears t�m�d and
one asks h�m the cause, he �s l�able to hear �n reply: “Me fr�ght along
you too much.” Or the nat�ve may be fr�ght along storm, or w�ld bush,
or haunted places. Cross covers every form of anger. A man may be
cross at one when he �s feel�ng only petulant; or he may be cross
when he �s seek�ng to chop off your head and make a stew out of
you. A recru�t, after hav�ng to�led three years on a plantat�on, was
returned to h�s own v�llage on Mala�ta. He was clad �n all k�nds of gay
and sport�ve garments. On h�s head was a top-hat. He possessed a
trade-box full of cal�co, beads, porpo�se-teeth, and tobacco. Hardly
was the anchor down, when the v�llagers were on board. The recru�t
looked anx�ously for h�s own relat�ves, but none was to be seen. One
of the nat�ves took the p�pe out of h�s mouth. Another conf�scated the
str�ngs of beads from around h�s neck. A th�rd rel�eved h�m of h�s
gaudy lo�n-cloth, and a fourth tr�ed on the top-hat and om�tted to
return �t. F�nally, one of them took h�s trade-box, wh�ch represented



three years’ to�l, and dropped �t �nto a canoe alongs�de. “That fella
belong you?” the capta�n asked the recru�t, referr�ng to the th�ef. “No
belong me,” was the answer. “Then why �n Jer�cho do you let h�m
take the box?” the capta�n demanded �nd�gnantly. Quoth the recru�t,
“Me speak along h�m, say bokk�s he stop, that fella he cross along
me”—wh�ch was the recru�t’s way of say�ng that the other man would
murder h�m. God’s wrath, when He sent the Flood, was merely a
case of be�ng cross along mank�nd.

What name? �s the great �nterrogat�on of bêche de mer. It all
depends on how �t �s uttered. It may mean: What �s your bus�ness?
What do you mean by th�s outrageous conduct? What do you want?
What �s the th�ng you are after? You had best watch out; I demand
an explanat�on; and a few hundred other th�ngs. Call a nat�ve out of
h�s house �n the m�ddle of the n�ght, and he �s l�kely to demand,
“What name you s�ng out along me?”

Imag�ne the pred�cament of the Germans on the plantat�ons of
Bouga�nv�lle Island, who are compelled to learn bêche de mer
Engl�sh �n order to handle the nat�ve labourers. It �s to them an
unsc�ent�f�c polyglot, and there are no text-books by wh�ch to study �t.
It �s a source of unholy del�ght to the other wh�te planters and traders
to hear the German wrestl�ng stol�dly w�th the c�rcumlocut�ons and
short-cuts of a language that has no grammar and no d�ct�onary.

Some years ago large numbers of Solomon �slanders were
recru�ted to labour on the sugar plantat�ons of Queensland. A
m�ss�onary urged one of the labourers, who was a convert, to get up
and preach a sermon to a sh�pload of Solomon �slanders who had
just arr�ved. He chose for h�s subject the Fall of Man, and the
address he gave became a class�c �n all Australas�a. It proceeded
somewhat �n the follow�ng manner:

“Altogether you boy belong Solomons you no savvee wh�te man.
Me fella me savvee h�m. Me fella me savvee talk along wh�te man.

“Before long t�me altogether no place he stop. God b�g fella
marster belong wh�te man, h�m fella He make ’m altogether. God b�g
fella marster belong wh�te man, He make ’m b�g fella garden. He
good fella too much. Along garden plenty yam he stop, plenty



cocoanut, plenty taro, plenty kumara (sweet potatoes), altogether
good fella ka�-ka� too much.

“B�meby God b�g fella marster belong wh�te man He make ’m one
fella man and put ’m along garden belong H�m. He call ’m th�s fella
man Adam. He name belong h�m. He put h�m th�s fella man Adam
along garden, and He speak, ‘Th�s fella garden he belong you.’ And
He look ’m th�s fella Adam he walk about too much. H�m fella Adam
all the same s�ck; he no savvee ka�-ka�; he walk about all the t�me.
And God He no savvee. God b�g fella marster belong wh�te man, He
scratch ’m head belong H�m. God say: ‘What name? Me no savvee
what name th�s fella Adam he want.’

“B�meby God He scratch ’m head belong H�m too much, and
speak: ‘Me fella me savvee, h�m fella Adam h�m want ’m Mary.’ So
He make Adam he go asleep, He take one fella bone belong h�m,
and He make ’m one fella Mary along bone. He call h�m th�s fella
Mary, Eve. He g�ve ’m th�s fella Eve along Adam, and He speak
along h�m fella Adam: ‘Close up altogether along th�s fella garden
belong you two fella. One fella tree he tambo (taboo) along you
altogether. Th�s fella tree belong apple.’

“So Adam Eve two fella stop along garden, and they two fella have
’m good t�me too much. B�meby, one day, Eve she come along
Adam, and she speak, ‘More good you me two fella we eat ’m th�s
fella apple.’ Adam he speak, ‘No,’ and Eve she speak, ‘What name
you no l�ke ’m me?’ And Adam he speak, ‘Me l�ke ’m you too much,
but me fr�ght along God.’ And Eve she speak, ‘Gammon! What
name? God He no savvee look along us two fella all ’m t�me. God
b�g fella marster, He gammon along you.’ But Adam he speak, ‘No.’
But Eve she talk, talk, talk, allee t�me—allee same Mary she talk
along boy along Queensland and make ’m trouble along boy. And
b�meby Adam he t�red too much, and he speak, ‘All r�ght.’ So these
two fella they go eat ’m. When they f�n�sh eat ’m, my word, they fr�ght
l�ke hell, and they go h�de along scrub.

“And God He come walk about along garden, and He s�ng out,
‘Adam!’ Adam he no speak. He too much fr�ght. My word! And God
He s�ng out, ‘Adam!’ And Adam he speak, ‘You call ’m me?’ God He
speak, ‘Me call ’m you too much.’ Adam he speak, ‘Me sleep strong



fella too much.’ And God He speak, ‘You been eat ’m th�s fella
apple.’ Adam he speak, ‘No, me no been eat ’m.’ God He speak.
‘What name you gammon along me? You been eat ’m.’ And Adam
he speak, ‘Yes, me been eat ’m.’

“And God b�g fella marster He cross along Adam Eve two fella too
much, and He speak, ‘You two fella f�n�sh along me altogether. You
go catch ’m bokk�s (box) belong you, and get to hell along scrub.’

“So Adam Eve these two fella go along scrub. And God He make
’m one b�g fenn�s (fence) all around garden and He put ’m one fella
marster belong God along fenn�s. And He g�ve th�s fella marster
belong God one b�g fella musket, and He speak, ‘S’pose you look ’m
these two fella Adam Eve, you shoot ’m plenty too much.’”



CHAPTER XVII
THE AMATEUR M.D.

W��� we sa�led from San Franc�sco on the Snark I knew as much
about s�ckness as the Adm�ral of the Sw�ss Navy knows about salt
water. And here, at the start, let me adv�se any one who med�tates
go�ng to out-of-the-way trop�c places. Go to a f�rst-class drugg�st—
the sort that have spec�al�sts on the�r salary l�st who know
everyth�ng. Talk the matter over w�th such an one. Note carefully all
that he says. Have a l�st made of all that he recommends. Wr�te out
a cheque for the total cost, and tear �t up.

I w�sh I had done the same. I should have been far w�ser, I know
now, �f I had bought one of those ready-made, self-act�ng, fool-proof
med�c�ne chests such as are favoured by fourth-rate sh�p-masters. In
such a chest each bottle has a number. On the �ns�de of the l�d �s
placed a s�mple table of d�rect�ons: No. 1, toothache; No. 2,
smallpox; No. 3, stomachache; No. 4, cholera; No. 5, rheumat�sm;
and so on, through the l�st of human �lls. And I m�ght have used �t as
d�d a certa�n venerable sk�pper, who, when No. 3 was empty, m�xed
a dose from No. 1 and No. 2, or, when No. 7 was all gone, dosed h�s
crew w�th 4 and 3 t�ll 3 gave out, when he used 5 and 2.

So far, w�th the except�on of corros�ve subl�mate (wh�ch was
recommended as an ant�sept�c �n surg�cal operat�ons, and wh�ch I
have not yet used for that purpose), my med�c�ne-chest has been
useless. It has been worse than useless, for �t has occup�ed much
space wh�ch I could have used to advantage.

W�th my surg�cal �nstruments �t �s d�fferent. Wh�le I have not yet
had ser�ous use for them, I do not regret the space they occupy. The
thought of them makes me feel good. They are so much l�fe
�nsurance, only, fa�rer than that last gr�m game, one �s not supposed



to d�e �n order to w�n. Of course, I don’t know how to use them, and
what I don’t know about surgery would set up a dozen quacks �n
prosperous pract�ce. But needs must when the dev�l dr�ves, and we
of the Snark have no warn�ng when the dev�l may take �t �nto h�s
head to dr�ve, ay, even a thousand m�les from land and twenty days
from the nearest port.

I d�d not know anyth�ng about dent�stry, but a fr�end f�tted me out
w�th forceps and s�m�lar weapons, and �n Honolulu I p�cked up a
book upon teeth. Also, �n that sub-trop�cal c�ty I managed to get hold
of a skull, from wh�ch I extracted the teeth sw�ftly and pa�nlessly.
Thus equ�pped, I was ready, though not exactly eager, to tackle any
tooth that get �n my way. It was �n Nuku-h�va, �n the Marquesas, that
my f�rst case presented �tself �n the shape of a l�ttle, old Ch�nese. The
f�rst th�ng I d�d was to got the buck fever, and I leave �t to any fa�r-
m�nded person �f buck fever, w�th �ts attendant heart-palp�tat�ons and
arm-trembl�ngs, �s the r�ght cond�t�on for a man to be �n who �s
endeavour�ng to pose as an old hand at the bus�ness. I d�d not fool
the aged Ch�naman. He was as fr�ghtened as I and a b�t more shaky.
I almost forgot to be fr�ghtened �n the fear that he would bolt. I swear,
�f he had tr�ed to, that I would have tr�pped h�m up and sat on h�m
unt�l calmness and reason returned.

I wanted that tooth. Also, Mart�n wanted a snap-shot of me gett�ng
�t. L�kew�se Charm�an got her camera. Then the process�on started.
We were stopp�ng at what had been the club-house when Stevenson
was �n the Marquesas on the Casco. On the veranda, where he had
passed so many pleasant hours, the l�ght was not good—for
snapshots, I mean. I led on �nto the garden, a cha�r �n one hand, the
other hand f�lled w�th forceps of var�ous sorts, my knees knock�ng
together d�sgracefully. The poor old Ch�naman came second, and he
was shak�ng, too. Charm�an and Mart�n brought up the rear, armed
w�th kodaks. We d�ved under the avocado trees, threaded our way
through the cocoanut palms, and came on a spot that sat�sf�ed
Mart�n’s photograph�c eye.

I looked at the tooth, and then d�scovered that I could not
remember anyth�ng about the teeth I had pulled from the skull f�ve
months prev�ously. D�d �t have one prong? two prongs? or three



prongs? What was left of the part that showed appeared very
crumbly, and I knew that I should have taken hold of the tooth deep
down �n the gum. It was very necessary that I should know how
many prongs that tooth had. Back to the house I went for the book
on teeth. The poor old v�ct�m looked l�ke photographs I had seen of
fellow-countrymen of h�s, cr�m�nals, on the�r knees, wa�t�ng the stroke
of the behead�ng sword.

“Don’t let h�m get away,” I caut�oned to Mart�n. “I want that tooth.”
“I sure won’t,” he repl�ed w�th enthus�asm, from beh�nd h�s camera.

“I want that photograph.”
For the f�rst t�me I felt sorry for the Ch�naman. Though the book d�d

not tell me anyth�ng about pull�ng teeth, �t was all r�ght, for on one
page I found draw�ngs of all the teeth, �nclud�ng the�r prongs and how
they were set �n the jaw. Then came the pursu�t of the forceps. I had
seven pa�rs, but was �n doubt as to wh�ch pa�r I should use. I d�d not
want any m�stake. As I turned the hardware over w�th rattle and
clang, the poor v�ct�m began to lose h�s gr�p and to turn a green�sh
yellow around the g�lls. He compla�ned about the sun, but that was
necessary for the photograph, and he had to stand �t. I f�tted the
forceps around the tooth, and the pat�ent sh�vered and began to w�lt.

“Ready?” I called to Mart�n.
“All ready,” he answered.
I gave a pull. Ye gods! The tooth was loose! Out �t came on the

�nstant. I was jub�lant as I held �t aloft �n the forceps.
“Put �t back, please, oh, put �t back,” Mart�n pleaded. “You were too

qu�ck for me.”
And the poor old Ch�naman sat there wh�le I put the tooth back

and pulled over. Mart�n snapped the camera. The deed was done.
Elat�on? Pr�de? No hunter was ever prouder of h�s f�rst pronged buck
than I was of that three-pronged tooth. I d�d �t! I d�d �t! W�th my own
hands and a pa�r of forceps I d�d �t, to say noth�ng of the forgotten
memor�es of the dead man’s skull.

My next case was a Tah�t�an sa�lor. He was a small man, �n a state
of collapse from long days and n�ghts of jump�ng toothache. I lanced
the gums f�rst. I d�dn’t know how to lance them, but I lanced them



just the same. It was a long pull and a strong pull. The man was a
hero. He groaned and moaned, and I thought he was go�ng to fa�nt.
But he kept h�s mouth open and let me pull. And then �t came.

After that I was ready to meet all comers—just the proper state of
m�nd for a Waterloo. And �t came. Its name was Tom�. He was a
strapp�ng g�ant of a heathen w�th a bad reputat�on. He was add�cted
to deeds of v�olence. Among other th�ngs he had beaten two of h�s
w�ves to death w�th h�s f�sts. H�s father and mother had been naked
cann�bals. When he sat down and I put the forceps �nto h�s mouth,
he was nearly as tall as I was stand�ng up. B�g men, prone to
v�olence, very often have a streak of fat �n the�r make-up, so I was
doubtful of h�m. Charm�an grabbed one arm and Warren grabbed the
other. Then the tug of war began. The �nstant the forceps closed
down on the tooth, h�s jaws closed down on the forceps. Also, both
h�s hands flew up and gr�pped my pull�ng hand. I held on, and he
held on. Charm�an and Warren held on. We wrestled all about the
shop.

It was three aga�nst one, and my hold on an ach�ng tooth was
certa�nly a foul one; but �n sp�te of the hand�cap he got away w�th us.
The forceps sl�pped off, bang�ng and gr�nd�ng along aga�nst h�s
upper teeth w�th a nerve-scrap�ng sound. Out of h�s month flew the
forceps, and he rose up �n the a�r w�th a blood-curdl�ng yell. The
three of us fell back. We expected to be massacred. But that howl�ng
savage of sangu�nary reputat�on sank back �n the cha�r. He held h�s
head �n both h�s hands, and groaned and groaned and groaned. Nor
would he l�sten to reason. I was a quack. My pa�nless tooth-
extract�on was a delus�on and a snare and a low advert�s�ng dodge. I
was so anx�ous to get that tooth that I was almost ready to br�be h�m.
But that went aga�nst my profess�onal pr�de and I let h�m depart w�th
the tooth st�ll �ntact, the only case on record up to date of fa�lure on
my part when once I had got a gr�p. S�nce then I have never let a
tooth go by me. Only the other day I volunteered to beat up three
days to w�ndward to pull a woman m�ss�onary’s tooth. I expect,
before the voyage of the Snark �s f�n�shed, to be do�ng br�dge work
and putt�ng on gold crowns.



I don’t know whether they are yaws or not—a phys�c�an �n F�j� told
me they were, and a m�ss�onary �n the Solomons told me they were
not; but at any rate I can vouch for the fact that they are most
uncomfortable. It was my luck to sh�p �n Tah�t� a French-sa�lor, who,
when we got to sea, proved to be affl�cted w�th a v�le sk�n d�sease.
The Snark was too small and too much of a fam�ly party to perm�t
reta�n�ng h�m on board; but perforce, unt�l we could reach land and
d�scharge h�m, �t was up to me to doctor h�m. I read up the books
and proceeded to treat h�m, tak�ng care afterwards always to use a
thorough ant�sept�c wash. When we reached Tutu�la, far from gett�ng
r�d of h�m, the port doctor declared a quarant�ne aga�nst h�m and
refused to allow h�m ashore. But at Ap�a, Samoa, I managed to sh�p
h�m off on a steamer to New Zealand. Here at Ap�a my ankles were
badly b�tten by mosqu�toes, and I confess to hav�ng scratched the
b�tes—as I had a thousand t�mes before. By the t�me I reached the
�sland of Sava��, a small sore had developed on the hollow of my
�nstep. I thought �t was due to chafe and to ac�d fumes from the hot
lava over wh�ch I tramped. An appl�cat�on of salve would cure �t—so I
thought. The salve d�d heal �t over, whereupon an aston�sh�ng
�nflammat�on set �n, the new sk�n came off, and a larger sore was
exposed. Th�s was repeated many t�mes. Each t�me new sk�n
formed, an �nflammat�on followed, and the c�rcumference of the sore
�ncreased. I was puzzled and fr�ghtened. All my l�fe my sk�n had
been famous for �ts heal�ng powers, yet here was someth�ng that
would not heal. Instead, �t was da�ly eat�ng up more sk�n, wh�le �t had
eaten down clear through the sk�n and was eat�ng up the muscle
�tself.

By th�s t�me the Snark was at sea on her way to F�j�. I remembered
the French sa�lor, and for the f�rst t�me became ser�ously alarmed.
Four other s�m�lar sores had appeared—or ulcers, rather, and the
pa�n of them kept me awake at n�ght. All my plans were made to lay
up the Snark �n F�j� and get away on the f�rst steamer to Austral�a
and profess�onal M.D.’s. In the meant�me, �n my amateur M.D. way, I
d�d my best. I read through all the med�cal works on board. Not a l�ne
nor a word could I f�nd descr�pt�ve of my affl�ct�on. I brought common
horse-sense to bear on the problem. Here were mal�gnant and
excess�vely act�ve ulcers that were eat�ng me up. There was an



organ�c and corrod�ng po�son at work. Two th�ngs I concluded must
be done. F�rst, some agent must be found to destroy the po�son.
Secondly, the ulcers could not poss�bly heal from the outs�de �n; they
must heal from the �ns�de out. I dec�ded to f�ght the po�son w�th
corros�ve subl�mate. The very name of �t struck me as v�c�ous. Talk of
f�ght�ng f�re w�th f�re! I was be�ng consumed by a corros�ve po�son,
and �t appealed to my fancy to f�ght �t w�th another corros�ve po�son.
After several days I alternated dress�ngs of corros�ve subl�mate w�th
dress�ngs of perox�de of hydrogen. And behold, by the t�me we
reached F�j� four of the f�ve ulcers were healed, wh�le the rema�n�ng
one was no b�gger than a pea.

I now felt fully qual�f�ed to treat yaws. L�kew�se I had a wholesome
respect for them. Not so the rest of the crew of the Snark. In the�r
case, see�ng was not bel�ev�ng. One and all, they had seen my
dreadful pred�cament; and all of them, I am conv�nced, had a
subconsc�ous cert�tude that the�r own superb const�tut�ons and
glor�ous personal�t�es would never allow lodgment of so v�le a po�son
�n the�r carcasses as my anæm�c const�tut�on and med�ocre
personal�ty had allowed to lodge �n m�ne. At Port Resolut�on, �n the
New Hebr�des, Mart�n elected to walk barefooted �n the bush and
returned on board w�th many cuts and abras�ons, espec�ally on h�s
sh�ns.

“You’d better be careful,” I warned h�m. “I’ll m�x up some corros�ve
subl�mate for you to wash those cuts w�th. An ounce of prevent�on,
you know.”

But Mart�n sm�led a super�or sm�le. Though he d�d not say so, I
nevertheless was g�ven to understand that he was not as other men
(I was the only man he could poss�bly have had reference to), and
that �n a couple of days h�s cuts would be healed. He also read me a
d�ssertat�on upon the pecul�ar pur�ty of h�s blood and h�s remarkable
heal�ng powers. I felt qu�te humble when he was done w�th me.
Ev�dently I was d�fferent from other men �n so far as pur�ty of blood
was concerned.

Nakata, the cab�n-boy, wh�le �ron�ng one day, m�stook the calf of
h�s leg for the �ron�ng-block and accumulated a burn three �nches �n
length and half an �nch w�de. He, too, sm�led the super�or sm�le when



I offered h�m corros�ve subl�mate and rem�nded h�m of my own cruel
exper�ence. I was g�ven to understand, w�th all due suav�ty and
courtesy, that no matter what was the matter w�th my blood, h�s
number-one, Japanese, Port-Arthur blood was all r�ght and scornful
of the fest�ve m�crobe.

Wada, the cook, took part �n a d�sastrous land�ng of the launch,
when he had to leap overboard and fend the launch off the beach �n
a smash�ng surf. By means of shells and coral he cut h�s legs and
feet up beaut�fully. I offered h�m the corros�ve subl�mate bottle. Once
aga�n I suffered the super�or sm�le and was g�ven to understand that
h�s blood was the same blood that had l�cked Russ�a and was go�ng
to l�ck the Un�ted States some day, and that �f h�s blood wasn’t able
to cure a few tr�fl�ng cuts, he’d comm�t har�-kar� �n sheer d�sgrace.

From all of wh�ch I concluded that an amateur M.D. �s w�thout
honour on h�s own vessel, even �f he has cured h�mself. The rest of
the crew had begun to look upon me as a sort of m�ld mono-man�ac
on the quest�on of sores and subl�mate. Just because my blood was
�mpure was no reason that I should th�nk everybody else’s was. I
made no more overtures. T�me and m�crobes were w�th me, and all I
had to do was wa�t.

“I th�nk there’s some d�rt �n these cuts,” Mart�n sa�d tentat�vely,
after several days. “I’ll wash them out and then they’ll be all r�ght,” he
added, after I had refused to r�se to the ba�t.

Two more days passed, but the cuts d�d not pass, and I caught
Mart�n soak�ng h�s feet and legs �n a pa�l of hot water.

“Noth�ng l�ke hot water,” he procla�med enthus�ast�cally. “It beats all
the dope the doctors ever put up. These sores w�ll be all r�ght �n the
morn�ng.”

But �n the morn�ng he wore a troubled look, and I knew that the
hour of my tr�umph approached.

“I th�nk I w�ll try some of that med�c�ne,” he announced later on �n
the day. “Not that I th�nk �t’ll do much good,” he qual�f�ed, “but I’ll just
g�ve �t a try anyway.”

Next came the proud blood of Japan to beg med�c�ne for �ts
�llustr�ous sores, wh�le I heaped coals of f�re on all the�r houses by



expla�n�ng �n m�nute and sympathet�c deta�l the treatment that should
be g�ven. Nakata followed �nstruct�ons �mpl�c�tly, and day by day h�s
sores grew smaller. Wada was apathet�c, and cured less read�ly. But
Mart�n st�ll doubted, and because he d�d not cure �mmed�ately, he
developed the theory that wh�le doctor’s dope was all r�ght, �t d�d not
follow that the same k�nd of dope was eff�cac�ous w�th everybody. As
for h�mself, corros�ve subl�mate had no effect. Bes�des, how d�d I
know that �t was the r�ght stuff? I had had no exper�ence. Just
because I happened to get well wh�le us�ng �t was not proof that �t
had played any part �n the cure. There were such th�ngs as
co�nc�dences. W�thout doubt there was a dope that would cure the
sores, and when he ran across a real doctor he would f�nd what that
dope was and get some of �t.

About th�s t�me we arr�ved �n the Solomon Islands. No phys�c�an
would ever recommend the group for �nval�ds or san�tor�ums. I spent
but l�ttle t�me there ere I really and for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe
comprehended how fra�l and unstable �s human t�ssue. Our f�rst
anchorage was Port Mary, on the �sland of Santa Anna. The one
lone wh�te man, a trader, came alongs�de. Tom Butler was h�s name,
and he was a beaut�ful example of what the Solomons can do to a
strong man. He lay �n h�s whale-boat w�th the helplessness of a
dy�ng man. No sm�le and l�ttle �ntell�gence �llum�ned h�s face. He was
a sombre death’s-head, too far gone to gr�n. He, too, had yaws, b�g
ones. We were compelled to drag h�m over the ra�l of the Snark. He
sa�d that h�s health was good, that he had not had the fever for some
t�me, and that w�th the except�on of h�s arm he was all r�ght and tr�m.
H�s arm appeared to be paralysed. Paralys�s he rejected w�th scorn.
He had had �t before, and recovered. It was a common nat�ve
d�sease on Santa Anna, he sa�d, as he was helped down the
compan�on ladder, h�s dead arm dropp�ng, bump-bump, from step to
step. He was certa�nly the ghastl�est guest we ever enterta�ned, and
we’ve had not a few lepers and elephant�as�s v�ct�ms on board.

Mart�n �nqu�red about yaws, for here was a man who ought to
know. He certa�nly d�d know, �f we could judge by h�s scarred arms
and legs and by the l�ve ulcers that corroded �n the m�dst of the
scars. Oh, one got used to yaws, quoth Tom Butler. They were never
really ser�ous unt�l they had eaten deep �nto the flesh. Then they



attacked the walls of the arter�es, the arter�es burst, and there was a
funeral. Several of the nat�ves had recently d�ed that way ashore. But
what d�d �t matter? If �t wasn’t yaws, �t was someth�ng else �n the
Solomons.

I not�ced that from th�s moment Mart�n d�splayed a sw�ftly
�ncreas�ng �nterest �n h�s own yaws. Dos�ngs w�th corros�ve subl�mate
were more frequent, wh�le, �n conversat�on, he began to revert w�th
grow�ng enthus�asm to the clean cl�mate of Kansas and all other
th�ngs Kansan. Charm�an and I thought that Cal�forn�a was a l�ttle b�t
of all r�ght. Henry swore by Rapa, and Tehe� staked all on Bora Bora
for h�s own blood’s sake; wh�le Wada and Nakata sang the san�tary
pæan of Japan.

One even�ng, as the Snark worked around the southern end of the
�sland of Ug�, look�ng for a reputed anchorage, a Church of England
m�ss�onary, a Mr. Drew, bound �n h�s whaleboat for the coast of San
Cr�stoval, came alongs�de and stopped for d�nner. Mart�n, h�s legs
swathed �n Red Cross bandages t�ll they looked l�ke a mummy’s,
turned the conversat�on upon yaws. Yes, sa�d Mr. Drew, they were
qu�te common �n the Solomons. All wh�te men caught them.

“And have you had them?” Mart�n demanded, �n the soul of h�m
qu�te shocked that a Church of England m�ss�onary could possess so
vulgar an affl�ct�on.

Mr. Drew nodded h�s head and added that not only had he had
them, but at that moment he was doctor�ng several.

“What do you use on them?” Mart�n asked l�ke a flash.
My heart almost stood st�ll wa�t�ng the answer. By that answer my

profess�onal med�cal prest�ge stood or fell. Mart�n, I could see, was
qu�te sure �t was go�ng to fall. And then the answer—O blessed
answer!

“Corros�ve subl�mate,” sa�d Mr. Drew.
Mart�n gave �n handsomely, I’ll adm�t, and I am conf�dent that at

that moment, �f I had asked perm�ss�on to pull one of h�s teeth, he
would not have den�ed me.

All wh�te men �n the Solomons catch yaws, and every cut or
abras�on pract�cally means another yaw. Every man I met had had



them, and n�ne out of ten had act�ve ones. There was but one
except�on, a young fellow who had been �n the �slands f�ve months,
who had come down w�th fever ten days after he arr�ved, and who
had s�nce then been down so often w�th fever that he had had
ne�ther t�me nor opportun�ty for yaws.

Every one on the Snark except Charm�an came down w�th yaws.
Hers was the same egot�sm that Japan and Kansas had d�splayed.
She ascr�bed her �mmun�ty to the pureness of her blood, and as the
days went by she ascr�bed �t more often and more loudly to the
pureness of her blood. Pr�vately I ascr�bed her �mmun�ty to the fact
that, be�ng a woman, she escaped most of the cuts and abras�ons to
wh�ch we hard-work�ng men were subject �n the course of work�ng
the Snark around the world. I d�d not tell her so. You see, I d�d not
w�sh to bru�se her ego w�th brutal facts. Be�ng an M.D., �f only an
amateur one, I knew more about the d�sease than she, and I knew
that t�me was my ally. But alas, I abused my ally when �t dealt a
charm�ng l�ttle yaw on the sh�n. So qu�ckly d�d I apply ant�sept�c
treatment, that the yaw was cured before she was conv�nced that
she had one. Aga�n, as an M.D., I was w�thout honour on my own
vessel; and, worse than that, I was charged w�th hav�ng tr�ed to
m�slead her �nto the bel�ef that she had had a yaw. The pureness of
her blood was more rampant than ever, and I poked my nose �nto my
nav�gat�on books and kept qu�et. And then came the day. We were
cru�s�ng along the coast of Mala�ta at the t�me.

“What’s that abaft your ankle-bone?” sa�d I.
“Noth�ng,” sa�d she.
“All r�ght,” sa�d I; “but put some corros�ve subl�mate on �t just the

same. And some two or three weeks from now, when �t �s well and
you have a scar that you w�ll carry to your grave, just forget about
the pur�ty of your blood and your ancestral h�story and tell me what
you th�nk about yaws anyway.”

It was as large as a s�lver dollar, that yaw, and �t took all of three
weeks to heal. There were t�mes when Charm�an could not walk
because of the hurt of �t; and there were t�mes upon t�mes when she
expla�ned that abaft the ankle-bone was the most pa�nful place to
have a yaw. I expla�ned, �n turn, that, never hav�ng exper�enced a



yaw �n that local�ty, I was dr�ven to conclude the hollow of the �nstep
was the most pa�nful place for yaw-culture. We left �t to Mart�n, who
d�sagreed w�th both of us and procla�med pass�onately that the only
truly pa�nful place was the sh�n. No wonder horse-rac�ng �s so
popular.

But yaws lose the�r novelty after a t�me. At the present moment of
wr�t�ng I have f�ve yaws on my hands and three more on my sh�n.
Charm�an has one on each s�de of her r�ght �nstep. Tehe� �s frant�c
w�th h�s. Mart�n’s latest sh�n-cultures have ecl�psed h�s earl�er ones.
And Nakata has several score casually eat�ng away at h�s t�ssue. But
the h�story of the Snark �n the Solomons has been the h�story of
every sh�p s�nce the early d�scoverers. From the “Sa�l�ng D�rect�ons” I
quote the follow�ng:

“The crews of vessels rema�n�ng any cons�derable t�me �n the
Solomons f�nd wounds and sores l�able to change �nto mal�gnant
ulcers.”

Nor on the quest�on of fever were the “Sa�l�ng D�rect�ons” any
more encourag�ng, for �n them I read:

“New arr�vals are almost certa�n sooner or later to suffer from
fever. The nat�ves are also subject to �t. The number of deaths
among the wh�tes �n the year 1897 amounted to 9 among a
populat�on of 50.”

Some of these deaths, however, were acc�dental.
Nakata was the f�rst to come down w�th fever. Th�s occurred at

Penduffryn. Wada and Henry followed h�m. Charm�an surrendered
next. I managed to escape for a couple of months; but when I was
bowled over, Mart�n sympathet�cally jo�ned me several days later.
Out of the seven of us all told Tehe� �s the only one who has
escaped; but h�s suffer�ngs from nostalg�a are worse than fever.
Nakata, as usual, followed �nstruct�ons fa�thfully, so that by the end of
h�s th�rd attack he could take a two hours’ sweat, consume th�rty or
forty gra�ns of qu�n�ne, and be weak but all r�ght at the end of twenty-
four hours.

Wada and Henry, however, were tougher pat�ents w�th wh�ch to
deal. In the f�rst place, Wada got �n a bad funk. He was of the f�rm
conv�ct�on that h�s star had set and that the Solomons would rece�ve



h�s bones. He saw that l�fe about h�m was cheap. At Penduffryn he
saw the ravages of dysentery, and, unfortunately for h�m, he saw one
v�ct�m carr�ed out on a str�p of galvan�zed sheet-�ron and dumped
w�thout coff�n or funeral �nto a hole �n the ground. Everybody had
fever, everybody had dysentery, everybody had everyth�ng. Death
was common. Here to-day and gone to-morrow—and Wada forgot all
about to-day and made up h�s m�nd that to-morrow had come.

He was careless of h�s ulcers, neglected to subl�mate them, and
by uncontrolled scratch�ng spread them all over h�s body. Nor would
he follow �nstruct�ons w�th fever, and, as a result, would be down f�ve
days at a t�me, when a day would have been suff�c�ent. Henry, who �s
a strapp�ng g�ant of a man, was just as bad. He refused po�nt blank
to take qu�n�ne, on the ground that years before he had had fever
and that the p�lls the doctor gave h�m were of d�fferent s�ze and
colour from the qu�n�ne tablets I offered h�m. So Henry jo�ned Wada.

But I fooled the pa�r of them, and dosed them w�th the�r own
med�c�ne, wh�ch was fa�th-cure. They had fa�th �n the�r funk that they
were go�ng to d�e. I slammed a lot of qu�n�ne down the�r throats and
took the�r temperature. It was the f�rst t�me I had used my med�c�ne-
chest thermometer, and I qu�ckly d�scovered that �t was worthless,
that �t had been produced for prof�t and not for serv�ce. If I had let on
to my two pat�ents that the thermometer d�d not work, there would
have been two funerals �n short order. The�r temperature I swear was
105°. I solemnly made one and then the other smoke the
thermometer, allowed an express�on of sat�sfact�on to �rrad�ate my
countenance, and joyfully told them that the�r temperature was 94°.
Then I slammed more qu�n�ne down the�r throats, told them that any
s�ckness or weakness they m�ght exper�ence would be due to the
qu�n�ne, and left them to get well. And they d�d get well, Wada �n
sp�te of h�mself. If a man can d�e through a m�sapprehens�on, �s
there any �mmoral�ty �n mak�ng h�m l�ve through a m�sapprehens�on?

Commend me the wh�te race when �t comes to gr�t and surv�v�ng.
One of our two Japanese and both our Tah�t�ans funked and had to
be slapped on the back and cheered up and dragged along by ma�n
strength toward l�fe. Charm�an and Mart�n took the�r affl�ct�ons
cheerfully, made the least of them, and moved w�th calm cert�tude



along the way of l�fe. When Wada and Henry were conv�nced that
they were go�ng to d�e, the funeral atmosphere was too much for
Tehe�, who prayed dolorously and cr�ed for hours at a t�me. Mart�n,
on the other hand, cursed and got well, and Charm�an groaned and
made plans for what she was go�ng to do when she got well aga�n.

Charm�an had been ra�sed a vegetar�an and a san�tar�an. Her Aunt
Netta, who brought her up and who l�ved �n a healthful cl�mate, d�d
not bel�eve �n drugs. Ne�ther d�d Charm�an. Bes�des, drugs d�sagreed
w�th her. The�r effects were worse than the �lls they were supposed
to allev�ate. But she l�stened to the argument �n favour of qu�n�ne,
accepted �t as the lesser ev�l, and �n consequence had shorter, less
pa�nful, and less frequent attacks of fever. We encountered a Mr.
Caulfe�ld, a m�ss�onary, whose two predecessors had d�ed after less
than s�x months’ res�dence �n the Solomons. L�ke them he had been
a f�rm bel�ever �n homeopathy, unt�l after h�s f�rst fever, whereupon,
unl�ke them, he made a grand sl�de back to allopathy and qu�n�ne,
catch�ng fever and carry�ng on h�s Gospel work.

But poor Wada! The straw that broke the cook’s back was when
Charm�an and I took h�m along on a cru�se to the cann�bal �sland of
Mala�ta, �n a small yacht, on the deck of wh�ch the capta�n had been
murdered half a year before. Ka�-ka� means to eat, and Wada was
sure he was go�ng to be ka�-ka�’d. We went about heav�ly armed, our
v�g�lance was unrem�tt�ng, and when we went for a bath �n the mouth
of a fresh-water stream, black boys, armed w�th r�fles, d�d sentry duty
about us. We encountered Engl�sh war vessels burn�ng and shell�ng
v�llages �n pun�shment for murders. Nat�ves w�th pr�ces on the�r
heads sought shelter on board of us. Murder stalked abroad �n the
land. In out-of-the-way places we rece�ved warn�ngs from fr�endly
savages of �mpend�ng attacks. Our vessel owed two heads to
Mala�ta, wh�ch were l�able to be collected any t�me. Then to cap �t all,
we were wrecked on a reef, and w�th r�fles �n one hand warned the
canoes of wreckers off wh�le w�th the other hand we to�led to save
the sh�p. All of wh�ch was too much for Wada, who went daffy, and
who f�nally qu�tted the Snark on the �sland of Ysabel, go�ng ashore
for good �n a dr�v�ng ra�n-storm, between two attacks of fever, wh�le
threatened w�th pneumon�a. If he escapes be�ng ka�-ka�’d, and �f he
can surv�ve sores and fever wh�ch are r�otous ashore, he can expect,



�f he �s reasonably lucky, to get away from that place to the adjacent
�sland �n anywhere from s�x to e�ght weeks. He never d�d th�nk much
of my med�c�ne, desp�te the fact that I successfully and at the f�rst
tr�al pulled two ach�ng teeth for h�m.

The Snark has been a hosp�tal for months, and I confess that we
are gett�ng used to �t. At Mer�nge Lagoon, where we careened and
cleaned the Snark’s copper, there were t�mes when only one man of
us was able to go �nto the water, wh�le the three wh�te men on the
plantat�on ashore were all down w�th fever. At the moment of wr�t�ng
th�s we are lost at sea somewhere northeast of Ysabel and try�ng
va�nly to f�nd Lord Howe Island, wh�ch �s an atoll that cannot be
s�ghted unless one �s on top of �t. The chronometer has gone wrong.
The sun does not sh�ne anyway, nor can I get a star observat�on at
n�ght, and we have had noth�ng but squalls and ra�n for days and
days. The cook �s gone. Nakata, who has been try�ng to be both
cook and cab�n boy, �s down on h�s back w�th fever. Mart�n �s just up
from fever, and go�ng down aga�n. Charm�an, whose fever has
become per�od�cal, �s look�ng up �n her date book to f�nd when the
next attack w�ll be. Henry has begun to eat qu�n�ne �n an expectant
mood. And, s�nce my attacks h�t me w�th the suddenness of
bludgeon-blows I do not know from moment to moment when I shall
be brought down. By a m�stake we gave our last flour away to some
wh�te men who d�d not have any flour. We don’t know when we’ll
make land. Our Solomon sores are worse than ever, and more
numerous. The corros�ve subl�mate was acc�dentally left ashore at
Penduffryn; the perox�de of hydrogen �s exhausted; and I am
exper�ment�ng w�th borac�c ac�d, lysol, and ant�phlogyst�ne. At any
rate, �f I fa�l �n becom�ng a reputable M.D., �t won’t be from lack of
pract�ce.

P.S. It �s now two weeks s�nce the forego�ng was wr�tten, and
Tehe�, the only �mmune on board has been down ten days w�th far
severer fever than any of us and �s st�ll down. H�s temperature has
been repeatedly as h�gh as 104, and h�s pulse 115.

P.S. At sea, between Tasman atoll and Mann�ng Stra�ts. Tehe�’s
attack developed �nto black water fever—the severest form of
malar�al fever, wh�ch, the doctor-book assures me, �s due to some



outs�de �nfect�on as well. Hav�ng pulled h�m through h�s fever, I am
now at my w�t’s end, for he has lost h�s w�ts altogether. I am rather
recent �n pract�ce to take up the cure of �nsan�ty. Th�s makes the
second lunacy case on th�s short voyage.

P.S. Some day I shall wr�te a book (for the profess�on), and ent�tle
�t, “Around the World on the Hosp�tal Sh�p Snark.” Even our pets
have not escaped. We sa�led from Mer�nge Lagoon w�th two, an Ir�sh
terr�er and a wh�te cockatoo. The terr�er fell down the cab�n
compan�onway and lamed �ts n�gh h�nd leg, then repeated the
manœuvre and lamed �ts off fore leg. At the present moment �t has
but two legs to walk on. Fortunately, they are on oppos�te s�des and
ends, so that she can st�ll dot and carry two. The cockatoo was
crushed under the cab�n skyl�ght and had to be k�lled. Th�s was our
f�rst funeral—though for that matter, the several ch�ckens we had,
and wh�ch would have made welcome broth for the convalescents,
flew overboard and were drowned. Only the cockroaches flour�sh.
Ne�ther �llness nor acc�dent ever befalls them, and they grow larger
and more carn�vorous day by day, gnaw�ng our f�nger-na�ls and toe-
na�ls wh�le we sleep.

P.S. Charm�an �s hav�ng another bout w�th fever. Mart�n, �n despa�r,
has taken to horse-doctor�ng h�s yaws w�th bluestone and to bless�ng
the Solomons. As for me, �n add�t�on to nav�gat�ng, doctor�ng, and
wr�t�ng short stor�es, I am far from well. W�th the except�on of the
�nsan�ty cases, I’m the worst off on board. I shall catch the next
steamer to Austral�a and go on the operat�ng table. Among my m�nor
affl�ct�ons, I may ment�on a new and myster�ous one. For the past
week my hands have been swell�ng as w�th dropsy. It �s only by a
pa�nful effort that I can close them. A pull on a rope �s excruc�at�ng.
The sensat�ons are l�ke those that accompany severe ch�lbla�ns.
Also, the sk�n �s peel�ng off both hands at an alarm�ng rate, bes�des
wh�ch the new sk�n underneath �s grow�ng hard and th�ck. The
doctor-book fa�ls to ment�on th�s d�sease. Nobody knows what �t �s.

P.S. Well, anyway, I’ve cured the chronometer. After knock�ng
about the sea for e�ght squally, ra�ny days, most of the t�me hove to, I
succeeded �n catch�ng a part�al observat�on of the sun at m�dday.
From th�s I worked up my lat�tude, then headed by log to the lat�tude



of Lord Howe, and ran both that lat�tude and the �sland down
together. Here I tested the chronometer by long�tude s�ghts and
found �t someth�ng l�ke three m�nutes out. S�nce each m�nute �s
equ�valent to f�fteen m�les, the total error can be apprec�ated. By
repeated observat�ons at Lord Howe I rated the chronometer, f�nd�ng
�t to have a da�ly los�ng error of seven-tenths of a second. Now �t
happens that a year ago, when we sa�led from Hawa��, that selfsame
chronometer had that selfsame los�ng error of seven-tenths of a
second. S�nce that error was fa�thfully added every day, and s�nce
that error, as proved by my observat�ons at Lord Howe, has not
changed, then what under the sun made that chronometer all of a
sudden accelerate and catch up w�th �tself three m�nutes? Can such
th�ngs be? Expert watchmakers say no; but I say that they have
never done any expert watch-mak�ng and watch-rat�ng �n the
Solomons. That �t �s the cl�mate �s my only d�agnos�s. At any rate, I
have successfully doctored the chronometer, even �f I have fa�led
w�th the lunacy cases and w�th Mart�n’s yaws.

P.S. Mart�n has just tr�ed burnt alum, and �s bless�ng the Solomons
more fervently than ever.

P.S. Between Mann�ng Stra�ts and Pavuvu Islands.
Henry has developed rheumat�sm �n h�s back, ten sk�ns have

peeled off my hands and the eleventh �s now peel�ng, wh�le Tehe� �s
more lunat�c than ever and day and n�ght prays God not to k�ll h�m.
Also, Nakata and I are slash�ng away at fever aga�n. And f�nally up to
date, Nakata last even�ng had an attack of ptoma�ne po�son�ng, and
we spent half the n�ght pull�ng h�m through.



BACKWORD

T�� Snark was forty-three feet on the water-l�ne and f�fty-f�ve over
all, w�th f�fteen feet beam (tumble-home s�des) and seven feet e�ght
�nches draught. She was ketch-r�gged, carry�ng fly�ng-j�b, j�b, fore-
staysa�l, ma�n-sa�l, m�zzen, and sp�nnaker. There were s�x feet of
head-room below, and she was crown-decked and flush-decked.
There were four alleged water-t�ght compartments. A seventy-horse
power aux�l�ary gas-eng�ne sporad�cally furn�shed locomot�on at an
approx�mate cost of twenty dollars per m�le. A f�ve-horse power
eng�ne ran the pumps when �t was �n order, and on two occas�ons
proved capable of furn�sh�ng ju�ce for the search-l�ght. The storage
batter�es worked four or f�ve t�mes �n the course of two years. The
fourteen-foot launch was rumoured to work at t�mes, but �t �nvar�ably
broke down whenever I stepped on board.

But the Snark sa�led. It was the only way she could get anywhere.
She sa�led for two years, and never touched rock, reef, nor shoal.
She had no �ns�de ballast, her �ron keel we�ghed f�ve tons, but her
deep draught and h�gh freeboard made her very st�ff. Caught under
full sa�l �n trop�c squalls, she bur�ed her ra�l and deck many t�mes, but
stubbornly refused to turn turtle. She steered eas�ly, and she could
run day and n�ght, w�thout steer�ng, close-by, full-and-by, and w�th
the w�nd abeam. W�th the w�nd on her quarter and the sa�ls properly
tr�mmed, she steered herself w�th�n two po�nts, and w�th the w�nd
almost astern she requ�red scarcely three po�nts for self-steer�ng.

The Snark was partly bu�lt �n San Franc�sco. The morn�ng her �ron
keel was to be cast was the morn�ng of the great earthquake. Then
came anarchy. S�x months overdue �n the bu�ld�ng, I sa�led the shell
of her to Hawa�� to be f�n�shed, the eng�ne lashed to the bottom,
bu�ld�ng mater�als lashed on deck. Had I rema�ned �n San Franc�sco



for complet�on, I’d st�ll be there. As �t was, partly bu�lt, she cost four
t�mes what she ought to have cost.

The Snark was born unfortunately. She was l�belled �n San
Franc�sco, had her cheques protested as fraudulent �n Hawa��, and
was f�ned for breach of quarant�ne �n the Solomons. To save
themselves, the newspapers could not tell the truth about her. When
I d�scharged an �ncompetent capta�n, they sa�d I had beaten h�m to a
pulp. When one young man returned home to cont�nue at college, �t
was reported that I was a regular Wolf Larsen, and that my whole
crew had deserted because I had beaten �t to a pulp. In fact the only
blow struck on the Snark was when the cook was manhandled by a
capta�n who had sh�pped w�th me under false pretences, and whom I
d�scharged �n F�j�. Also, Charm�an and I boxed for exerc�se; but
ne�ther of us was ser�ously ma�med.

The voyage was our �dea of a good t�me. I bu�lt the Snark and pa�d
for �t, and for all expenses. I contracted to wr�te th�rty-f�ve thousand
words descr�pt�ve of the tr�p for a magaz�ne wh�ch was to pay me the
same rate I rece�ved for stor�es wr�tten at home. Promptly the
magaz�ne advert�sed that �t was send�ng me espec�ally around the
world for �tself. It was a wealthy magaz�ne. And every man who had
bus�ness deal�ngs w�th the Snark charged three pr�ces because
forsooth the magaz�ne could afford �t. Down �n the uttermost South
Sea �sle th�s myth obta�ned, and I pa�d accord�ngly. To th�s day
everybody bel�eves that the magaz�ne pa�d for everyth�ng and that I
made a fortune out of the voyage. It �s hard, after such advert�s�ng, to
hammer �t �nto the human understand�ng that the whole voyage was
done for the fun of �t.

I went to Austral�a to go �nto hosp�tal, where I spent f�ve weeks. I
spent f�ve months m�serably s�ck �n hotels. The myster�ous malady
that affl�cted my hands was too much for the Austral�an spec�al�sts. It
was unknown �n the l�terature of med�c�ne. No case l�ke �t had ever
been reported. It extended from my hands to my feet so that at t�mes
I was as helpless as a ch�ld. On occas�on my hands were tw�ce the�r
natural s�ze, w�th seven dead and dy�ng sk�ns peel�ng off at the same
t�me. There were t�mes when my toe-na�ls, �n twenty-four hours,



grew as th�ck as they were long. After f�l�ng them off, �ns�de another
twenty-four hours they were as th�ck as before.

The Austral�an spec�al�sts agreed that the malady was non-
paras�t�c, and that, therefore, �t must be nervous. It d�d not mend,
and �t was �mposs�ble for me to cont�nue the voyage. The only way I
could have cont�nued �t would have been by be�ng lashed �n my
bunk, for �n my helpless cond�t�on, unable to clutch w�th my hands, I
could not have moved about on a small roll�ng boat. Also, I sa�d to
myself that wh�le there were many boats and many voyages, I had
but one pa�r of hands and one set of toe-na�ls. St�ll further, I
reasoned that �n my own cl�mate of Cal�forn�a I had always
ma�nta�ned a stable nervous equ�l�br�um. So back I came.

S�nce my return I have completely recovered. And I have found
out what was the matter w�th me. I encountered a book by
L�eutenant-Colonel Charles E. Woodruff of the Un�ted States Army
ent�tled “Effects of Trop�cal L�ght on Wh�te Men.” Then I knew. Later,
I met Colonel Woodruff, and learned that he had been s�m�larly
affl�cted. H�mself an Army surgeon, seventeen Army surgeons sat on
h�s case �n the Ph�l�pp�nes, and, l�ke the Austral�an spec�al�sts,
confessed themselves beaten. In br�ef, I had a strong pred�spos�t�on
toward the t�ssue-destruct�veness of trop�cal l�ght. I was be�ng torn to
p�eces by the ultra-v�olet rays just as many exper�menters w�th the X-
ray have been torn to p�eces.

In pass�ng, I may ment�on that among the other affl�ct�ons that
jo�ntly compelled the abandonment of the voyage, was one that �s
var�ously called the healthy man’s d�sease, European Leprosy, and
B�bl�cal Leprosy. Unl�ke True Leprosy, noth�ng �s known of th�s
myster�ous malady. No doctor has ever cla�med a cure for a case of
�t, though spontaneous cures are recorded. It comes, they know not
how. It �s, they know not what. It goes, they know not why. W�thout
the use of drugs, merely by l�v�ng �n the wholesome Cal�forn�a
cl�mate, my s�lvery sk�n van�shed. The only hope the doctors had
held out to me was a spontaneous cure, and such a cure was m�ne.

A last word: the test of the voyage. It �s easy enough for me or any
man to say that �t was enjoyable. But there �s a better w�tness, the
one woman who made �t from beg�nn�ng to end. In hosp�tal when I



broke the news to Charm�an that I must go back to Cal�forn�a, the
tears welled �nto her eyes. For two days she was wrecked and
broken by the knowledge that the happy, happy voyage was
abandoned.

G��� E����, C���������,
     Apr�l 7, 1911.



FOOTNOTES

[268] To po�nt out that we of the Snark are not a crowd of
weakl�ngs, wh�ch m�ght be concluded from our d�vers affl�ct�ons, I
quote the follow�ng, wh�ch I gleaned verbat�m from the Eugen�e’s log
and wh�ch may be cons�dered as a sample of Solomon Islands
cru�s�ng:

Ulava, Thursday, March 12, 1908.
Boat went ashore �n the morn�ng. Got two loads �vory nut, 4000

copra. Sk�pper down w�th fever.
Ulava, Fr�day, March 13, 1908.

Buy�ng nuts from bushmen, 1½ ton. Mate and sk�pper down w�th
fever.

Ulava, Saturday, March 14, 1908.
At noon hove up and proceeded w�th a very l�ght E.N.E. w�nd for

Ngora-Ngora. Anchored �n 5 fathoms—shell and coral. Mate down
w�th fever.

Ngora-Ngora, Sunday, March 15, 1908.
At daybreak found that the boy Bagua had d�ed dur�ng the n�ght,

on dysentery. He was about 14 days s�ck. At sunset, b�g N.W. squall.
(Second anchor ready) Last�ng one hour and 30 m�nutes.

At sea, Monday, March 16, 1908.
Set course for S�k�ana at 4 P.M. W�nd broke off. Heavy squalls

dur�ng the n�ght. Sk�pper down on dysentery, also one man.
At sea, Tuesday, March 17, 1908.

Sk�pper and 2 crew down on dysentery. Mate fever.
At sea, Wednesday, March 18, 1908.



B�g sea. Lee-ra�l under water all the t�me. Sh�p under reefed
ma�nsa�l, staysa�l, and �nner j�b. Sk�pper and 3 men dysentery. Mate
fever.

At sea, Thursday, March 19, 1908.
Too th�ck to see anyth�ng. Blow�ng a gale all the t�me. Pump

plugged up and ba�l�ng w�th buckets. Sk�pper and f�ve boys down on
dysentery.

At sea, Fr�day, March 20, 1908.
Dur�ng n�ght squalls w�th hurr�cane force. Sk�pper and s�x men

down on dysentery.
At sea, Saturday, March 21, 1908.

Turned back from S�k�ana. Squalls all day w�th heavy ra�n and sea.
Sk�pper and best part of crew on dysentery. Mate fever.
 

And so, day by day, w�th the major�ty of all on board prostrated,
the Eugen�e’s log goes on. The only var�ety occurred on March 31,
when the mate came down w�th dysentery and the sk�pper was
floored by fever.
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