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PREFACE

THO many books have been written about the Ha-
waiian Islands, no American volume has appeared
since the recent change in the order of things there.
With all that has been published in books and the col-
umns of the newspapers about Hawaii, people in our
Eastern and Middle States know comparatively little
about the country. That there exists in the world a
place where

“No chilling winds, nor poisonous breath”

can come, may seem impossible. And yet this is
true of Hawaii, for there are no poisonous reptiles or
insects, and few poisonous plants in the whole group
of islands. The delightful climate, the unsurpassable
scenery, the healthfulness and beauty of these islands
entitle them to the name of Paradise of the Pacific.
They are also of great agricultural and commercial im-
portance. The interchange of commerce between
the islands and this country is valued at fifteen mil-
lion dollars per annum, and could be increased to
seventy-five millions, or perhaps a hundred. Only
one fourth of the agricultural lands of the islands are
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in cultivation. There are about one hundred thou-
sand inhabitants on the islands, while they are
capable of supporting in comfort half a million or
more.

While they lack the historical interest of Southern
Europe, they are said to surpass it in natural scenery.
Small as they are, the greatest active volcano in the
world is on one of them. Here is also found the cra-
ter of the greatest extinct volcano in the world.
The people are not savages, and nowhere is life and
property more safe. Under the new social and politi-
cal order of things Hawaii has taken a new start in
the world; her relations to the United States will be
closer in the future than they have been in the past,
and it is a fitting time that our people should learn
more of their history, industries, and mode of liv-
ing.

I made a journey to each of the islands, visited
every point of interest on them, and have endeavored
to give a truthful and unbiased representation of the
country, its industries, resources, and history. Like
all countries the islands have a story, and like all
stories this one has two sides; I heard both, and
selected what to me seems most reliable.

I wish to acknowledge my indebtedness for infor- .
mation used in this volume to Prof. W. D. Alexander,
Professor Lyons, Mr. H. M. Whitney, Mr. Thomas
G. Thrum, Dr. C. T. Rodgers, Mr. L. D. Timmons
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of The Star, also to The Pacific Commercial Advertiser
and Evening Bulletin of Honolulu, and to Mr. Sereno
Bishop, one of the oldest missionaries on the island.

Trusting this new candidate for public favor may
meet with the success of preceding volumes from the
same pen, it is now given to the world.

Jonn R. Musick.
KirksviLLE, Mo., September 1, 1897.
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CHAPTER 1

HoNoLULU

E had crossed a stormy sea. There
had been gales, fogs, accidents, and
illness, but after a long tempestuous

voyage we awoke early one morning
to find our good ship Australia entering
a new harbor, while a new world still
enshrouded in darkness lay before us.

It was still dark when I awoke and
hastened to the upper deck. The sea
7. was almost smooth, and a gentle breeze was waft-
- ing us toward land. Groping my way to the seat

just before the main skylight, I sat down and

tried to pierce the darkness with eyes still heavy
from sleep. For a while I thought myself the only
passenger on deck, but I was mistaken, for as the
gray tints of dawn began to spread over the sur-
face of the now tranquil waters I made out the form of
aman. It was the priest, Father Pamphile de Veus-
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ter, on his way to give his life service to the lepers
on dread Molokai. No doubt he had come on deck,
that in the darkness and silerice he might offer up one
more prayer to God before he left the outside world
to dwell among the afflicted and unclean. That
venerable man had spent nearly the entire voyage on
the upper deck. Rarely did the wind blow so hard
or the waves roll so high as to keep him below.
With his breviary and rosary, he could be seen at
nearly all hours seated on one of the stationary
benches engaged in his devotions.

As day dawned, and the dark outlines of the silent
priest became mere and more distinct, a murmur of
voices arose from below. The passengers were hur-
riedly tumbling out of their berths and dressing.
Two bells struck shortly after I reached the deck, and
a few minutes later Senator Waterhouse of Honoluluy,
who was regarded as an authority on the islands, came
up and said we were approaching Oahu.

“ Molokai is just off our larboard, and as soon as it
is light enough you can see it,” he declared. “We
were within three miles of it last night, but it was so
dark, and the coast so dangerous, that the captain
put about and stood out to sea instead of entering the
channel.”

In a little while we saw what seemed misty-looking
clouds in the distance, which we were assured were
the mountains of Molokai. It was at first quite diffi-
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cult to distinguish between the dimly outlined moun-
tain ranges and the clouds which hovered about them.
When it had grown a little lighter Oahu could be
seen ahead of us. First we discerned a long needle-
like point of land called Kualoa Point, and then Mu-
kapu Point, between which and Koko Head lies the
Waimanalo valley. Vessels approaching the islands
are first seen from this valley, and their arrival tele-
phoned to Honolulu.

" The shadows melted away as we glided over the
summer sea, and a hundred pairs of anxious eyes
drank in the beautiful scene.

“Land ahead, its fruits are waving
O’er the hills of fadeless green—"

The outline of mountain peaks and low-lying
beach, against which the restless surf eternally
dashed, seemed at first a dream, but anon dawned
into a glorious reality. Nearer 'and nearer to that
fairyland our bark glided, until the high rocky prom-
ontories, cloud-capped and sky-piercing, became
boldly outlined. A pale-blue mist lay on the hills
and in the valley, giving to them a softness no paint-
er’s brush can imitate. As we approached the island,
the hills and mountains underwent continual changes.
First the blue mists, growing golden along the lines
where the rays of the rising sun fell, were gradually
tinted with a deeper red, until the sun burst in fiery
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splendor on the whole magnificent scene. Along
the sides of those hills, red with the glory of the
morning glow, there appeared faint streaks of emerald
which deepened in richness, until by the aid of our
glasses we could see hills and mountains clothed with
verdure to their very summits.

Soon we were near enough to see fields of waving
cane in the valley. Tho the valley comprises many
thousands of acres, when first seen from the sea
it does not look to be more than a hundred square
yards in area. Like flakes of snow the houses could
be seen nestling among the orange groves, waving
palms, or algarobas, while down nearer to the beach
the tall coconuts with their umbrella-like tops, tow-
ered above all. A school of dolphins and a cloud of
flying-fish attracted the attention of the passengers.

“Rabbit Island” next came in view. It lies near
the shore, and from the ship seems a long barren
rock. This is an island of historic interest, as it is
the place from which the arms were landed in Janu-
ary, 1895, when the rebels attempted to overthrow
the young republic. Koko Head, an extinct volcano,
was passed, and beyond it lay Diamond Head. We
were told that when we passed that point we should
be able to see the bay of Honolulu.

Diamond Head, like some mighty sphinx or lion
couchant, guarding the approach to an earthly para-
dise, was next approached. It is an extinct volcano,
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and, properly fortified, would be the Gibraltar of the
Pacific.

Our vessel glided around the mountain sentry, and
the Pearl of the Pacific, Honolulu, the capital of the
Hawaiian Islands, burst on our view. What Havana
is to the West Indies and New York to the United
States, Honolulu is to the island republic. Snug-
gling at the foot of wondrously picturesque hills
which rise abruptly into a continuous range of dark-
blue background, lapped by the waves of a perpetual
summer sea, the city, as seen from the outside reef, is
very beautiful in its setting. The balmy air, the dark
outlying hills, the abundant vegetation, the emerald
green at the harbor bar, the softness and depth of the
blue skies, and the gorgeous sunshine bathing all the
landscape with glory, greeted us with tropical wel-
come.

The long low shore, extending from Diamond Head
to the city, lay on our right. Tall coconuts, waving
palms, date-trees, and banana plantations, with the far
receding hills of unfading green, and a hundred little
nooks in which the warm light loves to dwell, formed
an enchanting scene.

The pilot boat, at first a mere speck, drew rapidly
nearer to us, growing larger as it advanced until it
was alongside the Australia. It brought not only the
pilot, but members of the Board of Health. Our de-
tention was of short duration. The investigation of
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the health officers was only formal, and then the pilot,
taking charge of the wheel, steered the storm-beaten
Australia toward her dock.

The United States cruiser Bennington was the only
war-ship in the harbor at this time; there were, how-
ever, a number of other vessels, giving to the city the
appearance of a seaport town. Native canoes—long
slender boats each hollowed from a tree, having a
round keel, and supported by a sort of a runner-like
outrigger to keep it from capsizing—were darting
over the harbor. Many of the natives were amusing
themselves with toy ships, which with sails set were
gliding over the water, while their proud owners
watched them from their little boats. The Australia
being an old acquaintance was greeted with shouts
and cheers of welcome; while some of the native
boats ran alongside of us, and their occupants climbed
on board. ‘When our ship came to the dock, it seemed
as if the whole town had turned out to meet us. A
cloud of dark faces, with only a white one here and
there to break the monotony, appeared on the wharf.
Continuous shouts and yells arose from the crowd,
and when the gangplank was thrown out there was a
rush from below, which drove back all who attempted
to land. After one or two ineffectual attempts to
go ashore, I threw myself into a steamer-chair, with
such resignation as I was capable of, and listened to
the unintelligible clatter going on about me.




D

HONOLULU 7

But all things must have an end, and after the first
ebullitions of joy at meeting friends, the throng be-
gan to flow back to the dock, and swarm about the
custom-house officers in a far corner. I followed in
the wake of the crowd, and soon came upon a dark-
skinned official who demanded the privilege of ran-
sacking my luggage. The inspection over, I boarded
a hack, the native driver cracked his whip, and we
drove out from under the great shed to the street.
The first street-view of Honolulu shocked me. The
street was fairly well filled with lady equestrians, of
all shades from snowy white to sooty, riding astride.
In pau or divided skirts they mounted horses mascu-
line fashion, and dashed along in a manner that was
quite astounding to a “ kaole” (foreigner).

I was driven through a gate into a delightful lawn
or garden, and up to the door of the hotel. Alight-
ing, I stepped upon the /anai, or piazza, where the
landlady came and turned me over to t’
der mercies of a pair of Japanese girl
carried my luggage and conducted me
apartment. My room was large and
A large window opened on the porcl
to the west, from which one had an ex
cellent view of the great inner court sur
rounded by cottages. That inner court
was a veritable flower-garden, park,
and tennis-court combined. Altho we
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were approaching the winter season, the whole gor-
geous scene was bathed in the sunlight of June. The
traveler from the north is struck with the peculiarity
of the houses of the tropics. They are without any
means of heating. None save the cook-hauses ever
have a stove, furnace, or chimney.

Tho Honolulu is a tropical town in every respect,
it is impossible for one to be on shore an hour with-
_ out realizing that, after all, the controlling forces in
this wonderful land are not tropical but American.
Wherever there is directing energy, organizing
power, enterprise, or action, there one will find the
American or Americanized European. American-
ism predominates in the intelligent and ruling spirits
of the island. This is shown in a hundred ways.
The republic was declared on the Fourth of July in
order that the day might be doubly endeared to the
hearts of the American people. Almost as much in-
terest is manifested here in the affairs of the United
States as in the States themselves. Candidates for
the Presidency of the United States are always voted
upon in Honolulu, as if Hawaii was a part of this
government. At the election held in Honolulu on
November 3, 1896, McKinley carried the city over
Bryan by a considerable majority. The Ameri-
can is chief in business and politics. He is in
the church, the school, the counting-room, on the
railroad and steamer, at the drydock and foundry,
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at the lumber-yard, at the mill and towboat. He is
on the wharf when you land, on the street as you
pass, at the hotel when you register. Nothing goes
on successfully without him. He fills teeth, cuts
hair, mends shoes, builds houses, sells furniture,
medicines, drugs, and hardware. In fact, you rub up
against him everywhere, at least where there is evi-
dence of combined intelligence and progress.

Such is the American who has made his home in this
land of sunshine. Tho he fully retains his race char-
acteristics, and walks and sits beneath the palms and
gorgeous flowering trees as he would beneath the
elms and oaks of his native land, seeming indeed to.
be a foreigner in the presence of this unique vegeta-
tion, yet he is its author, having made Honolulu what
it is by his thrift and enterprise. He has introduced
foreign plants and encouraged their growth. When
the white man came, Honolulu was a treeless, sandy
plain, with a fringe of coconuts along the shore.
The Honolulu of to-day is the creation of the for-
eigner, the result of his handiwork. You will find
English, Spanish, Germans, Portuguese, Japanese,
Chinese, South Sea Islanders, and representatives of
nearly every nation in the city, but the American
element predominates in intelligence and influence.

The whites of Hawaii seem to have imbibed some
of the better qualities of the natives, chief of which
is hospitality. The stranger is here received with a
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Southern warmth, and no pains spared to make him
feel at home.
Honolulu dates its existence as a town from 1816.
" Before this date it was a mere fishing-village. At the
time mentioned there were several white men on the
islands, whose romantic careers rival that of Captain
John Smith. Among them was a man named Young,
who had been taken from an American vessel, the
Eleanor, and another sailor, a mate on the schooner
The Fasr American, who had been captured by the
king, Kamehameha. The captain and the crew of
The Fasr American were killed by the savages, but
Kamehameha spared Young and Davis because they
were expert in the use of firearms. When all the
islands had been brought under control of Kameha-
meha, John Young was made governor of Hawaii,
the largest island of the group.
Young was a man of more than ordinary ability.
He became a true subject of Kamehameha, and his
_successor to the throne. In 1815 he advised the erec-
tion of a fort at Honolulu, to command the harbor.
He was given full power to direct this construction,
and early in January, 1816, the fort was begun, and
completed the same year. This fort was nearly
square, measuring between three and four hundred
feet on a side, with walls about twelve feet high and
twenty feet thick. It was built of hard rock, and em-
brasured for cannon. It stood on the seaward side of
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what is now Queen Street, and across the lower part
of Fort Street. About forty guns—six-, eight-, and
twelve-pounders—were afterward mounted, and the
fort placed under command of Captain Beckley.

In November, 1820, the king moved his court to
Honolulu, Mr. Thurston and his wife, two pioneer
missionaries, accompanying him. Ever since, Hono-
lulu has been the seat of government for the islands
and has grown to a city of about thirty thousand.



CHAPTER 11
WAIKIKI AND THE PALI

STREET scenes in Honolulu are varied, beautiful,
and picturesque. The streets are narrow, and, when
it rains, muddy and disagreeable. The rains are so
warm that, even tho one becomes drenched, he feels
little discomfort. In some parts of the city it may
rain every day for weeks at a time, while not two
hundred yards away not a drop falls. Nuuanu Valley
is noted for its continued showers. A rain-cloud can
nearly always be seen hovering at the head of the
valley against the mountain-side. Nuuanu Avenue is
often visited by showers, tho the remainder of the
city may be bathed in sunshine. The constant rain
in this valley has given rise to a joke. It is said that
a gentleman who lived at the upper end of the
avenue, which takes its name from the valley, trying
to direct a stranger to his house, said:

“Go up Nuuanu Avenue to the second shower, turn
to the right, and the third house is mine!”

Simultaneous rain and sunshine has given to the
Sandwich Islands the name of the “Land of Rain-
bows,” certainly very appropriate, for there was
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scarcely a day when I was on the islands that I did
not see a rainbow, while the beautiful phenomenon
of lunar rainbows is also common.

Honolulu has that air of quiet and repose after dark
common to tropical towns. The traveler from the
Northern latitude is struck at the shortness of twi-
light in the tropics. This peculiarity is explained
by the fact that the motion of the earth upon its axis
is about two hundred miles per hour faster in the
tropics than in the latitude of the Northern United
States. When the sun sets it is dark; there is no ﬁ
after-glow; business houses are closed, and a peace-
ful quiet pervades the place. The Sabbaths are ob-
served with Puritanic strictness, appropriate to the
land of missionaries.

There are no professional beggars in the city; at
least I neither saw nor heard of any; the blind boy
of Hilo, a familiar object, comes nearest to being one
of any person I saw, yet he would scorn to be called
a beggar. He is sometimes called the blind whistler.
He carries a bag about his shoulder in which are a
number of bamboo whistles of various sizes, and it is
said he can imitate the whistle of any steamer that
comes to the harbor. For the amusement he affords
on the street corners, he expects the bystanders to
contribute a nickel or dime.

As structures, the residences of Honolulu are not
usually imposing or grand, but the tropical trees,
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shrubs, and plants with which they are surrounded
give to them a charm that more than makes up for
their lack of architectural beauty. The most beauti-
ful tree that grows is the royal palm, which in the
Sandwich Islands reaches its highest perfection.
Mrs. Mary Clement Leavitt, in her “Around the
World with the White Ribbon,” says:

“The royal palm, combining the beauty of archi-
tecture in its perfectly symmetrical, highly polished,
and beautifully colored columnar trunks, with the
swaying grace of its long plume-like leaves, easily
takes a place second to none in the vegetable world.”

There are few lawns in the city in which the palm
does not grow. The Hawaiian, especially of Ameri-
can ancestry, devotes particular care to his lawns and
gardens. The approach to the house is usually be-
tween two rows of bright-leaved shrubs, well trimmed
and dotted with flowers, while beyond either side of
these hedgerows is a veritable flower-garden and
tropical forest, such as no painter’s brush can repro-
duce on canvas. Leaves of crimson, emerald, and
gold, the tall cactus often reaching the height of
twenty or more feet, the broad-leaved banana, and
flowers of every hue, make the lawns look like fairy-
land. Oranges, dates, and figs grow in the gardens.
The banyan, the tree-fern, and a hundred other varie-
ties are found in profusion. As a rule the American
has adopted the Southern fashion of building houses.
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Instead of having one grand imposing structure, his
home is a cluster of cottages. The great family par-
lor is one house, next in order is the guest-house, the
cook-house, and spare cottages, all tasty and neat,
snuggled like a hamlet in green bowers and bloom-
ing plants. After all, it is not the houses that attract
the attention of the visitor, but the rubber-trees, the
banyan, the bamboo, the litchee, the avocado,
the mango, the brilliant and gaudy bougainvillia, the
prolific plumeria, the night-blooming cereus, and
bright and attractive crotons and oleanders. During
the heat of the day the houses have a deserted look,
for there are so many shady nooks and cool, inviting
retreats in the garden that one does not care to stay
in a house.

The most popular resort of the people of Oahu
is the famous Waikiki—(Wy-kee-keé), the accent
being on the last syllable. Waikiki is the seaside
and pleasure-resort of the island. It is the Long
Branch of Honolulu, its Brighton or Trouville.
There are a number of private residences, pictur-
esque-looking bungalows and cottages, but all airy,
comfortable, and close to the murmuring sea. A
beautiful grove of towering coconut-trees adds to
the tropical charm of the place. The southern por-
tion of this grove used to be a favorite abode of the
kings of Oahu before the conquest of the island, and
after that event it belonged to the family of Kameha-
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meha the conqueror. Bath-houses that equal those
in Long Branch are found here, and sea-bathing in
January is as pleasant as in July. There is no clearer
water, no finer beach, no smoother bottom in any of
the many famous watering-places than are found at
Waikiki. The sharks, sometimes dangerous in the
South, are seldom or never seen within the reef at this
place.:

Everybody who goes to Honolulu must see Wai-
kiki. I had not been in the city a week before I was
induced to pay a visit to the famous Sans Souci—the
house at Waikiki which had sheltered Robert Louis
Stevenson. Boarding one of the plain, airy cars drawn
by a span of lazy mules, one afternoon, I made the
journey at an easy gait. Such a trip is full of in-
terest. From the open car one gazes out upon the
quaint houses, some European, some Oriental, and
others on the American plan. A cosmopolitan people
are to be seen upon the streets. I observed that mine
was the only white face in the car. The Chinese
and Hawaiians predominated, but there was a sprin-
kling of Japs among the people. At one of the cross-
streets we stopped to pick up a white gentleman, who
seemed a plain, unassuming business man.

On out into the suburbs we were whirled, with the
sea on one side, the great banana plantations on the
other. The half-mile bridge, an old plantation,
two very beautiful and picturesque spots, lay on our
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left, and a romantit forest beyond. Innumerable
native huts, with half-naked children running about
them, were on either side. Far out to sea was a na-
tive canoe with three fishermen in it. The day was
fine; the blue sea, clear sky, and balmy breeze made
existence delightful. I soon became engaged in con-
versation with the white passenger, whose name was
Thomas E. Evans, and who gave me considerable in-
formation, pointing out the historic points as we
passed them. He lived at the famous house Sans
Souci, and invited me to go there with him, which
I gladly consented to do. Mr. Evans had been a
great favorite with the kings and queens of Hawaii,
and is a rank royalist. His wife at one time was one
of the queen’s maids of honor. The manager of the
place showed me the room, which had been occupied
by Robert Louis Stevenson, the famous author,
whose “Dr. Jeykl and Mr. Hyde” has been read by
all the English-speaking world. He described Mr.
Stevenson as a small, nervous man, a cigarette and
opium fiend. He said he could be quite sociable
when he was in the mood, but at times was irritable.

After a bath in the famous bathing-place, Mr.
Evans and I returned to the lanai to rest and talk.
He gave me his reasons for being a royalist.

“The kings and queens have always treated me
well,” he said. “AllI have I owe to them, and I will

never go back on a friend.”
2
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“Are you the man who worked up the lottery
scheme?” I asked, remembering that a person named
Evans was mixed up with the plan.

“Yes, I am the originator of that unholy enter-
prise,” he answered with a smile.

“What was the object?”

“To raise money for the Government,” he re-
plied. “There is a great deal of sentimental talk
about lotteries, but money is sent out of the country
every year for them, and we had just as well have
one at home. I went to Chicago and made arrange- -
ments with a syndicate of capitalists there. They
were to give us $500,000 per annum for the fran-
chise for twenty-five years. It was our plan im-
mediately to put in a subsidy of $100,000 per year
for a cable, connecting the islands with San Fran-
cisco; $100,000 per annum was to go to build the
Oahu Railroad around the islands; $25,000 per an-
num was to go toward the encouragement of tourists’
travel; $75,000 per annum was to go to roads and
bridges, and $125,000 to the opening of Pearl Harbor.
All these subsidies were to continue for twenty-five
years.”

Mr. Evans did not state what was to become of the
remaining $75,000 per annum, but it was no doubt to
go to the firm in remuneration for wear and tear of
conscience.

“Had not the Government been overthrown,”
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Mr. Evans continued, “I would have had a good
thing.”

I remained at Sans Souci until a late hour, then
walked down the broad beautiful beach road to the
end of the street-car line, waited until a car came, and
returned to the city.

Next day I climbed the gorgeous Punch Bowl, that
kisses the deep blue sky flecked with airy clouds on
the mauka side of the city. But here let me pause to
explain what is meant by the mauka and makai side
of the city. These two terms are indispensable in
Hawaii. Mauka means toward the mountain, and
makai toward the sea. The islands are more or less
circular in form with mountains in the interior, con-
sequently from any given point the direction toward
the interior is mauka, while the opposite is makai, or
toward the sea. Neither whites nor natives know
much of the points of the compass. At Honolulu
they have the mauka side and makai side, and Waikiki
side and Ewa side. I once inquired of a gentleman
where a certain business house was, and he answered :

“It is on the mauka side of Hotel street, Waikiki of
fort.”

When I asked him to translate his language into
the cardinal points of the compass, he smiled and
answered :

“We don’t know much about the points of the com-
pass here.”
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He was not jesting with me, for the native
terms for directions are so much more conven-
ient than those elsewhere used, that the points of
the compass are sadly neglected. I have been
informed that even in the conveyances of land
the terms mauka and makai often appear in the
title-deeds.

It was a mild, warm day, like summer, when I
started maukaward to climb Punch Bowl. The music
of the minas, the plantive note of the ringdoves, and
the soft languid air, seemed to warn me against such
an undertaking, but we all grow reckless sometimes.
There is a path quite easy to ascend if one is so lucky
as to find it, but unfortunately I missed it, and forced
my way through the lantana, tearing my clothes
and scratching my hands severely. The ascent,
which I supposed would take but a few minutes, occu-
pied an hour and a half. Reeking with perspiration
and panting for breath, I at last reached the sum-
- mit, and a glorious view was spread out below
me. Honolulu with all her quaint, picturesque, and
beautiful houses and splendid tropical foliage lay at
my feet, while beyond lay the harbor and shipping,
and still farther out the reefs and the white-crested
foam of the beach-combers. Punch Bowl could be
fortified, and aided by the Gibraltar, Diamond Head,
defy the fleets of the world. After an hour on the
mountain-top, enjoying the cool breeze and delightful
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scenery, I descended, taking care to find the path,
thus avoiding the lantana.

More important than Waikiki or Punch Bowl is the
historic Pali. Every tourist to the islands visits this
famous pass. Accompanied by a young schoolmaster,
mounted like myself on one of the tough little island
ponies, I started a few mornings later up the moun-
tain side to visit it. Nuuanu valley lay before us,
and beyond it the mountains, on the brows of which
the clouds eternally rest. Leaving the city we en-
tered a broad, well-beaten road. The ascent is grad-
ual but continual until it reaches the top of the pass,
where there is a perpendicular bluff on one side. We
had not been long on the way before we saw a cloud
of dust approaching, which proved to be raised by a
pack of donkeys in charge of two Chinamen. The
donkeys were small, insignificant, little creatures with
shaggy coats and dull eyes. They were loaded with
rice for the Honolulu markets. These little animals
are sometimes made to carry three hundred pounds up
steep ascents, along narrow ledges, and over moun-
tains, where a single false step would precipitate them
to certain death on the sharp rocks hundreds of feet
below.

Our road wound through plains of grass and forests
of guava. The journey was by no means a lonely
one. We met scores of pedestrians, herds of pack-
donkeys and horsemen, some singly and some in
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groups of from six to a score. Nearly all of them
were the gregarious Orientals, who are seldom seen
singly. We came upon one of these nomadic parties
evidently changing their abode. A Chinaman carried
a pole on his shoulder, to the ends of which were at-
tached his worldly effects, and they were not incon-
siderable either. On one end of his pole was a
valise, an oil stove, and some cooking utensils; on the
other a bag of rice and several live chickens. The
fowls were in a bag which had holes cut in it to let
their heads through.

There were many native houses along the road.
At a stream of water was a native woman washing
clothing on a large flat rock. She knelt bare-legged
on the rock, dipped the clothes in the water and
rubbed them over the rough stone. Clothing may be
washed clean in this manner, but it will require an
extraordinary garment to stand many such rub-
bings.

The road wound up a valley, with a forest on either
side of us. In the deep shades of perennial green the
natives dwell, most of them in houses of wood, but
within the recesses of those forests the grass huts
may still be found. On either side of our road there
were the different products of Hawaiian agriculture,
patches of taro, a handsome tropical plant, with large
leaves of bright tender green. Each plant was grow-
ing on a small hillock, with water around it. There
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were fields green with pineapples, their sharp bris-
tling spines seeming to defy intrusion. There were
beautiful vegetable gardens in which the Chinamen
not only raise pineapples, yams, and rice, but mel-
ons, pumpkins, sweet corn, sweet potatoes, and other
products of the tropics and the temperate zone. In
patches of surpassing neatness were strawberries,
which ripen all the year round, peas, carrots, turnips,
asparagus, lettuce, and celery. The Victorian eu-
calyptus, gaunt and straggling, is one of the features
of the vegetable world of the Hawaiian Islands. Al-.
most everywhere may be seen the lantana, growing
like a wall or hedge up to the road. This beautiful
delicate hothouse flower of the north becomes here
the enemy of mankind. Tho a thing of beauty, lan-
tana is by no means a joy forever. It grows every-
where, on the mountain or in the valley. Cutitdown,
and it seems as if every joint will take root; dig it up
and still it will grow; some even say that if you burn
it, Phcenix-like it will rise triumphant from the
flames. The Hawaiian Islands are in far more
danger of being conquered by lantana than by
filibusters. A lover of the beautiful is apt, at
sight of those banks of flowers of vermilion and
gold, to go into ecstasies, but after having torn
his clothes and lacerated his skin in making his
way through one of the thickets he loses his en-
thusiasm.
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Just as we left the city we passed the royal mauso-
leum, the last resting-place of royalty. Nearly three
miles from the town is the electric-

~ light plant, and a little beyond are the

two reservoirs which furnish a portion

of the water for the city. The higher

one ascends into the valley, the grander

the scenery becomes, the deeper the

tangled wildwood, and the cooler the

atmosphere. The gentle sloping sides

of the lower valley become lofty precipices, on which
the ferns, ti, and creeping plants gain a precarious
roothold. At the upper end, the valley opens out
into a magnificent amphitheater, and then gradually
contracts until it is only a narrow gap at the highest
point. Through this pass the wind was roaring at a
furious rate, so as to almost sweep us from our horses.
A small house, or lookout station, has been erected
near the top, from which the ocean on either side of
~the island can be seen. Riding to this station we
fastened our horses, and walked to the highest por-
tion of the pass, and gazed through the mountain gap
to the sea beyond. Up to the pass the road is broad
and tolerably smooth. A wall of stone almost as
high as one’s breast has been built along the west
side of the pass. The Pali affordsa magnificent view,
unequaled in wildness, grandeur, and rich coloring.
On the opposite side from Honolulu, the road takes
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an abrupt turn to the right, and, after hugging the
towering precipice for a short distance, plunges down
the steep in a winding, zigzag manner to the plain
below, about one and a half miles distant. On each
side of the rugged path tower lofty peaks, while
stretching away to the northwest is a continuous wall
of fern-covered rock and frowning precipices, ending
in a striking headland, Kualoa, which closes the view
at the north.

Long we stood in the mighty rushing wind, gazing
on the wondrous fairyland on either side. Far, far
below was a vast rolling country, dotted with sugar-
and rice-plantations, affording the brilliant green of
growing crops and the russet brown of newly plowed
fields, with the wild shades of the hou forests strange-
ly contrasting with it all. Two villages were in sight
in that strange new world that had just burst on our
view, Kaneohe and Meia. The spires of churches
and schoolhouses could be plainly seen, while at the
last-named place the sugar-mill and a group of plan-
tation-houses gave it the appearance of a brisk little
town. The island of Mokolii, which is a mere rock,
on which a few coconuts grow, is plainly visible
from the pass.

Numerous fish-ponds may be seen along the sweep
of the magnificent sea-coast. The fish are grown
and fattened for food in these ponds, which are en-
closed by walls of stone, built out in the shallow water
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of the bay, with openings through which the tide
comes in. A reef at either end guards the wide
mouth of the bay. On this the surf of the ocean,
which stretches its unbroken breadth to the western
shores of America, forever thunders.

The Pali is historic ground. Here the last battle
was fought by which Oahu lost its independence, and
Kamehameha, that Hawaiian Napoleon, completed the
subjugation of the islands. This battle was fought a
hundred years ago, when the Hawaiian group com-
posed of eight islands was divided among a number of
petty chieftains. Kamehameha determined to unite
them under one head. By the aid of white men, two
of the most noted of whom were Young and Davis,
and with the cannon and muskets taken from Ameri-
can vessels, he succeeded. Oahu was the last strong-
hold taken. The king of the island occupied the
present site of Honolulu when Kamehameha attacked
him and drove his army up the Nuuanu valley.
The last stand was made at the Pali, the pass we have
been describing. Here Kamehameha's army literally
cut the enemy to pieces. The king of Oahu evident-
ly possessed little military skill, or he would never
have permitted himself to be caught in such a trap.
Hundreds of his men were hurled over the fearful
precipice more than five hundred feet high, and
crushed on the rocks below. The bones of many still

lie among the rocks and jungles that have grown.
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about them, hiding the ghastly skeletons from the
beholder.

The view from the Pali is beyond the power of
pen to describe. The blue sea, the fairy glens, the
gray mountains rising to four thousand feet, with an
ocean on each side stretching away thousands of
miles, while on the right great dark walls of stone,
from the damp sides of which the water trickled,
towered into the sky. What scene could be more
sublime! Groups of Chinese, Japanese, and Portu-
guese, constantly passing and repassing over the Pali
like restless insects, swarmed along the way. The
more wealthy had donkeys to carry their burdens,
but many were bearing their goods on their own
shoulders.

At last, wearied with the sublime and beautiful, we _
went back to our horses, mounted and returned to the
city.




CHAPTER 111
SociETy IN HoNOLULU

WHEN I made some inquiry of a Honolulu business
man about the society of the city, he answered with
an ironical laugh:

“Why, we have no society in Honolulu We are
so mixed up with Chinese, Japanese, Portuguese, Sia-
mese, Kanakas, and nobody knows what else, that
we can’t tell what we are, where we belong, or who
is who!”

“ But you have churches?”

“Churches be ——"" he answered with a contemptu-
ous sneer. “They don't make society. Some of our
greatest frauds are in the churches,” and he highly
seasoned his last remark with a brimstone adjective.

One could see at first glance that my informant was
an agnostic. He was not in sympathy with the pres-
ent rulers of the islands, whom he denominated a
missionary government, with a few more sulfurous
adjectives in evidence of his sincerity.

“Now, my friend, let me give you a bit of advice,”
he added, laying his hand entreatingly on my shoulder.
“If you intend to write up Honolulu society as it is,
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you had better place the broad Pacific between your-
self and this country before your book appears.”

Investigation has convinced me that his pessimis-
tic ideas of Honolulu society have been overdrawn.
Like any other city, town, or village, Honolulu has
grades of society. It may be classed as good and
bad, cultured and uncultured; and if one's associations
should be among the grossly immoral, it is unfair that
he should judge the whole city by the persons he has
chosen for his companions.

Society is too often measured by the native stand-
ard; but it would be as reasonable to measure the
society of America by the North American Indian, as
to make the native the standard of Honolulu society.
Tho the whites have imbibed many qualities, good
and bad, from the original inhabitants of the islands,
they are quite distinct from them.

The natives originally had little regard for the
marriage tie, and it is said hold it rather loosely to-
day. This has always been the greatest obstacle the
missionaries have had to contend with. Unfortunate-
ly, whaling and trading vessels brought swarms of
dissolute sailors to the islands who in a great measure
undid the work of the missionaries. Their efforts
to inculcate principles of morality in the natives sub-
jected these teachers to the enmity of the sailors,
who frequently threatened their lives.

With these two conflicting elements at work, one of
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God and the other of Satan, the moral nature of the
native is still weak. The heart of the Kanaka is kind,
and his desire to please has often proved a fatal weak-
ness. Nothwithstanding all this, there are many na-
tive men and women, of pure, upright lives, whose
intelligence is surpassed by none with equal advan-
tages. As education is compulsory and the English
language almost universal, the natives are obtaining a
more perfect knowledge of Christianity and the rela-
tions of husband, wife, and family. They have be-
gun to marry and give in marriage, and to a great
extent observe the rules of civilization. Now when
the heart of a Kanaka has been touched by the soft
dark eyes of some Kaikamahine, he tries to woo and
win her in the civilized fashion, tho he makes many
blunders at it.

But often it is the girl who becomes enamored of
some young swain, and not being versed in the wiles
and charms of civilized maidens, she resorts to more
open and direct means of captivating her Ilover.
Lacking the modesty of civilization which would en-
able her to smother the fires of her love tho her heart
burned to ashes, she proceeds in a direct way to win
the person who has engaged her affections. She
may have been educated in English, yet she sees no
harm in proposing to him or declaring her love.
One of the most amusing objects I found in my jour-
ney was a love-letter written by a Hawaiian girl.
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The young Kanaka who had won her affections was
in the employ of a dealer in musical instruments, and
the Kaikamahine thought it proper first to confide the
secret of her love to his employer. This is the mis-
sive the employer received:

“Will you please that Kaiama be my marriage hus-
band. If you said yes I want it. I heard that it was
a workman for you, and I want him to keep myself
and I keep hisself too. If you no said yes, you sent
back my letter and I sorry to myself. Farewell to
you. I stop here. T.U. L.”

The above will illustrate how crude the average
native society still is, even among the partially edu-
cated. This epistle was written in a neat feminine
hand, the chirography almost perfect, or at least
above the average in the United States, yet it shows
a woful ignorance among the average natives of what
we call the proprieties of life.

There are exceptions to this rule, for some of the
natives are capable of adorning any society. But
after all it is the white people who fashion and mold
society in Honolulu, as well as in all the Hawaiian
Islands. The leading society in Honolulu is very
similar to that of the same class in any American city
or town. There are leaders of fashion there as here.
There are sensible men and women there, who strive
for the comfort and advancement of the people.
There are a few whose extravagance in dress would
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lead to their being called foppish, but there is no
country where the people dress more in good taste,
and where there is less nonsense displayed in clothes
or jewelry. White duck suits, white Panama hats,
and white gaiters form the neat business dress of the
gentlemen.

Literary societies of a high order are found in the
city. One of the most famous of these, known as the
Social Science Association, is composed of twenty-five
gentlemen of culture and refinement. This associa-
tion is now in its fifteenth year. It meets once a
month at the house of one of the members or of some
friend, where papers are read and discussed which
would do credit to statesmen in America or Europe.
Some of the papers read before the society have found
their way to some of our leading American magazines
and newspapers. The society is composed of such
men as President Dole, Dr. Emerson, Dr. Hyde,
Dr. Rodgers, J. M. Whitney, Professor Alexander,
Professor Richards, Professor Lyons, Mr. Thurston,
ex-Minister to the United States, and others equally
noted in literature, theology, and statesmanship.

Of the twenty-five members of this society, nine
are graduates of Yale, nine of Williams College,
Massachusetts, two of Harvard, and one of the New
York University, yet two thirds of them were born
on the Hawaiian Islands. I had the pleasure of at-
tending three meetings of the society during my stay
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in the islands, and I never met a more select and cul-
tured class of people. On every occasion there were
several distinguished guests present. Among them
were the foreign ministers of the United States and
of Great Britain, the commander of the United States
cruiser Bennington, and the consuls of several coun-
tries. Papers in reference to the labor problem and
methods of taxation were read, any one of which
would have been considered an able argument in the
United States Senate. I was strongly impressed with
the Americanism in every paper read before the so-
ciety. Dr. Rodgers’s paper on “Labor and the Ac-
cumulation of Fortunes” was wholly applicable to the
United States. American corporations and Ameri-
can legislation were alone considered. European
politics and business no more entered into the discus-
sion than if the society had met in Ohio. There is
good reason that the discussions should be wholly
American, for the members are wholly American in
character and spirit, tho they may have been born
on the islands. They love American institutions and
traditions, and it is only natural that American ques-
tions should be discussed from an American stand-
point.

The Social Science Association is not the only order
of the kind in the city. There are others of less im-
portance, but there are no clubs that dwarf the intel-

ligence and manhood of men by nightly debauchery,
3
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nor are there many who fritter away their time in
balls and nonsense; consequently the pessimistic de-
clare there is no society. The same church societies,
the same charitable associations, and the same kind-
hearted people are found in Honolulu that exist else-
where.

Mrs. S. B. Dole, the President’s wife, is the ac-
knowledged leader of Honolulu society. At her beau-
tiful home, embowered in the ferns, palms, and ever-
greens, she holds a reception for everybody, on Friday
afternoon. The President often holds his public or
state receptions at the government building, assisted
by his wife, members of the cabinet, and officers of
the army, their wives and daughters. At half-past
two every Friday carriages begin rolling up to the
president’s residence and ladies and gentlemen alight.
They are greeted on the lanai by the president with
a smile of welcome. Mrs. Dole meets them at the
door and ushers them into a large, comfortable recep-
tion-hall, the walls of which are ornamented with
native tapestry and pictures, while in the nooks and
corners are statuary. In this pleasant home the arts
of the Polynesian and Greek mingle. The floor is
carpeted, but also supplied with rugs, and through
the broad low windows the tropical shade and cool
breezes whisper of comfort.

President Dole's house is by no means grand nor
imposing, and certainly not to be compared with the
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magnificent and expensive edifices of the kings and
queens who preceded him. It is simply a neat, com-
fortable cottage, where he and his wife live in the
simple style of George and Martha Washington.
Like the father and mother of our country they are
childless. They are respected and loved by all,
whether friends or foes of the republic. The rank-
est royalist had no word to utter against President
Dole.

At these receptions, Mrs. Dole labors to make her
guests feel comfortable and at home. She is one of
the most unassuming, yet attractive ladies it has ever
been my pleasure to meet. When the guests have
been seated, a Japanese girl in neat Oriental costume
appears and serves lemon ices and other cooling re-
freshments; the guests gossip with the president and
his wife on the topics of the day for a few moments,
and then return to their carriages and depart, while
others come. There is nothing stiff, formal, or
aristocratic about these gatherings. They indicate
friendliness, and have more than a home-like welcome
in them.

The natives can not understand why the president
should be so democratic in his manner, and mingle
with the common people as if he was one of them.
One is more than ever convinced that monarchy is a
relic of barbarism by a visit to the Hawaiian Islands.
The idea of equality of people can not yet be driven
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into the Hawaiian’s head, any more than it can be into
the heads of some of our Europeans. The divine
right of kings is still a prominent idea with the aver-
age native. They would not object to President Dole
as a king, but they do not understand how a republic
of the people, by the people, and for the people can
be strong enough to last. Their kings were accus-
tomed to appear with attendants, in pomp and splen-
dor; hence, when they see the president walking to
the post-office for his mail, with all the democratic
independence of Thomas Jefferson, they can hardly
believe that he is a ruler.

President Dole came to my hotel one day and gave
me an invitation to lunch with himself and wife,
which I accepted. We three were the only onesat the
table. Both labored to make me feel that I was in
the presence of plain Mr. and Mrs. Dole, not of the
rulers of a nation. We conversed on the social and
political questions of the day, and when we disagreed,
I found I had a sharp but respectful antagonist. The
president’s knowledge of American affairs astonished
me. His statesmanship and diplomacy were dis-
played in the conversation.

After lunch we retired to a beautiful conservatory
in which grow rare exotics, whose tender buds are
never blighted by rude winds. The whole is enclosed
in sashes and glass which admit light and warmth,
but protect the plants and flowers from dust and
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gales. A fountain bubbles up near the entrance,
connected with an aquarium in which sport gold and
silver fish. Here the president and I sat to resume
our discussion, while Mrs. Dole brought her sewing
and sat with us, occasionally joining in the conversa-
tion. As I watched her sewing, I thought of the
story of Martha Washington, who, when called upon
by some aristocratic ladies, was found knitting her-
husband’s stockings. At half-past two the callers be-
gan to arrive, and I took my leave.

Those who assert that Honolulu has no society suit-
able for respectable people to mingle with are un-
worthy of belief. Honolulu society, like that of New
York, has no doubt been imposed on by unworthy
persons, but that does not indicate that there are not
respectable people nor a respectable society there.

There is a dash of Oriental blood in Honolulu so-
ciety, which adds a charm to its romance. A number
of years ago there came from China a man named
Afong. Afong’s early career seems to be enshrouded
in mystery. Some say he was a small merchant,
others that he came as a contract laborer from China.
Whether these stories be true or not makes little
difference so far as the sequel is concerned. Afong
proved to be a man of more than ordinary business
ability and intelligence. It is said that he left a wife
and children in China, but, according to the Chinese
religion and notion of things, that was no bar to his
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taking another wife in Hawaii. From a plantation
hand he grew to a planter, merchant, and a million-
aire. He married a beautiful half-caste, and brought
up a large family of daughters. So upright, so just,
and honorable was Afong in all his dealings that he
won the respect of every one. His daughters were
educated in the United States, and became some of the
most beautiful and accomplished young women of the
Hawaiian metropolis. To the Polynesian beauty was
added the brilliancy of the Orient, and their society
was sought by the most aristocratic in the country.
All the while Afong continued to support his wife
and children in China. He was never Christianized,
and wore his Oriental garb. It was an odd sight to
see this Chinaman, with his family almost as white as
Europeans and dressed like Americans, in the family
carriage. One of his daughters married a captain
in the United States navy, another a judge of the
circuit court, and others merchants and influential
citizens, and to-day no people are more respected in
Honolulu than the daughters of Afong.

The story of Afong does not end here. I was told
that his son from China, grown to manhood, came to
Honolulu a short time ago and induced him to return
to his first wife in his native country, whom he had
not seem for more than twenty years. He told his
Honolulu wife of his intention to go to China, never
to return, and made an honorable settlement of his
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vast fortune upon her, so that she and all her daugh-
ters were wealthy; then bade them adieu and re-
turned to the wife and children of his young man-
hood.

Tho Honolulu society, owing to its peculiar cosmo-
politanism, has many such romances; there is no
need to deride it, for it is evolving Christian men
and women, whose culture and erudition might serve
as a model for those who make greater pretensions.




CHAPTER IV
MISSIONARIES

IN no country is the term “ missionary” used in so
broad a sense as in the Hawaiian Islands. Missiona-
ries have been important factors in the upbuilding of
the present state of society. From the very begin-
ning of their work they were confronted by every ob-
stacle which the unrighteous and lewd, whose disso-
lute habits would not be tolerated within the pale of
civilization, could throw in their way. This ele-
ment held the missionaries up to ridicule, and ma-
ligned them in every way possible. The anti-mission-
aries were a class of half-buccaneers who, it was said,
hung their consciences on the Horn as they sailed
around South America, and found the easy-going na-
tives willing to put up with their own loose charac-
ters. The missionaries being a stumbling-block in
the way of the perfect license which they had hoped
for, they began to pour out the vials of their wrath
upon their heads. One method of assailing a Chris-
tian character is to call the professed followers of the
Redeemer “hypocrites.” From the earliest days
there was a missionary and anti-missionary party,
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which have grown on to the present and developed
with some modifications into two political parties.
A man need not be either a teacher or a preacher
to be a missionary. Some one has said that “every
one who pays his honest debts, lives a sober, up-
right moral life, and believes in good government,
is classed as a missionary.” On the other hand, the
Sabbath-breakers, the gamblers, the saloon-loafers,
the lottery-promulgators, and opium-smugglers are
anti-missionaries. On going to the islands one has
his choice of parties. On one side is decency and
morality, on the other the opposite.

The aboriginal Hawaiians had an elaborate mythol-
ogy, and worshiped innumerable powers of nature.
To the ancient Hawaiian, the volcano, the thunder,
the whirlwind, the meteor, the shark, and, above all,
the mysterious and dreaded diseases, largely intro-
duced by foreigners, were each the direct work or ac-
tual embodiment of malicious spirits. It is remark-
able that no sun-worshipers were found among them.
They had chiefs, kings, and priests, and the common
people were abject slaves. All the land belonged to
the chiefs, priests, and kings.

The goddess Pele was supposed to inhabit the great
volcano Kilauea, and when there were destructive
eruptions, human beings were sacrificed by throwing
them into the burning crater. A victim was seized,
a cord placed about his neck, he was strangled, and
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then thrown into the volcano. The countless num-
bers of human beings that have thus been offered up
to the bloodthirsty Pele will never be known.

The priests, chiefs, and kings had a system of taboos
which were tyrannical and cruel. If a king or priest
desired a certain kind of fish, a certain fruit, vege-
table, or plot of ground, he placed his taboo on the
object, and it was death to violate it. The common
people owned nothing, not even their lives. If the
chief took a fancy to a certain kind of fish and ordered
one of his fishermen to go and bring it, it was no ex-
cuse that a storm was raging, that his canoe was leak-
ing, or that the night was dark, he must go or be
killed. The conquest of all the islands by Kameha-
meha I. brought about a better state of affairs. The
great conqueror had two able lieutenants in Young
and Davis, who were not only warriors but statesmen
as well, and who showed him that the taboos were an
evil; so they were abolished and the idols burned.

The first company of American missionaries to the
islands embarked at Boston, October 23, 1819, in the
brig Thaddeus. The company consisted of two clergy-
men and five laymen, with their wives, and three
Hawaiian youths from the Cornwall school, who went
as assistants and interpreters.

Even thus early the Hawaiians were sending their
children to the United States to be educated, for there
is an account of a son of one of the kings who had
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been in an American college. They landed at Kohala,
Hawaii, and for the first time learned that Kameha-
meha I. was king, that the taboos were abolished, the
idols burned, and their temples destroyed. Among
these first missionaries were Messrs. Bingham,
Thurston, and Richards. The missionaries were
granted permission to remain one year, but at the
end of that time bad so ingratiated themselves in the
affections of the natives that they were permitted
to remain longer. In 1827 the Catholics first came
to the islands, but were not permitted to land. The
king thought that one religion was enough, and they
were sent away; but ten years later they returned,
and have remained ever since.

The work of converting the natives commenced as
soon as the first missionaries landed, and in four
years more than two thousand persons had embraced
the Christian religion. Nevertheless a cloud of
superstition still hung over the people, which has not
to this day been lifted. Pele, the goddess of the vol-
cano, still has her priestess, and certain berries which
grow near the volcano continued to be tabooed.

Professor Alexander, in his “Hawaiian Islands”
mentions the following incident: “XKapiolani, a
daughter of the great chief Keawemauhili, of Hilo,
who was intemperate and dissolute in early life, be-
came converted and denounced the goddess Pele,
and in December, 1824, determined to break the
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spell of the belief which the ignorant entertained
in the dread goddess. In spite of the opposition of
her friends, she made a journey on foot to the great
crater, in order to defy the wrath of Pele and
prove that no such being existed. As she approached
the volcano she was met by the priestess of Pele, who
warned her not to go near the crater, and predicted
her death if she violated the taboos of the goddess.

“‘Who are you?’ demanded Kapiolani.

“‘One in whom the goddeés dwells,” was the re-
sponse. In answer to a pretended letter from Pele,
Kapiolani quoted passages from the Scriptures, setting
forth the character and power of the true God, until
the priestess was silenced, and confessed that the
deity had deserted her. Kapioiani then went for-
ward to the crater, where she was met by Mr. Good-
win, a missionary. On the eastern bank of the great
crater a hut was built for her, and here she passed
the night. Next morning, accompanied by about
eighty persons, missionaries and converted Hawaiians,
she descended into the crater over five hundred feet
to the ‘ Black Ledge.” There in full view of Ki-
lauea’s eternal fires, she ate the berries consecrated
to Pele, and threw stones into the burning lake, say-
ing:

“‘Jehovah is my God! He kindles these fires, and
I fear not Pele. If I perish by her anger, then you
may fear Pele; but if I trust in Jehovah, and He pre-
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serves me when breaking her taboos, then you must
fear and serve Him alone.’

“They then united in singing a hymn of praise to
the true God, and all knelt in adoration to the Creator
and Governor of the universe. The superstitious
spell was broken, and Pele’s power departed.”

There were many missionaries who lived heroic
lives and did heroic work in the cause which brought
them to the islands. At one time, Mr. Bingham nar-
rowly escaped death at the hands of some sailors who
were incensed at his objections to their loose morals.
But the most eminent and successful missionary of
his day was the Rev. Titus Coan, born in Killing-
worth, Conn., Fébruary 1, 1801. He was first sent
to Patagonia by the American Board of Foreign Mis-
sions, on an exploring tour, but after a sojourn of five
or six months he returned, and in 1834 married Miss
Fidelia Church. The same year he was sent around
the Horn to the Hawaiian Islands. His parish was
one hundred miles long, on the eastern coast of the
Island of Hawaii. The native villages were, and still
are, usually situated along the coast for convenience,
as most of the inhabitants are fishermen. For many
years Mr. Coan made his visits to his appointments
once every three months on foot, fording the moun-
tain torrents and threading his way across the almost
pathless ravines.

In 1837 there was a great religious revival in this
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and other parts of the Hawaiian group. At this time
Mr. Coan’s distant parishioners flocked in crowds to
Hilo village, seeking daily instruction in the new
way opening before them. In the summer of 1838,
he baptized and received into the church in one day
1,705 converts. They were seated in long parallel
rows upon the floor (neither their houses nor places of
worship contained seats at that time), and Mr. Coan
passed between, sprinkling the bowed heads on this
side and that, till, on reaching the end of the row,
he pronounced the words, without naming the indi-
viduals: “You are all baptized in the name of the
Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost”; thus he pro-
ceeded among all the rows until all had received
baptism. Many years later—in the sixties—these
little villages, which had built neat wooden churches,
had settled over them pastors of their own national-
ity. Still Father Coan'’s interest was unflagging; and
many a visit he made, this time on horseback, to the
churches of his care and love.

Mr. Coan was fond of natural beauty. The poems
he learned and loved in his youth and early manhood
were poems of nature, like Thomson’s “ Seasons” and
Scott’s poems, which he remembered through his life-
time. The long and frequent journeys through the
charming wild scenery of his parish were thus not al-
ways a hardship. They were that, however, when
tropic rains pelted from the skies, and floods attacked
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him in the fierce torrents dashing unbridged through
nearly forty gulches in the northern half of his route.
Many a hairbreadth escape he had to relate on re-
turning from his perils. In the southern half of his
parish was situated the great crater of Kilauea, four
thousand feet above the sea; southwest of his home,
and only forty miles away, towered another active
volcano fourteen thousand feet in altitude. To both
of these he often traveled; to the last without any
road at all, but with the assistance of experienced
native mountaineers and bird-hunters. When an
eruption occurred, he was alert, eager to start,
to leap, to run to the object of his search. He
visited, besides, many other wonderful volcanic phe-
nomena—hot springs inside and outside of caves,
ancient pit-eraters, to whose depths the eye scarce
could reach, filled with luxuriant tropical trees and
jungle growth; remarkable old lava-flows, and other
strange phenomena. The American Journal of Science
and other magazines of the Eastern States contained
many articles on the volcanoes of the islands from his
pen, and their history for half a century is mainly
from his records and observations.

Dr..Coan died in 1882, after laboring forty-seven
years on the islands, but his work lives after him.
While at the village of Wailuku on the island of
Maui, I attended the native church over which the
Rev. Samuel Kapu, is pastor. Mr. Kapu is a full-
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blooded Hawaiian, and as his sermon was in the na-
tive tongue, I did not understand a word of it, ex-
cept when the speaker referred to Henry Ward
Beecher by name, yet his manner and gestures indi-
cated deep sincerity and earnest piety.

The story of pastor Kapu is simple and touching.
His mother died when he was young, and he lived
with his father in an old grass house. His father
was old, poor, and in feeble health. One night little
Samuel was awakened by tears falling on his breast.
It was his father weeping over him, because he was
going to die, and leave his little boy alone in the
world. Kapu’s father had been converted by the
missionaries, and tho hardly emerged from barbarism,
he was a devoted Christian. He prayed God to take
his little son into His care and keeping, to watch over
him and save his soul. After consecrating his child
to God the old man died, and the little boy was alone
in the old grass house with his dead father. All
that long night little Samuel crouched in the darkness
and wept over his father’s dead body, and repeatedly
called to him whose voice would never again give
answer.

Next day some distant relatives came, and the
body of the old man was laid to rest in one of the
many caves, and the boy taken to live with the family
relatives. He was twelve years of age when he heard
the Rev. Titus Coan, who was holding a revival
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many miles away. Samuel went to the meeting and
was converted, and three years later united with the
church. He was no dead Christian, for at fifteen he
was a teacher and exhorter among his people. At
eighteen he was a student in the theological school at
Honolulu; he was ordained to the ministry October 3,
1888, and has been in that calling ever since. He as-
sisted in the translation of the Gospel hymns into his
own language, and has always been a power among
his people for good.

At Hilo I found another convert who was won
under the preaching of Titus Coan, Rev. S. L.
Desha. He was born on Hawaii, is half white, and
well instructed in the English language. At
the age of fifteen he was converted at the old
stone church at Kawaihao. He labored in the
Sunday-school in Honolulu when-~Sanford B. Dole,
now president of the republic, was its superinten-
dent.

The work of the missionaries is attested by the
hundreds of native chuches and native preachers all
over the islands. The Congregationalists are the
principal Protestant denomination there. There are
a few Presbyterians, a Mormon church or two, with
quite a following, a Christian church, and a Metho-
dist Episcopal church in Honolulu over which Rev.
H. W. Peck is pastor. This is one of the most recent

accessions to the islands. Rev. Mr. Peck is a native
4

.
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of Canada, and for several years was the secretary of
the Young Men'’s Christian Association of Honolulu,
which has accomplished great good. As the Congre-
gationalists were first in the field, no effort was made
by any other religious denomination to supplant them.
But at last the islands were practically Christianized.
Business had brought many Methodists to Honolulu,
and after a time they found themselves strong enough
to organize a church. On November 4, 1894, the first
M. E. church was organized on the Hawaiian Islands
with a membership of forty-two, and Rev. Mr. Peck
became pastor. A new building was erected during
the winter of 1895—96, that would do credit to many
towns in our country. In church buildings Hono-
lulu can compare favorably with any city of its size
in the world. There is Central Union Church, pre-
sided over by Rev. Mr. Birney, the St. Andrew’s
Cathedral, and a number of Catholic churches which
are grand and imposing edifices.

Among the missionaries is Rev, H. Kihara, the
pastor of the Japanese M. E. church. Kihara, a native
Japanese, was converted in California, and came to
the Sandwich Islands and founded the M. E. church
of which he is pastor. It has a membership of
eighty Japanese, but the people are poor, and the work
of this good little man is exceedingly hard. Among
the other missionaries now living in Homnolulu is
Rev. Sereno E. Bishop, who was born on Hawaii in

.
7
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1827, near where Cook’s monument now stands. His
father was Rev. Artemas Bishop, who went to Hawaii
in 1823 as a missionary, and labored in the field until
his death in 1872. Nervous prostration caused Rev.
Sereno E. Bishop to give up his work about eighteen
years ago, since which time he has devoted himself
to writing, and is the editor of 7/4e Friend, an evan-
gelic monthly published on the island.

It would be useless and perhaps tiresome to men-
tion all the various Protestant denominations, pastors,
and their work. Suffice it to say that the Protestant
field is large. Without knowing exactly the number
of churches on the islands, I shoulid estimate them at
over one hundred, for one is scarce ever out of sight
of one of those edifices with its heaven-pointing spire.
I presume the preachers, native and foreign, would
exceed that number. The membership is evidently
between twenty-five and thirty thousand. The fol-
lowing from a recent report of the Hawaiian Evan-
gelical Association will give an idea of some of the
difficulties Protestant missionaries have to contend
with.

“The past year has certainly been one in which Hawaii-
an Christianity has been put to a severe test, and proven
itself fit to live. Every native church has borne the strain
of a divided political sentiment. Every native pastor has
had to stand between two political parties.

“The fight for righteousness has been waged not only
against influences of darkness, which have taken occasion
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to declare themselves quite openly in these days, but it
has met a dissident patriotism.

*“The great issue of the day which has so divided society,
even invading homes to the marring of their peace, has
not left the churches undisturbed. But in the conten-
tions between Royalists and supporters of the Govern-
ment, it must be said that there has been shown on the
part of many of both political affiliations an admirable
spirit of Christian forbearance. The best of the pastors
and the best of the people are honestly seeking the truth.
They are working with much patience for the upbuilding
of the Kingdom of God among us. Hot as has been the
temper of the people at times in some of the parishes, and
unreasonable as has been the treatment of two or three
of our best pastors, this condition is traceable to the ill-
advised appeals of unscrupulous and ungodly agitators,
and to the damaging influence of an active and untruth-
ful press. Misconceptions and bitterness have been
industriously and wickedly fostered, but amid it all there
has been a remarkable show of gentle, patient forbear-
ance.

“ We believe a sturdier Christianity is to be developed
amid the perplexities and agitations of the day. There
has been much inquiry after the truth, and this earnest,
teachable spirit will doubtless be increasingly manifest
as soon as political uncertainty is removed from the minds
of the people.”

I found a much better feeling existing between the
Protestants and Catholics in Hawaii than is usually
found elsewhere. Having an invitation from that
agreeable old gentleman, Bishop Ropert, to visit him
at his home in Honoluly, I did so on the 27th of De-
cember. It was eight o’'clock when I entered the
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great gate which opens into the chapel yard, and
passing through the ground went to the house of the
bishop. Some native women at work on the prem-
ises informed me that the bishop was at breakfast,
so I sat on the /lana:i or veranda to wait for him.
About twelve feet from the southwest corner of the
church is a bronze statue of the Virgin on two arches
ten feet high. Under the arches is a fountain, the
whole surrounded by a small iron fence. The bish-
op’'s house at the rear of the church is a plain, un-
assuming structure, without any of the evidences of
luxury or ease. Father Ropert, Father Valentine,
Father Sylvester, and one or two more priests and
lay brothers came into the library and I was invited
to join them. From the bishop’s records, the work of
the Catholics on the islands makes a fine showing.
There are sixty-two churches and chapels, twenty-
four priests, thirty-one sisters of the Order of the
Sacred Heart, twenty-one Franciscan sisters, four of
whom are at Molokai, twenty-two brothers as teach-
ers, and eight lay brothers. The membership is
twenty-five thousand. Bishop Ropert has been twen-
ty-eight years on the islands, and his labors have been
rewarded with abundant success.

Notwithstanding the sneers and scoffs of agnostics,
but for the work of the missionaries the natives would
still have been in a state of barbarism, or, what is
worse, would have yielded to all the unrestrained
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vices of civilization, even more pernicious than bar-
barism. The missionary-hater often declares that the
native is worse off than before the missionaries came.
Before the missionaries came the natives were under
absolute monarchy. Not only did the kings, chiefs,
and priests own all the property, and even the lives
of their subjects, but the king owned all the land, and
parcelled it out among the chiefs. It was the mis-
sionary influence that gave the Kanaka his homestead
in fee simple, and taught him to respect his own
rights.

There is a story told of an agnostic who, talking
with Kamehameha V., asked him if things were not
in a worse condition than before the missionaries
came to the islands. The king answered:

“Why, sir, you have done three things since you
came into my presence, which, but for the mission-
aries, would have cost you your life.”

“What are they?” asked the astonished agnostic.

“First, you walked into my presence, instead of
crawling on your hands and knees. You crossed my
shadow, and you sat down in my presence, either of
which offenses would once have been punished with
death.”

The agnostic was silenced. Missionaries not only
brought salvation, and eternal happiness to the Ha-
waiian, but peace, liberty, love of wife and children,
happiness, thrift, and industry. Those who believe
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that absolute monarchy and tyranny, the sacrifice of
human life to a cruel superstition, grass huts, naked-
ness, and utter disregard of the family tie, are better
than the state of society the natives now enjoy, may
conclude that the missionary work is a failure; but
it is a badly depraved taste and diseased mind that
draws such conclusions.




CHAPTER V
THANKSGIVING

IT seems superfluous to speak of holidays in a
country always in holiday attire. In Homnolulu one
holiday is much like another. Christmas, so far as
the weather is concerned, is the same as July. The
Chinese and Japanese coolies and many of the na-
tives go barefooted the year round. Tho with the
natives life is one long, continuous vacation, they
enjoy these special days set apart, allowing even the
most industrious to enjoy a few hours’ recreation.
When the President of the United States issued his
proclamation setting apart a certain day in November
as a day to return thanks to God for the many bless-
ings we enjoy, the president of the Hawaiian repub-
lic issued a similar proclamation, so that the two
Thanksgivings might come on the same day. Those
on that side of the Pacific go to church just five and
a half hours later than we do.

The Thanksgiving of 1895 was celebrated in a style
that surpassed anything heretofore known in Hono-
lulu. In their rejoicing at the proven stability of the
republic the officials became generous, and it was
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rumored a few days before Thanksgiving that some
who had violated the laws of their land were to be
pardoned, especially those on “the reef” (Oahu pris-
on) for complicity in the recent rebellion. Some
of them had no doubt stained their hands in blood
during that brief struggle. Treason used to be re-
garded as the most serious of all crimes, and in mon-
archies is still punished with death, but in republics,
tho it is made a capital offense, the penalty is seldom
enforced. A republic has less to fear from treason
than a monarchy. The treason of 1895 consisted in
an effort on the part of some white men and Hawai-
ians, instigated by the Louisiana Lottery Company, to
attempt the restoration of the queen. It is openly
charged by some of the officials on the islands
that the insurrectionists had promise of English
aid.

There were various opinions among the people in
regard to pardoning the offenders.

“It won’t do,” declared Mr. Magoon, the father of
Judge Magoon. “Let ’em out and they'll go
right back to their mischief again. I tell ye it’s in
'em.”

“No. I believe they have got enough of it!” de-
clared another. “They’ve had almost a year on the
reefs, and they won’t want to tackle the republic
again in a hurry.”

“They ought to be hung!” declared a third.
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“They are murderous, and planned to blow up the
Central Union Church with women and children,”
said another. i

* Be merciful, even as ye expect to receive mercy,"”
put in one with more of a missionary spirit.

A gentleman who had listened in silence to the
conversation, on being appealed to, answered:

“If T had my way about it, I would pardon every
Hawaiian and Englishman connected with the at-
tempted overthrow of the republic, but I would hang
every American.”

“What, are you not an American?”

“Yes, and that is the very reason I would hang
every American who would attempt the overthrow of
a republic. Some charity should be extended toward
the Hawaiians and English, for they have never en-
joyed that higher education in political freedom which
republics alone can give; but an American brought
up under the stars and stripes, who knows what real
freedom is, and who takes up arms in favor of the
best monarchy on earth, is not fit to live. He should
hang.”

An Englishman who was present began to interpose
some objection to this bluntly expressed American-
ism, but the Yankee interrupted him with:

“It is not for you to put in your say, Mr. Johnny
Bull. You British, raised under such infernal insti-
tutions as royalty even in a mild form, know no
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- more of the genuine liberty of a republic than a

plow-horse.”

The Englishman’s face grew alternately red and
pale, and he looked as if he would like to punch the
American’s head; but the saucy fellow had well-de-
veloped muscles, so, biting his lip, the Briton bore
the insult in silence.

Mr. Charles Wilson, marshal under the queen, and
now agent for her estate, was busy circulating a peti-
tion for the liberation of some of the political prison-
ers. Tho a friend of the ex-queen, Mr. Wilson
had not been implicated in the rebellion. While -
soliciting signatures to the petition for a pardon, he
represented himself as a strong friend of the republic.
Speaking to Mr. Lowrie, the sugar planter, he said:

“I assure you, if any man raises his hand against
this government I will be the first to pull a trigger
on him.”

Some hoped and others feared that all the political
convicts would be pardoned. Some of the prisoners
were too defiant to ask for pardon, yet President Dole
was ready to grant it to all who would ask, and give
promise of living the lives of peaceable citizens.

“He don’t dare keep us here long,” one of the
most notorious of the prisoners boldly declared.
“They will have to pardon us anyway, so let us not
humiliate ourselves by asking for it or by making
any promises.”
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They evidently believed that the act of the presi-
dent was from fear rather than humanity.

Thanksgiving morning dawned bright and clear.
The mina-birds sang among the algarobas, and the
ringdove's soft cooing came in mournful cadence
from the shady groves. There was a spirit of restless
anxiety on the part of every one; a great eagerness
to know who would be set at liberty and who would
remain in prison. At an early hour the seven men
for whom the petition had been circulated were called
to the prison court and their pardons read to them.
Those who had been too stubborn to sue for pardon
were left in the prison, completely crushed by the
knowledge that the Government was strong enough
to longer refuse them their liberty. They had been
sentenced to long terms, and were now without hope.
Their manner at once changed. They were no
longer defiant and rebellious, but became humiliated
and meek. But their day of grace for the present
had passed, and there was no intimation that execu-
tive clemency would ever be granted to them. Their
friends began to hope that on the first day of the new
year the president might extend executive clemency
to them. It wasthought that it would be a fitting act
of mercy, a proof that the republic did not harbor
malice against them for their evil deeds. Conse-
quently the haughty prisoners, who had not deigned
to ask mercy before, began to plead for it now.
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Their friends, who had declared that they would
stubbornly hold out against the Government, became
alarmed; petitions were circulated in their behalf,
and assurances given that the culprits would take the
oath of allegiance to the Government, if pardon was
granted.

Church services on Thanksgiving day in Hawaii are
similar to such services in the United States. Turkeys
suffer there as in the temperate zones. The early
morning witnessed one of the largest military displays
ever seen in Homolulu. The regulars, the artillery-
men, and the national guards, a company of cavalry,
and mounted police—all joined in the parade. At
nine o’clock in the morning vast crowds were seen
moving toward the capitol grounds. It seemed as if
the whole city had been suddenly seized with the no-
tion to go to the state building. The crowd was
well-behaved and good-natured considering its size,
and only a few policemen were required to preserve
order. The Hawaiian soldiers are all armed with
Winchesters, or breech-loading Springfield rifles, all
forty-five calibre. The United States uniform as
well as arms are adopted by the regulars of the
Hawaiian army, and they only need the stars and
stripes to make their Americanism complete.

The Hawaiian flag has the stripes of the United
States, alternating red, white, and blue, and the red
cross of Great Britain, instead of the blue field and
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stars of the United States. The story of the Ha-
waiian flag is a very amusing one, and illustrates the
nature of the Hawaiian people. The Hawaiian King
Kamehameha I. was very friendly to both the Ameri-
can and English, and up to 1812, having no flag of his
own, alternately flew the British and American flag.
The War of 1812 had been raging for several months
between the United States and Great Britain, when a
Yankee privateer, putting into the port of Honoluluy,
saw the British flag flying.

“How is this?” demanded the captain of the Amer-
ican vessel. “You pretend to be our friend, and I
find you flying the flag of our enemy.”

The king, in order to gratify his American friends,
hauled down the British flag and hoisted the stars and
stripes. A few days after the departure of the Yan-
kee privateer a British man-of-war appeared, and the
captain demanded to know of the king:

“Why do you, professing to be our friend, fly the
flag of our enemy?”

The king was perplexed. He then called his two
able advisers, Young and Davis, to his presence, laid
the whole matter before them, and asked how it would
do to fly both ﬂagS from the same mast. But they
reasoned that hostile flags could not fly from the same
mast. Young suggested that as a compromise they
take the British cross for the field, and add the Ameri-
can stripes, with the red, white, and blue, and make a
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flag of their own. This suggestion met the king’s
approval, and was acted upon; so the next day the
Hawaiian flag for the first time floated to the breeze.

The first company to form on that Thanksgiving
day was the artillery, with Gatling guns and Hotch-
kiss rapid-firing guns. The commanding officer and
staff awaited outside the grounds for the companies
to form for the parade. Company after company
formed and with very little confusion fell into line.
A company of cavalry, whose glittering sabres shone
in the morning light, drawn up on the mauka side of
the government building, waited to head the proces-
sion. When at length the last company had formed
and wheeled into line, the procession started.

There was more than mere display in this parade,
I fancy. Such an exhibition of armed and disciplined
men would be an intimidation to any future insurrec.
tionists. The regulars of the Hawaiian army are all
young men, ranging from twenty to thirty years of
age. They are strong, capable of great fatigue and
endurance, well educated, and brave. It is said that
almost any private soldier has the qualifications of a
teacher in the common school. They are paid thirty
and forty dollars per month, which accounts for the
extraordinary soldiery of Hawaii. The Hawaiian
army is the object of hatred to the royalists. They
never lose an opportunity to hurl epithets at it. A
gentleman who stood near me during the parade,
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whose language strongly indicated the Cockney, de-
clared that the expense of the army was ruining the
islands. He swore that the “P. G.’s” were having
their day, but it would be the Royalists’ turn to have
theirs in the near future. From his remarks I should
judge that the army was the only thing that pre-
vented another insurrection. The speaker, I was in-
formed, was not even a naturalized citizen of Hawaii,
but a sojourner from England.

During the afternoon the Honolulu newsboys made
the town lively. The Hawaiian Star treated them to
a dinner and a ride about town in a large omnibus.
The Honolulu newsboys “on a tear” can raise as
much “racket” as the New York, Chicago, or San
Francisco guttersnipe. With tin horns, conch shells,
bells, and in fact everything that would make a noise,
they sailed about the city raising such a hullaballoo
as would shame a tribe of Comanche Indians. Boys
of every shade, from the dark-skinned Polynesian to
the fair-haired Saxon, filled that old omnibus, or
clambered over the roof, clung to the sides, sat in
the seat with the driver, or stood on the whiffle-
trees, until they resembled an excursion of Palmer
Cox’s Brownies.
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CHAPTER VI
CusTOMS, HABITé, AND MANNERS OF THE NATIVES*

THE Kanaka, as the aborigine of the Hawaiian Isl-
ands is called, is the most interesting person in Ha-
waii. Chinese, Japanese, Portuguese, Siamese, South
Sea Islanders, and almost every other odd and eccen-
tric nationality may be found anywhere, but the
Hawaiian can not. In this land he holds a unique
position. No enterprise seems to get along without
him, and he is met at every turn. His face, lighted
up with kindness, hospitality, and childlike simplic-
ity, wins one with a smile. The native is wholly
different from the North American Indian. He lacks
the sullen disposition of the latter, never harbors
malice, is unrevengeful, kind, forgiving, and free
from treachery. The friendship of the Kanaka may
be implicitly relied upon. His benignant approach-
ableness puts him in touch with the stranger at first
sight. Tho the Hawaiian is a failure at the head of
business, lacking the power to direct and control, he
makes a trusty and faithful clerk. There are few
occupations in which the Hawaiians are not found.

* Compiled from Stevens and Olésan’s “Picturesque Hawaii."’
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They are painters, carpenters, blacksmiths, machin-
ists, engineers, teamsters, sailors, clerks, bookkeepers,
editors, market-men, cattle-raisers, sugar-planters,
fishermen, school-teachers, and clergymen, and fill
most of the clerical positions in the Government.
They are employed in the telephbne offices; and a
majority of the pressmen and compositors in the
Honolulu and Hilo printing-offices are Hawaiians.
The heavy work in foundries, and in lading and un-
lading vessels, is done almost exclusively by Ha-
waiians. The last census shows that out of the male
Hawaiian population of 11,135 over fifteen years old,
about one thousand were carpenters, which makes
about one to every eleven. No other race of people
elevated less than a century ago from savagery can
make so good a showing.

The Hawaiian is indispensable to the inter-island
traffic, where absolute fearlessness of the sea is essen-
tial. The manning of boats at all hours, day or night,
to carry passengers or freight to and from the steam-
ers at the various landings is done altogether by the
Hawaiians. This is a hazardous employment, requir-
ing skill, courage, and hardihood. I have seen these
brave men battle for hours, in wind, rain, and angry
seas, to effect a landing at some dangerous points; I
have seen their boats capsized and crushed on the
rocks along the shore, but so skilful are the boatmen
that seldom is one of them drowned. I have often
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braved the dangers of the sea with a Hawaiian crew,
at landings and in surfs where nothing would have
tempted me to try it with a crew of white sailors.
They swim like fish, and the capsizing of a canoe or
boat is a matter of indifference to them. They are
the only deep-sea fishermen, and often go in their
frail canoes out of sight of land, but rarely fail to
return.

The sea has done more for the native, in developing
skill and ingenuity, than the land. The comparative
ease with which the Hawaiians on their own land can
secure their ordinary food-supply has undoubtedly
interfered with their social and industrial advance-
ment. Poi, it is said, has proved the greatest obstacle
to the progress of Hawaiians. The ease with which
the taro, the vegetable from which poi is made, can be
grown relieves the native from any genuine struggle
for life, and unfits him for sustained competition with
men from other lands acquainted with hardships and
accustomed to earn their food in the face of strenuous
competition in an overcrowded population.

The taro or Colocasia antiguorum, a water-plant, is
the staple food of the natives. It is generally grown
in /Jois or taro-patches, land surrounded by turf sides
into which water flows from the irrigating ditches.
The taro is planted in hills, and grows in the water,
great care being taken as to the time of running the
water on and the depth at which it is kept. There is
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a species_of taro on Hawaii which does not require so
much water, and which is said to be equally as nutri-
tious as that grown on lower lands.

The fact that food is supplied by nature, with
little exertion, takes from the native all desire for
the acquisition of more land, and leads him to be con-
tent with what he has. His little plot of ground fur-
nishes him the greater part of his food at a minimum
expense of toil. An hour or two a day will suffice to
keep his taro-patch free from weeds and in a thrifty
condition. Aside from an occasional day’s fishing,
the ease with which he can secure the necessities of
life naturally leaves him with considerable time on
his hands. These leisure hours he spends as suits
his fancy. Sometimes he mounts his island pony and
jogs off to town to while away the day at the boat-
landing or on the post-office steps; but oftener he passes
the balmy hours lying prone upon the grass under
some convenient shade in dreamy revery, until the
hour to dine arouses him from the delicious monotony
of just comfortably breathing and letting everything
take care of itself. He varies his existence by an oc-
casional incursion into the woods, returning bedecked
with /Jess or wreaths of some fragrant vine or flower,
his patient pony loaded with bunches of bananas or
bags of luscious oranges found growing wild within a
convenient distance from his home.

This is Kanaka life in the land of sunshine. This
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is the South, slumbrous, voluptuous, round, and
graceful. In luxury and idleness, the Kanaka may
pass all his long summer days. That eternal struggle
for bread does not fret his soul. To-day’s food can
be had for the picking, and to-morrow’s as well, and
why should he not bask in the sunshine of an almost
perfect climate, and smile on nature as she smiles on
him? To-day’s comforts fill his horizon and he is
perfectly content to let the morrow provide for itself.
He carries about with him a convenient history of the
past, and never disturbs his mind about the responsi-
bility of the future. He does not need to lay in a
supply for winter, provide fuel, or calculate the cost
of an overcoat.

Tho the native freely regales himself on oranges,
bananas, dates, figs, strawberries, bread-fruit, and
papaya, just as they come to his hand, yet his staple
food, poi, requires some preparation. The taro must
be cooked, scraped, pounded, and allowed to slightly
ferment, then mixed with water to a proper consist-
ence, when it is called poi. In the native home, the
poi is placed in a large calabash in the center of the
apartment or under the shade of a tree. The family
and visitors sit on the ground about it, and dipping
the first two fingers of the right hand into the poi,
which is very sticky, give them an artistic whirl, then
by a graceful motion bring the fingers to the mouth
and suck off the poi that adheres to them. The roast
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pig or baked fish, which usually accompanies the meal,
is eaten with the fingers, for the Hawaiian disdains
the use of knives or forks, as well as many other
conventionalities. Poi is very nutritious, an excel-
lent food for invalids, and as it contains a large per-
centage of starch, it is fattening. The poi dogs, or
native dogs, formerly eaten at the feasts were fattened
on poi, then killed and baked the same as pigs.

The Hawaiian method of roasting the pig or baking
fish has received the praises of all epicures who have
tasted these dishes. A hole is dug in the earth, a fire
built in the pit and stones piled upon it and heated to
a white heat. The pig is slain, and its entrails re-
moved. It is then rolled upon the hot stones until
the hair comes off as cleanly as if scalded. The pig
is then filled with hot stones, placed in the excavation
or imu, covered completely with hot stones, and taro
and banana leaves, then covered with earth, and
allowed to roast and steam for hours. When taken
from the excavation it is a thoroughly cooked, crisp,
delicious, and juicy roast. This mode of cooking is
more cleanly than the average housewife might sup-
pose. The stones used for cooking are washed per-
fectly clean, and the pig and fish cooked in that man-
ner have as wholesome an appearance on the table
as if baked in the oven of a French cook.

The Kanaka is not a farmer. If he owns a taro
patch, the chances are that he rents it to a Chinaman.



CUSTOMS, HABITS, AND MANNERS 71

He has pigs and chickens about his bungalow, which
thrive and fatten without his aid. The Kanaka
knows nothing about gardening, while the Chinamen
make fine market-gardeners, and are gradually get-
ting possession of all the best garden-lands. It has
long been the hope of the real friends of the Hawaiian
that he might be roused by a spirit of emulation in
consequence of the competition he has to contend
with, but he seems to have no ambition to excel on
land.

As a fisherman the Kanaka exceeds all others.
The moment he decides to “go a-fishing” he is a new
being. He is awakened from his lethargic state, and
alertness, judgment, and enthusiasm mark his every
movement. He makes his preparations with great
patience and minuteness. He overlooks nothing that
will contribute to his success. His canoe is put in
trim, his lines are all inspected, and his whole house-
hold enlisted in the capture of crabs on the rocks and
in their hiding-holes. He seems guided by instinct
as well as skill in securing his bait. There is no
more fascinating sight than the Kanaka launching his
canoe, and guiding it with his paddle, as he rides
supreme on the threatening swell that breaks with
revengeful roar behind him, just as he slips gracefully
from its crest. He is in his element. He laughs at
the raging beach-combers as he deftly turns between
them, and races his canoe through a strip of unbroken
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water, out of range of danger, into the deep sea. It
takes him a moment only, but you stand spellbound
at his prowess. No more is he the indolent native
lying so lazily and comfortably on the velvety manie-
nie grass yonder by the grass house. He is a hero,
with a manual skill little less than marvelous.

"His contest with the sea, necessitated by the cra-
ving for what the sea could supply, has, from early
days, been the chief stimulus in the development of
Hawaiian character. It has called out skill, courage,
sagacity, ingenuity, and ability to endure and con-
quer. It has promoted a knowledge of navigation,
and led to a minute and accurate observation of
winds, currents, and channels, lent scope and fervor
to the imagination, and set aflame the poetic spirit of
the race. The old songs and most cherished tradi-
tions are replete with references to the sea. The sea
is the Hawaiian’s classic, from which have come the
seven wonders of his legendary world, and on its
foam-crested billows, never to return, have departed
the adventurous spirits of his race, aglow with the
ardor of discovery and conquest.

Not only does the sea furnish the Hawaiian with
food and employment, it also affords him his chief
amusement. Surf-riding is an old and heroic sport
for which Hawaiians have always been noted. In
ancient times it was practised in honor of the kings
and chiefs, but since has become a royal sport on its
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own account. The surf-board is a long, thick plank,
carefully shaped, with ends rounded, on which the
native rides on the crest of the great billows rolling
shoreward. The skill consists in mounting the wave
at an opportune moment, and in keeping the surf-
board in such relation to the movement of the billow
that the latter will propel the rider at a tremendous
speed toward the shore. Expert surf-riders will rise
as they rush along until they stand erect with folded
arms, complete masters of the waves, which they
seem to drive before them like chariot-steeds. Tho
not witnessed so frequently as formerly, surf-riding is
still a popular sport on some of the islands.

Many of the ancient Hawaiian games such as coast-
ing, rolling quartz, and bowling are lost arts to the
present generation, who have substituted baseball,
football, and more modern sports. Tho one can not
but feel sad when any sport truly heroic passes from
the knowledge of man, yet the sports of the present
generation indicate that the Hawaiians have begun to
adopt modern thought and methods.

Visitors to Honolulu note the ease and self-posses-
sion of Hawaiian boys in the water near the wharves
at the departure of ocean steamers. Tossing nickels
in the water to see the boys dive for them is common
sport. They seldom fail to catch a piece of money
before it sinks, tho it is tossed in the water several
feet from them. I have seen boys with their mouths
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full of nickels and dimes caught while sinking. The
natives never fail to know when a shark is in the har-
bor, and are rarely caught. When a native boy is
pursued by a shark, if brought to bay, he will gaze
down into the water with his keen eyes intent on the
tactics of his enemy. The shark must turn over be-
fore he can snap at his intended victim, and, just as he
turns, the native dives, and the great jaws come to-
gether with nothing between them. This is repeated
until relief comes, much to the perplexity of the
clumsy fish. The natiyve often carries a dagger or
piece of iron eight or ten inches long sharpened at
each end to defend himself against the shark. When
prepared against such an encounter, as the Kanaka
dives, he plunges his knife, dagger, or iron into the
shark’s side, and usually wins the day by either kill-
ing his foe or driving him off. There is another feat
performed by the natives, I have been told, which for
coolness and daring equals anything I have ever
heard of. It is said to be a common thing for the na-
tives to await the attack of a shark, and, when the
monster opens his mouth to seize his victim, to thrust
the piece of iron between its jaws as they come to-
gether so that they are propped open by the iron.

As with all savages, superstition played no small
part in Hawaiian life and habits in the early days.
Human bones were preferred for fish-hooks, especially
those of the high chiefs, to whom prayers were offered
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to bless the fisherman in attracting fish to his hook.
Oblations were offered to their fish-gods for security
and success in this hazardous calling. It is hardly
probable that superstition plays any prominent part
in the fishing of to-day, but the aptitude and acquaint-
ance with the sea, and with the habits and haunts of
fish, that have descended from one generation to
another, have made the Kanaka a skilful and intrepid
man on the deep seas, where he is acknowledged to
have no superior.

A fine collection of ancient Hawaiian fishing tackle
and appliances can be found in the Bishop Museum
at Honolulu. It is an array that would have warmed
the heart of good old Izaak Walton, and entitles the
Hawaiian to high rank among the world’s fishermen.
Professor Brigham, manager of the museum, showed
me a fish-hook made from the thigh-bone of a famous
fisherman. He was so successful that it was thought
if he was killed and cut up into fish-hooks, he would
do the kings and chiefs more good than in his ani-
mated state. Consequently the experiment was tried,
much to the detriment of the fisherman. Before the
advent of the white men with iron and thread, the
native, left to his own resources, found material for
his lines, hooks, spears, and nets. He used bone,
mother-of-pearl, and tortoise shell. These were cut
with stone implements, were of artistic workmanship
and of many styles and shapes to suit whims and
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needs of the fisherman. In addition to these are

-many domestic articles in ancient use. The tapa or

native cloth made from the mulberry, the calabashes
made from the koa wood, some large enough to hold
forty gallons, the great feather cloaks, and a thousand
other curiosities which make up the history of the

early islanders, are to be found in the museum.
Customs and manners of the Hawaiians have
changed in late years. In early years there were no
horses. These were introduced (in 1803) by Captain
Cleveland on a voyage from California to China.
Since then they have so increased in numbers that on
the slopes of Mauna Kea they run wild, and the na-
tive is an exceedingly poor man who does not own
some kind of a horse; usually he has two or three.
Herding cattle is one of the industries of the Kanaka
and he has become a typical cowboy. He is exceed-
ingly vain of his accomplishments and calling, and
wears a broad-brimmed sombrero and jingling spurs
that may be heard an eighth of a mile, and a coiled
lasso with which he is an expert. The cowboy is
boys of Honolulu, who delight

mnique costume.

‘he Hawaiian is communistic by
ire. Instead of grasping all he
can get, he divides with his
neighbor, and confidently ex-
pects his neighbor in return
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to divide with him. It is not uncommon for a
whole family of Hawaiians to drop down on a-
friend for a two-weeks’ visit, and he never fails
to give them welcome. When they are gone, he
in turn takes his household and makes a similar
descent, 1n the utmost good nature, on some one
else. ]

The natives in Honolulu and in most of the country
districts live in wooden houses, but a few of the an-
cient grass houses are still in existence, used more as
relics than dwellings.

One of the notable affairs of Hawaiian life is a /xau
or native feast. If it is like anything known to civili-
zation, it more nearly resembles an old-fashioned bar-
becue or picnic than anything else to which it can be
compared. The /uau is rarely under the auspices of
a single individual, but of several who combine forces,
possibly to lend dignity to the occasion, but probably
to give it a popular cast and to add to the quantity
and variety of edibles. Some agree to furnish the
poi; others beef, pork, and fish; others the Aulolo, a
favorite pudding made of grated coconut and taro
with the milk of the coconut, sweetened and baked;
others furnish the poi-palau, a somewhat similar com-
pound of poi and sweet potato; while others agree to
supply the ripe luscious watermelons, and sometimes
oranges, bananas, and other fruits. Among the most
peculiar dishes are the /imu, a fresh-water moss that
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is much relished, and the roasted and salted Zufu:i or
candle nuts.

The great event of preparing and cooking the food
in the #mu, or native oven, is one of much interest.
The imu is a round hole dug in the ground from two
or three feet deep. Great care is taken in selecting
the stones for the oven, as the denser ones will ex-
plode. While some are gathering the stones and
wood, others attend to the preparation of the food for
the oven. The beef and pork are cut into convenient
pieces and wrapped in fresh young taro leaves, while
over all the tough ti leaves are securely bound. When
thus cooked, the taro absorbs the juices of the beef
and pork, and forms a rare titbit of native culinary
art. The fish are wrapped in the same way. While
this part of the preparation is going on, the fires of
the ¢mu are lighted. Kindling is first put in the hole,
and on top are piled wood and stones, and the fire is
kept burning for several hours. Then, the wood
being consumed, the stones are taken out with a hoe.
Macerated trunks of banana plants are put in to gen-
erate a steam, and the bundles of food and stones and
banana leaves are put in the s« in layers, the whole
covered with the broad leaves of the bananas to pro-
tect the food, and with earth sufficient to keep the
steam from escaping. The mass is then allowed to
steam for five or six hours, and when taken out is put
on the table (which is a mat spread on the ground),
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piping hot. The most famous cuisine can not furnish
more deliciously cooked meats than those which come
steaming hot from a well-managed Hawaiian #mu.
When the meal is ready, they sit or squat cross-
legged about the matting on which the feast is spread,
and, disdaining dishes, knives, 'and forks, proceed to
eat with their fingers. The utmost jollity and good-
nature prevail. Every face is aglow and every mouth
open, and the viands disappear like the dew before
the sun. Every one talks as he eats, and with a
finger full of poi in mid-air, here and there, a big Ka-
naka laughs and shakes his fat sides as he jabbers
away in the most irresistible style. It is a case of
eat, drink, and be merry. A /uau used to be given in
honor of every great event, the anniversary of the
king’s coronation, birthday, or death, or of the death
of any friendor chief or relative. The /uax is often
followed by hula dances, usually by young women.
Bands of hula dancers were formerly among the re-
tainers of the kings and chiefs, but since the over-
throw of monarchy and the establishment of the re-
public, this, like other barbarous customs, is falling
into disuse. Kalakaua, the last king, was very fond
of hula dancing and all kinds of debauchery. The
hula dance is a voluptuous movement of the body to
a doleful music, the feet having little to do with it.
Kalakaua's hula girls sometimes danced nude, but the
usual costume is a skirt made of grass, coming to the
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knees, the body being naked or having a loose waist
ornamented with flowers. The laws now prohibit
nude dancing, tho such exhibitions are still given in
private, for the amusement of tourists with depraved
minds.

A gentleman from Rochester who recently wit-
nessed one of the more respectable hulas remarked:
“The missionaries have not completed their work
yet.”



CHAPTER VII
VOYAGE TO MOLOKAI

MoLokaAlI, the island of lepers, is perhaps one of
the most interesting, but at the same time the most
gruesome of the entire group. It is not a desirable
place to visit. One may have a curiosity to go there
once, but I do not believe any person, however mor-
bid his curiosity may be, will wish to repeat the visit.
I bad no special curiosity to go to Molokai, tho, as a
faithful chronicler of events and the islands, I felt it
a duty incumbent on me to pay the leper settlements
a visit. It was not easy to secure an opportunity,
as I soon ascertained, for tho I mentioned the subject
to several of the officials, I received but little encour-
agement. For prudential reasons the Board of Health
keep their semi-annual visits to that island a secret,
and there is no way to reach the land of the banished
save toaccompany that body. When the purpose of a
visit is discovered, there are always more applicants
among the natives to go and visit banished friends
than there is room for on the ship.

Dr. Rodgers informed me one morning that the
board was going to make a visit to Molokai that night,
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and all day long I schemed and planned to get stand-
ing room on the ship. After setting many traps to
interview the secretary of the board, and failing, I at
last in despair called upon Mr. John Waterhouse, the
acting president, and asked him if I could be an in-
vited guest to the island of lepers, and he answered:

“Be at the dock of the Inter-Island Steamship
Company at nine sharp!”

That was all—it was enough, and I felt a great re-
lief in the thought that I should not fail in my under-
taking. Before the appointed time by some thirty
minutes I was at the dock. The Board of Health had
not arrived, and while waiting for them I was enter-
tained by a fight between two drunken sailors. By
the time peace was restored the Board of Health and
a large number of visitors had arrived. The gang-
plank was run out, and Mr. Waterhouse and Mr.
Reynolds, the manager of the settlement, took their
stations near it, to see that only such as had been
granted permission were admitted to the deck of the
little Inter-Island steamer, Ke Au Hou. .

The deck of the little vessel was soon crowded with
passengers. Among them were Drs. Day, Capron,
and Ryder, Professor Richards of the Kamehameha
schools, Senator Henry Waterhouse, Judge Luther
Wilcox, Bishop Ropert, Father Valentine, Father
Pamphile, and some young men who were going to
the settlement as missionaries. The priests had come
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with me from San Francisco, and were now making
their final voyage to their destination. Their journey
from their far-off home had almost erded, and they
would soon be shut out from all the world, engaged
in a noble work in the midst of perils far greater than
those met on the battle-field. Among the prominent
ladies on board the K¢ Au Hou were Mrs. Clark, the
wife of the captain of the Kinax, who had a leper
daughter at the settlement; Miss Bessie Reynolds,
Mrs. H. Lewellyn Jenkins, a deaconess of the Wash-
ington Square M. E. Church, New York City; and the
late Miss Kate Field, of 7ke Times-Herald of Chicago.
Many natives with friends and relatives in the settle-
ment came and begged so earnestly to be permitted
to pay them one more visit that Mr. Reynolds took
aboard all that the ship could conveniently carry.

The great whistle gave forth its ear-splitting shriek,
and all not bound on that mournful voyage hurried
ashore, the gangplank was drawn in, and the vessel
cast off. A Hawaiian sailor, having imbibed too much
okolehao, and being in a most loving humor, was go-
ing the round shaking hands with or embracing every
person he met.

“He 1is the most cordial person I have seen,” the
witty Kate Field remarked. “He has shaken my
hand three different times in the last five minutes.”

The happy Kanaka was taken below by the mate,
and we did not see him any more until he had slept
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off the effects of the liquor. We had scarce passed
Diamond Head when we entered the rough waters
of the channel, and our little ship began to roll. A
strange sail was discovered out to sea, and for a while
the passengers amused themselves looking at it
through the captain’s night-glass.

The purser informed us that he had not cabins
enough for the ladies and elderly men, so the young
men would have to content themselves with the deck.
As we were in the tropics, there was little danger of
taking cold, and as there were none who wanted to be
classed as “elderly gents,” all volunteered to “bunk
on the deck.” The purser assured us that he had
plenty of mattresses and blankets for all. Some began
early to express a desire to retire. Not feeling any
disposition to sleep as yet, I went forward and seated
myself on the bench that ran along the rail, and gazed
out upon the vast sweep of water and starry heavens.
The Southern moon rose high in the cloudless sky.
As one always likes to gaze upon a familiar face in a
strange land, the moon is ever a welcome guest to the
traveler. It is the same moon in one part of the
world that we see in the other. Then, again, one can
feel that it is the same moon that is shedding its sil-
ver light on the loved ones so many thousands of
miles away. The heavy breathing of the engine, the
rumbling of the wheel, and dashing of the prow into
the foam-crested waves, mingled with the moaning
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of the wind through the ship’s rigging, had a sooth-
ing effect upon me, and I began to yawn and nod in
my seat. At last I rose, and walking aft met the
Chinese steward, of whom I asked:

“ Are the beds all taken?”

“No, me getta bled,” he answered.

The pigtailed celestial darted below, and in a few
moments returned with a mattress, blanket, and pil-
low. There was space aft of the main-mast, just for-
ward of the main hatchway, for one more. It wasa
very spare room, for while my head rested against the
foot of the mast, my feet extended over the hatchway.
The only thing between my blanket and the sky was
a rope or two stretched above me. For a long time
I lay on the deck of the rolling ship, as she plunged
forward into the waves, gazing up into the starry
heavens, and wondering how this voyage would termi-
nate, then fell fast asleep. Had all gone well I might
have slept until dawn, but just about 3:30
A.M., while I was in the midst of a dream,
in which I imagined myself a saw-log being
rolled up and down a hill for the amuse-é
ment of some giant fiend, I became con-
scious of water being sprinkled on my face.

Just as I started up, I recollect hearing
a native sailor cry:

“ Wiki, wiki, mahope pilikia!” (Hurry up
or by and by there will be trouble.)

kb |
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All around was confusion. Men were leaping from
the deck picking up collars, cuffs, and coats, without
much regard to ownership, and hastening below. The
officer of the watch cried:

“Ye'd better go below if ye don't want to git wet.”

I made three or four ineffectual grasps for my
collar, necktie, and cuffs, and at last succeeded in get-
ting them, but in the general stampede to go below,
my hat rolled beyond range of my vision, and I was
compelled to leave it. As it was, I was pretty well
soaked before I got under shelter. The steward went
with a lantern to find my hat, and after half an hour’s
search brought it to me.

We were now all crowded on the lower deck, while
the rain roared above. The crowd was good-na-
tured, and even if some were still sleepy and inclined
to yawn until they almost had the lockjaw, they were
jolly. Some who had chosen the lower deck for their
berth were dry, but with the advent of those rained
in from above there was no more sleep that night.

“Sit down and make yourself comfortable,” said a
voice near by, which I recognized as belonging to
Senator Waterhouse. The genial senator had been
rained in himself, but he took everything good-
humoredly, and said: “ You will have to get used to
such little mishaps as this if you expect to travel in
Hawaii. Sit down and be comfortable.”

Taking a seat by the side of the senator, I listened
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to the confused babble of tongues all aboutus. Nearly
everybody had had a similar experience to the pres-
ent, only it was a great deal worse, and to relieve the
annoyance of those who had been soaked to the skin,
and awakened from sweet dreams, they began to re-
late former experiences. When once a crowd gets to
telling stories there is no knowing where they will
drift to; that is, any crowd except a crowd of Ha-
waiians. The Hawaiian crowd is almost sure to end
up with fish and sharks. Unlimited license is given
the Hawaiian in shark stories, or the amount of sugar
per acre his plantation will yield. We had among us
two famous story-tellers, Senator Waterhouse and
Judge Wilcox, and the moment the conversation took
a drift in the direction of sharks, the boys all began
to turn their attention to these Peter Pindars. Sena-
tor Waterhouse was the first to make some inadver-
tant remark about sharks, when a chorus cried:

“Go on, senator, tell us a shark story.”

The senator, who always likes to please good chil-
dren, began:

“Once on a time, while going down the coast of
Oahu, I saw a crowd of natives, close to shore, some
in the water, and some on the rocks above. There
was something so strange and mysterious in their
manner that my curiosity was aroused, and I sailed
my boat in close enough to hail them and asked what
they were doing. They informed me that a shark
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had gone into one of those submarine caves in the
rocks, with which the coast of Oahu abounds, and
fallen asleep, and that they were going to lasso it. I
was told that I might stay and have the exquisite
pleasure of helping pull it out after they had lassoed
it, if I wished. I ran my boat in to shore, and climb-
ing among the rocks saw his sharkship in one of the
small caves or holes in the rocks fast asleep, One of
the natives swam noiselessly into the cavern, and ad-
justed the lasso about the tail of the shark without
awaking him, and then we got out on shore and be-
gan to pull. There was a tremendous floundering
about in that cave, but out came Mr. Shark, and we
stopped not until he was pulled out on the rocks and
put to death. I tell you, boys, he was a monster.”

An incredulous laugh followed this narrative, which
caused the senator to declare:

“Why, if any of you doubt this story, just charter
the ship, and if I don’t take the whole party to the
very hole from which we drew the shark, then I will
pay all expenses.” :

Judge Wilcox, who had long been a rival for the
championship in shark stories, stroked his moustache
with a “that’s-nothing” expression, and declared that
he saw nothing unreasonable or even remarkable in
the senator’s story,

“Why, sharks are the most tractable creatures in
the world when you know how to handle them. It
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takes a great deal of experience and skill to handle a
good-sized shark, one of the man-eating species, but
the Kanaka boys know exactly how to master them.
I used to have a fish-pond over on the other side of
Oahu, and at high tide sometimes as many as half a
dozen full-grown sharks would come in the pond at a
time, and when it was low tide it left them in the
pond, which would be so shallow the sharks could not
turn over. The native boys used to go to that pond,
jump astride the sharks and ride them through the
water. It was great amusement to see them riding
races around the pond on the backs of sharks.”

“That will certainly take the premium,” declared
Ed Towse, rubbing his eyes.

“Now if you don’t believe this story, if you will
charter the ship I will take the whole party to the
very pond in which the sharks were ridden for
horses. If I can’t show you the pond, I will pay the
expense of the ship.”

Shark stories were the order of the day, until the
steamer crept into the bay of Kalaupapa, and the
steward asked all to come into the dining-room and
have a cup of coffee to “stay the stomach” until
breakfast: an invitation which the story-tellers ac-
cepted, and thus put an end to our amusement. I
will state that I have since had some of the stories
told that morning verified, strange and impossible as
they may seem. While I would not recommend that
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one should believe every fish-story he hears, yet
stranger things happen in Hawaii than are dreamed
of in our philosophy.

Just as the first streaks of dawn began to tinge the
east, we came up in the roadstead (it can’t be called
bay) of Kalaupapa. There was a jingling of heavy
chains, the running off of a reel, a plunge and we
were at anchor. Glancing off to leeward, I saw great
banks of mist rolling up on a shore along which the
light of lanterns gleamed, with high mountains in the
background. Tho the rain had ceased falling, the
dark clouds and mist swept before us at times, shut-
ting out the desolate shore of Molokai, the home of
the lepers.




CHAPTER VIII
THE LEPERS

THE Hawaiian Islands have been termed by some
of their enthusiastic admirers “The Paradise of the
Pacific,” and in many respects they seem to warrant
the appellation. There one finds many of the condi-
tions spoken of in the songs and stories of paradise.

“ Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood,
Stand dressed in living green.”

It is a home of endless summer, where there grow
but few poisonous herbs or trees, while there is not a
serpent or reptile whose bite is dangerous on all the
islands. If another Adam and Eve in their original
simplicity were placed on some of those islands, abun-
dant food could be found to supply their wants fresh
from the hand of nature, as was found in the original
Eden.

But the Hawaiian Islands are not Paradise. “Sick-
ness, sorrow, pain, and death” are felt there just the
same as in all lands on this earth, where men are
born to die. One of the most dreadful diseases
known to man haunts that land of beauty. Some
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time during the year 1853 the first case of leprosy
was discovered on the islands, and treated by Dr.
Baldwin. The natives called it the Ma: Pake or Chi-
nese sickness, from which it is supposed that the
dread disease was brought from China. The native
blood having been impoverished by excesses and dis-
eases contracted from the sailors, was a fertile field
for this frightful epidemic. In 1864 leprosy had
spread to an alarming extent. Accordingly, an act
was passed by the legislature, January 3, 1865, to iso-
late the lepers, and provide separate establishments
and hospitals for them. A hospital was established
at Kalihi in October, 1865, and about the same time
Mr. Hutchinson selected the present site of the leper
settlement, and purchased lands for it on the north
side of Molokai. Itis a peninsula, comprising some
five thousand acres, surrounded on three sides by the
ocean, and on the south shut in by a steep pa/i, or
precipice, from two to three thousand feet in height.
It includes the fertile valley of Waikolu, besides the
villages of Kalawao on the east side and Kalaupapa
on the west.

From a description of Molokai, one must not sup-
pose that the Hawaiian Islands abound with lepers.
If you do not go to Molokai, the chances are that you
might pass a lifetime in the Hawaiian ‘Islands and
never see a leper. Men and women have been born
on the islands, lived to a good old age, and died
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without meeting a person afflicted with that dread
disease.

As a rule the lepers do not object to segregation,
and some of the natives, I have been told, are anxious
to be declared lepers and sent to Molokai, where they
will be supported at the expense of the Government.
On the other hand there are some who conceal their
afflicted relatives and friends to prevent their being
sent, thus propagating the disease and endangering
their own homes. The Board of Health, however,
are very vigilant, especially since the republic was
formed, and the lepers are usually found, and after
being thoroughly examined are sent to Molokai.

There is one leper on the island of Kauai still at
large. Any one who enjoys blood-curdling adven-
tures and hairbreadth escapes is at liberty to go, and
take him to the island of lepers if he can. Koolau, a
bold Hawaiian, was declared a leper and ordered to
Molokai, but refused to go. His home was at the foot
of the mountains not far from Waimea, where he had
lived in happiness and peace with his wife, children,
and aged mother until this dread disease seized upon
him. When it was known that he was a leper and
refused to go to Molokai, Sheriff Stoltz went to arrest

. him, but Koolau had armed himself with a Winchester
and revolvers, and retiring into the strongholds of
the mountain, warned the sheriff not to follow. The
sheriff pushed on after him. There came a puff of
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smoke from behind a clump of ferns screening a
boulder, the sharp crack of a rifle, and the sheriff
fell. He was taken mortally wounded to Waimea,
and died in the parsonage of the foreign church in
that village.

Koolau was declared an outlaw, and a posse sent to
capture him. In his mountain pass, aided by his wife,
children, and mother, he drove them back with bul-
lets and stones. Next a company of National Guards
was despatched to seize him. It is said that while
they slept on the mountain-side at the dead of night,
the outlaw leper passed through their camp to the vil-
lage, secured some necessary supplies, and returned
to his mountain fastness. Next day he was attacked
by the National Guard in his pass, and after a terrible
fight, he drove them down with a loss of three of
their number. Koolau was still on the mountain at
the time of my visit, and no one dared attempt his
capture. The wild fruits, mountain taro, and wild
cattle supply him with food, while the many caves in
the mountains are his home. I was told that the dis-
ease is making frightful ravages on him. His fingers
are falling off one by one, until he will soon have
none left to pull the trigger on his enemies. He is
gradually growing weaker and weaker, and even-
tually he will be too helpless to resist, or will die
alone in some of his mountain caves.

One of the most pathetic stories told of the islands
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is of a little leper girl. She was a bright little crea-
ture, her mother’s pride, and as she was an only child
the mother’s heart was bound up in her. She was
the best scholar in the school, and was often pointed
out as an example to others. A member of the
Board of Health on a tour of inspection discovered
suspicious spots on the little one’s face, and a peculiar
clongation of the lobes of the ears. She was declared
a suspect, and sent to the station at Honolulu. The
mother was frantic with grief. Her only child, her
little darling was to be torn from her and sent to
dread Molokai,—death would be preferable. She
spent her time in weeping and praying God to take
. her child to Heaven before it was banished to the
leper settlement. When the Board of Health met, it
was settled beyond question that she was a leper, and
with the next ship she was to be banished.

“I have but one wish now!” the weeping mother
sobbed, “and that is that she may die before the day
of her departure comes.”

Her wish was gratified, for the child was seized
with a fever and died in a few days. Her little grave,
still kept green and moistened by the tears of the
heart-broken mother, is often pointed out to the
traveler as the saddest memento of this terrible dis-
ease.

While we were at breakfast, Bishop Ropert, Father
Pamphile, and the other priests and brothers took a
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boat and went ashore. It was broad daylight when I
reached the deck, and tho the rain had ceased, the
clouds still hung about the mountains, and clung to
the steep precipices along the shore. The next boat
took the ladies. The surf was rolling high, and some
of the passengers grew a little nervous at the thought
of landing. As the boat with the ladies and several
members of the Board of Health pulled out from the
ship, another was lowered, and in company with a
number of others I climbed down the ladder sus-
pended over the ship’s side and dropped into it. The
descent was a little precarious, for as the boat bobbed
down the ship bobbed up, and suspended in midair I
waited for the supreme moment to come, when I
could jump with the least danger of tumbling into the
sea. I made the leap and alighted on somebody’s
shoulders, was seized by a Kanaka sailor, and placed
in a seat. The boat was shortly filled and the crew
began pulling for the stony beach, which even at this
early hour was lined with people. Others could be
seen coming over the hill, on foot and on horseback,
to greet the visitors for whom they had waited for six
long months.

Never were guests more welcome. Cut off as they
are from the outside world, these semi-annual visits
are green spots in the lives of the unfortunate exiles.

How they wait day after day, week after week, and
count the hours from one visit to another one may
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well imagine. That outside world with all its beauty
and joy is never to be seen again by them, and they
hail with joy the only visitors that ever come to bring
them news of it.

A band in bright uniform was on the shore, and as
the boats approached, played “ Hail Columbia,” “ Star-
Spangled Banner,” and other American airs. As the
Board of Health landed with the ladies, they were
greeted with rousing cheers. Our boat came in just
after theirs. There was a sort of stone dock built out
a few rods into the bay, with a kind of breakwater, or
rock pen, a few feet long, but not so high as to pre-
vent the surf rolling over it at high tide. The white
caps rolled all about us as we were swept into shore
by. the strong oarsmen. With some difficulty we en-
tered the small artificial harbor, and came alongside
the dock. Even here the water was turbulent, and
we had to be dragged from the rocking boat to the
rough stone pier.

I had only an opportunity to give the lepers a glance
before I landed. I noticed that there was a great
crowd of people on the shore, but had observed noth-
ing peculiarly revolting about them. I was walking
along the rude dock to the shore, when I saw an old
man sitting on a horse holding the reins in a finger-
less hand. It looked as if his fingers had been frozen
off, or were cut off and had healed. There was noth-

ing else about him that would indicate he was a leper.
7 - -
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Next I saw a Hawaiian woman with a great nodule
on either side of her chin, her face spotted and lumpy.
As I looked about me, leprosy in all its most horrible
and revolting forms was visible everywhere. Finger-
less men and women, disfigured and frightful faces
were to be seen on every hand. Even the band-boys
who had discoursed such sweet music, and who had
actually looked handsome in their bright uniforms,
as seen from the boat, would not bear close inspec-
tion. Some played cornets with fingerless hands,
others had nodules on their faces like monster warts,
frightful and disgusting to behold, and one had lost
his ears. After all, their music was sad, and their
shouts and cheers, which had about them a pretended
heartiness, were only a mockery. None so afflicted
can ever be happy, and their pretenses of happiness
are miserable failures. That awful word “pilikia,”
meaning trouble, never seemed burdened with such
fearful significance as on this occasion. I heard it a
hundred times that day, and it rang in my ears for
months.

Senator Waterhouse, who had done so much to
cheer us up on our voyage, seemed almost saintly
when he landed on this island of sorrow. He was
everywhere boldly grasping the fingerless hands with
expressions of sympathy and hope When there was
no hope in this world, he pointed to that bright world
above where sorrow never comes. His words were
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full of cheer to the poor natives, who have almost
come to adore him. He knew many of them when
they were in good health, and has been a frequent
visitor to their island since their segregation, so that
no one is hailed with more joy than he.

A guest-house has been built in Kalaupapa which
no leper has ever been permitted to enter. After the
strains of “The Star-Spangled Banner” had died
away we started toward the house, our leper friends
crowding about us much nearer than was comfortable.
On passing the warehouse I saw a blind leper stand-
ing near the door, whose face was the most dreadful
I had yet beheld; but before the day was over I was
destined to see others even more horrible than he.

Fully two hundred lepers followed us to the guest-
house, and stood around the fence, about the yard,
gazing fondly, lovingly, and longingly at us, as if we
were dearly beloved friends whom they dared not ap-
proach. There was neither envy, malice, nor idle
curiosity in their gaze, but the utmost friendliness.
The band of leper boys went to a porch on a building
near the guest-house, from which they discoursed the
sweetest, yet the saddest music I ever heard. Chief
among the unfortunates who contributed so much
toward making us welcome was Ambrose Hutchins,
the association manager and sheriff, and with him
Notley and Waiamau, young men especially useful
in Kalaupapa.
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Mr. Hutchins took his place at the gate of the
guest-house to see that no leper should so far forget
himself as to enter the ground sacred to visitors.. He
is a leper in whom the disease seems to have ex-
hausted itself in the destruction of the extremities.
His case is what is known in medical science as ner-
vous leprosy. His fingers are gone, and his lower lip
paralyzed so that when he speaks, it drops down over
his chin. When he has finished a sentence he re-
places his lip with his fingerless hand, and holds it in
place with his upper lip. Dr. Day pointed out a boy
to me whose eyelids were so paralyzed by leprosy -
that he could not hold them open, and was compelled
to hold his head back in order to see under them.
His eyebrows and lashes had fallen out, and his dark
face had a peculiar ashen or death-like pallor.

Leprosy seems more fatal with children than with
pedp]e of mature age. A former manager of the set-
tlement expressed it as his belief that no one who
contracted the disease in middle life ever died of it.
As so little is known of the disease, the doctors are
uncertain how it is contracted. There is also a
difference of opinion as to whether it is a disease of
the nerves or of the blood, tho classed among the
skin diseases. The blood seems to become clogged,
and refusing to circulate in the veins, the nerves of
the extremities, fingers, toes, and ears, failing to get
their supply, die, and the members drop off. The
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frightful nodules which disfigure the face and body
are probably formed by strangulated veins and arter-
ies. A full and free circulation might effect a cure,
but how to get that circulation is a secret never re-
vealed to medical science. Leprosy has never been
cured by any save a divine power. It has for thou-
sands of years baffled the medical science of the world,
and is to-day as much a living death as when the
Savior of mankind by a touch and word made the
leper clean.

There are two kinds of leprosy observable on
Molokai: nervous leprosy and tubercular leprosy; the
former destroying the extremities, the fingers, and
toes; the latter disfiguring the face with nodules
which sometimes become running sores. It is the
prevailing opinion at present in Hawaii that leprosy
.can only be contracted by inoculation, but as in-
oculation depends on the condition of the blood, one
may contract the disease from a very slight exposure,
while, if the blood is perfectly pure, it will throw off
the poison even if inoculated. Dr. Trousseau once
advanced the theory that one might contract the dis-
ease from a mosquito bite.

An experiment was made by inoculation some years
ago. A native was found guilty of murder and sen-
tenced to be hanged. The Board of Health appealed
to the king to allow the doomed man his choice to be
hanged or inoculated with the virus of a leper. The
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request was granted, and the prisoner chose to be in-
oculated. It was done, and in two years’ time the
disease began to make its appearance. Five years
later he died in Molokai. The disease is so slow
that it is supposed that it takes from two or three
years for it to develop after exposure, and there have
been cases in which seven years were required for
the disease to manifest itself. Many husbands live
with leper wives, and never contract the disease: and
there is one woman on Molokai who has buried two
leper husbands and still is “clean.” Children born
of leper parents, if they show no sign of the disease at
five or seven years of age, are taken away and edu-
cated at the expense of the Government, until a cer-
tain period has elapsed; then if the child is clean, it is
permitted to go whithersoever it will. Many children
of leper parents never contract the disease, tho it will
appear in the grandchildren, or great-grandchildren,
or even in some later generation.

One of the peculiarities of lepers is an elongation of
the lobes of the ears. I was told that sometimes
their ears became so long and hung down so far as
to interfere with their galloping pell-mell over the
island, one of their most delightful pastimes. In
such cases, I was informed, they apply to the doctor
to have their ears cut off; the operation is said to be
painless and to afford great relief.

From the guest-house we had an excellent view of
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Kalaupapa. The village of neat little white cottages
stretches along the shore for a mile, and back from
the beach half that distance. The most notable
buildings are the Y. M. C. A. Hall, Beretania Hall,
Bishop’s Girls’ School, and two churches. They have
a jail at the settlement, but it is empty nearly two
thirds of the time. Including the one hundred help-
ers, there were at the time of our visit a little over
twelve hundred people in the settlement, all of whom
were peaceable and orderly. Senator Waterhouse,
his brother John T. Waterhouse, Judge Luther Wil-
cox, J. D. McVeigh, Mr. Reynolds, and other Ka-
maainas (old settlers) were at all times surrounded by
groups of Molokai people, keen to gossip in their own
tongue with friends from Honolulu.

The business of the Board of Health having been
completed, horses were brought for the entire party
to ride to Kalawao. The incident of the start was the
début of Kate Field as an equestrian & /a Hawaiian.
It is a perplexing and serious task to give a woman
her first lesson in riding astride. Miss Field, by the
kindness of Miss Bessie Reynolds, appeared arrayed
in divided skirts, expressing herself as feeling very
peculiar. By the aid of two able-bodied men, she
mounted a sorry-looking gray, whose good graces she
sought to win by soothing words and fond caresses.
After many hysterical screams, and taking a short
trial trip of ten paces, she thought she might be able
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to stand the journey, and we started. The cavalcade
to Kalawao strung out in a picturesque procession.
Lepers on foot and on horseback to the number of
three or four hundred accompanied us. There were
lepers before, behind, and on either side, gazing in
silent affection at us. On an arch extending over the
roadway was the gruesome greeting wrought in ever-
greens: ‘“Welcome to Molokai.” Like children
eager to make our visit pleasant, they pointed to this
motto with pride, and explained that they had worked
all the day before to erect it in honor of our visit. It
made me sad to think of the labors of those poor,
weak, afflicted children of nature, toiling even with
fingerless hands to decorate their village and hum-
ble homes in honor of our visits.

At Kalawao is the grave of Father Damien, whose
brother, Father Pamphile, had come to take his place.
We met a number of the boys marching to the tap of
a drum to meet and escort Bishop Ropert, Father
Pamphile, and others to the home, where Father Pam-
phile and his assistants were to remain. The proces-
sion halted and drew up in a line at the roadside to
allow us to pass, giving us a military salute as we did
so. One boy had a face more hideous than the most
grotesque mask I ever saw, while his head was swollen
to twice its natural size, and so heavy he could scarce
balance it on his shoulders. Weakened with disease
as they were, these lads were filled with enthusiasm
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and marched two miles to meet the beloved mission-
aries coming to give their lives to their comfort.
They cheered after we had passed, then took up their
line of march to meet the bishop and his party.

At the foot of a gentle slope, a pretty plain stretch-
ing away from it, is Kalawao, with the Catholic
Church, and Baldwin Home for boys. This home is
the gift of Hon. H. P. Baldwin, the great sugar-king
of Hawaii, who lives on Maui, and whose generosity
is known and felt throughout all the islands. W2
entered the enclosure of three acres constituting the
Baldwin Home, under an arch on which were the
words, “I was sick and ye visited me.”

We were met by Brother Joseph Dutton—a noble,
wonderful, almost saintly man. He was born in
Michigan, was a soldier during the great Civil War,
became converted to Catholicism, and journeyed on
his own account to Hawaii, and asked to go as a mis-
sionary to Molokai. He was the beloved friend and
spiritual brother of Father Damien, and supported his
head while he was dying. For seven years Brother
Joseph has been in the leper settlement, living with
the afflicted, ministering to their wants, dressing
their wounds, amputating dead and useless fingers,
and has not yet contracted the disease.

“Come with me and I will show you about the
place,” he said. Our party followed him from cot-
tage to cottage, which we found scrupulously neat
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and clean. In fact everything that can be done for
the comfort of the unfortunate victims is done. The
Government of Hawaii and the missionaries, Catho-
lic and Protestant, certainly deserve the greatest
praise for their noble work in this field. We found
schoolrooms in which the leper children are taught,
with playgrounds and all that may make the little
folks forget their ills.

“Now if you care to visit the hospital, I will take
you there,” said Brother Joseph.

Several expressed a willingness to go, but at the
door all but two or three backed out. Some of the
unfortunate creatures had managed to crawl out upon
the porch, where they sat or reclined, basking in the
sunlight.

“These are still able to come out in the air,” our
gentle guide explained. “Now come inside and I
will show you leprosy in its last stages.” We entered
the hospital filled with cots on which lay some of the
most frightful-looking objects I had ever beheld.
Brother Joseph, pointing to the unfortunate victims of
this loathsome disease, continued:

“These poor fellows can not last long; those three
in that corner are dying now.” Pointing to a vacant
cot he added: “Onc died there last night; we just
took him out, and he will be buried to-morrow.”

I went over to the bedside of one leper who was
just breathing his last. All other sights that I had
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witnessed on that island paled into insignificance
compared with the revolting appearance of this man.
The horrible odor of the disease, more repulsive than
a thousand charnel-houses, overcame me. I grew
dizzy, and had I not staggered to the door I should
have fallen.

Having seen enough of lepers, I wandered with
Mr. Farrington to the Catholic churchyard, where
we paid a visit to the grave of Father Damien, the
priest who died of leprosy, then mounting our horses,
we returned to Kalaupapa.

I will conclude this chapter with the following
verses composed by a blind leper on Molokai, whom
we found at Kalawao. The sheet of paper on which
they were scrawled was given by the leper to Dr.
Ryder, who furnished me with a copy. The rime
and meter may be forgiven, when we take into con-
sideration the condition of the poet who composed
them. :

THE LEPER BOY.

Composed by CrLayToN L. STRAWN,
a blind Leper at Molokai.

I

In a little shaded spot,
On the island of Kauai,
There stands an old grass hut,
For which I often sigh:
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For many is the hour I've spent
Rolling on that matted floor;

Whilst the air was filled with scent
From flowers out the door.

IL.

There with mother and father dear,
And my little sisters too,
I spent my happy boyhood years,
No care I ever knew.
But they have passed away,
They have vanished one by one;
In yonder mound they lay,
Each grave marked by a stone.

IIL

There beside our mother’s knee,
We said our evening prayer;

Those were happy days to me,
With my two sisters fair.

* God called them home on high,

And I am left alone;
Which oftimes makes me sigh
For my little island home.

Iv.

All's gone that’s dear to me,
And I am failing fast;
I have got the leprosy,
I too must die at last.
May the great God of love
Whose ever-watchful eye,
Look from His home above
Anad forgive the leper boy.
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V.
Now after I am dead,

Do not bury me so deep;
Plant a tree beside my head—

For there’s none for me will weep—
That the birds at early morn,

Whilst the wind its branches wave,
May warble forth their song

O’er the outcast leper’s grave.



CHAPTER IX
CAST AwAY

ON our return to Kalaupapa, we fell in with Dr.
Capron and several others, among whom was a young
leper named Nathaniel, who claimed to have taken
the Goto treatment (administered by a Japanese doc-
tor of that name) with success.

“You need not tell me that leprosy can’t be cured,”
said the leper. “It can. They declared me a leper
and sent me here, but I have taken the Goto cure and
I am healed. At one time I could plunge a knife
blade into my thigh to the handle, and not feel it, but
now that the nerves are restored, I am as sensitive to
pain as I ever was.”

I asked Dr. Capron about his case, and he said that
while his leprosy seemed to have disappeared, it was
liable to return. The Board of Health did not feel
justified in discharging him. I found that the board
did not put much reliance on the reported cures
of Goto, the Japanese. Nathaniel was an intel-
ligent young Hawaiian, and seemed sincere in
his belief that he was cured, and while he thought
the board did him wrong by retaining him, at the

- ey  —e—————
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same time he uttered no loud complaints against
them.

As we descended the hill and came in sight of Ka-
laupapa, we noticed that the surf was rolling high.
A boat was just pulling out from the shore to the Ke
Au Hou, at anchor a fourth of a mile away.

“The wind is rising,” Dr. Capron said, while a
shade of anxiety passed over his face. “If we go
aboard that ship to-day we must do it very soon.”

Putting our horses to a gallop we thundered down
toward the beach. One of the ship’s boats containing
Captain Thompson, Purser Kelley, and a native crew,
pulled out from the “rock pen” and started toward
the ship. A mighty wave, seeming mountain high,
rolled toward it, struck the prow of the boat with such
force as to capsize it, and the officers and crew were
struggling in the rolling surf, which for a moment
buried them. The boat was lifted on the top of a
foam-crested wave, and rolled over and over on the
rocks until it was crushed as if it had been an egg-
shell. Fortunately, the skipper and crew were swept
on the rocks with only a few bruises, and all miracu-
lously escaped.

By the time we drew up our panting steeds along
the stormy beach, the captain and his crew had
crawled out of the water. They gave us the encour-
aging intelligence that the provisions brought from
the ship had been lost in the sea, by the capsizing of
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a former boat, and the prospects tor a continued fast
on the island were excellent.

The question that most concerned us was how were
we to get on board the ship. The surf was dashing
with increased violence every moment, and while the
capsizing of the captain’s boat might be regarded in
the light of an accident, there was no doubt that
an attempt to reach the ship would be attended with
great danger. We returned to the guest-house,
whither the others had gone, and held a consultation.
Chief-Engineer McLean, Purser Kelly, and Captain
Thompson determined to manage in some way to
get the commander of the craft aboard. The captain,
purser, and crew took their places in the second boat,
and a native named Hikiau stood holding the bow-line
while he watched the great waves roll in shoreward.
It was a thrilling moment. The captain whispered
some words in the ear of the chief-engineer, who was
to remain behind, and placed his watch and purse in
his possession. His face was very pale, but he was
calm, and on his brow was stamped that determination
that makes heroes. Hikiau kept his eye on the roll-
ing waves, thét broke in crested splendor with the
roar of thunder upon the rocks, occasionally giving a
word of command to the crew in the boat bobbing up
and down in the rock pen.

Three great waves had just exhausted their force
on the shore when Hikiau gave a shout, released the
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cable, and the boat shot out of the rock pen to dash
into the roaring surf. The natives on the dock
cheered the native sailors, who fearlessly bent to their
oars, sending the boat bounding over the waves.

- One monster, angry billow came rolling forward with

such fury that it seemed as if it would inevitably bury
the boat beneath it. The prow of the boat mounted
it, and at one time the craft seemed to be almost per-
pendicular, in fact so much so that those in the boat
had hard work to hold their places. It swept over
the wave, and the prow dipped down into the trough
of the sea, and the stern kicked up its heels with such
force as to threaten to throw the passengers out over
the bow. The boat swept safely on however, and was
soon in smoother water. Every one who had held
his breath during the danger now gave vent to wild
cheers, answered from those of the crew on the ship.
The captain and his boatmen were soon safely on
board the ship, but the gale was increasing and the
surf growing more and more dangerous.

The Board of Health decided that it would be im-
possible for us to go aboard the ship from the Kalau-
papaside. Some thought that on the other side of the
peninsula, at either Kalawao or Waikolu Point, the
sea would be smooth enough for the ship to approach
the shore. Ambrose Hutchins sent a horseman fly-
ing over to the other side to ascertain the condition

of the sea there. I could not endure the thought of
8
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spending a night on this horrible island, and was
almost tempted to plunge into the rolling surf and
swim to the ship, or perish in the effort.
1 an incredibly short time the mes:
rer came flying back with the glaa
s that the sea was calmer on the
other side. Now came the serious
question of how we were to get in-
structions to the captain to take the
§ship around to Kalawao. Hikiau
\ settled the matter by offering to
swim off to the ship with the mes-
B[’l sage.
“Write it out, put it in a bottle,
seal it, and give it to me,” he said.
Hikiau was a large bewhiskered
native, brave as a lion, and a noted diver and
surf-rider. Clothed only in a malo, he took the
bottle in which was the order from the Board of

Health to the captain of the ship. I never saw

a more perfect picture of physical manhood than
when Hikiau took his place on the rocks to make
his great swim. Like the trained diver that he
was he watched his chance. On came rolling a
huge breaker, capable of crushing a block of brick
buildings. Just as it was about to burst in fury on
the rocks he plunged head first into it. With a hol-
low roar the wave dashed on the cold gray stones and

—
’
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a cloud of spray hid everything from view. So long
was he hidden by the waves that even the most ex-
perienced feared he was lost. At last he rose tri-
umphant on the other side, and struck out for the
ship. Another and another billow came rolling
toward him, and he mounted them with the ease and
grace of a swan, while wild cheers rose above the
thunder of the sea. He finally reached deep water,
and with a few powerful strokes darted through it
like a seal and reached the ship’s side. A rope was
thrown to him, and with an agility as a climber ex-
ceeded only by his skill as a swimmer, he reached the
deck.

A few minutes after he reached the deck the
steamer hoisted anchor and steered for the opposite
side of the peninsula. Again we mounted the horses
and thundered over the hill to Kalawao, accompanied
by three or four hundred lepers, far more sociable
than was agreeable. The very streets of the village
were filled with the stench of leprosy, and I deter-
mined to get off to the ship that night if it was pos-
sible. The sun was already low in the west, and the
sky, which at noon had been clear, was overcast with
lowering clouds, while the eternal roar of the surf fell
on our ears. _

My pony was a sorry beast, and, despite all my ex-
ertions to keep up with my companions, I was left be-
hind in the very midst of a throng of horrid lepers. I
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would have felt but little more unpleasant had I been
left with wild beasts; not that the lepers were unkind;
they were too kind, too obliging to suit me, and I
longed to get away from them. Every face I looked
upon was a horrid sight, and I believe a week in such
companionship would have driven me insane. Leper
men and women galloped along on either side, despite
all my efforts to shake them off. They were so hun-
gry for society that one could not rebuke the unfor-
tunates, disagreeable as their familiarity was.

When I reached Kalawao, I learned that our party
had galloped down the lava-strewn hillside to the
beach. The steamer could be seen coming in for
us, but the waves were rolling so high, the boat did
not dare come near the rocks. Some of our party
said we would have to wait until morning, others
seemed quite sure that we could get off on Wai-
kolu Point two miles away. The boat came near
enough to the rocks for some of our people to order it
to Waikolu Point, and then we scampered over the
hillside to reach that place before the storm, which
was increasing in violence all the time, would make it
impossible for us to land there.

After a long ride along a ledge on the mountain
side, a steep descent, and a gallop by the roaring sea,
eight of our party reached the point in time to drop
into the boat, and were taken off to the ship. The
storm had by this time increased until the whole coast

——
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was dangerous, and with heavy hearts the remainder
of us returned to Kalaupapa. Night had fallen when
we reached the guest-house and threw ourselves
almost exhausted on the /enai. We had no food, the
guest-house had only beds enough for the ladies, and
there were nine blankets for twelve men. The two
Catholic sisters, Cassentia and Vinsentia, who have
been for fifteen years missionaries among the lepers,
sent us both food and blankets, which they assured
us had never been contaminated by lepers.

After a supper of canned salmon, bread, butter, and
jelly, we returned to the /enai. The leper band which
had been serenading us almost continually since our
landing, whenever they could get us to stay in one
place long enough to be serenaded, now gave way to
a chorus of leper boys, who sang some of the sweetest
yet saddest songs I ever listened to. The last song,
was a polyglot in Hawaiian and English. The chorus
was in English, and ended with:

“ A parting kiss, a fond embrace
Until we meet again.”

Tho no one had any desire for a parting kiss or a
fond embrace, nor do I believe there was any wish to
meet the poor creatures again, yet there was some-
thing so sad in that refrain that many eyes grew
moist as they listened.

It was late that night before any one thought of re-
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tiring. The beds were given up to the ladies, and
most of the men rolled blankets about themselves and
lay on the floor. I am quite sure it was the most
miserable night of my existence. I did not dare use
the blanket that was offered me, so propped myself
back in a rocking-chair, and spent the night on guard
against infected mosquitoes.

Before it was fairly daylight I was down at the
beach, and found the fury of the waves increased in-
stead of diminished. A light bobbing up and down
on the water showed where the steamer lay at anchor.
Some of the lepers were already on the beach gazing
at the ship, and a crowd had begun to gather about
the guest-house. When several members of the
Board of Health came down to the beach and declared
that it was impossible to get off to the ship, my
heart sank within me. To be a castaway, a prisoner
in such a place, where I lived in continual dread of
contracting the frightful disease, was almost madden-
ing. We returned to the /azas, where Senator Water-
house and Mr. Reynolds declared it might be days
and weeks before the sea on the peninsula subsided
sufficiently for us to get off to the ship. The only
feasible plan of escape was to climb the immense pa/s
or precipice, over two thousand feet high, on the south,
and cross the country to Kaunakakai twelve miles
from the settlement. The precipice was an almost
perpendicular steep, and our party had slept little
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and eaten little for two days, so it was the last resort.
We had with us four ladies, who we feared would not
be able to endure the fatigue of such a march. There
are telephone connections with Kaunakakai, and we
ascertained that the bay there was comparatively
calm. A boat came in from the ship near enough to
hear us from the rocks, and McLean, the chief-engineer
who had been left on shore with us, shouted to them
that we were going over the pa/s and across the island
to Kaunakakai.

About the central part of the island of Molokai,
after one has left the leper peninsula, is the home of
Mr. Myers, called Kalae. Mr. Myers has a native
wife, and is the manager of a large estate known as
the Bishop estate. Mr. Reynolds telephoned to him
to send horses to the top of the pa/i for our party,
when we should reach it.

The sun had risen by the time we had eaten the
remnant of the bread and fish given us by the sisters,
and we started to the pa/i on foot, followed by the
lepers who seemed loth to give us up. We walked
for a mile along the shore close by the angry billows,
which seemed howling with fiendish delight at having
imprisoned us. At last we reached the foot of the
ascent and began to climb. For about one fifth of
the distance one can ride on a steady horse, and there
is a tradition of an escaping leper riding all the way
up the pa/i on the back of a horse. Mr. Ambrose
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Hutchins had sent a party of workmen ahead to re-
pair the road, and we could see them like midgets far
up the height along the almost perpéndicular wall.
Before we began the ascent Mr. Reynolds cautioned
us as follows:

“We are going to begin the ascent. Whatever you
do, don’t look down; look up, or at the person just
before you. We must go in single file, and every one
must be careful how he steps, for a single slip may
give one a fall of a thousand feet.”

Many of the lepers who had followed us thus far
were too weak to climb the steep, and watched as
long as their weak eyes could make out a human
form.

The narrow path wound zigzag up the face of the
cliff, sometimes hidden by gnarled hou-trees, ferns,
algarobas, and wild banana plants, but it often came
out boldly on a narrow ledge overlooking the awful
depths below. The workmen came down from the
heights and reported all ready. Ambrose Hutchins
told us to go on, and bade us good-by. We then
began the toilsome ascent. On and on, step by step,
foot by foot, and inch by inch we climbed, often com-
pelled to cling to stones and shrubs. Some of the
more able-bodied lepers followed us to the very top
of the precipice. Mr. McLean of the Ke Au Hou,
overcome by climbing, had to pause in a grove and
rest.
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In defiance of all commands, I halted on a pro-
jecting shelf when we had reached a dizzy height,
and gazed down on the scene below. Pen can not
describe the panorama spread out beneath me. I
seemed on another planet, looking upon another
world. The vast expanse of sea, the long rim of
snow-white surf, the villages like specks of snow, and
the great ranges of mountains in the distance could
not be surpassed in splendor. After one glance I was
content to toil on with the others, and after two hours
of laborious climbing we reached the top.

On the precipice, up which there is but one avail-
able path, is a gate. This gate is the only place
where one can leave the settlement by land. Lepers
are permitted to go as far as the gate, but no farther.
Those who had followed us thus far picked wild
strawberries and guavas which they kindly offered to
us, and shouted many alokas as we wended our way
across the vast plateau toward Kalae. At twelve
o’'clock we reached the home of Mr. Myers, where an
excellent meal was provided for us. A few horses
were found here for the ladies and some of the men
who had given out, but the remainder of us trudged
on across twelve miles more of desert, and plain to
Kaunakakai.

So overjoyed were we when we saw our ship riding
at anchor in a peaceful bay that we gave forth shouts
of gladness. Boats came to shore for us, and as we
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were being rowed off to the ship we threw the kid
gloves we had worn continually while among the
lepers into the sea, as a precaution against taking the
disease. When all were safe on board the K¢ Au
Hou, we steamed back to Honolulu. An hour out to
sea, and we discovered the Mikakala, another steamer
of the same line, which had been sent in search of us.
All Honolulu was wild with anxiety at our prolonged
absence, and on our return that night there was gen-
eral rejoicing in the city.



CHAPTER X
VOYAGE TO MAUvUI

Mauvi, which is second of the group of islands in
size, was until recent years the second in commercial
importance, and at one time the first. Its superficial
area is six hundred square miles, and on the map it
has a remarkable resemblance to the head and bust of
a human being. It consists of two lofty mountains
connected by a low sandy isthmus, about ten miles
in length, from Kahului, the port of the northern
shore, to Malaea Bay, the port on the southern. The
Claudine of the Wilder Steamship Company was to
leave Honolulu at 5 p.M. December 3, 1895. I was
down for a passage on her, and made my way to the
little steamer. The Claudine is of 840 tons burthen,
and one of the best of the Inter-Island vessels. Itis
the vessel which carried the commissioners, immedi-
ately after the overthrow of monarchy, to San Fran-
cisco on their way to Washington to ask for annexa-
tion. :

Shortly after five we cast off from the shore, and
steamed out of the bay past Diamond Head, which by
this time had become a familiar object. Several no
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tables among the legal profession of Honolulu were on
board the vessel, going to Lahaina, to attend court;
among them was Judge Magoon, the circuit judge of
the district. They sat on the forward deck, and dis-
cussed knotty legal points until late in the night. At
one o’clock in the morning the loud unearthly whistle
awoke even the soundest sleeper, and a moment later
the steward could be heard pounding on the doors of
the staterooms, shouting:

“Lahaina Bay.”

“This is beastly!” I heard one man remark as he
climbed out of his berth. “Waked up at one o’clock
in the morning to go ashore, and not find a single
hotel where one can get accommodation.”

Lahaina has fallen from her former greatness. It
was once the capital of Maui. The village spreads
along the shore, in a grove of coconuts, bread-fruit,
mango, tamarind, orange, and other trees, which
grow to the water’s edge. The white dwellings by
daylight can be seen for two miles along the shore
standing among the trees, while back and beyond
them are vast fields of sugar-cane. The sugar-mill is
located at Lahaina, tho most of the cane has to be
brought in by the plantation trains from fields four or
five miles away.

A few buildings remain as reminders of the old-
time activity of the place, when Lahaina was not only
the political, but commercial center of the group, and
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at a time when fleets of whaling vessels made these
islands their base of supplies and discharged their
cargoes there. It was then a scene of bustling activ-
ity, and I have been reliably informed that as many
as a hundred whaling vessels have been anchored in
the Bay of Lahaina at one time.

In early history Lahaina was the residence of the
king and the chief city of the Hawaiian group.
Here were the royal palace, the seaman’s bethel, the
United States Marine Hospital, and the American
and British consulates. But time has wrought a won-
drous change. Where all was bustle and business
activity fifty years ago, there now exist evidences of
death and decay. The buildings occupied as govern-
ment houses for merchandise and as dwellings of
kings and chiefs have long since disappeared. Com-
merce, which after all rules the world, is arbitrary,
and sometimes seems unreasonable. Fate honors a
certain spot, and about it commerce centres, and a
great city is built where there had been a wilderness.
Honolulu rose to be the great commercial center of
the islands, and Lahaina was forgotten and aban-
doned. Kings and chiefs left Lahaina and established
their courts at Honolulu, until we find the former a
deserted village, without even a hotel, yet at a rea-
sonable price furnished rooms or houses may be pro-
cured for any length of time.

The mountains rise up somewhat abruptly out of
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the fruitful plain, forming a very beautiful and pic-
turesque background. Somehow nature seems to
have tried to outdo herself-in the formation of the
Sandwich Islands, and nowhere are the mountains
more picturesque and beautiful than on Mauai. In
some places they are mound-shaped, while others are
rocky and precipitous, torn by deep shadowy ravines
and cavernous gorges. Many who have traveled ex-
tensively for the sake of observing natural scenery
declare théy have never seen mountains which in
variety and form, coloring and beauty, exceed the
mountains of Maui. At Lahainaluna, about two miles
from the village of Lahaina, on an elevation of six
hundred and fifty feet, is a seminary for the education
of Hawaiians.

Our midnight hour at Lahaina was not sufficient to
give one an idea of all the beauties and curiosities of
the place, which has so often been praised by tourists.
Hoisting anchor, the steamer was soon under way.
The rocking of the ship was sufficient to lull one to
sleep, and I had just sunk into pleasant slumbers, in
which all dull cares were banished, when a pigtailed
celestial who acts as steward pounded on the door of
my stateroom, and cried:

“We comin’ Kahului.”

As the Claudine only lies at Kahului long enough
to discharge her cargo and passengers, I was told to
be dressed and ready for the second boat. Day had
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just begun to dawn when I went on deck and gazed
over the scene. First I saw the ship in the bay, the
rippling wavelets washing her sides,—then the land.
The first glance of Kahului is by no means inspiring.
A collection of low houses along a beach washed by
the surf, a railway train, consisting of one passenger-
and one flat-car in waiting, and about two dozen Chi-
nese huts, made up the scene which met our gaze.
There was not a single hotel or place where a traveler
might rest his weary head.

Kahului is three miles from Wailuku and con-
nected with it by the Kahului and Paia Railroad.
Having a good harbor it has become the chief port of
the island, from which all sugar made in the vicinity
is shipped by steamers or sailing-vessels to San Fran-
cisco or Honolulu. Most of the lumber and other
supplies for the island are received at this port from
the above-named cities; but, strange to say, Kahului
as a business center is a failure. There are no hotels,
no place for a stranger to stop and rest, and no ac-
commodations for tourists. What is worse, there are
no white people in the village. One is as much
among the Orientals in Kahului as if he were in
China or Japan. A Chinaman has what he calls a
restaurant, but I advise all travelers to avoid Chinese
restaurants, unless a white man presides over the
institution.

Two young men named Benner and a white lady
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named Waldvogel landed at Kahualui with me, the
young men like myself tourists, the lady the wife of
a merchant at Paia. In addition to the white passen-
gers there was a large number of Japs, Chinamen,
Hawaiians, and Portuguese.

As the sun rose, we saw a cloud resting on the brow
of that great mountain in the distance, and along the
slopes we could make out the houses, church-spires,
mills, and fields of waving cane. The white people
were still drowsy from having their morning nap dis-
turbed, and not much inclined to conversation, but
the Chinese, Kanakas, and Japs chattered continually.

Our boat ran up to the dock, and we climbed up the
steps and went ashore. The train that lay waiting to
take us ‘o Paia was almost ready to start, and placing
our hand luggage on the flat-car, we entered the low,
rougﬁ passenger-coach, which had two long uncush-
ioned seats, one on either side of it. Such accommo-
dations in a civilized country would be thought in-
tolerable, but in the Hawaiian Islands such a car is
in some places a luxury. The train started with a
puff and a jerk. The road is a narrow-track concern,
and the engine by the side of one of our great loco-
motives would look like a toy. For three miles or
more the railroad is along the seashore, on which the
white foam-crested surf eternally dashes. At last the
railroad leaves the beach, and we suddenly found our-
selves in the midst of that mammoth sugar-plantation,
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Sprecklesville, with its great mills, forty thousand
acres of cane and thousands of employees. I have
been told that the Sprecklesville plantation is the
largest in the world. It is owned by two of the
younger sons of the great sugar-king, Claus Spreckles.

The depot and warehouse at Sprecklesville, doing
the business of the plantation only, is as busy a point
as villages of two and three thousand inhabitants in
America. We lay but a few minutes at the station,
just long enough for the freight, luggage, and Japs
for the place to be unloaded, and then backing out
from the station, with many a jerk and jolt, resumed
our journey to Paia not more than five or six miles
away, and as the Kahului and Paia Railroad trains
go a little faster than an ox team, we reached the vil-
lage in time for a late breakfast, at the home of Mrs.
Waldvogel, for Paia, like Kahului, has neither hotel
nor restaurant for the accommodation of strangers.

Mr. Colville, the manager of the Paia plantation,
met me at the village in his break, and took me to his
office. The Paia plantation is one among the largest
dividend-paying plantations on the islands. Tho
smaller than some other plantations, it has always
been a paying property, while some of the larger
plantations have been run at a continual loss.

I had arranged with the Benners to take a journey
up the great mountain Hale

had gone to the home of 1
9
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of the company, to procure horses for the journey.
Mr. Colville said I should have time to take a gallop
about the plantation before we started up the moun-
tain, and as there is nothing more interesting than a
large sugar-plantation, I consented. He had a pair
of horses saddled for us, and we rode through the
cane-fields, some of which had grown until they
seemed to have overreached themselves, just as many
people do, and had fallen to the ground. The tall
stalks, with silken ‘plume-like tassels, presented a
beautiful picture, while in other fields the tender ra-
toons, weré just covering the fields with delicate green.
The field is a perfect network of flumes and irriga-
ting ditches. It must require no small amount of
engineering skill to lay out a field so that an equal
amount of water will be carried to every stalk of cane.
Up hill and down this water is conducted. The rows
in which the cane is planted are short, with little
ditches between in which the water stands to the
depth o 7eral inches for a day for two at a time.

With IIxs hoe, the busy Jap or Chinaman opens each
row, lets the water in until the roots of the cane are
submerged, then dams up the ditch so that the water
may soak into the ground. Much of the cane of the
Paia plantation, when cut, is placed in the flumes and
floated on the water for miles to the mill. Just at the
carrier which takes it to the iron rollers, there is an
opening, beneath which the water falls, after having
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performed its duty, and goes on to irrigate fields be-
low the mill.  Most plantations have railroads, which
like veins and arteries penetrate to the remotest fields;
but the engineer who laid out the Paia plantation
evidently had economy uppermost in his mind and so
planned to have the water do the work of the rail-
roads, and where the cane is not flumed into the mill,
cattle with carts draw it.



CHAPTER XI

THE MIDNIGHT JOURNEY TO THE HOUSE OF THE
SuN

ON our return to Mr. Colville's office, we found
Messrs. Ed and Harry Benner awaiting us. They
had been to a telephone-station, and had communi-
cated with Mr. Baldwin, and arranged to start up the
mountain that afternoon.

“You had better get an early start after lunch,”
suggested Mr. Colville. “I have been up Haleakala,
and know what you have before you. If you are
caught by night on the mountain side, you will find
it disagreeable. You are in the Arctic regions up
there, and it is so cold that your horses will be
chilled, and you will need winter clothing.”

With summer all about us, flowers budding and
blooming continually, and sowing and reaping the
order of every day, it hardly seemed possible that the
icy breath of winter was within a few hours’ ride, and
I could scarcely believe that snow lay on the moun-
tains months at a time.

After arranging for a meeting at a cross-roads store
somewhere on the road, the Benners took their de-
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-parture for Haiku, where they were to procure horses
for the journey.

‘When we had lunched, the planter told me that
mules were ready for myself and guide to go up the
mountain. The steed selected for me was a very
sober-looking mule, called Jenny, certainly a very
undesirable animal for a long journey, but not to
be surpassed when it came to climbing the rugged
heights of the mountain. She was as impressionless
as it is possible for an animated object to be, and
when I had exhausted myself using the riata on her
sides and flanks, the idea seemed to just dawn on her
mind that I wished her to go faster. If she enter-
tained the notion, it soon slipped from her mind,
however, for in three minutes’ time she dropped back
into her sleepy, jogging gait.

My guide’s name was Manuel Davera, whom I found
a patient, trustworthy fellow. For a few miles we
went along a broad thoroughfare with red dust rising
in clouds about us, and red hillocks on either side; then
we entered a red lane, with a wall of red lava stone
on either side. Like the day-laborer, Jenny seemed
only to care to put in time. She could do more gal-
loping in a single rod linear measure than any ani-
mal I ever saw. She had a peculiar way of making a
call at every house we passed, and it required no
small amount of persuasion to relieve her mind of the
impression that we had reached our stopping-place.
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Sometimes Manuel came alongside, and falling a
little astern belabored Jenny with his riata until she
“got a move on her,” then we sped along the pic-
turesque road with forests of algarobas on either side
until Jenny again became impressed with the notion
that we had reached our journey's end. Then Man-
uel again began to ply his riata, and we sped through
lanes and avenues of tropical trees in their perennial
verdure, through forests of hou-trees, across sparkling
streams spanned by bridges. A brood of ducks in
the road scampered out of the way in every direction,
some barely escaping the hoofs of our animals, while
an old hen near the stone wall with her frightened
chickens displayed a great deal of useless nervous
agitation.

All the while we were very perceptibly ascending
a gradual slope, not so abrupt as to be difficult or tire-
some. The road was broad, and would have been a
credit to New England. The heavy loads that have
to be drawn over the roads of Hawaii demand that the
roads should be of the best. We passed great wagons
loaded with wood and cane, or logs drawn by six,
eight, ten, and sometimes fourteen yoke of cattle.
The oxen drawing these ponderous loads were great,
lean, raw-boned, long-horned animals, in whose eyes
the sullen fires of hatred against the human race that
enslaved them seemed to eternally burn.

All the valley, as well as the gentle slopes about
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Haleakala, is exceedingly fertile. On our right was
a forest of hou-trees, on our left a cane-field, all indi-
cating richness of soil, and marked with beauty.

At last we came to the “cross-roads” where the
Benners were to meet us. There were two stores at
the crossing, one kept by a Portuguese, the other
by an enterprising Chinaman. It had been previous-
ly arranged that we should wait on the /anai of the
Chinaman’s store for our companions in the ascent.
Tying our mules to a hitch-rack, we went upon the
porch, and, seated upon packing-boxes, watched a
Chinese tailor manipulate a sewing-machine. It was
a monotonous entertainment, but the best that the
place and occasion afforded. The minutes dragged
slowly by and we cast impatient glances up and down
the road hoping to see our friends approaching.
After what seemed an age, a man came and told us
that Mrs. Baldwin had telephoned him to ask us to
wait for the young men from Honolulu, as they were
coming, but had been unavoidably detained.

It is always pleasant to know that some one for
whom you are waiting will come at some time, and I
kicked my heels against the packing-box and
watched the Chinese tailor for half :
longer, while Manuel sat on the
. steps, with a look of despair settling
over his face. He rolled a cigarette '
and smoked in silence. At the ele- °
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vation we had already attained the wind was blow-
ing an autumn gale, heaping the leaves which
had fallen from the trees along the fence rows.
“School was out,” and the children, native and for-
eign, went by chatting as gaily as do the children
of country schools in America. A few minutes later
their teacher, a handsome young white woman, came
riding by on horseback. She would have shocked the
people of the United States by the way she bestrode
her horse.

Our patience was almost worn threadbare, when
the same man who had brought us information before
came back to say that he had received telephonic
communication from Haiku saying the Benners had
had some trouble in catching their horses, but were
at last mounted and on the way to join us. It wasa
good half-day’s ride up the mountain from where we
were, and it was thirty minutes after three by my
watch; they could not reach us for some minutes,
and it seemed that after all we should have to post-
pone our journey. But all things must have an end,
and after a while we saw them coming down the lane.

“We are sorry to have delayed you,” they said on
reaching the Chinaman’s store. “As we were not
expected the horses had been turned out in the pas-
ture, and we had some trouble in catching them.”

I remarked that I feared we should hardly be able
to reach the top of the mountain that night.
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“We will go as far as Olinda and wait for the moon,
which rises shortly after midnight,” said Mr. Ed Ben-
ner, who had been on the island before. “We can
start after the moon rises, and make it to the top
before daybreak.”

With overcoats and blankets strapped on behind
our saddles, and bags of provisions hung on the horns,
we started. My impressionless mule seemed to have
no spark of ambition to lead the procession. From
the Chinaman’s store the ascent grew steeper and
more rugged. The valleys with their emerald, ver-
milion, and gold were left below, and we climbed
the rugged mountain-side, bleak and brown, save
where pale shrubs and deep chasms added to the
dreariness of the scene.

The great, broad road degenerated into a dim path
which wound up the mountain-side, sometimes lost in
the groves of stunted and gnarled trees. A flock of
wild turkeys ran across the path and disappeared in a
deep ravine, and a few miles farther on a herd of
wild goats were started up and scampered away be-
fore us. We crossed a deep ravine, went over a hill,
and far over the mountain saw the cottage called
Olinda. This cottage is the summer home of Mr.
Baldwin, and is about four or five thousand feet above
the level of the sea. At the season of the year when
we ascended the “ House of the Sun,” the cottage was
uninhabited. We had been instructed by Mrs. Bald-
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win to call there and make ourselves as comfortable
as we could while on our journey.

The sun had not set when we reached the cottage,
and we proceeded to feed the horses and cook our
suppers from the provisions we had brought with us.
We built a fire in the stove in the parlor, and after
supper sat about it, and told stories until half-past
eight, then went to bed.

Shortly after midnight Ed Benner roused us.
Manuel was sent to saddle the horses, while we got
ready for the journey by moonlight. The moon had
risen, and the whole mountainside was flooded with
light. Objects could be seen far down the valley,
and the lights in villages ten miles away were visible.
Even at this elevation we found it so cold that we
donned our overcoats and gloves. From Olinda the
ascent of Haleakala is said to be one foot to every six,
and no one who has made it ever feels like denying
the assertion. By circuitous and zigzag routes, in
single file, following the faithful Manuel, we pressed
onward and upward step by step. Stones of every
size, from that of a football to that of a ten-story
house, are strewn along the mountainside. There is
a sort of hard shrub which grows on the mountain,
with bristling stiff leaves, almost as hard as iron.

The path grew dimmer and dimmer, until we could
not see it more than half the time, and the guide be-
came bewildered and at last lost his way. The at-
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mosphere was so rare that tho we did not pretend to
ride faster than a walk, we were compelled to stop
every few rods to let our horses breathe. Mountain
gorge after mountain gorge was passed. Sometimes
we threaded our way along a narrow ledge of rock,
with a chasm hundreds of feet deep on one side, and
a cliff that towered into the skies on the other. It
was in such dangerous and difficult passages as those
that I changed my opinion of Jenny. Tho she was
a miserable beast for a level road, she proved a jewel
when it came to the rugged ascent.

At last the morning star arose; it seemed double
its usual size, doubtless owing to the purity of the
atmosphere.

My hat blew off and rolled into a ditch a short dis-
tance away. I dismounted and tried to lead my mule
to the ditch to get it. The perverseness of a mule is
never more apparent than when one is in a hurry to
keep up with a caravan. Within a few feet of the
hat, Jenny paused, and bracing herself on her hind
feet refused to move another inch. There lay my hat
within two feet of my outstretched hand, but Jenny
would not advance a single step. I thought I could
drop the rein, get my hat, and seize the bridle again,
before Jenny knew she was at liberty. But I was
mistaken. No sooner did the mule find the rein re-
leased than she trotted away a few steps, and pausing
began to nibble the bunch-grass. She ate very con-
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tentedly, until I came almost within reach of her,
then again trotted away to another bunch and began
to nibble. Tho I played the hypocrite and called her
by every endearing name a mule was ever honored
with, she would not let me come near enough to seize
the rein. The height and the lightness of the atmos-
phere made it difficult for one unaccustomed to this
great latitude to breathe, and I was blowing like a
porpoise.

To make matters worse, I heard a crashing among
the shrubs on my left, and turning my eyes in that
direction saw a white object making its way toward
me. The long sharp horns, as keen as bayonets, and
the fierce, fiery eyes told me at once that it was one of
the wild bulls which inhabit the mountain. The
wild cattle of the mountains are sometimes danger-
ous, and Jenny did not seem to care a fig if this one
gored me to death, but kept a dozen paces or so
ahead, pausing every few minutes to nibble the
bunch-grass, then trotting on when I advanced. The
guide and my companions were out of sight, and my
condition was becoming serious.

Manuel missed me from the party, came back, and
caught my mule for me. I tied my hat on my head
with my handkerchief, so as to keep it from being
blown away again. For hours we pressed on upward,
sometimes over bleak mountain wilds, sometimes
through forests of dead trees, blasted by the cold
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Mauka winds. It was only a short time before dawn
of day, when benumbed and half frozen we reached
the stone house on the summit of the mountain and
near the great crater.

Tying our animals, we opened the door of the stone
house, and entering it kindled a fire to warm our be-
numbed and half-frozen fingers. The blaze had just
been started in the broad fireplace when the enthu-
siastic Harry Benner, who had gome to the door,
shouted:

“Get out of there quick, it is coming!”

“What is coming.”

“Daylight!”

There was no time now to kindle fires or think of
benumbed fingers. The greatest spectacle that this
world can furnish was to be witnessed—the dawn of
day from the top of Haleakala. It was still quite
dark, and the chasm-riven mountain was full of dan-
gerous pitfalls. Our guide warned us against rush-
ing pell-mell toward the crater, and we slackened our
pace in time to save our necks.

We reached the top of a great rock which seemed
to overhang some deep chasm, and were within a foot
or two of this bottomless pit before we discovered it.
In order to sound the depth of it, Harry Benner rolled
a stone over the side of the cliff, and waited to hear
it strike on the stone floor below. He listened in
vain, no sound ever came back. The depth was so
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great that even the thunder of that heavy stone stri-
king the bottom failed to reach our ears. We drew
back from the verge of that awful precipice, in fear
and awe, and for several moments all were silent.

“It is growing lighter,” Ed declared.

The eastern portion of the horizon was of a somber
gray, while the most awful blackness reigned every-
where else. We were silent, lost in wonder, while
the whole heavens were undergoing a constant trans-
formation in which were mingled all the varied hues
of the kaleidoscope. First in the east there appeared
a faint yellow, followed by a deeper orange. Phcaebus
Apollo was coming; riding toward us in his chariot
of fire, and tho he approached at a rate two hundred
miles an hour faster than in the United States, there
was ample time to note the constant changing hues of
the heavens. Clouds surrounded the whole moun-
tain, not in the vague, flocculent, meaningless masser
one usually observes, but in Polar seas, where mon-
ster icebergs, floes, and packs lay piled upon each
other, glistening with the frosts of an Arctic winter;
then mountains on mountains, with the semblance of
well-remembered glaciers, and again of forests and
deep ravines loaded with new-fallen snow. They were
first gray and then white, and a moment later changed
to an indigo blue. We watched in silence the rolling
mass of clouds five thousand feet below us. Snow
drifts, avalanches, oceans held in the bondage of eter-
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nal ice, and all this massed together, shifting, break-
ing, and rolling into a thousand shapes, changing color
every moment. Then armies of giants glided through
the air, and war chariots, ships, and horsemen were
mingled in one of the most gorgeous spectacular pano-
ramas one ever beheld. Such a panorama is worth
crossing oceans, mountains, and rivers to see. The
cold was forgotten, the dread crater below not thought
of, and we sat in silence, gazing on this wonder of
the world and the heavens. _

But anon, as it grew lighter, that awful chasm
divided our attention with cloudland. The orange
hue grew more of crimson and gold, until the billowy
clouds far to the east seemed ready to burst into
flame. The scene so enchanting could not long be
gazed upon in silence, and the enthusiastic Harry
cried:

“Oh, what beauty! what sublimity! what wonder!”

Brighter and brighter grew the horizon, until first
a tint, then a setting of gold on every undulating
eastern billow appeared, and the sun rose. What a
fairy scene was below us! There was the gaunt,
desolate abyss, with its fiery cones, its rivers of black,
surging lava, and gray ash crossing and mingling all
over the area, mixed with splotches of color and coils
of satin rock. Its walls, dark and frowning, every-
where riven and splintered, with clouds perpetually
drifting in through the great gaps like armies of
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ghosts in silent review, filling up the whole crater
with white swirling masses. The sun mounting
higher bathed all with translucent splendor, until
each beetling crag seemed crowned with fiery glory,
and heaven and earth seemed to have been rolled
together in one vast gorgeous panorama of beauty.
Silence could no longer be preserved. We broke
forth into exclamations of wonder and delight. We
had seen the powers of the earth and the glories
thereof. We had had glimpses of the beauties of
Heaven. We had mounted above the clouds and
seen all the world spread out at our feet. We had
found the doors of the unknown ajar, and had had a
peep at the glory of other worlds than ours.

But as the clouds rolled away, we became more and
more certain that after all we were on this earth
The vast extinct crater of Haleakala was before us,
with not a cloud to obstruct our view or mislead our
vision. The entire circumference of the silent pit is
surrounded by mountain boulders and cathedral-
shaped cliffs, with here and there a gap into which
people can walk and from which they can look upon
the sublime spectacle of steep mountains rising two
thousand feet above, and valleys opening five thou-
sand feet below; rainbows and sun-kissed clouds
everywhere, rolling in from the ocean wastes and en-
circling the clear-cut outlines of the red lava-peaks
which project from the floor of that vast crater.
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Whether in midnight’s lonely hour, at the birth of
a new day or at high noon, the “House of the Sun”
is a scene of sublime wonder and awe—a place for
meditation. Its awful silence beneath the quiet stars
or the silver moon is a poem that awakens the noblest
thought in the human mind. One stands entranced
as he views the vast area embraced within that an-
cient crater. Iere in ages gone by, so many countless
thousands of years no human being can calculate,
there raged a sea of flame. The boiling lava in that
vast crater, now capable of containing the largest city
of the earth, was one vast caldron surrounded by
serrated cliffs, which stood as a barrier between the
fire and water gods. The spirit of fire has painted
that awful scene of a thousand years ago in all the
immortal colors which neither sunshine nor storm can
obliterate.

Beauty, silence, desolation, and awe hover over the
dead volcano. A feeling of superstition came over
me as I gazed into that wonderful abyss, and I seemed
transported back to the time when the “ House of the
Sun” was the home of that old goddess Pele, and I
pitied her, for by her defeat by the water gods she
‘was vanquished and driven from this noble mansion,
leaving it to fall to decay. The lapse of centuries has
hardened the walls of the vast abode of Pele, and in
their crumbling ruins they still retain much of their

tormer splendor and grandeur.
10 ’
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The sun rose higher in the heavens, and we still
stood spellbound gazing down into the awful abyss,
until the guide touched our arms, and, as if impressed
by the solemnity of the scene, whispered that break-
fast was ready.



CHAPTER XII
WAILUKU AND IAO0 VALLEY

NEXT day after returning from Haleakala I boarded
the train and went to Wailuku. On our arrival, na-
tive hack-drivers swarmed about the depot, and one,
more determined than the others, entered the car
before I had time to leave it, and snatching my valise,
hurried me away to his hack and drove me off
to the Wailuku Hotel. This, being the only hotel
in that part of the island, deserves especial men-
tion. It is a wooden house, made by upright
boards, and unplastered. In that land of earth-
quakes it has been found a useless luxury to
plaster houses. My friends, the Benners, having
learned that I had gone to Wailuku, telephoned to
me from Haiku that same evening that they would
join me next morning for a journey up the Iao
valley.

The same wide-awake Kanaka who had brought me
to the hotel met them at the train, and promptly
closed arrangements with them to furnish the party
with horses and guide for the expedition. An hour
later, he appeared with four saddle-horses, and we
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started for the valley, which is one of the many natural
wonders of Maui.

Our guide kept his pony at a gallop and we followed,
dashing along the road into the valley with the Wai-
luku Creek on our right. The Wailuku is a beautiful
stream dashing over stones worn round by the action
of the water. The village was soon concealed behind
vast walls of flowering lantana, and we found our-
selves in a forest of algaroba, bread-fruit, and papaya.
As we advanced up the valley, crossing the stream a
number of times, the road grew narrower and dimmer,
so that we were compelled to go in single file. At
one moment we were riding up some steep ascent,
and at the next floundering through water almost to
our saddle-girths. No horses save the sure-footed
island ponies could have carried us safely over so
many dangerous places. Often the passes were so
narrow that the rocks on either side grazed our knees.
Orange groves and forests of wild guava with golden
- fruit, tempting us on every side, were passed. A
hundred little picturesque dells, decorated with ferns
and wiid flowers like the bowers of fairy queens, were
seen at almost every turn of the valley.

Iao valley is full of wonderful sights, and new
views obtained from every point reached added a
charm to our excursion. The valley penetrates a
mountain mass, almost cutting it in twain. Light
fleecy clouds hovered in the upper part and rested
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against the brow of a tall mountain. “The Needle,”
a sharp cone-like rock, seems to have been torn from
the side of a neighboring mountain by some mighty
convulsion of nature, and points its slender finger
skyward like the lofty spire of a cathedral. Either
the internal forces of nature that caused those grand
upheavels, or the action of the elements since, or
both combined, have formed many curious and inter-
esting shapes in the rock-ribbed mountains. Caves,
deep gorges, fissures, and overhanging cliffs were all
around us. ‘

At last, after struggling through to a sort of plateau,
we dismounted to let our horses rest and walked half
a mile along a narrow path which ran by the side of a
great precipice overlooking the stream below. Here
the tops of tall trees could be seen hundreds of feet
beneath us. We went to where the roar of a water-
fall fell upon our ears, and sat on the rocks to gaze
on the scene. Mr. Ed Benner pointed to a bird soar-
ing far up the side of the mountain, and told us it was
the boatswain bird, and had a feather in its tail worth
$10. Had the feather been worth a million, it was
beyond our reach.

A cool mountain breeze swept down the valley fan-
ning our heated cheeks. I thought that in this land
of perpetual summer must somewhere be secreted
Ponce de Leon’s famous fountain of youth, for we
were so thoroughly rejuvenated that we could not re-
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sist such boyish pranks as rolling stones over the
precipice, and sending them crashing and thundering
among the trees below.

After an hour spent in wandering about among the
picturesque heights, we returned to the horses, which
the guide had again saddled, and rode as far up the
valley as any one can go without flying. Here we
found groves of koa and kukui trees, wild orange
groves, coffee-trees, bananas, and wild pineapples,
with ferns of every shape and size imaginable.

On this last plateau, the army of the King of Maui

\made its final stand against the invader—that Poly-
&nesian Napoleon, Kamehameha I. Kamehameha
drove the king’s army into the valley. They were
forced up to the last valley from which there was no
escape. Limited room for the maneuvring of troops
made the conflict all the more deadly, and armed with
spears of sharks’ teeth and deadly war-clubs, face to
face and hand to hand they fought, until both victor
and vanquished rolled off the precipice on which they
had stood. So terrible was the slaughter that the
river was dammed up with dead bodies, and the peace-
ful stream of Jao was christened anew Wailuku—* the
water of destruction.”

Iao valley is also very interesting as being the an-
cient burial-place of the kings and chiefs of this island
kingdom, and many of the tombs of long ago may
still be seen. They revive the memories of ancient
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Hawaiian customs, and the once all-powerful and ab-
solute monarchical government. These tombs are
still held sacred by the natives, who approach them
with awe, and with the observance of curious super-
stitious rites.

A light shower fell while we were in the valley, but
we had grown so accustomed to showers that we paid
no attention to it. The return to Wailuku took about
three hours, tho we were in sight of it most of the
time. There is no prettier picture than the view
from the upper end of the valley. For miles and
miles the beholder has a view of the valley, the tropi-
cal groves, and the stream like a slender thread of
silver winding its serpentine way down toward the
sea. At the lower end of the valley, a view of a
broad expanse of beach and of the sea may be caught,
with the snowy specks of houses and spires of church
steeples between. On our return to the village I
bade adieu to my friends the Benners, and they took
the train for Kahului, from whence they were to take
the next steamer to Honolulu.

On Sunday evening, December 8, I retired early,
for hard travel had fatigued me. At about 11:30 that
night I was awakened by a terrible rumbling and rat-
tling of window glass. It seemed as if the house was
on uneven rollers sliding away from under me, and
before I was fully awake I was lying on the floor.
Whether I had been thrown from the bed by the
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shock, or had fallen out in an unconscious effort to
escape, I can not say. The whole house was in a
state of confusion. Women ran shrieking from room
to room, and I could hear men talking in excited
tones. I realized that we had been shaken up by an
earthquake, and was debating in my mind whether to
leave the house or remain, when the voice of the
landlord, who had grown accustomed to such things,
rang through the building in an assuring manner, and
I determined to try the bed again.

At 3 o'clock A.M. the house took another rolling,
sliding start, and I got out of bed this time of my
own will, dressed, seated myself at the window to see
if we were above or below the earth. The Southern
moon was shining supremely bright, and the orange-
tree near nodded in the breeze as if to assure me all
was right, while the aroma from its buds and blossoms
filled the air with the sweetest fragrance.

I did not venture on the bed again that night, but
sat by the open window until daylight, ready to make
a leap for life if there came a third shock. The third
shock did not come, and I felt ashamed of myself for
having been cheated out of three or four hours of
much-needed sleep.

Wailuku, like most of the towns on the island, is
cursed by an overflow of Asiatics. One is often at a
loss to tell whether he is in China or Japan. The Chi-
nese are the merchants and tailors, the Japanese
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plantation hands, barbers, and mechanics, while the
whites manage, keep books, and hold the money.
The contract labor system by which the Japanese and
Chinese have been imported into the islands is simply
diabolical. It is one of the relics of monarchy, con-
trolled and manipulated by designing men, and not
easy to get rid of. The system is far worse than ab-
solute slavery. The owner of a slave had a personal
interest in him, and as a rule looked after his com-
fort, for on his health depended his value. But the
contract laborer can have no such claims on his mas-
ter. If he dies his master loses nothing, for the wages
paid him will hardly have kept a negro slave comfort-
able. It is said that of the $12 paid a Japanese per
month for labor in the cane-field, he expends one for
his rice and clothing, and sends eleven back to Japan.
A Chinaman will work at wages that would starve a
Kanaka or European to death, but a Japanese coolie
can starve out even a Chinaman.

Under monarchy they had a system of fines which
made the coolie an abject slave. A native Hawaiian
contracted to labor on one of the plantations near
Hilo. His contract provided, as all do, that for every
hour he was tardy a fine of $1 should be assessed.
The fines were all entered on the back of the contract
kept by his employer.

At length he went to an American in Hilo and told
him that while he earned $12 per month for his work,
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he was only paid enough barely to procure his food.
The American examined into the matter, and on
looking over the contract found that there had been
entered more fines against him than he could have
paid in five hundred years at $12 per month.

The postmaster of Wailuku, discussing the condi-
tion of society in the islands, said:

“It is all owing to the plantation system and con-
tract labor. So long as we have those systems we can
have none of the middle classes so essential to society
and the upbuilding of a country. Great plantations
are usually owned by corporations, most of the stock-
holders being non-residents. The white men on the
plantations are usually single men who came here to
make what money they can, and then leave. Few of
them have any idea of ever making this their per-
manent home.

“Most plantations have stores kept by non-resi-
dents. The Japs and Chinamen send every dollar
they save of their month’s wages to their own coun-
tries, and the islands get nothing but the taxes. The
consequences are we have no society and no material
advancement.”

“What would you recommend?”

“Well, the salvation of this country is the dividing
of the plantations into small sugar-farms. Let the
corporation own the mill, but let each white man have
one or two or three hundred acres of cane-land to cul-
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tivate, and the mill make his sugar on the ten-per-
cent. plan. Such a system would bring more white
men to our island with families, and go far toward
building up a much-needed society.”

There are many who share this gentleman’s views.
The plantation system, by which nearly all the sugar-
lands are owned by large corporations, is certainly a
grave problem, which I can not solve, any more than
I can solve some of the graver problems of our own
country. Yet I have faith to believe that time and
experience will work it all out for the best in the end.

One among the many curiosities at Wailuku is a
Chinese school. To those who never saw a Chinese
school the following account may be interesting.
Miss Minnie A. Morris, a highly cultured young
American lady, is the principal of this institution, that
is to say, of the American branch of it. The school
is a sort of polyglot, for the pupils are instructed in
both the Chinese and English at the same time.
Miss Morris has an assistant in her labors in the
person of Prof. Ching Tong, as pure an Oriental as
ever wore a pigtail, tho he makes some pretensions
to civilization. One afternoon I visited the school,
and found Prof. Ching Tong at his table, and Miss
Morris at her desk, and twoscore of Chinese children
of from five to sixteen years of age in the schoolroom,
which was arranged something like the schools in the
United States. The boys all wore cues on the tops of
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their heads, and the girls had their hair in two plaits,
hanging down their backs. The girls had bone ear-
rings in their ears, short skirts made of some dark
fabric like oilcloth, coming to the knees, and panta-
lettes of the same material. Both girls and boys
were barefooted.

School opened with singing in English from the
Gospel Hymns, then repeating the Lord's Prayer in
Chinese in concert. Miss Morris next had an' inter-
mediate class write a short lesson in English and
translate it into Chinese, Prof. Ching Tong looking
after the Chinese part of it. Thus the recitations
went on, alternating between Chinese and English,
until I wondered that the poor little heads were not
muddled.

The lessons recited wholly in Chinese, and in the
Chinese fashion, interested me most, as there was
more novelty about them. There are no class recita-
tions in Chinese. The scholar, when he has learned
his lesson, goes to the teacher without having to be
called, lays his book on the table, then turns his back
to the schoolmaster, so it will be impossible for him
“to cheat,” and begins in a sort of sing-song some-

thing like:
“Ting, tang, tong,
Ching, chang, chong.”

I am not certain that the above is correct Chinese,
but it sounds something like it. It seems that a les-
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son in Chinese must be committed to memory. A
boy had just gone through a quarter of an hour of
sing-song declamation, evidently giving the author’s
language werbatim et literatim, when 1 asked Prof.
Ching Tong what the lesson was about. He said he
would translate it for me, and taking up a pen wrote
on a piece of Chinese paper: :

“I am teaching my scholar the lesson about the
Chinese Emperor Quong Moo. He was of the gen-
eration of the Emperor Lou Pong.”

As I was not familiar with the history of either of
those emperors, I knew about as much of the lesson
as before. A little girl of ten or twelve years, having
recited a very long lesson, went to the blackboard as
was the custom in this school and began to write it in
Chinese. I asked Professor Tong to give me some
idea of her lesson, and he answered that she was
studying Confucius.

With a boy of eight years of age studying Chinese
history and political economy, and a girl of ten study-
ing the philosophy of Confucius, I left the' Chinese
school, strongly impressed that the Chinese intellect
is capable of a greater strain in youth than the Anglo-
Saxon.



CHAPTER XI!I
DowN THE CoasT TO HILO

THE coast of Maui on the Koolau side is one of the
loveliest landscapes I have ever seen. Maui is called
the Switzerland of Hawaii on account of its wonder-
ful scenery. The Hana Plantation, one of the best
on the islands, is situated in a beautiful little valley
with the blue skies above, the picturesque mountains
around three sides of it, and the deep sea before.

One among the curiosities of Maui is what is said
to be the largest apple orchard in the world. The
wilderness of Koolau contains a forest of ohias (na-
tive wild apples) countless in number, stretching
from the mountainside to the sea. The trees vary
from forty to fifty feet in height, and in the harvest
season, from July to September, are loaded with red
and white fruit. At a distance the fruit looks more
like pears than apples, and those of the delicate pink
color are very beautiful, tender, and sweet when ripe.
The skin is very thin and tender, and the fruit is
exceedingly juicy.

It is a sight worth seeing to go through this wild
orchard of native apples, when ripe. For miles along
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the mountainside is one vast forest of trees, literally
bending under their load of luscious fruit. Birds of
gorgeous colors, of mingled red, blue, green, yellow,
and black, feast on the fruit, while they make the for-
est ring with their happy songs. Mr. Whitney in his
“ Hawaiian Tourist” says:

“The crop of these apple orchards, which nature
has planted so gorgeously in this wild and solitary
waste, would fill a fleet of a hundred steamers, for
the orchard stretches over a country from five to ten
miles wide by twenty long, and many of the largest
trees bear at least fifty barrels each. The fruit fur-
nishes the traveler an excellent repast, appeasing both
hunger and thirst. So far as now known, no com-
mercial use can be made of the ohia, as when ripe it
can not be kept more than four days."”

My stay at Maui, coming to an end, I left Wailuku
at five o’clock one evening in a hack, and was driven
across the neck of land to Maalaea Bay, where I ex-
pected the Kimau. It was dark when we reached the
bay, and the Kinau, which had left Lahaina some
time before, was not yet in sight. With hand-bag-
gage and that indispensable article in the tropics, an
umbrella, I went down to the dock. The dock was
covered with bags of corn, barrels of potatoes, and
bales of goods for the steamer. Lights from the
Kinau were at last seen coming around the point of
land; the vessel stood into the bay and dropped
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anchor. The surf was rolling considerably, and I was
told that they had but one pilot on the ship who could
steer a boat into the bay when the sea was rough.

People crowded the dock awaiting the arrival of
friends or to take passage on the steamer. The boat
at last could be heard coming over the dark water,
and we caught an occasional glimpse of a lantern as
it bobbed up and down on the waves; it reached the
dock, put off its cargo and passengers; then the
boxes, bags, and bales for the ship were thrown into
it, and the purser cried:

“ All aboard!”

I climbed on top of a goods-box, another passenger
perched himself on a pork-barrel, while others sat or
stood wherever they could find room, and the boat’s
crew pulled out among the waves toward the ship.

“Is the Australia in from 'Frisco?” asked the man
on the pork-barrel, bobbing up and down with the
undulation of the waves.

“Yes,” the purser answered.

“What news did she bring?”

“Cleveland’s message to Congress is in the
papers——"

“Does he say anything about annexation?”

“Not a word. Tom Reed is speaker of the House.”

“Hurrah for Tom Reed!” cried several in concert,
and the man on the barrel asked:

“ Anything new in Honolulu?”
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“Yes, they arrested three conspirators for trying to
overthrow the Government yesterday.”

“Do they think they have a case against them?”

“Yes, or they would not have arrested them.”

“If they are guilty, I hope they will hang them.”

By this time we had reached the Kinau, and went
aboard. For a long time after our ship left the bay,
I sat on the deck, watching the distant lights on the
island and that mysterious glow which hangs about
the rugged peaks of Haleakala.

Next morning when I awoke, we were at anchor at
Mahukona. Here I had a-chance to witness the diffi-
cult task of unloading the ponderous machinery of a
sugar-mill. There were great fly-wheels that weighed
many tons, and iron rollers which it seemed impos-
sible to carry ashore in the boats of the ship. Two of
the ship’s boats were lashed together, and a sort of
platform rigged across both; then by means of the
derrick, with block and tackle, the heavy machinery
was lifted from the deck, swung out over the side of
the vessel, and gently lowered upon the platform.
Sailors pulled the boat ashore, where the machinery
was taken off by a somewhat similar process, and
placed on a flat-car, hauled to the plantation, and set
up in the mill. :

The water at Mahukona was so clear that we could
see pebbles and shells at the bottom, tho it must have

been forty feet or more in depth. Schools of mullet
II
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came about the vessel to get crumbs and other refuse
thrown overboard. A school of large fish weighing
from twenty-five to fifty pounds, called by the natives
okula, could be seen swimming about the vessel. The
natives tried to beguile them with hooks on which
were dainty baits, but for a long time in vain. At
last an experienced Kanaka fisherman put a bit of
red flannel on a hook and, throwing it as far from him
as he could, dragged it quickly toward the ship. This
operation was repeated for half an hour or more,
when one of the largest of the school snapped up the
bait. The shouts of the enthusiastic natives could
have been heard far away as they hauled in the big
fish.

At about 11 A.M. we left this port. The Kinau
steamed down the coast of the great island, which
in some places seemed a barren waste. After pass-
ing the plantation at Mahukona we saw miles of pas-
ture-land, covered with short grass and stones over
which wandered a few sleek, fat cattle. Then ap-
peared stone fences enclosing thousands of acres. In
the district of Kohala are five sugar-mills, the Hawi,
Union, Kohala, Halawa, and Niulii mills. The
plantations connected with the mills occupy about
twelve thousand acres of land under -cultivation.
Those desert-looking lands which we saw after
leaving the plantations were succeeded by richer
pastures, over which roamed vast herds of horses
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and cattle. As we glided down the coast, we soon
came in sight of the distant peaks of Mauna
Kea, its lofty summit covered with snow. There
were great streaks down the sides, plainly
seen by aid of the glass. They seemed in the
distance to be places where the snow had melted
and left the earth and stones bare. But I was told
that those streaks were in reality vast ravines, and
deep gorges worn in the side of the mountain, some
of them fifty feet in depth, and kept almost continu-
ally full of snow.

From Mauna Loa’s eternal snows to Kilauea's
everlasting fires, the island of Hawaii is one scene of
grandeur and sublimity. The lofty mountain ranges,
the blue hills, and deep gullies worn to awful chasms,
with picturesque valleys, are attractive to the tourist.
The deep umbrageous forests on the hillside give to
the landscape a weird appearance, and no wonder the
ancients peopled them with supernatural beings. All
day long the Kinau glided down a coast which one
might well mistake for a fairyland. Sometimes
coqueting near the shore, then standing out to sea, or
rounding a promontory, the sturdy ship plowed her
course, stopping at the various villages along the
shore, to put off or take on passengers and freight.
I can not begin to recollect the number of landings
we made that day, some of them very difficult.

I remember that, at one of these landings, the mode
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of getting ashore is novel. There is a crane on the
top of the cliff, which I suppose is two hundred and
fifty feet high. Our boat came up under the cliff,
and a rope was lowered in which there was a sort of
seat. The passenger had to take his place in the
seat and be hoisted to the cliff above. The sensa-
tion is not altogether agreeable, and one feels like
closing his eyes as he is lifted from two to three hun-
dred feet in the air.

We passed Paauilo, the place where the beautiful
daughter of Minister Stevens was drowned. Miss
Stevens had been visiting some friends at the planta-
tion near this landing, and was warned not to try to
make the ship in the heavy sea that was running, but,
anxious to return to her parents at Honolulu, she de-
scended the long flight of steps to the landing, en-
tered the boat, and started for the ship. A monster
wave capsized the boat and she was thrown into the
raging surf. Miss Stevens, being unable to swim,
sank in a hundred feet of water. A native diver
went to the bottom, and brought up the body, for
which the grateful father made him a handsome pres-
ent. Miss Stevens’s body was taken to Honolulu, em-
balmed, and sent to her home in America for inter-
ment. Two or three years later her broken-hearted
father joined her in the spirit world, and his body
now sleeps by the side of the child he loved so well.

Late in the afternoon we came upon one of those
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queer little roadsteads, for they can hardly be called
bays, which indent the Hawaiian coast on every side.
There was a village and a plantation back on the
bluff. I have forgotten the name of the place, but it
was the wildest and most inhospitable shore I ever
gazed upon, and the sun was sinking behind angry
blood-red clouds, while darker masses across which
the lurid lightning occasionally played could be seen
hovering near the island far down the coast. This
landing was the most dangerous of all I had yet seen.
The shore was lined with rough, jagged rocks, rising
like massive pillars from the water, against which the
waves dashed with such relentless fury that half the
time the landing was completely hidden in clouds of
spray and mist. From the vessel I could see no pos-
sible avenue through which the boats could make
their way to the shore.

The ship lay to without casting anchor, and lowered
a boat in which two or three tons of freight were
placed, and manning the boat the sailors started to
the undesirable landing. None but native Hawaiian
~ sailors accustomed to turbulent seas would have dared
venture among those roaring breakers.

They stood directly in to shore, darting in and out
among the pillar-like rocks, against which the angry
waves thundered, until they were hidden by the tossing
foam. Captain Clark stood quietly on deck, smoking
his pipe and watching the receding boat. I almost
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began to fear they would never return. The vessel
drifted toward shore until the dark frowning rocks
seemed frightfully near. Captain Clark rang a bell
and we backed off from the shore. We floated out
too far to sea, and he pulled another bell and the en-
gine gave a few puffs, and we stood in, thus keeping
about the same position, the captain all the while
smoking his pipe and keeping a watchful eye on the
landing, the ship, and the dangerous shore under the
very shadow of which we lay.

“Why don’t you drop anchor here?” I asked.

“There is no good anchorage,” he answered.

“Is not this the worst port on the coast?”

“Oh, no! We have a great many more dangerous
than this. We often make this at midnight, when it
is cloudy and so dark one can not see an oar’s length
ahead,” and the captain pulled another bell, and we
slid away from the rocky coast. Truly this inter-
island navigation has something quaint, odd, curious,
and romantic about it. It is a life of danger that
would satisfy the most adventurous spirit in the land.

At last the boat was seen coming from the mists
and dashing spray. It reached our side, was hoisted
up to the davits, and we started on our way. The
heavy rain-cloud still hung about the lower coast,
which caused some one to remark:

“It is raining at Hilo.”

Another answered:
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“It is always raining at Hilo.”

Down the coast we glided, darkness_ came on, and
the wild and picturesque shore was shut out from our
view. Occasionally faint lights from some plantation
could be seen glimmering through the blackness, and
far up the mountainside, like twinkling stars, the
light from mountaineers’ cabins shone.

A dozen times I thought we were entering the Bay
of Hilo, and was mistaken. At last, when we all gave
up guessing how near we were to it, the lights from
the village suddenly burst into view, and the dock
was plainly visible. The great whistle of the Kinau
awoke the slumbering echoes of the surrounding hills,
the anchor was dropped, and boats lowered. The
rain had ceased falling, but it was still cloudy and the
night intensely dark, as, mounted on a pile of mer-
chandise in one of the boats, I was rowed ashore.
The lights on the pier cast a weird, fantastic glare on
the water and surroundings, giving a ghoulish ex-
pression to the dark-faced throng assembled to meet
us. On landing, I was surrounded by a gang of chat-
tering Chinese, Japanese, and natives. At last I
found a hackman who understood some English,
asked him to take me to a hotel, and was soon whirl-
ing away to the Hilo House.

Hilo is the second largest town on the group, and
like every village, house, or plantation, has original
features of its own. The court-house square with
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its great palms, the quaint, picturesque if not beauti-
ful streets, with their half European and half Oriental
appearance, give to the place a spice of novelty.
There is nothing about Hilo that is monotonous. No °
two streets, houses, or persons are alike. The citizens
are a conglomeration of Asiatics, Polynesians, and
Anglo-Saxons. The pale blood of the North mingles
with the dark warm blood of the South, until faces of
every shade from entirely white to sooty may be seen.
The town has three public-houses: post-office, custom-
house, and court-house. It has what few towns in
America of its size can boast, an excellent public li-
brary. No villages in this land of sunshine are with-
out their churches and schoolhouses, all of which are
well attended.

A prominent feature of the natural scenery near
Hilo is the Rainbow Falls, a mile from town. The
dashing of water over the precipice produces a spray
which when the sun shines makes a beautiful rain-
bow. The natives used to believe that a water-sprite
lived in the falls clothed in those beauteous hues.
When the rainbow was seen they said she had spread
her garments out to dry. Another attraction at
Hilo is Coconut Island, where tall, graceful coco-

nuts grow in abundance. Sur-
rounded by the dashing sea,
it forms a picture that is ar-
tistic and beautiful, and makes
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it a favorite object for the amateur photogra-
pher.

In Hilo, as in Honolulu, the American element
predominates. The Americans there as elsewhere
favor annexation to the United States. The most
enthusiastic and sincere annexationist I found on the
islands was Mr. J. A. Martin, a merchant of Hilo.

“Look at this,” he said, taking from behind his
counter an American flag. “I made this several
months ago, my flagstaff is ready, and she will go up
the next minute after I hear that we are annexed.”

I believe that American people living abroad come
to love their country more than those at home.

“You must go abroad a while, just to learn what a
glorious country we have,” said Mr. Furneaux, United
States Consul at Hilo.

Contrasting the free, independent, liberty-loving
American with a class of haughty, aristocratic Euro-
peans, and the flunkies who truckle to them, who
can wonder that the American abroad becomes more
than ever enamored of the benign institutions of his

own beloved country?



CHAPTER XIV
THE VOLCANO

THE Puna district which joins the district of Hilo
on the south is one of the most interesting in Hawaii.
The general appearance from the road is sterile, es-
pecially the southern part, where there are consider-
able tracts covered with lava-rock, supporting only
the scantiest vegetation. The northern part of the
district is covered with dense /laxkala forest and is
thinly inhabited. About eighteen miles from Hilo
the country begins to improve, and away from the
main road, upon the slope of the mountain, there are
many acres of excellent land suitable for coffee-grow-
ing. The southeastern part of Puna is celebrated for
its groves of coconuts. In 1840 the lava-flow from
the volcano, after pursuing an underground course
for many miles, suddenly burst forth in the woods and
rushed down to the sea, overwhelming small villages
in its course. The lava-flows have left many strange
figures in the forest. Trees of lava can be seen.
They are supposed to have been made by the molten
lava rushing down the hill with such velocity that it
splashed up the sides of the trees, and congealed
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before the wood was burned away. These lava-trees
or columns are hollow, and some are supposed to be a
hundred years old. Hundreds of these monuments
of ancient eruption are to be seen, some fifteen or
twenty feet in height. These memorials of a perished
forest are both curious and instructive. There is a
warm spring about a mile from Kapoho Ranch
toward the sea, which is a charming spot. It is situ-
ated at the foot of a cliff some eighty feet high, while
on the side it is approached by a somewhat abrupt
slope, clothed with grass and shaded by trees, con-
spicuous among which are the tall coconuts with their
long, slender trunks and umbrella-shaped tops. The
water is warm but not hot, just comfortable for bath-
ing—and gives the skin of the bather an alabaster
whiteness.

In 1868 the southern coast of Puna was lowered by
the effect of a terrible earthquake. As a result of
this earthquake, stumps of coconut-trees may still be
found sticking up in the midst of the roaring
surf. Puna is one of the great coffee-producing
districts of Hawaii. The coffee grown there is not
excelled anywhere in the world. Some of the plan-
tations contain from twenty-five to sixty thousand
trees.

After a few days in Hilo and a journey through
Puna, I boarded the stage for the volcano. In order
to have a better view along the route, I took an out-
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side passage, being the only outside passenger, with
but three inside passengers, on the journey.

The volcano road abounds in picturesque and beau-
tiful scenery. No road has so many shady little
nooks hidden away among the ferns, ohias, and hous.
Tho it is a continual ascent from Hilo to the volcano,
a height of four thousand feet, the road is admirable,
the grade being so gradual that the horses go in a
sweeping trot nearly the entire distance. We found
convicts in gangs of ten to twenty-five, most of them
naked to the waist, mending the road, while an armed
guard stood over them.

The driver of the stage was a mail-carrier, route-
agent, and traveling postmaster. He had a bag filled
with letters and papers, and if he met persons on the
road who were expecting mail by the stage they held
him up, and he went through what he had and
brought out what was for them. There were many
queer little houses like ground-bird’s nests, half hid-
den away among the ferns and bananas at the road-
side. These were usually occupied by the Japanese.
The homes of the coffee-planters were more impo-
sing, comfortable, and some of them
almost elegant. All were cozy, unique,
and picturesque in their setting of
eternal green, with deep jungles in
the background which no human
being had ever penetrated, and which




Digitized by GOOS[Q



Entrance to the Court Houe, Hilo,
Hilo Gulch,

Kakapepe Falls.

Tropical Forest.

Voicano Road.

Page 113




THE VOLCANO 173

the fancy might people with gnomes, fairies, and
elves.

Many of the houses stood back some distance from
the main thoroughfare, with pebbled walks leading
up to them. At the roadside in front of each was a
box fastened to a post, or set on a stone fence, into
which the driver dropped the mail for the occupants
of the house, always announcing his approach with a
blast from his bugle. If there was no box and no
one appeared, he threw his mail on the ground and
went on. This is the Hawaiian system of free
delivery.

At the half-way house we halted for lunch and
changed horses. After a rest of an hour we again
started on our journey up the mountain. The atmos-
phere had grown considerably cooler, and the appear-
ance of the landscape underwent a complete change.
Acres of lava-rock were passed over. In some places
we saw oven-shaped caverns large enough for a dozen
men to crawl into. These I was told often afforded
shelter for wandering Japs.

It was almost sunset when we reached the Volcano
House, built on the plateau just above the great crater.
What a scene burst on our view! Was it a prairie
on fire, or Doré’s painting of the Inferno changed to
a living picture? High, towering crags and rugged
peaks, with seamed rocks from which escaped clouds
of hissing sulfurous steam, were all around, while
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afar off on the left was that eternal glow from
Hale-mau-mau, or the house of endless fire. The
hissing steam and vapor were not confined to the
crater, but extended miles beyond, above, below, and
all around the Volcano House, while not two hundred
yards from the hotel were the famous sulfur beds
from which the clouds of vapor were escaping.

The distance from Hilo to the Volcano House is
nearly forty miles, and it was after four o'clock when
we reached it, so we decided not to visit the lake of
fire until next morning. The Volcano House has
excellent accommodations for tourists. Kilauea had
been dormant for nearly a year, and I began to fear
that I should not see the grand spectacle of an active
volcano, until the earthquake at Maui shook me out
of bed. This, I was told, was a signal for an erup-
tion, and the sign proved true.

Long we sat on the /anai after the night had closed
in on the cloud-capped mountain, gazing on that sub-
lime and awful glow from those endless fires. I have
been told that when the flames leap to their fullest

height they may be seen a hundred miles at

a, while at Hilo one may be able by their
are to read the finest print at midnight.

We were awake early next morning, and

after breakfast prepared to set out for the

_ volcano. Our guide was a Gilbert Islander

;. with some French blood in his veins, very




THE VOLCANO 375

intelligent, honest, and instructive. @Mounted on
horses we left the front door and found our way
down a zigzag path on the face of the cliff of two
or three hundred feet, until we reached the first
crater covered with pakoeioe, or the smooth satin-rock
flow, which in the distance looked like a congealed
quagmire. Having descended the steep terminal wall
of the abyss, we were on what is called the crater
floor. The surface was entirely free from vegetation
save here and there where a sickly fern had taken
root, and gave some appearance of life to the scorched
and chasm-riven plain. The lava-floor is of a dark
gray color, cracked and seamed, charred and
burned, and in times of unusual activity it often
shakes from the quaking earth or rolling sea of fire
beneath it. From a thousand cracks and apertures
the hot steam was hissing and escaping as from the
boiler of a locomotive.

Near the foot of the descent is a chasm about forty
feet in depth and ten or twelve wide, broken by an
earthquake. A bridge spans this chasm, which we
crossed, and with our guide in front started over the
lava-flow in single file, along a path marked by piles
of lava-chunks. The guide, with a canteen slung
about his neck and a strong staff in his hand, care-
fully picked his way. All about us from the count-
less fissures and cracks hissed the sulfurous steam.

In a paddock built of chunks of lava we left the
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horses, and with staffs in our hands proceeded on foot.
The scorched and blistered lava-crust became so hot
in places that we felt the heat through the thick soles
of our shoes, and down deep in the seams of rocks
there was a red fiery glow, while the hot air quivered
above. From one of these cracks the tips of flames
appeared at which some of the gentlemen lit their
cigars. I held my cane over one of the fissures, and
in a moment it burst into flame. As we pressed on,
nearing the top of the ascent which was on the brink
of the crater from our side, the fiery drops of molten
lava were tossed up in the air in front of us, and rush-
ing forward regardless of the warning of our guide we
stood by that yawning gulf; that lake of fire and
brimstone. We were all speechless, filled with a
sense of mingled awe and sublimity.

Language fails when we attempt a description of
such a scene as is presented at Kilauea. We realize
as we never did before the wonders of God’s creation,
and what an awful event must be the birth of a world.
This is the largest volcano on our globe, and it seems
as if nature was here finishing up the creation com-
menced so many thousands of years ago. Here at
our feet was the lake whose fires are never quenched,
the bottomless pit, seemingly hell itself. A fiery sea
whose waves seemed never to grow weary was toss-
ing and plunging beneath us. It only needed the
writhing, yelling victims, and winged devils hovering
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over them, to make Doré’s Inferno a living reality.
There were groanings and rumbling and detonations,
rushings, hissings, and splashings, and the crashing
sound of breakers on the coast, but it was the surging
of fiery waves on a fiery shore.

From the high summit on which we stood like
Dante and Virgil we gazed down on the mass of boil-
ing lava below. In places the lake was covered with
a thick black crust, through which the fires glowed
with an unearthly gleam. Occasionally, from the
center of one of the fountains a jet of molten lava,
mingled with steam, was thrown up to the height of
several feet, and falling back upon the crust gradu-
ally faded from a brilliant red, rosy glow to the color
of the dull black crust. This crust was not continu-
ous, but formed in detached sheets, which from time
to time were upheaved by some great internal force,
and turning pitched downward, disappearing below
the red surface of the lake. Great activity always
followed one of these upheavals. The floating cakes
of encrusted lava were violently tossed about, like a
boat in a stormy sea, pitching and plunging until the
whole surface of the lake was a glowing mass of fire,
and dancing, leaping flames played like lightning
over the surface. During these ebullitions the air is
filled with a lava-like spray, which when hardened is
called Pele’s hair. Scientists explain this phenome-

non as the sudden liberation of the watery vapors
12
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which are mingled with the molten lava beneath the
surface of the lake. ,

We drew back, for the heat was so intense our faces
were almost blistered. It was well that we-did so, for
one of the outstanding crags, on which some of our
party had stood but a few minutes before, gave way
and fell with thunder into the fiery abyss below, caus-
ing the ground to tremble in its fall, and producing
a cry of alarm and horror from every lip at the nar-
row escape.

This burning lake must be over a mile in circum-
ference. It is irregular in shape, and its scorched
and blistered walls are rugged and surmounted with
grotesque figures molded from the lava. The blow-
holes, as they are termed, have formed what are called
lava-vases, and figures resembling animals. In the
forests about the volcano may be found lava-vases
twenty feet in height, with ferns and even trees
growing from their tops. There is a figure very near
to the lake which very much resembles an elephant
reared upon its hind legs.

Even when we had removed to some distance from
the rim of the lake, we could feel the fiery breath of
Kilauea, and see the tear-drops of Pele. Jets and
fountains of lava like liquid flame were sometimes
thrown to the height of seventy feet, and dashing
against the banks in fiery waves, clouds of molten
spray were cast into air. '
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' A gentleman who had come from Boston to see the
volcano in action paused for a moment and gazed on
it in awestruck wonder, and then said:

“Don’t preach to me that there is no hell, for I
have seen it.” Turning about, he hastened away ex-
claiming: «Qp, my God! I've had enough of that.
The next ship that sails for America will take me
from this infernal Place!” Meeting a party of ladies
coming toward the lake, he shouted to them:

“Go back, run for your lives, I tell you we will
all be burned alive if we don’t leave this country.”

We had hard work to persuade him to wait for the
Stage. He wanted to set out for Hilo on foot.



CHAPTER XV
STORIES AT THE VOLCANO HOUSE

PETER LEE, proprietor of the Volcano House, keeps
an old register in which are recorded some of the ex-
periences, impressions, and adventures of his guests
about the volcano. Some have gone so far as to write
stories of it in the old book, one of which is credited
to Mark Twain.

But stranger and more mysterious stories than are
contained in that old book are told every night around
the great fireplace in the cozy sitting-room. The
proprietor often joins his guests at the fireside, and
his long knowledge of the volcano has enabled him
to recount many thrilling adventures of that natural
wonder, as well as to give accounts of its most mys-
terious phenomena.

One of the narrowest escapes from the volcano, he
says, was made by a party of tourists whom he had
guided to the great lake of fire. The volcano was
very active, and they had erected a shed near the
lake to accommodate those who wished to witness the
phenomenon after dark. The whole party had been
gathered about the brink of the crater gazing down
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into its fiery depths for a long time, and turned to go,
save five or six who still remained on a projecting
crag that extended out over the raging storm of fire.
Suddenly the guide cried:

“Ruu for your lives.”

All eyes were turned to those standing on the brink
of the crater. To their horror they saw that the great
mass of the rock on which they had stood had broken
off from the solid crust and was sliding down into the
awful gulf. Flames and boiling lava sprang up
through the cracks just broken between them and
solid ground. They ran toward the guide and leaped
the widening chasm to safety, just as the whole mass
fell with a roar like thunder into the raging flames
below. The lava was bursting out of the earth and
rocks all about the tourists, and they hurried away to
the cliff above. The great crater was overflowed, and
the shed-house and telephone-wires and poles all bur-
ied beneath the flow.

Notwithstanding the many hairbreadth escapes
from the volcano, no lives have been lost, save those
sacrificed by the heathen before the advent of the
missionaries.

The stories which came from that chimney-corner
are not always of the volcano. Humorous narratives
and thrilling adventures characteristic of the people
and the islands are often told to while away the long
evenings.
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One of the most thrilling stories I heard at the Vol-
cano House was told by a Mr. White, a gentleman
who owned a large cattle-ranch on the side of Mauna
Loa. Wild cattle and wild horses were both abundant
on the plains of Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea. The
cattle are often hunted and killed for their hides and
horns.

“Sometimes one of the wild cattle will come down
from the mountains and take up its temporary resi-
dence with our herds,” said Mr. White. “They are
often dangerous to a tenderfoot, but an old cowboy
don’t have much dread of them. A year ago a big
blue bull came down from the mountains and was seen
on the range with some of my cattle. Some of the
boys told me of him, and I made up my mind to go
and kill him some time, but being busy with other
matters put that job off for a few days. One day I
was riding up the valley with Joe Roberts, when we
saw this bull standing right at the head of the valley
in our path.

“Joe was frightened almost out of his wits and
wanted to turn back. The old fellow had the devil
in his eye, and shook his long, keen horns at us ina
threatening manner. But I charged him with my
whip and made him scamper away. Just as he
plunged into the jungle I gave him a cut which
started the blood from his flank, and brought forth a
roar of pain. It was a mad, reveﬁgeful roar, and
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seemed to tell me that he would some day get
even.

“I did not see him again for nearly a month. One
day, after a long, hard forenoon ride, I halted in the
same valley, took off the saddle and let my horse graze,
while I lay in the shade of an ohia-tree to rest. I had
scarce got comfortably stretched out in the shade
when the ground shook with a roar, and like a ball
from a cannon that same bull charged right out from
the lantana thicket and bore down upon me. My
horse took fright, broke his lariat, and ran for life,
leaving me alone to battle with the angry bull
There was no time even to climb the tree beneath
which I reclined, nor to run away from it, so I leaped
behind it, just as the horns of Taurus grazed the side
opposite from me. The tree was no thicker than my
waist, and I found it impossible to conceal my whole
person behind it. :

“'The bull recovered himself and charged me again
and again, chasing me around and around so fast that
I had no time to climb, nor did I dare run away from
it. My only hope was to dodge around the tree and
keep out of reach of his horns until I wore him out.
He actually seemed to wind himself about that tree in
order to get at me, and his horns often grazed my left
side while I touched his flank with my right hand.
At the beginning of the attack his wild bellowing
made the earth tremble; but after a few minutes he
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ceased bellowing, and settled down to business, de-
voting all his energies to lunging at me with his head,
and kicking at me with his heels.

“My only weapon was my knife, and I could have
killed him with that, but my wife the day before had
broken off the point of it, trying to open a coconut,
and had kept the accident a secret from me, fearing
that I would scold. When I drew my knife and I
made a lunge at the side of the furious beast, I dis-
covered for the first time that the point was broken,
and my heart sank within me. Again and again I

slashed and lunged at his flank, but the
ould do was to inflict some
1 which only increased the
addened beast.
fought, twisted, and turned
My brain grew dizzy, and I
e point of giving in a dozen
o cut the bull's throat, but
tting one of his keen horns
ler that I threw my broken
; blade away, and expended
all my energies in keep-
ing beyond reach of his
p horns.
“The sun was getting
low in the heavens, and
still the bull showed mno
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signs of letting up. I would have given worlds
for just twenty seconds of uninterrupted oppor-
tunity. While circling about the tree, hugging its
trunk, and never daring to venture a foot from it,
I saw one of those lava caves on the surface of the
ground. It was made by the lava cooling in a crust,
and forming a concave roof like the upper half of a
tunnel or sewer pipe, with a space large enough for
one to crawl under it. I would have given $20,000
to have been in that hole, tho it was not twenty feet
away from me. At last my enemy backed off eight
or ten paces, his bloodshot eyes fixed on me, while
the froth like flakes of snow dropped from his quiver-
ing lips.

“Now was my only chance. It wasa very slim one,
but I determined to make an effort to save my life.
A single misstep, a stumble, and I was lost. Ileaped
toward the cavern; a wild roar shook the earth be-
hind me. The bull was coming, was right at my
heels, and I could almost feel his hot breath on my
person. Head-first I threw myself half my length
into the cavern and drew my feet in after me, but not
until one of those keen horns had ripped off the sole
from my boot. Enraged a<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>