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CHAPTER ELEVEN

The Island Tubuai
A Missionary Family II
Memoirs, 15 September 1851 to 1 February 1852

{The text for chapters 11 and 12 is drawn from the memoirs, which were based
closely on the journals Louisa kept at the time. The segments of the journals
printed in chapters 9, 10, 13, and 14 are the only extant portions of her original
record.}

[Missionary Island Routine]
[September 1851] 22nd day. The equinoctial storm occurred which continued for a week. We are expecting to hear of terrible disasters at sea.
Glad our hearts are to see the smiling face of the old king of day once
more. In this far off world a dark, dismal day seems intolerable. Sunshine
and flowers are our congenial companions.
On the 26th, before the dawn of day, Mr. P. went forth with dog and
gun to shoot wild fowls. He was induced to take Frances, our second
daughter, with him, with a view to dissipate the gloom that seemed hanging over her. They went two miles to the mountains, and up the clifts,
returned with plenty of game. The excursion had the desired effect. This
seclusion from the world at intervals is very severe on the children. At
such times they resort to rambles on the mountains with the native children, gather wild flowers, decorate themselves and return in fine spirits.
I have witnessed another setting sun, beautiful when going down
behind the great deep. All is silent, not a sound do I hear from the noisy
world. I know not but it is all burned up and Babylon fallen to rise no
more forever. I trust however, that Salt Lake City still remains. How long
must we endure this imprisonment. I have one little hope remaining.
Capt. Johnson is expected in. He will bring us news from the dear old
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world, so I will try to live a few days longer. My employment daily is to
keep the children at their books. I made a feast for the children under my
immediate charge. Fourteen were seated around the table at once. They
conducted themselves extremely well, ate with knives and forks, and tried
to imitate their superiors. Could I keep them all in the house with me, I
should soon have the pleasure of seeing them appear respectable.
Today I called the native sisters together to instruct them in their
religious duties. Ellen acted as interpreter and succeeded remarkably
well. This she has been able to do for several months. They spoke in turn,
each expressing a desire that I might soon have a knowledge of their language, and speak from my own lips directly to them. I shall soon make an
attempt to [do] so and having their prayers and faith shall be certain of
success.
Oct 6th. Memorable day. Conference convenes today in S. Lake
City. The remembrance creates deep sensations in my mind. I sigh to be
there, although I do not wish to leave my labors here. Before another
month rolls round "Paraita" will be gone to Raivaavai, then we shall still
be more lonely. How much it would animate us could we see business
going on. See men plowing, sewing grain, driving teams, hear the sound
of axes and hammers. See houses building, but here monotony reigns
supremely. All I hear is the sound of mallets making native cloth.
8th Wednesday. A party of us went on a pleasure excursion to some
small islands five miles distant. We landed on the largest, nineteen souls in
all. It is a beautiful island, covered with tamanu, and cocoanut trees. The
soil is fine white sand, which contrasts beautifully with the green trees. I
walked round the island, picked up shells and some fine specimens of
coral. The men caught fish, made an oven in the ground, and cooked us a
meal consisting of fruit and vegetables growing on the island. The men
threw up a shelter for us with brush and leaves, under which we spread
our bedding and slept well through the night. The children explored the
island thoroughly, climbed the trees, made new discoveries in shrubbery
and flowers, thought it a pity to leave the fertile island alone. We sailed
home with a pleasant breeze, passed the village where the workmen were
engaged building the schooner. They saluted us with loud voices. "Ia ora
na otau to hare ra mui." (peace be to you in returning home.)
I sometimes walk to the opposite village, where the ship is building,
distance five miles. I can walk under the shade of trees the whole way, sit
down in a cooling shade, rest myself and renew my journey. Thus we
resort to changes, trifling though they might be. They serve to enliven
the mind.
Mr. Pratt preaches regularly in the native tongue, which I can now
understand tolerably well. Baptisms occur nearly every Sabbath. I wrote
an address to be read in a female meeting, which Mr. Grouard translated
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into the Tahitian for me.! They seemed greatly to admire it. I read to
them the 29th chapter of Isaiah containing proof of the origin of the
Book of Mormon. Ellen explained and commented upon it. They
inquired if the ancient Nephites were Europeans. I told them they were
the ancient fathers of the Tahitians. At this they appeared greatly interested, and wished to learn more about the book. No organ of their craniums is more prominent than marvelousness.
Sixteen of our number remained behind on that island what with
those who had been baptized would form quite a branch of the church.
The governor of Tubuai was opposed to leaving the missionarys. Said he
would be more appreciated on his own island. We had a fair wind home,
made the voyage in less than twenty four hours. Found three schooners
lying in the harbor. Captain Johnson's was one, and we had the pleasure
of again seeing our dear little Mary. Though we were all happy to see her
we could not refrain from feeling sorrowful to see her in charge of a
mother incapable of training her properly and a stepfather addicted to
intemperance. As we hove in sight of our island we saw a crowd of people
standing on the beach to watch the approach of our vessel. Our youngest
daughter Ann Louise, whom we had left at home with her aunt Crosby,
stood with the rest to welcome us.
Captain Grouard immediately put in freight for Tahiti. Our boy
Hiram Clark who came with us from S. Lake went with the Captain to
learn a little of a sailor's life. The natives made a great feast on our
return. We tried to be cheerful to console them for leaving their teacher
in Raivavai. The schooners all sailed and left us alone with our native
friends, who showed us great kindness.
[Louisa's Birthday]
10th day of Nov 5l. This is my birthday. 49 years have I lived, how few
attain to that age in comparison to those who come short of it. What a
scene to look back upon. Had I known in my youthful days what I had to
pass through how faint and feeble my heart would have been when the
trials assailed me. They were wisely hidden from me. Often in my youth
did a presentment of a fearful future come before me, and bade me
beware of taking steps to hasten my doom. But it was written in the book
of fate, and therein 'twas written that I had much to suffer for the
Gospel's sake. I have said with Job, "the things which I dreaded came
upon me." I have endeavored to bear them patiently. Wherein I have
failed I look to heaven for pardon. I am not amenable to man neither will
I suffer man to judge me. My soul has seen travail, and dark waters have
murmured around me, and flood of sorrow have arisen mountains high
and burst upon my head. Hunger, cold and nakedness have stared me in
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the face. Pain of body and agony of mind, false friends have beset me,
and secret griefs have fastened their venom on my heart, and threatened
to untie the cords of life. But the glorious gospel came, and the light of
truth dawned upon my saddened heart, and caused me to sing for joy.
Then all my sorrows were forgotten.
Strong confidence in God has ennabled me to triumph in a great
measure over every calamity, and this day I thank Him that I have lived to
see a glorious work commenced on the earth, although it has introduced
me into a thorny path where my feet have been goaded to blood. Christ
walked therein before, and the prophet Joseph drank deep of the bitter
cup in his life, and died by the hands of wicked men, in a state that boasts
of religious freedom. Oh, Illinois! Of you will it be required. In the midst
of grief, I now have joy. Mflicted but not in dispair. Knowledge of the
truth is now an anchor to my soul. I look for joy in the future to equalize
all I have suffered since the fullness of the everlasting gospel has made
me a pilgrim and stranger, far away from my kindred and country.

[Teaching by Word and Example]
This morning I went to Mr. Layton's who has a Tahitian wife and she
knows nothing about housekeeping. A young girl lives with them who
assists in the cooking department. I was anxious to give her some instructions in the system of cleaning house and keeping it in order. I introduced the subject in a plausible manner so as not to give offense. The
young girl readily acquiesed seeming to believe it would be a nice affair to
know how to keep house like "mau tamahine papa," (Foreign girls). It
was astonishing the amount of rubbish we hoed out of one room. Then a
fire in the dooryard completely revolutionized the premises. Mter this,
Frances our second proposed occupying the room, teaching two little
boys and further instructing the girl in rules pertaining to everyday life.
Nov. 12th. Mrs. Layton had a daughter born. There was great rejoicing among the relatives, it being the first girl in the family. According to
their custom they would have it wrapt in a square piece of cloth. I speedily
made a suit, dressed it in our fashion, and gave the child my name Louisa.
All seemed delighted, and called it a "tamuline papa. "
Ellen is an excellent interpreter. I am also advancing fast in a knowledge of the language. I met with a few grown persons for the purpose of
reading the scriptures. They had many questions to ask in reference to
the meaning of some passages. I attempted in my own way to explain, and
really surprised myself, at my success. All present seemed highly gratified.
My subject was baptism for the dead, in which they manifest a deep interest. 2 Little do we know what we can do till we make a thorough trial. Past
the meridian of life, I learned a new language.
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Our three eldest daughters have children under their tuition. They
almost feel the responsibilities of mothers. It is a task equal to taming wild
animals. Our third daughter, Lois, has a little girl, eight years of age, as
near as we can judge. Her parents do not know. Her father is a half breed
Frenchman. A sweeter tempered child I never knew. Always submissive to
the requirements of her teacher, easily pursuaded to leave off all her
unpleasant habits. I should esteem it a great loss of labor and mental
exertion to leave her behind when we go from here, and allow her to fall
back to her native state, and forget all we have taught her. Ellen has
wrought a visible change in the two she has under her care. Oh, what
wonders might be wrought here, in the training of these children. Who
would be content to be buried from the world to effect it!
Occasionally I have a leisure day, and not having much variety in my
reading, I read over myoId letters which my mother and sisters sent me
many years ago. The sad remembrance of days of sorrow come vividly
before me, and I wept. A rare occurance with me. Sister C. said she did
not like to read old letters. It brought back memories which gave her
pain. But with myself it is an established habit to review the past, and live
my life over. It seems sublime and sacred, though it should cause sighs
and tears.
Brother Crosby has at length succeeded in delivering a discourse in
the Tahitian, much to the understanding of his hearers. In the evening
several native brethren came to me for comments on the vision of Daniel.
In my broken manner I talked of the "ancient of Days," told them how it
was explained by elders of the church. They understood my words, and
were satisfied.
The House of Prayer (as the natives call it) is the most comfortable
place on this island, built as it is over water, six large windows on each side
with slots instead of glass and sash thrown open or closed to suit high or
low breezes. In that the heat is never oppressive. There I teach the children at an early hour in the morning: a long class of boys, a few little girls.
It is amusing to hear them try to pronounce English words: to repeat the
names of the days in a week, the months in a year, to count in English all
which they are greatly delighted with, awkward as they are in the exercise.
And above all do I endeavor to learn them to hold themselves erect on
their seats, a habit they are almost as unacquainted with as our domestic
animals. They seem inclined to writhe and twist themselves in all manner
of positions. Their hands must be clasped over their heads or on the back
of their seats, their feet drawn up under them, any way but the right way.
And yet they seem intelligent and shrewd, as other children, having a
desire to learn. Oh, could they be taken to America, and placed in a good
school! But who are the philanthropists that will advance means for such
an enterprise?
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Today the queen called to see me. She seemed depressed in spirits;
laid her hand on her heart and said, "poiri," meaning darkness. She was
complaining that her mind was dark. She says, "little do I know of the
Lord and his great work commenced on the earth." I tried to comfort her
assuring her that a time was coming when her mind would be enlarged,
and she would more fully comprehend the mercy of God towards his
erring children. I bade her be comforted; to be humble, and in due time
she should be exalted.
Nov 26th. The weather is intolerably dry and the fleas are like the
plague in Egypt. Sister Crosby suffers terribly from their bits, poisoning
her blood. Yesterday we made a party at the residence of Brother B. F.
Grouard, for the purpose of showing his native wife our method or habits
of waiting on company. We told them what our design was, that we would
help them do the cooking. They were pleased, prepared a good supper.
We furnished dishes to set the table, instructed them how to deport
themselves. They endevored to imitate us as much as possible, and we
had a merry time. In the evening the house being fitted up to look attractive, we had two instruments of music besides the sweet voices of the
native women. Mr. Grouard seemed quite proud that his wife had acquitted herself so much to the satisfaction of her visitors. We feasted on melons at the close of the party, the first ever raised on the island.

[James S. Brown Case]
29th. This morning arose early and to our joyful surprise heard the
Ravaai was in sight, which we had not expected for several days. Brother
James Brown was on board, a prisoner, by order of the French
Governor. 3 When the schooner landed in Tahiti he was in prison living
on bread and water. He was discharged without a trial upon condition
that he would remain a prisoner on the vessel till conveyed from out the
bounds of the French protectorate. The Queen of Tubuai sent on board
and brought him on shore. He appeared in good spirits, intends going
to Ravaivai or to some island not under the French flag. The ship
brought glorious news from Salt Lake. The glad reception of many letters made our hearts leap for joy. I could not sleep the first night so great
was my excitement. Employment now for several days, answering the welcome letters.
The queen is a thinking woman. She mourns over the ignorance of
her people, and her own also. They are good readers and could they have
books printed in their own language adapted to their capacities what
inspiration it would give them to acquire knowledge. I have been reading
the history of England in the reign of Queen Elizabeth. I could admire
her character but for one foul blot. The execution by her consent of
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Mary Queen of Scotts. Oh, how mysterious the transactions of men
appear in their political and religious superstitions.
A promising young woman is sick whom I have visited. She needs
treatment of some kind. All the medicine I have is a bundle of hops, and
a little sage. I use the herbs and encourage them to have faith in their
efficacy. I find their faith effectual in many instances. An elderly woman
came to me in the night, wished me to go and see a sister of hers who was
very sick. I arose from my bed and went with her. She led me through a
dark woody place, over an intricate path, but I feared nothing. I prayed
and laid my hands on the sick woman. I told her she should be better in
the morning and so it proved. "According to thy faith be it unto thee."
Consecrated oil, which we brought with us from home, has been blessed
to their use often, all on account of the faith they have in it.
Ellen succeeds admirably well in expounding scripture to their
understanding, showing her knowledge of the Bible and Book of
Mormon, far exceeding my highest anticipations. Frances sometimes
appears discontented uttering ejaculations like this, "Oh that I were in
Salt Lake City today!" I ask, 'Would you like to be there without father to
provide wood, and other comforts we have here?" Recalling reminisences
of the past, she answers in the negative. I feel sensibly the sacrifice it is to
our daughters to be without good society.
Dec 1st. The rain at last is beginning to descend. We hail it as a welcome messenger. Now the streams will rise and everything will be
refreshed. The vessel all ready yesterday morning for another voyage
expecting in a few moments to spread sail. Suddenly the wind sprung up
from another quarter, which will detain them an indefinite time.
Mr. Grouard thinks he has more perplexities than any man on the
island, having charge of the vessel besides other duties involves him in
seeming difficulties, and some real ones. The native sailors trouble him,
have little judgment about their business. He is tired and homesick and
has reason to be so.
For the first time the House of Prayer has been cleaned. The seats
scoured with sand, new business to the natives, when completed they
seemed delighted with its appearance. I told them it must be cleaned
every month, that the Lord would be the better pleased with us for a strict
observance of cleanliness. The appointed time is Saturday preceding the
sacrament of the Lord's supper.
13th day. Profound stillness except when I hear the mallets of the old
women pounding bark to make cloth. The vibrations of the beam on
which they pound is like the sound of a drum. It breaks the monotony and
is preferable to no noise at all. In brother Crosby's dwelling where we
often resort at evening we can have musick: Ellen with flutina, Alma C. violin, his father plays flute. It is far from being inferior, though not excelsior.
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8th day. This morning the Ravaai left the harbor a fair wind for
Ravaivai. Brother J. Brown bade us farewell. When the schooner returned
from Tahiti last it brought a young lady of suspicious reputation. One of
those fearful beings whom everyone has reason to dread unless they wish
to be decoyed by her. The woman though a native of Tahiti, dresses herself in a very attractive manner. I feel a terrible dread of her influence
over the young men. The king's son is already ensnared. I hope she may
be the last of that class that will ever be brought to this island while I
remain here. What a world is this we live in. Yesterday I was called on to
wash and anoint a little boy who was suffering with the phthisic. He was
immediately relieved. There is faith among this people. For a present I
received a large supply of food: fresh pork, fish, tar row, and papoi. No
fear of going hungry here.
This morning heard a quarrel between two women. Such a flow of
language I have seldom heard. It is the custom when two get offended
they pour forth their words in torrents. When all is said that can be
thought of, they cease their quarreling, and by their appearance you
would not suppose that anything had transpired to break their friendship.
Walking with friends who were leaving the village today I encountered
the 'Tahitian lady." She passed me looking very demurely; she knows what I
think of her. She was dressed in pink muslin, a large full flowing robe, her
long black hair hanging down in braids, her heart and mind as dark as her
skin, an alluring expression in her sombre countenance which cannot fail
to disgust every lover of purity, and bring to their remembrance the words
of the wise man, "Her steps take hold on hell." [Proverbs 5:5] I have often
lamented not having had a son. I am certain if I had one, I should have to
carry him on my heart. I am troubled about the boy [Hiram] we brought
with us from Salt Lake, gone on the vessel. I promised his friends I would be
a mother to him. I can only pray and warn him of temptation.
Our prayer meetings are all conducted in the language of the
island. I long for communion with saints in our own tongue. The elders
are scattered abroad.
17th. Last night I was called up from my bed to visit a sick child. I
anointed him with consecrated oil, gave him a portion inwardly. This
morning he is able to attend school. How the poor trusting souls cling to
the promises in the gospel of Christ. There is a disease prevalent among all
the islands not known before the whites came among them. There is an old
man wasting away with disease, a grievous sore upon one leg. The fruits of
sin. Many children are born diseased. Today is the burial of Tutailana, the
sick woman of whom I have written. Her sufferings are at last ended. Her
disease was oflong standing. No skill of ours could reach it.
Dec. 19. I feel a kind of forced contentment. Last night I dreamed
the French governor ordered us all away from the island. It would not be
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strange were it even so, neither should I much regret it. I teach the native
children for amusement. Their oddities make me cheerful. Just returned
from a visit three miles out, where Mr. Layton is building a schooner in
company with the natives. The foundation lies in a beautiful place. A fine
growth of a large ito trees completely shade it from the sun. There were
twelve of us in company. The friendly people prepared a good dinner for
us, and we had a delightful walk home. There was one horse among us so
we rode in turns. The tide was out, the beach white, the sand hard and
smooth. More than half the way the ito trees shade the beach. Thus does
every little diversion help us to bear our solitude, at the best grievious to
our children.

[A Grouard Son Born]
We are anxiously expecting the Ravaai, and with her the children hope to
see their father. Joyful anticipation! Captain Grouard has had a son born
since he sailed. There was great excitement among the friends. All interested to be on the spot to welcome the newcomer as soon as it might be
presentable. At such times the woman, as soon as the birth is over, is
taken to the river and immersed, is never known to take cold. Some
females after giving birth to offspring go into decline and never recover.
It does not however, appear to result from their common usage as they
generally do well. Nature does all for them. Happy would it be for our
females if she was allowed to do more.
24th. Today cleaned the house and made preparations for
Christmas. The native sisters are preparing food. They praise my house
when they see it clean, but do not incline to clean their own. I encourage
them by telling them the Lord is better pleased when we keep ourselves
neat and clean. What if we do not, we must not expect angels will visit us,
for they take no delight in those who are filthy.
[Christmas 1851]
25th. We commenced Christmas by trimming up the house with green
boughs and flowers. In the centre of the room a large pillar supports the
roof. By the side of it I placed two small trees of ito, of the most livid
green extending almost to the roof. The native houses have no loft. To
these I attached the long yellow tea [tiJ leaves, of which the females make
wreaths on account of their bright color, and pleasant flavor. Added to
these the bright fresh flowers of the bourau scattered about among the
branches, forming a pleasing contrast of lively green and yellow.
In the same manner over head and around the entire room I hung
boughs, flowers, and branches of the limetree with the fruit on. Our most
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intimate friends prepared for us a splendid dinner to which they were
invited, bringing the food to the mission house. I told them the object was
to celebrate the birthday of our Savior. They were pleased. One old lady
whom we had not invited, as soon as she learned what was being done
donned her finest white robe and made her appearance, I received her as I
did the invited guests, knowing she was ignorant of our customs. The
natives from far and near thronged the house, looking in at the windows, to
admire the decoration. I felt annoyed and asked the chief if he would tell
them to go away. He plead for them as a father would for children. They
had never seen anything of that kind before, and he wished me to indulge
them for once. Another time they should be sent away. I felt that he was
right and consented to let them feast their eyes as long as they would.
Mter dinner we held a prayer meeting. At evening, [we] illuminated the house with all the glass lamps in the village. The brilliant lights
threw over all a mantle of romance exceeding anything I had ever seen.
Brother C. and Ellen made the instrumental musick added then to the
sweet melody of human voices made it seem in reality like a birthday of
the blessed Saviour. Here now in December the heat is excessive. It is the
first time I have suffered with it. Frances I discover is beginning to be
uneasy. I pray that the way may open for us to return home least our
daughters become unhappy.
28th. Mter returning from the Sabbath morning service, I was sent
for in great haste. Sister Grouard was taken suddenly with a severe chill.
She was exercised in a singular manner. The natives exclaimed "tupau
pau!" "That is an evil spirit!" In vain I remonstrated, told them she had
taken cold; it was an ague chill. They said I was "maro," that is stubborn
and hard to believe. As the chill left her they let down the curtains to dress
her, a native sister whispered, "Look you under the curtains and see the
spirit when it comes out." So great is their superstition. The sick woman
got out of bed with a high fever, a little wandering in mind. They eyed her
very closely and thought they saw the devil. She is fast recovering.
There is another sick woman sinking everyday. She is in the bloom
of life, has six children. 0 gladly would I save her. She is surrounded by
unbelievers in the ordinances of the gospel, even in the same house. It is
hard to have faith there. I regret we were not supplied with simple medicines when we left home.
[New Year's 1852]
Jan 1st 1852. New Years, we celebrated by making another feast.4 We decorated Brother Crosby's house, made it white with corral lime. "Te fau
nehe nehe, te fare, no yona ta na." Many of the natives were invited and
seated at the table. Two tables set for seventeen. They improve a little
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each time. The outside of the house was surrounded with the poor
uncouth beings. It is a trial to bear with their extreme ignorance, still a little pleasure to amuse them. They will gaze for a half hour at a picture and
you must answer forty questions concerning it. They must know the history entire or not be satisfied.
We all agree in wishing our friends in Salt Lake a happy New Year.
We trust they are wishing us the same. On these occasions we dress ourselves in a becoming and tasteful manner, ornament our rooms as we
would to receive fashionable and refined company, all for the purpose of
example that they may understand our Customs, and to stimulate them
to imitation and improvement.
Twice today we thought we heard the cry of "pahii a hoi!" (Ship coming), but were disappointed. The children's ears are open now and will be
till the Ravaai comes into port. We shall watch to see her tall masts and
white sails reeling in the strong breeze which now blows fair for Tubuai.
There is no other hope of again being relieved of monotony but the return
of the vessel. I have been toiling all the morning cleaning my dooryard. I
often do such things to encourage the native women to clean theirs. They
will pass along complimenting me in this way, "e hara, Paraita Vahine, faa
nehe au a." They seem to think all the little nice habits belong exclusively
to Europeans. A few there are who have imitation large. Such if they had
courage to excel others would do well, but it is no trait of a native to be
above his fellows. With his people there is little division or distinction, even
those who do not belong to the church must be treated as brethren.
Today the Elders broke Bread. The brethren came from the other
village. Brother Alexander called after the close of the services, talked of
his troubles with his native wife. She is a childish girl. It is evident she
does not love him. What a pity, that sensible men should involve themselves with these poor ignorant women. They cannot bring them to their
level; it is unwise to attempt it. To be comfortable with them they must
descend to their level.
5th day.5 Head winds, no prospect of the ship coming in. Tomorrow
we shall go to Mahu for a few days. Walked to the village a distance of five
miles, wind very high, did not feel fatigued, made the village at twelve,
rested, and went to see the sick woman. She was lying on a mat spread
upon the ground, a hard pillow for her head. I saw she was dying, feet
and hands were cold. Her husband was leaning over her, apparently the
only mourner. I felt distressed to see no one doing anything for her relief.
I ordered chicken broth, which she took easily. I heat rocks and applied
to her hands and feet. I saw they were expecting her to die, and so sat idly
down to await the event. A large pile of cloth lay near her, brought to
wrap her in, as their custom is when one dies. She spoke distinctly several
times, had her reason well, seemed calm with resignation.
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The bell was rung and the children called . . . . [page torn here and
through following paragraphs] I organized them into a class and taught them
to ... Tahitian words into English: to count reckon. Anything for employment is better than .... The white children amuse themselves rambling ...
and gathering flowers. They go often to the ... places. I cannot be contented without ... and company. Anything like employment ... grasp with
eagerness. This is a silent ... noise but the rambling roaring ... of the sea.
Which is unusually loud, our ... high winds. There is a grandeur in the ...
which seems to soothe the soul when ... would intrude. It bears witness of
the creation, ....
Last night the sick woman died. She was ... out on clean grass, a
white spread thrown over her. Her face was not covered, someone sat with
a large leaf to keep off the flies. The coffin was made of a canoe of tamana
wood, (island mahogany) in which she was laid after being wrapt thickly in
native cloth. A thick plank nailed on for a cover. Outside the coffin
unnumbered thicknesses of cloth were wound, native and European. The
coffin, being of the most imperishable wood, wrapt in such quantity of
cloth, will not in my opinion decay in fifty years. A great feast was made by
relatives from which all the people in the village received a portion. The
corpse was carried away on men's shoulders, without ceremony.
Last evening we spent two hours in gazing at the moon, expressing
our surprise at her singular appearance. One part was red, like blood,
emitting no light at all, though nearly at the full. Brother Alexander,
being a superstitious man pronounced it a forerunner of evil. Told the
family with whom we were stopping it was an omen of something strange
... take place. So long had we been away from ... world, and not having
seen an almanac in ... years, we had forgotten there was ever such ... as
an eclipse. When it rushed upon our ... we were ashamed that we had
not known ... first. We then explained all to the ignorant ... and their
fears were removed. This morning ... before the day dawned, and went
to walk ... the beach. The moon was shining with ... resplendent brightness. There was the very ... of death around me. All in the dwelling ...
just locked in slumbers, the tide had just ... far on the reef, scarcely a
breeze to be felt. . . . atmosphere was calm as the sweet breath of
autumn. But oh, so solemn. I gazed over the mighty ocean towards that
land so far away and I seemed to feel that I had died, and gone to an
unknown world.
I at first thought I would tune my voice to sing a morning hymn, but
it seemed an intrusion upon the sacredness of the hour to make the least
noise. I felt that secret prayer was more congenial to the deathlike stillness of that little world, in the midst of the mighty ocean. I revolved in my
mind the self-denial of my whole life and said "If my Heavenly Father is
pleased with the little good I have done all my sorrows will be forgotten.
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[A New House]
9th day. Last evening we moved into the house Brother Alexander has
been several days preparing for us. It is a large house, all in one room,
built in ancient style, round ends. Three pillars in the centre, which support the roof, and these are covered with carved work, curiously wrought.
The house is whitened with coral lime inside and out. Long grass laid for
a floor, on which mats are spread. Two high post bedsteads curtained
around with fine white "tapa [native cloth]." A very large table made
from a tree which floated here from New Zealand. The leaf more than
three feet wide without a seam. The building [is] almost entirely shaded
with trees, large and covered with flowers. Their fragrance is delightful.

[Ancient Remains]
Five rods from the door the grand old tide rolls out and in. No lover of
nature could help admiring this situation. Nothing but the want of society
is felt here. The good people sent us in food to last us a week, cooked for
ready use, nicely tied up in leaves. This morning took a long walk to see an
old hollow tree, which is reported to have been in the "taueteni [ancient
times, heathen days]," the abode of a man (who was pursued by his enemies) a whole year and was fed by a sister. Nine of us entered the tree
together, had room to move about. Two branches of equal size supported
by the middle are hollow, and there are openings from one to the other, so
the man could change his position when wearied with his confinement.
From the tree we were conducted by Alexander to one of the old
"morai's [marae]" places of worship in the "taueteni". It consists of huge
stones set up in the form of a square room. One very high above the rest
they worshiped as God. Flat stones are laid upon the ground under which
the heads of their enemies are buried, sacrificed to their Gods. A dense
growth of cocoanut overshadowed the place. We rested beneath the cooling shade, drank freely of the water, and pursued our journey, called at a
native house where everything was neat and clean. A young woman was
seated on a mat with a babe in her arms. We conversed with her in the
Tahitian tongue, and she treated us to beautiful fine apples. From thence
we started on our way home.
Not far had we gone when a messenger met us with the joyful intelligence that the Ravaai was in port, and "Paraita" was on board. The two
eldest daughters were far in the rear. The messenger passed on and carried the news to them. Quick and hasty were their footsteps till they
reached the house and met their father. Now they exclaimed, "Our
wishes are realized." When the house was fited up we felt it would avail us
nothing without company. We are informed the vessel has encountered
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three severe gales of wind since it left this port, did not make Tahiti, neither the Chain Islands, except Ana [Anaa] and Matea [Mehetia]. The
friends have sent us a great supply of food, consisting of the fruits of the
island, all nicely secured in leaves.
11 th day. Paraita preached three times in the native language. The
people all appeared joyful on hearing the voice of their missionary once
more.

[Sailing the Lagoon]
12th. This morning very early went out to the reef in a canoe. It was calm
and beautiful sailing. We raised a small sail and a gentle breeze wafted us
along smoothly. The water was clear, and we could see distinctly the coral
beneath which resembles a garden of vines and shrubbery, beautiful to
look upon. The air was cool, and light clouds shielded us from the sun's
scorching rays. We sailed in and out among the coral to examine the fishing nets. They are curiously woven out of roots, sunk to the bottom where
the water is shallow. The bait [is] put inside; the fish run in through the
small aperture and are secured. Sometimes fish weighing twenty pounds
are taken. We could discover them of all shapes and colors shooting
about and hiding in the cavities of the coral. We stopt on an island of
rocks, struck a fire with wood we carried out, roasted fish, and made a
hearty meal. On our return Brother Alexander dove to the bottom, with
an axe knocked off a large piece of coral which we hung up in the sun to
bleach. Most likely we shall obtain finer specimen to take home.
13th. Started about sunrise to walk round on the beach to Matauru.
The tide was out, the road smooth, the distance nine miles, yet I was not
fatigued at all. The delightful sea air invigorates my nerves. I do not
remember any period of my life when I could perform as much with
more ease. Some little disagreeables in the family has made us all sad.
Frances complains bitterly and longs to go home. The cry of "pahi a hoi,"
has been sounding for an indefinite length of time, and we have high
hopes it may be a vessel that can bear us away to our home and country.
14th. The vessel which occasioned so much excitement proves to be
a schooner from California, Capt. Mayers. He has come for oranges, with
no conveniences to take passengers.

[Socials, Feasts]
15th. Last evening nearly all the Americans were together. The two sea
Captains were present. For amusement we practiced the native children
in performing little acts of courtesy, passing round the room and making
their obeisance to each one, answering questions, etc. Some of them did
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exceedingly well. Brother Crosby and Ellen played on their instruments.
The conversation turned on the choice of tunes, which excited mirth and
did us all good in this old solemn world. What a contrast between joy and
sorrow. The newly arrived ship is undergoing repairs, which will detain it
several days, a fine opportunity to send home letters, I wish I had time to
write a hundred.
Last evening had a music party. The strange gentlemen were
delighted, complimented our "band" for their masterly performance.
Well might it seem pleasant to them coming off a long voyage and finding
on a lovely island a company of Americans, women and children, a joyful
surprise indeed.
Mr. Richmond spent the morning at our residence, made us some
presents, useful articles for the table, luxuries we seldom enjoy. A kindhearted agreeable man he is, and meeting him here among the rude sons
of nature, makes him appear doubly attractive. For several days my mind
has been diverted. I realize the salutary effect changes have on the mind.
17th, Sabbath. Mter "divine service" we all went to Elder Grouard's
to dine. The food purely native, served up in the usual style. All praised
the food. King Tamatoa was present, dressed in European clothes. It was
the first time I had ever seen him dressed in that manner. I scarcely knew
him, so much did he resemble a white man. He even wore shoes and
stockings.
[Pages 238-241 of Louisa's manuscript are missing. They were not present in
1947 when the Daughters of Utah Pioneers printed the work in Heart Throbs of
the West.}

Feasting is a great source of enjoyment to this people. Every little
turn in their affairs must be celebrated by a feast, even to changing the
Sabbath.
30th day. The feast is going on. Ellen and Frances are preparing to
go to Tahiti. The great central Island we have never seen. Their Uncle
will take them under his charge and their father has given his consent. It
would be more satisfactory could their father go with them but it seems
impracticable. He just returned from a long, hard voyage and does not
feel willing to embark again so soon.
31st day. Another month is gone. Time whirls on its rapid course! I
have for two weeks been dumb with astonishment. When I contemplate
[blank space] I regard him as a being enveloped in mystery. Things have
transpired which have caused me to marvel continually! There are
unsound men, as well as unsound animals. How can men of high tones
sentiment stoop from their lofty pedestal and descend so low? Where is
their pride and self esteem at times so prominent in every word and
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motion. How can human beings be so variable? Men lay aside their dignity (some do) when they come to these islands. I have been compelled
to witness scenes I would never believed possible. I have had nothing to
regret in regards to my own, except in the case of our boy. That delusive
woman is still on the island, laying snares to decoy the king's youngest
son. She has been the author of great uneasiness since her arrival here.

[Ellen and Frances Go to Tahiti]
Feb 1st. Today the Ravaai sailed for Tahiti, with a fair wind. She went off
before it like a bird. E and F went on board in good spirits. I commend
them to the care of Him who ruleth the raging winds! I pray that their
minds may be kept in undisturbed repose, that nothing may occur to give
them pain or uneasiness. I pray that no delusive influence may be exerted
over them, but may the fear of God be continually before their eyes, to
keep in awe of every unhallowed thought or deed. Could their father
have gone, all would have seemed right, but their uncle is a faithful and
just man, under his care I see no chance for evil to befall them. This afternoon the elders broke bread, in commemoration of the Savior's death
and resurrection, a great many comunicants. All looked clean and
comely. Mter the close of services I walked with others, went to see a
figtree growing, the first I have ever seen. Saw a poor man wasting away
with a sore eye, a white man, who has been many years among the islands,
has a native wife, (no doubt the fruits of sin).

