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We lived right merrily down there in fair Samoa, four-and-twenty years ago,
    in the days when our hearts were young, and those of us who had dug our trenches
    before the City of Fortune took no heed of the watches of the night; for
    then to us there was no night—only long, long happy days of mirth and
    jollity, and the sound of women’s voices from the shore, mingling with the
    chorus of the sailors, and the clink, clink, of the windlass
    pawls as the ships weighed anchor to sail for distant isles. And no one checked
    our youthful insolence of mirth; for then there was no such thing known as
    the Berlin Treaty Act “for the Better Government of Samoa” with
    its comedy-tragedy of gorgeously bedizened Presidents, and Vice-Presidents,
    and Chief Justices, and Lands Commissioners, and goodness knows what, of
    whom no one in England would scarce have ever known, but that the slender,
    wasted finger of the man who rests on the summit of Vailima Mountain pointed
    at them in bitter contempt and withering scorn, as silly, vain people who
    lived in his loved Samoa.

Ah! merry, merry times were those in the olden days, although even then
    the rifles cracked, and the bullets sang among the orange groves along Apia
    beach; for the rebel lines were close to the town, and now and then a basket
    of bleeding heads would be carried through the town by mourning women who
    beat their brown naked breasts and made a tagi (Lamentation) throughout
    the night.

There were not quite a hundred white people living in Apia then, half of
    whom were Germans; the rest were Englishmen, Americans, and Frenchmen. But
    almost every day there came a ship of some sort into the little reef-bound
    harbour. Perhaps it was a big German barque, direct from Hamburg, laden with
    vile Hollands gin and cheap German trade goods; or a wandering, many-boated
    sperm whaler, with storm-worn hull, putting in to refresh ere she sailed
    northward and westward to the Moluccas; or a white-painted, blackbirding
    brig from the Gilbert Islands, her armed decks crowded with wild-eyed, brown-skinned
    naked savages, who came to toil on the German plantations; or a Sydney trading
    schooner such as was ours—long, low, and lofty sparred. Then, too,
    an English or American man-of-war would look in now and again to see how
    things were going, and perhaps try some few land cases which were brought
    before the captain, or make inquiries about that Will o’ the Wisp of
    the ocean, Captain Bully Hayes. And the air was full of rumours of annexation
    by one of the great Powers interested in Samoa, and the Americans mistrusted
    the English, and the English the Americans, and they both hated the Germans
    as much as the Samoans hated them.

* * * * *

One day I set out to pay a visit to a native friend—a young chief
    named Gafalua (Two Fathoms). And a very good name it was, too, for he was
    a man who stood over six feet on his naked feet. He lived at a pretty little
    village named Laulii, a few miles northward from Apia, and I had to cross
    several tiny rivers ere I came to the final stretch of beach that led to
    the place. The air was full of a sweet summer softness, and as I walked along
    the firm, hard sand, with the cool shade of the forest on my right, and the
    wide sweep of reef-bound water on my left, I felt a strange but delightful
    elasticity of spirits. Now and then a native carrying a basket of fruit or
    vegetables would pass me with swinging tread, and give me a kindly Talofa!
    (The Samoan salutation—“My love to you.”) or, perhaps,
    setting down his load, would stop and chat for a few minutes.

Presently, as I turned into a bend of the beach, I came across a party of
    some eight or ten people, seated under the shade of a coconut tree, and talking
    eagerly together. Most of them were old acquaintances, so laying down my
    gun, I accepted their invitation to stay and nofo ma tala tala fua,
    i.e., rest and indulge in a little talk; “for” said one of them, “we
    have news. There be now an American man-of-war at anchor in Saluafata. She
    came there last night, and now are we moved in our minds to know what this
    may mean to Samoa. What do you think?”

I shook my head. How could I tell? I knew nothing of these things. “Perhaps,” I
    suggested, “she has but come into Saluafata Harbour to give the men
    liberty, for there is much sickness in Apia.”
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