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HERMAN MELYVILLE
Introduckon

T e critical acclain™wichiie twentieth cen-
tury has lavished on Melville’s Moby Dick bagsomewnat obscured
the works for which Melville was best known and accigimed in
his own day—the fast-moving and suspense-filled tales of travel

~and adventure of which Typee is the first and best example,
Published in 1844, it is based on the author's own experiences, '
judiciously flavored by information gathered from a wide reading
of travel literature and, most important, distinguished by his
flair for capturing and holding an audience by the skillful telling
of a tale.

Herman Melville was born in New York City on August 1,
1819, second son of Allan Melville and Maria Gansevoort, heir
to & proud and solid family tradition from both his parents. Allan
Melville’s import business was undermined by economic depres-
sion, and after carrying on precariously for several years, he was
forced to recognize its failure and to move with his family to
Albany, where his wife’s family had both position and influence.
In 1832, he died, leaving his wife with four boys, four girls, and
a very small income.

Herman, then thirteen years old, went almost immediately to
work, first as a messenger boy in an Albany bank, then as a clerk
in a store run by his brother. His father’s failure and death and
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2 INTRODUCTION

the subsequent family poverty deepened an insecurity and rest-
lessness that was already a part of Herman Melville’s nature. His
adolescence is a pattern of unsuccessful attempts to fit himself
for and be fitted into a career. A year at the Albany Classical
Academy, schoolteaching for six dollars a year and board, a brief
engineering course—none of these was satisfying. In 1839, he first
chose the time-honored escape of the restless youth and shipped
on a merchant vessel to Liverpool, and in January, 1841, he sailed
on the whaler Acushnet, bound for the Pacific, on a voyage from
which he did not return until October, 1844,

These three years gave to Melville the great core of diversified
experience, both physical and intellectual, on which he later drew
for all of his writings. When the Acwushnet reached the Marquesas
in July, 1842, Melville and a companion, the Toby of Typee,
deserted ship and stayed with the cannibal Typees, leaving the
island four weeks later on an Australian whaler, the Lucy Ann.
With other crew members, he was involved in a mutiny on /the
Lucy Ann, was under technical imprisonment in Tahiti, escaped
with a companion to a neighboring island and reached Honolulu
on another whaling vessel. There, although he settled down for a
time as a drygoods clerk, the lure of the sea and of home was
strong, and when the frigate United States arrived, bound for
Boston, Melville joined the Navy. Conditions on board an Améfi-"
can man-of-war were far more rigorous than anything Melville
had yet experienced at sea; furthermore, the United States cruised
around the ports of Central and South America for nearly a year
before going home. In that time, Melville had been repeatedly
sickened by the inhumanity of Naval discipline; he bad narrowly..
escaped an unjust flogging as well as accidental death by drowning
—and he was more than ready to welcome the landlubber’s lifg.
that had once seemed insupportable to him. “From my twenty-
fifth year 1 date my life,” he said, and the restless energy. which
had driven him to sea was henceforth expended in the writing of
his books and the ever-deepening philosophical quest which they
display.

Typee, A Peep at Polynesian Life, is the first of these. Melville
told it first to his family as a sailor’s yarn, and he was encouraged
by their enthusiasm to write it down. The story of the author and
his friend Toby, their escape from the squalor and bondage of
the ship, their arduous trek to reach the relative safety of the
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valley, and their mi jom they
had fallen, has a fre it carries
the reader along as ave fol-
lowed their sailor’s |

Suspense is the element which holds the tale together and
Melville shows himself an adept at creating and sustaining it
throughout and even beyond the bounds of his work. It is not
until we read the epilogue, “The Story of Toby,” that we are
fully satisfied about the outcome of the friends’ adventure. This
sequel was added to the revised edition to satisfy public clamor
for verification of the tale and because the actual “Toby,”
Richard Tobias Green, had made a timely reappearance.

Within the tale, three consecutive questions arouse and sustain
the reader’s suspenseful interest: will the narrator and Toby
succeed in their escape? Are they in the land of the peaceful Hap-
pars or of the cannibal Typees? To what horrors will they be sub-
jected by the cannibals? At the same time, balancing, contrasting,
and heightening the suspense, the droll good-humor of the telling
and the idyllic, the peaceful, and the beautiful, both in setting
and in the “noble savage” qualities of the Typees, communicate
‘powerfully to the reader. Without the depth and power of his
Iater works, but still unmistakably, Melville engages the reader in
a contemplation of the clash and contradiction between appear-
ance and reality, between the seeming and the real, between the
savage who shows perfect charity to a wounded stranger, but who

asts after battle on the flesh of his foes.

There was some hesitation about the publication of Types in
America on the grounds that the story was both impossible and
shocking. John Murray of London first published the book in
1846; although it was immediately popular on both sides of the
Atlantic, there was a certain outcry against its frankness in sexual
matters and its strictures against the unfortunate effects of well-
meant missionary activity among native peoples. Genteel readers
were offended by the halarious burlesque episode between the
Queen of Nukuheva and the French sailor, and the suggestion of
naked maidens, even of the innocent beauty of Fayaway, was, of
course, insupportable. Consequently, a second American edition
of the work was expurgated of offensive passages and became
such a success that Melville was encouraged to begin another
tale immediately. Omoo, the sequel, thoygh a rousing tale, licks
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some of the humor and freshness of Typee, for in it Melville had
to invent a story where previously he had been able to draw most
effectively on his own recollected experiences.

From this time onward, Melville was a writer by profession,
broadening and deepening the talents that are so evident in T'ypee
—his descriptive powers, his humor, backlashing into wry irony
as he unveils both man’s bumanity and his inhumanity, and above

all his skill at meshing truth and fiction, “fact and fancy blended
into one seamless whole.”

CrARA THoOMAS, M.A,, PhD.
York University

Jenuary, 1965
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PREFACE

More than three years have elapsed since the occurrence of the
events recorded in this volume. The interval, with the exception
of the last few months, has been chiefly spent by the author
tossing about on the wide ocean, Sailors are the only class of
men who now-a-days see anything like stirring adventure; and
many things which to fire-side people appear strange and roman-
tic, to them seem as common-place as a jacket out at elbows.
Yet, notwithstanding the familiarity of sailors with all sorts of
curious adventure, the incidents recorded in the following pages
have often served, when “spun as a yam,” not only to relieve
the wearine$s of many a night-watch at sea, but to excite the
warmest gympathies of the author’s shipmates. He has been
therefore led to think that his story could scarcely fail to inter-
est those who are less familiar than the sailor with a life of
adventure. '

~ In his account of the singular and interesting people among
whom he was thrown, it will be observed.that he chiefly treats
of their more obvious peculiarities; and, in describing their cus-
toms, refrains in most.cases from entering into explanations
concerning their origin and purposes. As writers of travels
among barbarous communities are generally very diffuse on these
subjects, he deems it right to advert to what may be considered
a culpable omission. No one can be more sensible than the
author of his deficiencies in this and many other respects; but
when the very peculiar circumstances in which he was placed are
understood, be feels assured that all these omissions will be
excused. .

In very many published narratives no little degree of attention
is bestowed upon dates; but as thé author lost all knowledge of
the days of the week, during the occurrence of the scenes herein
related, he hopes that the reader will charitably pass over his
shortcomings in this particular.

In the Polynesian words used in this volume—except in those
cases where the spelling has been previously determined by

- others—that form of orthography has been employed, which

might be supposed most easily to convey their sound to a stran-

ger. In several works descriptive of the islands in the Pacific,
7



8 PREFACBH

many of the most beautiful combinations of vocal sounds have
been altogether lost to the gar of the reader by an over-attention
to the ordinary rules of spelling.

There are a few passages in the ensuing chapters, which may
be thought to bear rather hard upon a reverend order of men,
the account of whose proceedings in different quarters of the
globe—transmitted to us through their own hands—very gen-
erally, and often very deservedly, receives high commendation.
Such passages will be found, however, to be based upon facts
admitting of no contradiction, and which have come immediately
under the writer's cognisance, The conclusions deduced from
these facts are unavoidable, and in stating them the author has
been influenced by no feeling of animosity, either to the indi-
viduals themselves or to that glorious cause which has not al-
ways been served by the proceedings of some of its advocates.

The great interest with which the important events lately
occurring at the Sandwich, Marquesas, and Society Islands, has
been regarded in America and England, and indeed throughout
the world, will, be trusts, justify a few otherwise unwarrantable
digressions.

There are some things related in the narrative which will be
sure to appear strange, or perhaps entirely incomprehensible, to
the reader; but they cannot appear more so to him than they.
did to the author at the time. He has stated such matters just as
they occurred, and leaves every one to form his own opinion
concerning them; trusting that his anxious desire to speak the
unvarnished truth will gain for him the confidence of his readers.



RESIDENCE IN THE MARQUESAS

CHAPTER 1

THae SEA—LONGINGS FOR SHORE—A LAND-SICK SHIP

~—DESTINATION OF THE VOYAGERS—THE MARrQUESAS

—ADVENTURE OF A MISSIONARY’S WIFE AMONG THE

SAVAGES—CHARACTERISTIC ANECDOTE OF THE QUEEN
oF NUKUHEvVA

Six months at sea! Yes, reader, as I live, six months out of sight
of land; cruising after the sperm-whale beneath the scorching
sun of the Line, and tossed on the billows of the wide-rolling
- Pacific—the sky above, the sea around, and nothing else! Weeks
and weeks ago our fresh provisions were all exhausted. There is
not a sweet potato left; not a single yam. Those glorious
bunches of bananas which once decorated our stern and quarter-
deck, have, alas, disappeared! and the delicious oranges which
hung suspended from our tops and stays—they, too, are gonel
Ves, they are all departed, and there is nothing left us but salt-
horse and sea-biscuit. Oh! ye state-room sailors, who make so
much ado about a fourteen days’ passage across the Atlantic;
who so pathetically relate the privations and hardships of the
sea, where, after a day of breakfasting, lunching, dining off five
courses, chatting, playing whist, and drinking champaign-punch,
it was your hard lot to be shut up in little cabinets of mahogany
and maple, and sleep for ten hours, with nothing to disturb you
but “those good-for-nothing tars, shouting and tramping over
head,”—what would ye say to our six months out of sight of
land?

Oh! for a refreshing glimpse of one blade of grass—for a snuff
at the fragrance of a handful of the loamy earth! Is there
nothing fresh around us? Is there no green thing to be seen?
Ves, the inside of our bulwarks is painted green; but what a vile
and sickly hue it is, as if nothing bearing even the semblance of
verdure could flourish this weary way from land. Even the bark
that once clung to the wood we use for fuel has been gnawed off
and devoured by the captain’s pig; and so long ago, too, that the
pig himself bas in twrn been devoured.

9



10 TYPEE

There is but one solitary tenant in the chicken-coop, once a
gay and dapper young cock, bearing him so bravely among the
coy hens. But look at him now; there he stands, moping all the
day long on that everlasting one leg of his. He turns with disgust
from the mouldy com before him, and the brackish water in his
little trough. He mourns no doubt his lost companions, literally
snatched from him one by one, and never seen again. But his
days of mourning will be few; for Mungo, our black cook, told
me yesterday that the word had at last gone forth, and poor
Pedro’s fate was sealed. His attenuated body will be laid out
upon the captain’s table next Sunday, and long before night will
be buried with all the usual ceremonies beneath that worthy
individual’s vest. Who would believe that there could be any one
so cruel as to long for the decapitation of the luckless Pedro;
yet the sailors pray every minute, selfish fellows, that the misera-
ble fowl may be brought to his end. They say the captain will
pever point the ship for the land so long as he has in anticipa-
tion a mess of fresh meat. This unhappy bird can alone furnish
it; and when he is once devoured, the captain will come to his
senses. I wish thee no harm, Peter; but as thou art doomed,
sooner or later, to meet the fate of all thy race; and if putting a
period to thy existence is to be the signal for our deliverance,
why—truth to speak—1I wish thy throat cut this very moment;
for, oh! how I wish to see the living earth again! The old ship
herself longs to look out upon the land from her hawse-holes
once more, and Jack Lewis said right the other day when the
captain found fault with his steering.

“Why, d’ye see, Captain Vangs,” says bold Jack, “T'm as good
a helmsman as ever put hand to spoke; but none of us can steer
the old lady now. We can’t keep her full and bye, sir: watch her
ever so close, she will fall off; and then, sir, when I put the helm
down so gently, and try like to coax her to the work, she won't
take it kindly, but will fall round off again; and it’s all because
she knows the land is under the lee, sir, and she won't go any
more to windward.” Aye, and why should she, Jack? didn’t every
one of her stout timbers grow on shore, and hasn’t she sensibili-
ties as well as we?

Poor old ship! Her very looks denote her desires: how deplora-
bly she appears! The paint on her sides, burnt up by the scorch-
ing sun, is puffed out and cracked. See the weeds she trails along
with her, and what an unsightly bunch of those horrid barnacles
has formed about her stern-piece; and every time she rises on a
sea, she shows her copper torn away, or hanging in jagged
strips.

Poor old ship! I say again: for six months she bas been rolling
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and pitching about, never for one moment at rest. But courage,
old lass, I hope to see thee soon within a biscuit’s toss of the
merry land, riding snugly at anchor in some green cove, and
sheltered from the boisterous winds.

“Hurra, my lads! It’s a settled thing; next week we shape our.
course to the Marquesas!” The Marquesas! What strange vi-
sions of outlandish things does the very name spirit up! Naked
houris—cannibal banguets—groves of cocoa-nut—coral reefs—
tatooed chiefs—and bamboo temples; sunny valleys planted with
bread-fruit-trees—carved canoes dancing on the flashing blue
waters—savage woodlands guarded by horrible idols—heathenish
rites and human sacrifices. -

Such were the strangely jumbled anticipations that haunted
me during our passage from the cruising ground. I felt an irre-
sistible curiosity to see those islands which the olden voyagers
had so glowingly described. o

The group for which we were now steering (although among
the earliest of European discoveries in the South Seas, having
been Qrst visited in the year 1595) still continues to be tenanted
by beings as strange and barbarous as ever. The missionaries,
sent on a heavenly errand, had sailed by their lovely shores, and
bad abandoned them to their idols of wood and stone. How
interesting the circumstances under which they were discovered!
In the watery path of Mendanna, cruising in quest of some
region of gold, these isles had sprung up like a scene of enchant-
ment, and for a moment the Spaniard believed his bright dream
was realized. In honor of the Marquess de Mendoza, then vi-
ceroy of Peru—under whose auspices the navigator sailed—he
bestowed upon therm the name which denoted the rank of his
patron, and gave to the world on his return a vague and
magnificent account of their beauty. But these islands, undis-
turbed for years, relapsed into their previous obscurity; and it is
only recently that anything has been known concerning them.
Once in the course of a half century, to be sure, some adven-
turous rover would break in upon their peaceful repose, and,
astonished at the unusual scene, would be almost tempted to
claim the merit of a new discovery.

Of this interesting group, but little account has ever been
given, if we except the slight mention made of them in the
sketches of South-Sea voyages. Cook, in his repeated circum-
navigations of the globe, barely touched at their shores; and all
that we know about them is from a few general narratives.
Among these, there are two that claim particular notice. Porter’s
“Journal of the Cruise of the U. S. frigate Essex, in the Pacific,
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during the late War,” is said to contain some interesting particu-
lars concerning the islanders. This is a work, however, which I
have never happened to meet with; and Stewart, the chaplain of
the American sloop of war Vincennes, has likewise devoted a
portion of his book, entitled *A Visit to the South Seas,” to the
same subject.

Within the last few years American and English vessels en-
gaged in the extensive whale fisheries of the Pacific have occa-
sionally, when short of provisions, put into the commodious
harbor which there is in one of the islands; but a fear of the
natives, founded on the recollection of the dreadful fate which
many white men have received at their hands, has deterred their
crews from intermixing with the population sufficiently to gain
any insight into their peculiar customs and manners, ,

The Protestant Missions appear to have despaired of reclaim-
ing these islands from heathenism. The usage they have in every
case received from the natives has been such as to intimidate the
boldest of their number, Ellis, in his “Polynesian Researches,”
gives some interesting accounts of the abortive attempts made
by the Tahiti Mission to establish a branch Mission upon certain
islands of the group. A short time before my visit to the Mar-
quesas, a somewhat amusing incident took place in connection
with these efforts, which I cannot avoid relating.

An intrepid missionary, undaunted.by the ill-success that had
attended all previous endeavors to conciliate the savages, and
believing much in the efficacy of female influence, introduced
among them his young and beautiful wife, the first white woman
who had ever visited their shores. The islanders at first gazed in
mute admiration at so unusual a prodigy, and seemed inclined to
regard it as some new divinity. But after a short time, becom-
ing familiar with its charming aspect, and jealous of the folds
which encircled its form, they sought to pierce the sacred veil of
calico in which it was enshrined, and in the gratification of their
curiosity so far overstepped the limits of good breeding, as deeply
to offend the lady's sense of decorum. Her sex once ascertained,
their idolatry was changed into contempt; and there was no end
to the contumely showered upon her by the savages, who were
exasperated at the deception which they conceived bad been
practised upon them. To the horror of her affectionate spouse,
she was stripped of her garments, and given to understand that
she could no longer carry on her deceits with impunity. The
gentle dame could not endure this, and, fearful of further im-
proprieties, she forced her husband to relinquish his undertaking,
and together they returned to Tahiti.

Not thus shy of exhibiting her charms was the Island Queen
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herself, the beauteous wife of Mowanna, the king of Nukuheva.
Between two and three .years after the adventures recorded in
this volume, I chanced, while aboard of a man of war, to touch at
these islands, The French had then held possession of the Mar-
quesas some time, and already prided themselves upon the bene-
ficial effects of their jurisdiction, as discernible in the deportment
of the natives. To be sure, in one of their efforts at reform they
had slaughtered about a hundred and fifty of them at Whitihoo—
but Jet that pass. At the time 1 mention, the French squadron
was rendezvousing in the bay of Nukuheva, and during an inter-
view between one of their captains and our worthy Commodore,
it was suggested by the former, that we, as the flag-ship of the
American squadron, should receive, in state, a visit from the royal
pair. The French officer likewise represented, with evident satis-
faction, that under their tuition the king and queen had imbibed
proper notions of their elevated station, and on all ceremonious
occasions conducted themselves with suitable dignity. Accord-
ingly, preparations were made to give their majesties a reception
on board in a style corresponding with their rank. '

One bright afternoon, a gig, gaily bedizened with streamers,
was observed to shove off from the side of one of the Frenth
frigates, and pull directly for our gangway. In the stern sheets
reclined Mowanna and his consort. As they approached, we paid
them all the honors due to royalty;—manning our yards, firing
a salute, and making prodigious hubbub.

They ascended the accommodation ladder, were greeted by the
Commodore, hat in hand, and passing along the quarterdeck, the
marine guard presented arms, while the band struck up “The
king of the Cannibal Islands.” So far all went well. The French
officers grimaced and smiled in exceedingly high spirits, wonder-
fully pleased with the discreet manner in which these distin-
guished personages behaved themselves.

Their appearance was Certainly calculated to produce an
effect. His majesty was arrayed in a magnificent military uni-
form, stiff with gold lace and embroidery, while his shaven
crown was concealed by a huge chapeau bras, waving with os-
trich plumes. There was one slight blemish, however, in his
appearance. ‘A broad patch of tatooing stretched completely
across his face, in a line with his eyes, making him look as if he
wore & huge pair of goggles; and royalty in gogeles suggested
some ludicrous ideas. But it was in the adornment of the fair
person of his dark-complexioned spouse that the tailors of the
fieet had envinced the gaiety of their national taste. She was
habited in a gaudy tissue of scarlet cloth, trimmed with yellow
silk, which, descending a little below the knees, exposed to view
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her bare legs, embellished with spiral tatooing, and somewhat
resembling two minature Trajan’s columns. Upon her head was a
fanciful turban of purple velvet, figured with silver sprigs, and
surmounted by a tuft of variegated feathers.

The ship’s company crowding into the gangway to view the
sight, soon arrested her majesty’s attention. She singled out from
their number an old sal?, whose bare arms and feet, and exposed
breast, were covered with as many inscriptions in India ink, as
the 1id of an Egyptian sarcophagus. Notwithstanding all the sly
hints and remonstrances of the French officers, she immediately
approached the man, and pulling further open the bosom of his
duck frock, and rolling up the leg of his wide trowsers, she gazed
with admiration at the bright blue and vermillion pricking thus
disclosed to view. She hung over the fellow, caressing him, and
expressing her delight in a variety of wild exclamations and
gestures. The embarrassment of the polite Gauls at such an
unlooked-for occurrence may be easily imagined; but picture
their consternation, when all at once the royal lady bent eagerly
forward to display the hieroglyphics on her own sweet form, and
the aghast Frenchmen retreated precipitately, and tumbling into
their boat, fled the scene of so shocking a catastrophe.

CHAPTER 2

PAssaGE FrRoM THE CRUISING GROUND TO THE MaR-
QUESAS—SLEEPY TIMES ABOARD Samp—SoutH SEA
ScENERY—LAND HO}—THE FRENCH SQUADRON DIS-
COVERED AT ANCHOR IN THE BAY oF NUKUHEVA—
StRANGE Prror—Escorr oF CaNoEs—A FroTiLLA
oF COCOA-NUTS—SWIMMING VISITORS—THE DorLy
BOARDED BY THEM—STATE OF AFFAIRS THAT ENSUE

I can never forget the eighteen or twenty days during which the
light trade-winds were silently sweeping us towards the islands.
In pursuit of the sperm whale, we had been cruising on the line
some twenty degrees to the Westward of the Gallipagos; and all
that we had to do, when our course was determined on, was to
square in the yards and keep the vessel before the breeze, and
then the good ship and the steady gale did the rest between
them. The man at the wheel never vexed the old lady with any
superfluous steering, but comfortably adjusting his limbs at the
tiller, would doze away by the hour. True to her work, the Dolly
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headed to her course, and like one of those characters who
always do best when let alone, she jogged on her way like a
veteran old sea-pacer as she was.

What a delightful, lazy, languid time we bad whilst we were
thus gliding along! There was nothing to be done; a circum-
stance that happily suited our disinclination to do anything. We
abandoned the fore-peak altogether, and spreading an awning
over the for8castle, slept, ate, and lounged under it the live-long
day. Every one seemed to be under the influence of some nar-
cotic. Even the officers aft, whose duty required them never-to be
seated while keeping a deck watch, vainly endeavored to keep on
their pins; and were obliged invariably to compromise the mat-
ter by leaning up against the bulwarks, and gazing abstractedly
over the side. Reading was out of the question; take a book in
your hand, and you were asleep in an instant. .

Although I could not avoid yielding in a great measure to the
general languor, still at times I contrived to shake off the spell,
and to appreciate the beauty of the scene around me. The sky
presented a clear expanse of the most delicate blue, except along
the skirts of the horizon, where you might see a thin drapery of
pale clouds which never varied their form or color. The long,
measured, dirge-like swell of the Pacific came rolling along, with
its surface broken by little tiny waves, sparkling in the sunshine.
Every now and then a shoal of flying fish, scared from the water
under the bows, would leap into the air, and fall the pext mo-
ment like a shower of silver into the sea. Then you would see
the superb albicore, with his glittering sides, sailing aloft, and
often describing an arc in his descent, disappear on the surface
of the water. Far off, the lofty jet of the whale might be seen,
and nearer at hand the prowling shark, that villainous footpad of
the seas, would come skulking along, and, at a wary distance,
regard us with an evil eye. At times, some shapeless monster of
the deep, floating on the surface, would, as we approached, sink
slowly into the blue waters, and fade away from the sight. But
the most impressive feature of the scene was the almost un-
broken silence that reigned over sky and water. Scarcely a sound
could be heard but the occasional breathing of the grampus, and
the rippling at the cut-water.

As we drew nearer the land, I hailed with delight the appear-
ance of innumerable sea-fowl. Screaming and whirling in spiral
tracks, they would accompany the vessel, and at times alight on
our yards and stays. That piratical-looking fellow, appropriately
pamed the man-of-war's-hawk, with his blood-red bill and raven
plumage, would come sweeping round us in gradually diminishing
circles, till you could distinctly mark the strange flashings of his
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eye; and t.hen, as if satisfied with his observation, would sail up
into the air and disappear from the view. Soon, other evidences
of our vicinity to the land were apparent, and it was not long
before the glad announcement of its being in sight was heard
from aloft,—given with that peculiar prolongation of sound that
a sailor loves—“Land ho!”,

The captain, darting on deck from the cabin, bawled lustily for
his spy-glass; the mate in still Jouder accents hailed the mast-
bead with a tremendous “where-away?” The black cook thrust
his woolly head from the galley, and Boatswain, the dog, leaped
up between the knight-heads, and barked most furiously. Land
bo! Aye, there it was. A hardly perceptible blue irregular outline,
indicating the bold contour of the lofty heights of Nukuheva.

This island, although generally called one of the Marquesas, is
by some navigators considered as forming one of a distinct
cluster, comprising the islands of Roohka, Ropo, and Nukubeva;
upon which three the appellation of the Washington Group has
been bestowed. They form a triangle, and lie within the parallels
of 8° 38” aud 9° 32 South latitude, and 139° 20 and 140°
10’ West longitude from Greenwich. With how little propriety
tbeyaretoberegardedasformingasepamtegroupwillbeat
oneespparent,whenitisconsideredthattheylieintheimmedi-
ate vicinity of the other islands, that is to say, less than a degree
to the north-west of them; that their inhabitants speak the

dialect, and that their laws, religion, and general

customs are identical. The only reason why they were ever thus

arbitrarily distinguished, may be attributed to the singular- fact,

that their existence was altogether unknown to the world until

the year 1791, when they were discovered by Captain Ingraham,

of Boston, Massachusetts, nearly two centuries after the dis-

of the adjacent islands by the agent of the Spanish

Viceroy. Notwithstanding this, I shall follow the example of

" most voyagers, and treat of them as forming part and parcel of
the Marquesas.

Nukubeva is the most important of these islands, being the
only one at which ships are much in the habit of touching, and is
celebrated as being the place where the adventurous Captain
Porter refitted his ships during the late war betweea England
and the United States, and whence he sallied out upon the large
whaling fleet then sailing under the enemy’s flag in the suyrround-
ingseas.'l‘hisisla.ndisabouttwentymﬂesinlengthandnuﬂy
asmanyinbreadth.lthasthreegoodharborsonitscoast;the
hrgstandbwtoiwhichiscaﬂedbythepeopleﬁvinginm
vicinity, “Tyohee,” sad by Captain Porter was denominated
Massachusetts Bay. Among the adverse tribes dwelling about the



