In 1947, my mother started this project as a way to pass the time and keep the relatives in Philadelphia up to date about our life in Samoa.  It was not intended to be a great piece of literature though she had always planed to go over this rough draft and smooth out the edges.  As is so often the case, time passed and other matters became more important. 

This is copied from a scan I did of the original pages and it is reproduced using OCR technology or, when that failed, re-typing. Because supplies were scarce, she used the backs of discarded menus from the Officers Mess for typing paper.  The paper has yellowed and in some cases, is barely readable.  Nonetheless, it is copied as written, without corrections or editing.

Samoa Diary

Chapter one

Descriptive detail of our trip to Samoa requires more ability than I possess.  Life enroot was rather hectic yet had it’s compensations.  We left Washington on the evening of May the 19th, in one of the Navy’s most luxurious planes, the “Hotshot”.  It was too hot for me with Barry airsick most of the night which little catastrophe was followed up by engine trouble, a forced landing at Hill field (Army Post) Ogden, Utah, and a 10 & ½ hour sit awaiting another plane in which to complete our trip.
We were anything but comfortable at Hill Field.  The snowcapped mountains offered scenic beauty but no comfort.  Thoroughly aware of the fact that we were fortunate not to be sitting on top of one of them, all forty passengers complained and were miserable for 10& ½ hours.  The Hornes were definitely the unhappiest of the lot.  I had just had a shot and my left arm and back were killing me.  
The children were better than might be expected but got dirtier and dirtier as the day dragged on.  They were the only children aboard and there was just one other women who kept a safe distance from me and my immediate problems.  Barry acquired, understandingly enough, a dread of airplanes and kept saying that he wanted to go home on a trolley car not in an “apain”.  It was a pathetic and noisy ordeal taking him aboard our relief plane at 4:30 P.M.  We should have been in San Francisco at 9:30 that morning.  I might add that when we arrived in Utah, Toni too got sick and that I spent the day in a dress that told a tale of airsickness and of having been slept in.  (and no dry cleaning in Samoa)  Regular Navy planes to the best of my knowledge, offer no berths but reclining chairs.  Hence, you sleep in your clothes if you sleep.  
Our stay in Utah was spent in a dirty air transport terminal.  We were promised relief from our plight every hour or so and were advised to stay put, thus depriving us of more comfortable quarters or sight seeing trips.  We were fed and then seemingly forgotten.  Two Captains, one a Captain Knowles, just sat and waited with the rest of us.  To get to the Ladies Room, I had to pass through a business office and it seemed like every five minutes for 10&1/2 hours, I was dragging myself, one or the other of the children and our emergency potty, past typewriters, telephones, business executives, etc., to a misnamed “Rest Room”.

We finally took off from Utah and I really won’t mind if I never see Utah again.  The flight was rough, but I think at this point Barry was too tired to be sick.  He slept on my sore arm.  Pain like that I have never known.  Finally, I too slept.  We arrived in San Francisco about 8:30 P.M., in the rain, and suffered through a 1 hour bus ride from the airport into town.  We checked into the Palace Hotel about 10 o’clock looking like characters out of the “Grapes of Wrath”, had something to eat in our $12.00 a night hotel room and then Ed had to leave to check in at Navy Headquarters.  I went to bed and died.

Friday morning, another day, a compensating one. We awoke refreshed, had breakfast at Maxwell House Doughnut Shop and tended to Navy matters regarding our future travels, We moved to the Whitcomb Hotel, just as nice for our purpose, a more convenient location and at $6.00 a day. We had dinner at the hotel, put the children to bed and when they were asleep made a hurried trip to the cocktail lounge and retired. 

On Saturday, we walked in the park, took pictures, fed the pigeons and went up on the cable car to Fisherman’s Wharf for lunch, all of which was fun and very interesting. Enroot back to the hotel we saw a parade, had a drink and then took naps. I fed the children in our room on a hot plate and as Ed went his way attending to our baggage, the rest of us retired. 

Sunday, the weather was not pleasant and we spent most of the day preparing for another night enroot. We left San Francisco at about 7:00 P.M., another bus ride, another long wait at an Air Terminal and off again for a not too pleasant night. The Mars is a two-story plane, the largest plane in operation. It is not as luxurious as the Hotshot. 

Our fellow passengers consisted of the usual male passengers plus five Navy nurses — off duty and definitely off duty, and another mother with two children, both younger than Barry. We, not the Navy nurses, offered her a hand. I held her younger baby while she took care of necessities and Ed hauled her baggage with the aid of one other gentleman. At this point I had an aversion towards Navy nurses. (The irony of fate, we found ourselves living right next door to a group of them in Samoa’ and are becoming quite friendly with them) The nurses on the plane monopolized the Ladies Room primping and were really “Stinkers”. We were told later that they were only granted passage because there were children aboard and they might be helpful.
 We acquired sleeping medicine for the children from the Navy dispensary in San Francisco and this night was not as hectic as our first. There were four berths aboard, one for the crew, one for a traveling Captain, and I hope he enjoyed his sleep, one for my fellow mother who really needed it. I relinquished all rights and one to be shared by her family and mine. Toni didn’t need a bed. She slept from the time she went aboard until breakfast in a rec1ining chair. Barry could have slept with Mary age 7 months and who was utilizing just 1/4 of the bed, but wouldn’t. He would only sleep on my left arm, which, thank God wasn’t sore anymore.

 We arrived at Pearl Harbor and were moved to a broken—down B.O.Q. and I do mean broken down. Ed had to fix the toilet to prevent flooding, the door would lock but not unlock and we didn’t even have pillowcases. We had 2 single beds for the four of us. We shared the bath with my fellow mother. Fortunately for us, she checked out that night for Shanghai, Heaven help her, four more nights of flying with stop—offs at Guam, Midway etc. We took over her room and made ourselves a suite.
The weather here was simply wonderful. For the first time we brought out our summer clothes and discarded our somewhat bedraggled spring coats. The highlight at Pearl Harbor was the Warrant Officer’s Club where we obtained all our meals at an extremely low cost and in the most relaxing and pleasant surroundings. The following day we took the bus to Honolulu and rode to the end of the line and back, stopping off only to feed the children an early lunch at the Alexander Young Hotel. That was the extent of our sightseeing. One doesn’t sightsee with children or at 1east not our children. Toni confused Honolulu with Uncle Louie and was terrible disappointed to learn that she was being taken to see a place and not a familiar face. Barry topped off Pearl Harbor by spilling his lemonade all over the skirt in which I had planned to complete our trip. That did. it. We boarded. the plane in slacks and what a blessing that we did.

This was a cargo plane and we went right in with the cargo — produce mostly by the odor. Thirteen aboard, including crew, 3 bank examiners, a correspondent, us and a Navy nurse, sent along because of the children. She was attractive and charming and a much better hostess than nurse, Toni, Barry, the nurse and I shared three litters and for once aboard a plane we could lie down. I slept at one end of Barry’ s litter. The plane contained 4 comfortable chairs and seats along the walls. It was spacious and by far the most comfortable set—up so far, when one got accustomed to the odor, which one did very shortly. Everything went along beautifully. We all went to sleep and had just gotten there when the plane landed at Johnson Island (midnight) and we were yanked out of our litters and sent ashore while they sprayed the plane and refueled. At Johnson Island, we had hotcakes, their specialty, and tomato juice for the children. I should have known better. Back in the air 5 minutes and Barry lost his tomato juice. Here we go again! Finally sleep, finally breakfast, very little for Barry but he lost it. Next Canton Island, a weird little sand pile in the South Pacific and finally about 12:30 P.M. Samoa — a beautiful sight from the air. This is no sand pile. Preparatory to landing, Barry lost his last into a paper bag designed for airsickness, but which unfortunately had a hole in it — zip— right down my pants leg, the finishing touch. With this we arrived in Samoa. We descended from the plane by steps almost as shaky as ourselves and from them we viewed and were viewed by our fellow companions for the next two years. What an impression we must have made. I was actually shaking — soiled pants leg and all.

At the foot of the steps we were officially greeted and adorned with leis by the Attorney genera1 and his wife. They even, had little leis for the children. Toni was terribly impressed and wore her lei until it fell apart. We were then introduced to the police force who were standing at attention each member of which had a lei for Ed. By this time, Ed says he felt like the winner of the Kentucky Derby. Then introductions to practically the rest of the Island. Plane Day is a big event in Samoa. Little, things become big things in a place like this which has so little to offer in the way of diversion. From the airport, we were taken to the home of the Attorney general (Ed's superior officer, though not in rank) for a shower, change of clothes, a much-needed cocktail and lunch. Their quarters were simply lovely, right on the water, comfortable, very attractive and clean, modern bathroom, bedspreads, curtains — you would find the same thing in California or Florida — one floor 2 bed rooms, electric stove, telephone, daily milk delivery and everything that tends to comfortable living. From there we went to our temporary quarters. These quarters were a massive two-story affair, spacious, freshly painted and certainly comfortable. We had meals at the Attorney General’s (John and Kitty — about our age and just married a year) until we could stock up our larder and set out on our own which didn’t take long.

Chapter Two

Tutuilia, the largest of the islands of American Samoa is estimated at 40.2 square miles. It is about 19 miles long and nearly 5.41 miles wide, in the widest part. It is situated about 14° south of the Equator. It is 2,275 miles from Honolulu, 688 miles from Fiji. and. 4,190 miles from San Francisco. A rugged ridge extends nearly the entire length of the island. The mountains are heavily wooded and the island right to the waters edge is a mass of foliage. Pago. Pago Bay “the safest and best harbor in the south seas” cuts the island nearly in tow. On the bay is the old village of Pago Pago, pronounced Pango Pango, and the Naval Station. The harbor with its four wharves is well buoyed and well lighted. The highest point on Tutuilla is 2,141 ft. in elevation. The climate is tropical and the temperature ranges from an average of 82 degrees in Feb. to an average of 80 degrees in July. The humidity is always high and the rainfall heavy. Hurricanes of great violence have occurred at intervals of about 10 years. One is about due. During bad storms instructions are given over the radio and when deemed necessary, storm shelters are avai1able. One might complete a dour of duty here without encountering such storms. Japan” a latest earthquake was felt here as an earth tremor. Ed and. the children slept through it. I was scared to death, due to the fact that not long before I had heard some gruesome reports on San Francisco earthquakes.

Samoa is pronounced with the accent on the first syllable. The bay, which is encircled by mountains, looks more like New England than the South Seas and it is all far removed from the old idea of what a South Sea Island should be like. There are no wild animals, no monkeys, no snakes and very few birds, If there ever was a beast of burden it has been replaced by the Jeep and the native bus service.

After about two weeks in our temporary quarters, we moved into our permanent folly which is a typical summer home, all on one floor right on the Pago Pago Bay. The view is beautiful. If I ever build a house at the shore it will be just like this. In comparison to our previous quarters, it is small yet it is really spacious. The living room is larger than the one on Nottingham Drive in Chevy Chase. The house is sort of the rambling type. The furniture is attractive and the windows are enormous. In the living and dining rooms they amount. to show windows. The doors leading out onto the porch are glass slide—away ones. The porch which ramb1es too, can be entered from the living room and from both bedrooms; it is. just about six feet from the water.

All closets are hot lockers, and hot lockers have electric bulbs burning in them all the time to keep them dry and to prevent things from getting mildewed. You have your house sprayed as often as you wish to keep roaches and ants down. I’ve seen fewer roaches here than I saw in Memphis or Florida. One night, our homes were raided by termites.  I never saw so many bugs flying around in my life. By morning they were all dead, and we just swept them out. We have heard a lot about rats; also about how, due to Navy efforts, they are fast disappearing. There was a time when they couldn’t keep chickens but as the rats are decreasing the chickens are increasing. I have yet to see a mosquito.

Our first impressions of life in Samoa were not, in all cases, lasting ones. Conditions are constantly changing, thus affecting impressions. Samoa has its shortcomings along with its good features but is that not characteristic of life itself. We have a house girl and. a male cook. Until the Nursery School lost its teacher the children went to nursery and Sunday school and loved it. The school bus when they had transportation was a jeep. The Natives are interesting and friendly, their costumes and customs colorful. The island is beautiful. We have fresh milk, fresh eggs, refrigeration, electric stove and live in well furnished homes. Due, to the spraying of the island, mosquitoes and flies are at a minimum. The climate so far, has been preferable to a Philadelphia summer. People have fans but I have not yet seen one in motion. Evenings are cool, sleeping is perfect. However we arrived in the so—called cool season. So far the weather has been pleasant and to my liking. Even when it is at its hottest, I don’t think that people die from the heat in Samoa. To my way of thinking Samoa's good features outweigh its bad.

With some exceptions food costs more here than in the States and while he1p is cheap, it has to be fed, hence, grocery bills run high. Navy personnel and some privileged Samoans do all their purchasing of food at the Commissary. Prices in the “bush stores” (Native stores operated ‘usually by white traders and which probably acquired their name from being located in the bush) are extremely high, evaporated milk .23 a can, bread .40 a loaf, Campbell’s Soups .25 a can etc. Liquor is cheap — not too cheap but people drink more here and entertain more, hence liquor bills mount. Shoes, which take a beating from the coral, are unsatisfactory and expensive.  Materials are no cheaper than in the States and it is deemed necessary to have a car or jeep. If you can buy a jeep for $5OO it is supposed to be a bargain. The jeeps are old and in bad condition. We are walking and expect to walk for the duration of our stay.

Samoa has changed considerably in the last few years. Pago Pago has grown: frozen and fresh foods are now available; the jeep has replaced the bicycle. Prices and wages have increased and living conditions have been improved. Yet, in spite of improvements a lot of the g1owing tales we heard about Samoa were over-rated and it was, at first, a disappointment to both of us. It took about two weeks to get used to the let—down and regain our enthusiasm. This apparently applies to everyone venturing forth on a career in Samoa. In about two weeks we overcame our depression and were more or less, in the swing of things. Perhaps it was all a reaction from the trip down but everybody seems to go through the same thing.

The period of adjustment and establishment is a long and not easy one. Every phase of life is so completely different. You must accept everything with the idea that it is to your benefit to like life here because you are going to have to live it for two years whether or no. Some people like it so much that they request extensions of their assignments, most leave at their appointed times happy to have had the experience of life in Samoa yet happy to be going back. Our quarters were previously occupied by a girl who apparently just couldn’t take it and worked herself into such a state that she lost her eyesight. She was sent to the Mayo clinic and her case diagnosed as purely mental. The people right next door to her requested an extension of their assignment. So there it is. The majority seem to retain their eyesight and lose their figures. Three square meals a day, a nap and an antipathy to exercise will certainly do it. People just don’t walk down here. The tennis court has gone to pot from lack of use and they built houses on the golf course. Surprisingly enough bicycles are not used often. But If bicycles are good enough for Bermuda, they are good enough for Samoa and I’m getting a bicycle.

The idea that, every four months or so, we have to be de—wormed nearly floored me. Worms are something that everybody seems to get — from 4oys up to the governor. Lack of ambition and loss of appetite are the symptoms. When you get the symptoms, you run up to the Dispensary, and they give you 5 little pink pills. You follow the pills with a laxative and, go to bed early. The next morning you consider yourself de—wormed and. once more love, life. The children have to take each worm pill separately, so it takes them about a week to be de—wormed. It still sounds gruesome to me. Funny — nobody told, us about that before.

From what I observe most of the problems here, we, the navy brought with us and they consist of: conflict in personalities, personal misunderstandings, dislikes, the usual array of petty things that crop up within a group confined to a small area, rank, social climbing and a false standard of living. There are a few of all types of people here. There are sensitive people, stuffy people, there are drunks and teetotalers, there are the inhibited and the uninhibited, the refined and the unrefined, and it is not a case of picking out your category, you have to associate and get along with everyone. I might add that the undesirables are the exception and not the rule. Our children and I’ve never met so many childless couples, offer us a means, or excuse for remaining aloof from those social functions which do not appeal. Our problem is to maintain a happy medium in this social whirl - to participate sufficiently to remain in’ good standing yet moderately enough to retain a certain economic and domestic stability. Such a procedure is a hard one and we are finding it necessary to retire more and more from the social whirl. Such retirement is not unusual. Many couples, mostly those with children and who deem it advisable to save some money during their tour of duty here, have retired completely.

Chapter 3

We were in Samoa just 10 days when we went to our first Samoan Feast. Words fail me; I just couldn’t describe it with justice. It was a farewell feast for Ed’s predecessor and. his wife. On a Saturday afternoon, the four of us, plus their little boy and big dog, drove in a jeep away out into the bush. The road was narrow and filled with hairpin turns. What a ride! A jeep doesn’t instill too much confidence, and we took every curve on two wheels but the scenery was beautiful, the foliage dense, banana trees, breadfruit trees, coconut trees, paia trees, typical trooica1 scenery with no new England touch as you venture inland. We finally arrived, with me, glad that the drive was over, but grateful of what was to come.

We were greeted in Samoan by the High Chief and several other male adults of his fami1y. We all said. “Hello” in Samoan and shook hands. It was later discovered that I had the pronunciation wrong end was saying, “My love is with in you”, or words to that affect, instead of “Hello”.

We entered a real Samoan folly — a thatched roof, open affair, decorated with strips of colored crepe paper and beautiful flowers. The floor was coral, covered with native mats. We sat (squatted), leaning against the house posts for back support.

With the aid of an interpreter, pleasantries were exchanged. The High Chief had on an old blue shirt and a red lava lava, no feathers or tattoos.

A table ladened with food, covered by a cloth, and a large chest containing bed pillows were the only pieces of furniture. Tie High chief and is family (12 children and heaven knows how many other relatives) sleep on the very floor on which we were squatting. The High Chief’s bed — or floor space — was elevated slightly, and consisted of fancy mats. He did not sit on his bed, but across the folly from us.

Pleasantries continued for awhile, during which time a month—old pig played around on the floor. The Samoans have the highest regard for pigs. Then came the famous Kava Ceremony. Kava is a native drink made from kava roots. Excessive drinking of it dulls the extremities, and when one village or tribe used to go on long journeys to visit other villages, they would participate in Kava to dull their aching feet. These journeys are called “malaga” and are now curbed by law. The long and short of the Kava Ceremony is that the virgin daughter of the High Chief makes the Kava, and we drink it — all out of the same cup. The making of it is anything but sanitary. She used to spit in it, but the Navy clamped down on that. Now, it’ s mostly washing her hands in it, with all kinds of antics and motions. It’s made in a specially designed Kava bowl (we will probably bring one back with us). The hand—washing motions and antics At this point, even my strong stomach felt a little weak. It did flips at the feast which followed. Banana leaves were placed on the floor in front of us, on which were put plates and silverware. 
The feast consisted of fish, lobster, fried chicken, fried taro (native vegetable), potato salad with diced carrots in it, cake and a few other miscellaneous items. There was coconut milk to be drunk right from the coconut, and water served in 5" and 10” highball glasses, the decorative kind. Being fully warned of the possibility of ptomaine poisoning, we took just small helpings of everything and played with them. The food drew the flies, and the aforementioned virgin daughter, her sister and aunt sat on the floor across from us, waving them off with banana. leaves. That made it hard, trying not to eat yet trying to appear that we were eating under their scrutinous gaze. The high Chief and his associates ate, minus the plates and silverware, on the other side of the folly. Incidentally, the feast was preceded by grace. A picture of Christ hung over the High Chief’s sleeping mat.
I have never been so happy as I was when the food (and flies were removed. now, for the first time, we relaxed and pleasantries were continued, the high Chief thanking Mr Feretti and God and the Mavy for all they had done for Samoa. and Mr. Feretti thanking the High Chief and Samoa for all their cooperation. Cooperation and welcome were offered to Ed and appreciation for everything offered by Ed, and back and forth it went. Then, Mr. Feretti was presented with farewell gifts — native woodcarvings and handiwork, all very beautiful.

We then went outside the folly, took pictures, said farewell, climbed into the jeep, came home — and collapsed! My bones hurt from squatting, my eyes hurt from 1ooking and my stomach was in a nervous dither. It was the most unreal experience I have ever had, the hospitality touching and the ceremony impressive.

I found Mass in Samoa quite interesting. The church is just an un-pretentious wooden building on the side of a hill, in back of the "bush stores”, the approach to which is a path of rocks through a little stream (no wonder shoes take such a beating down here). The congregation is seven—eighths Samoan, the children sitting cross—legged on the floor in the front of the church. The women do or do not wear hats — its entirely a matter of choice. The Samoan women have beautiful hair, and such hair—does I have never seen. The most outstanding feature of the whole performance is the chanting. All through the service it goes on — a combination of Samoan and Latin. Unaccompanied by any instrument, it goes on in harmony, neither dull nor monotonous. 
Toni goes to Mass every Sunday, with her pocket—book and white gloves. Her rosary came to a sad end on Sunday afternoon. She and a little neighbor, age 21/2, played tug of war with them. Result no rosary. Barry is surprisingly good in Church the singing seems to fascinate him. From church the children go to Sunday School, which consists of bible stories and coloring pictures pertaining to bible stories. Barry attends the nursery School Section which section colors and plays in an indoor sandbox. They are both returned to Mommy via jeep at 11 o’clock.

Christianity came to Samoa in 1830. The Samoans are very religious, each village having one or more churches. Most of the Samoans are church members and nearly everybody goes to church. Family prayer is the rule and 8unday is a day of rest. There are various denominations. christianity has been adopted whole—heartedly and enthusiastically. The Samoan’ s application of religion, or lack of application of it, is due to the fact probably, that it takes years to break away from one’s former ways of living. For example, the average Samoan has “taking ways". its based on the principle of what is mine is yours and what is yours in mine and this principle was one of the basic foundations of their former mode of living. Its born in them. 
Christtianity tells them that it is a sin to steal, so they go on stealing but call it borrowing. Increasing the population is a principle with no religious connections, so far as they are concerned. They live in family groups, which expand almost to the point of being a tribe, and the more in the group, the more influential the tribe, hence, the more babies the merrier. If their babies have some white blood they just burst with prestige. At this point I muSt add that venereal diseasea just about aren’t, and no white woman has ever been molested.

Chapter 4


For months before we arrived in Samoa, we referred to it to Toni, as the Beach. The glamorous thoughts she entertained of sitting on the beach for two straight years — p1aying in. the sand to her heart’s content. We have been to what is erroneously referred to as the beach just once. 1t consists of rocks, a picnic table and water. It is used as an excuse to put on a bathing suit and as a means to start a whooping good party. Instead of the customary ‘buckets, shovels and sand toys, One takes ice, whiskey, ginger ale, water and beer and maybe a coke for the children. One sits at the table, indulges, may takes a swim, indulges some more, gets some sun burn, indulges some more, and then drifts on to somebody’s home and the party is under way. That is the beach. Poor Tony. My heart bleeds for her when, ever often, she pops up with, "Mommy, When are we going to the beach?” We just don't refer to the "Beach" anymore. Oh, yes, there are beaches, but after all, Samoa belongs to the Samoans and because they have no inhibitions about urinating on the sand, their beaches are forbidden to us. They wouldn't tolerate our “beach” that’s why it is ours, I guess, plus the fact that it is miles away from everything and inaccessible without a car. There was swimming just before the war but during the war a wharf was built over the one accessible beach. The shore for the greater part is coral. Outhouses for the natives were built out on the water and orders went through — no swimming in Pago Pago. The water is tested daily and according to the medical department it is pronounced sanitary but a fear of fungus still is prevalent and I don’ t think the order has been rescinded. So we refrain and watch from our porches, natives participating in the enjoyment of a swim and incidentally; they go in with their clothes on.


However despite the lack of beaches and bathing we do obtain a great deal of pleasure from the Page Pago Bay. Boating is prevalent. The native pao pao is lots of fun and nearly everyone has one. They are made from the trunk of the coconut tree. Home made sail boats are used. We more to get one all for $5. The water on our side of the bay isn’t deep so there need be no fear of drowning. The 6 feet between us and the water’s edge makes quite a comfortable beach with the aid of a few sofa pillows — what else does one need.


Ed’s job as Assistant Attorney general is a hard one, but the experience it offers is of unsurpassable value. It requires tact but firmness with the natives. It consists of court work, most of which passes through an interpreter, as many of the Samoans speak no English or choose to speak no English when it suits their purpose. It is slow and tedious. The Judge is a civilian employee of the United States Government. No juries are used. his desk job, aside from preparing cases for court is the role of “Mr. Anthony’. This 

phase is not without its humorous aspects. The natives for all their good points do have troubles and it frequently happens that two will appear before Ed’ s d1esk, waving fists and screaming at each other only to leave the office kissing: and embracing. Passports are obtained through this office, the handling of which is complicated by poor and incomplete records and the changing of names. Samoans go in for changing their names. Ed has complete charge of the police force and the prison. The prison is like a Y.M.C.A. Most of the men sleep in a dormitory and have regular jobs around the island. The rubbish collectors are prisoners. They collect every day accompanied by a member of the Fita Fita Guard (native regular Navy). Two of the men in Ed’s office are prisoners, one an attempted murderer. One day his record mysteriously disappeared from the Attorney General’s files. Aside from two girls in the office, not ne of the help is trustworthy and, all in all, its a complicated, interesting mess.


Speaking of attempted murders, we were here just a month when one occurred and Ed went flying into the hills with the police force, armed to the hilt, on a man hunt. Somebody said it looked as if the Japs had arrived with the police force, the Fita Fita Guard, and the Attorney General’ s office dashing all over the place with guns. They caught the poor fellow, and Ed tried him on a manslaughter charge. He got 8 years. His victim lived but will go through life minus eight fingers. Sentences are light down here. Contrary to what we were told in Washington, Ed has no assurance of every being the Attorney General. The former Assistant Attorney General never was, and the present Attorney General never was Assistant Attorney General.


Speaking of the Japs — during the war, just one Jap submarine came into the Pago Pago Bay and fired one shot. That one shot hit just one store which was owned by the only Jap on the island. Its remains still stand.


The Fita Fita Guard is the pride of Samoa. It is a regular part of the Regular Navy, its members bearing the same rates and receiving the same pay and retirement as our enlisted personnel. Its members are the cream of the Samoan crop. Every ambitious mother wants her son to be a member of the Fita Fita Guard. With the Fita Fita Guard the Navy has increased the Samoan morale and has bettered relations between the Navy and the Samoan people. The Fita Fita Guard working with the Navy, being a part of the Navy, can acquire more cooperation from the people than all the Admirals in the Navy. The uniform of the Fita Fita is colorful and picturesque. As Ed. says they would bowl New York over if they ever marched down Broadway but one box of tacks would disrupt the whole organization — they don’t wear shoes.


Sunset Parade is one of Samoa’s most colorful events. It is what its name implies — a parade at sunset by the Fita Fita Guard. They and their band drill and it is indeed picturesque with the mountains of Samoa in the background. It usually takes place as a farewell ceremony in honor of a departing officer. It is witnessed by all the officers on the Island in whites. If attended by their wives, hats are, well if not compulsory, it is an unwritten rule that hats are worn. I don’t wear a hat to church but I wouldn’t! t think of appearance at Sunset Parade without one. Even Toni wears her sunbonnet. It is an inspiring and moving event. It represents so much native color and native tradition. My eyes won’t be dry when it takes place in Ed’ s honor a day or two before we leave for home.

Still under construction and the conversion process is tedious. If you are enjoying these pages let me know.  I’ll speed up.
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