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PART ONE

HELP US, HOLY MOTHER OF GUADALUPE!

A linele boy with a big jug of beer - The ' Book of Chronicles® + Widow Petrejus does
not hold with black magic + Anthonius Koberger and Dr. Hartmann Schedel +
Albrecks Diirer’s studio covers the news + Columbus makes a pilgrimage < The
Indigns are coming! - Intelligence agents are ot work, and dangerous news is
abroad « Of the blessings of poverty and of buried cultures - How sure is the Admiral
of kimself? . The Porta dell” Olivella in Genoa - A bank official turns sailor - Ship«
wreck and rescua in Portugal - A wool-carder’s son learns Latin and enters sociery +
Of sea-beans, bamboo and driftwood + What lies behind the waters? + Paols Tor-
canelli, the specialist on East Asia + Columbus is wrong about the circumference of
the eurth - The " Trade’-secrer of the Porcuguese - Whar did Columbis know abauz
the Vikings? - Emigration to Spain - The Admiral, the fleet and the men + Columbus
Jorges the log - Of longitude and latitude - The cruel Sargesso Sea « Flocks of birds
show the way < Help us, Holy Mother of Guadalupe! - * Tierra! Tierra!’ - The
landing on San Salvador - The logend of the noble savege + The white gods - Where
is the Grear Khan of Tarsary? « Pleasant dreams in a hammock « In search of gold «
Brown men with smoking mouths - Shipwreck and return « The pilgrimage con-
tinued - The swineherd Pitarro and the nobleman Hernando Cortés look on - Two
kings divide the world between themselves - Further voyages and the end of Colum-
bus - The scope of his discoveries.
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1
23rd December 14903

HE winter is hard this year. For weeks the venerable city of

Nuremberg has lain under a soft coverlet of snow. How gay the

great old houses look under their peaks of snow; how contentedly
they pull these cosy nightcaps down over their heads, The upper storeys,
jutting like chins far into the street, are adorned with glittering unkempt
beards: a curtain of icicles, here glowing like threads of silver, there lightly
powdered by the snow crystals carried by yesterday’s north wind.

Today the air is still. Peace reigns over the town. Tomorrow Christmas
will be celebrated. Little candles will be burning everywhere: oxen and
asses, those silent creatures who witnessed Our Lord's nativity, will be
given their Christmas portions of hay and clover. At this time tomorrow,
hymns of praise will be sung by the priests in the churchies of St. Lorenz
and St. Sebaldus, the silver voice of the bell of Our Lady will ring out
above the town, the church of the Holy Ghost will add its chimes, and in
the resounding peal of all the bells the Christ-child will enter the city.

Blessed be Jesus Christ, Amen.

Let us follow this lad who is clenching two huge measures of ale in his
tiny fists. His pious eagerness for the morrow, the birthday of the Christ-
child, makes him tremble as if with cold. He is making for Anthony
Koberger's house in the *Latin Quarter” of Nuremberg where live the
goldsmith Diirer, father of the great Albrecht, the scribe Neudorfer, the
painter Wolgemuth and Hartmann Schedel, the physician and world
chronicler.

He is a real child, this rwelve-year-old boy. He has no inkling thar some
twenty years later he will be one of the great in the hierarchy of black
magicians of the printing press and thar, in our time, works that originated
in the workshop of Johann Petrejus in Nuremberg will be worth their
weight in gold.

Yet on this Christmas Eve, in the year of Our Lord 1494, he is but a
lirtle boy fetching beer, anxious and cold. Nevertheless, he does it gladly,
for inside Koberger's big house festivities have already begun.

And what a momentous day it is! The magnum opus, the Register of the
ook of chronicles and histories, with figures and illustrations from the be-
ginning of the world unto our times by Hartmann Schedel, doceor medicinge,
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4 The World Unveiled

is finished at last and is being printed today. Yesterday the prime went into
the press, the big two-page map of Germany, with seas, rivers, mountains
and cities clearly depicted. Here there was Lundea, in Anglia, which today
we call London, there Antwerf, in Flandria, Hamburg, Liibick, Dantzig,
Melbing, in German lands, and Riga high up towards *Midnight*, And in
the south there were the old names of Lyans, Geneva, Berne, Munich,
Vienna, Ofen, Belgrade, Wardein, Sibenburg and Constantinople: all the
great cities of the world.

L. Map of Cenrral Europe.

Now the second forme of these two pages was lying under the press:
page celxxxvi with a great hymn of praise to Germania and the German
nation and the very last page with the impressum, or as we call it today,
the copyright imprint.

Our little lad Johannes Peter, later to be known as Petrejus, most
honourable citizen of the free city of Nuremberg, had, that morning of the
23rd December 1493, been allowed near the forme to give some small assis-
tance. He had watched the master compositor joining together the indivi-
dual letters of the impressum. ts text —the outcome of days of consulta-
tions between Hartmann Schedel the author, Anthonius Koberger the
publisher, Georg Alten the translator from the Latin, the ‘honourable and
wise” Sehaldus Schreyer and Sebastian Kammermaister, financiers of the
whole venture, and the two painters and illustrators Michael Wolgemuth
and Wilhelm Pleydenwurth —he knew by heart:



Help Us, Holy Mother of Guadalupe! §
W?ddnﬂmpﬂﬁbuhemyﬂmadwgedu,m:ﬁliamﬂymdmeﬁaﬂy,ﬂ:
book of Chironicles and Histories worthy of recall from the beginning of the world unto
our times, written by men highly skilled tn Latin; and brought into German by
Georgius Alten, sometime scribe st Nuremberg, which book, sfier much consultation
and sometimes, though never without cause, selection, was printed by the honourable
and meritorious Anthony Koberger, in Nuremberg, on the suggestion and ar the behest
of the honourable and wise Sehaldus Schreyer and Sehastian Kammermalster, burghers
of thie town, and with the co-operation of Michael Wolgemuth and Wilhelm Pleyden-
wurth, painters and fellow burghers, who have embellished it with figures. On the
xxii] day of the month of December ufter the birth of Christ our Saviour in the year
M.cocoexij.

Our young friend, Johannes Petrejus, had helped the finisher to place
paper and board under the forme so that each letter stood out clear and
beauriful. He had held the inkpot for the master as he inked the
he had seen with what measured stroke the master of the press worked the
lever tuming the giant wooden screw that brought the heavy platen onto
the printing forme. These processes had greatly excited his interest. In his
excitement he knew that he stood on the threshold of a new age. But he did
not suspect how dangerous the printing press that he was now serving
would become one day. There were days, he had to admit, when his
mother’s anxious forebodings about this new black magic would fill him
with disquiet. She had so often been right in the past. He could not then
foresee how true her presentiments would become, for in his diligent
strivings to help the progress of this new art —some decades later he was
to be the first to replace thie wooden screw by one made of brass that would
function more easily and more smoothly —he would merely contribute to
making the written word supreme, thus sending forth into the old world of
nature this new creature, the printing, reading, scientific man.

Indeed, how could he have suspected it on such a night as this? The
principal himself was there to watch the printing of the last two pages:
Herr Anthonius Koberger, owner of the greatest printing works in the
world, with some twenty master compositors, all learned gentlemen, and
with more than a hundred workers. In Frankfurt, Venice, Hamburg, Ulm,
Augsburg, Basle, Erfurt, Vienna, Lyons, and in another six great cities of
Europe, he owned bookshops in which there sat book-keepers, book-
sellers and forwarding agents. Now, if Anthonius Koberger himself were
there, an honest and honourable man, then surely little Johannes's mother
must be wrong. No Koberger dealt in things that were dighonest.

Now he is in front of Koberger’s house. Out in the street he can hear
the sharp clatter of the presses followed by a grear thump as the forme is
being withdrawn for re-inking. Click —clack —click it goes, as if there
were bones inside it rantling in thythm.

The boy feels his flesh creep, then he pushes against the doors with all
his might. Slowly they swing back and at once he is bathed in that strange
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smell of ink, oil and lead which pervades every printing works and which
no one who has once breathed it can ever forget.

Hartmann Schedel’s Nuremberg World Chronicle, 3 huge folio, com-
prising many hundreds of pages, and weighing some fourteen pounds, is
the greatest incunabulum in the world. Anton Koberger had every right to
be proud of the fact that this gigantic work, with its two thousand wood-
curs, had come from Azs publishing house, from Ais printing works. For
there was no more convincing evidence of the rapid progress made by the
black art of printing in the span of but fifty years. In later centuries, only
radio and television, rwo other means of publication, two other technical
possibilities for abolishing the barrier of distance, were to develop with
equal speed. This is very significant. For such things generally announce
the birth of a new epoch after a long period of quiescence, And just as
radic and television are undoubtedly the means of expression of that new
chapter of history which began with the Second World War, so the
technical achievement of Koberger's World Chronicle also was the sign of a
new age.

It ?tru& that in many respects this Forld Chronicle was but old wine in
anew bortle. In spirit, this gigantic book, whose printing Anton Koberger
completed on the 23rd December 1493, still largely belongs to the Middle
Ages, On one of the last pages he implores his readers, *exalted rulers, pre-
lates, emperors and kings, dukes, lords and servants’, to remember that the
end is nigh. ' Open your eyes, unstop your ears, and remember times past
and future: so that the sleep of death come not upon you unawares, nor
yet the sudden stroke of changing Fortune hurt you!" This is the con-
ventional prophecy of doom pervading the end of the fifieenth century,
and known 1o us from innumerable similar expressions: the day of judge-
ment draweth nigh; repent, O ye children of menl And just as conven-
tionally, Koberger's Chronicle includes a dance of death. The first of these
gruesome illustrations appeared in 1427 as a fresco on the walls of the
Cimetitre des Innocents, in Paris, and ever since the wild dance of
Death, the great leveller, with his victims, has been reproduced countless
times, according 10 the conceptions of the Middle Ages.

Now the dance of death contained in the Nuremberg World Chronicle is
by far the most gruesome example of these works of art. This page, drawn
by Albrecht Diirer and cut in wood in his workshops, is no longer inno-
cently naive; it is intellectual and full of brooding irony. Death himself has
stepped into the background —he is leaning on the left side of the picture
-and has been reduced to the role of a despised piper playing for the dancers.
A male and female skeleton, so realistically drawn that you could hear their
bones chatter, oceupy the foreground, The sensual delight of this dance is
so real that it seems as if the wild cries uttered by the dancers grant no rest
to the other poor souls: putrefying corpses are rising out of their graves
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towards the tempring rhythms. Soon the virgin on the right of the picture
will partake of the delights. On a body which ence was beautiful there
now hang decayed breasts, and entrails from the burst belly trail around
thighs recently caressed by lusting hands.

1. Tke dance of death from Schedel's World Chronicle.

It is terrible to behold, and it is meant 1o be so. There is intention in
this page, an evil intention. In it there speaks the diseased delight in hor-
ror, a lascivious, perverse delight. This is nor mere speculation on the part
of the publisher. The theme of Diirer’s page belongs 1o the Middle Ages,
and anyone wishing to publish an illustrated world history in Kaberger's
times had perforce 1o include a dance of death also. But the way in which
it has been done is modern; so much so that with different technical means
it might well be the product of the tortured art of our own uncersin days,

The way in which Koberger has illustrated his work is another sign
of modernity. Of course several printed books had been illustrated before
the Nuremberg World Chronicle. There was the famous Golden Throne,
a book printed by Albrecht Pfister in Hamburg in t470. It contained
twenty-five pictures, but these pictures were actually nothing but two
woodcuts, repeated again and again with differemt captions. The same
procedure had been used by Peter Schiffer of Mainz, when he published
bis Saxon Chronicles in 1492. He had commissioned a painter to make
woodcuts of four pictures of cities and of a few drawings of knights,
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ladies and bishops. And this sufficed him from the beginning of the world
up to his own days, Neither he nor his readers were in the least disurbed
by the fact that Halberstadt looked just the same as Rome, Hamburg like
Salzwedel, or Miinster like Hildesheim. It is difficult for us to understand
this. Evidently illustration in his time had merely symbolical value.

Nort even Koberger broke with this habit completely in his World
Chronicle. Even in this, his prize exhibit, the same picture serves for
emperors, kings and church dignitaries belonging to quite different times
and countries. Moreover we are astonished to find that the illustration
representing Mainz turns up in other places as Naples, Aquileia, Bologna
and Lyons. Judging by his intentions, however, this is only an expedient.
And it is just this which is unique and new. For a very large proportion of
the illustrations of cities shown in the Nuremberg World Chronicle are
authentic. Koberger had sent Michael Wolgemuth and Wilhelm Pleyden-
wurth, Diirer’s great teachers and colleagues, on a long tour of central
Europe, so that he could obain genuine, realistic pictures of cities for his
giant work. The illustrations of Nuremberg, Augsburg, Munich, Vienna,
Strashourg and Magdeburg are genuine. At the end of the fifteenth century
they really looked as they are shown in the World Chronicle. And this is
especially interesting in the case of Magdeburg because, some hundred and
fifty years later, it was completely destroyed by Tilly, so that it is from
Koberger’s Chronicle alone that we know how it looked.

Photographs, television, the cinema, have made us all so picture-con-
scious that it is impossible for us to realize just how great was Koberger's
break with the past. For previously, the real had been thought far less
interesting than the spectacular. Here reality emerges —probably for the
first time in the West —as valuable and interesting in its own right. And
up 1o now, reality, simply because it is real, has on the whole retained this
position of esteem.

Thus, we find 3 mixture of medieval and modérn tendencies in this
great work of Koberger. It came about when, for one historic second, time
was balancing on the razor’s édge. For shortly after this 23rd of December
1493, Nuremberg 100 was to learn that one Cristobdl Colon, Admiral of
His Most Christian Majesty, the King of Spain, had discovered new lands
beyond the oceans,

2

24th Jume 1493

While Anton Koberger's printing presses were working busily in

Nuremberg, the centre of geographical sciences in Europe, a strange train
of pilgrims was setting forth from the royal camp in Barcelona.

Royal servants, clad in red, white and gold costumes, respléndent in the

coats of arms of Aragon and Castile, were walking proudly in front.
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Following them came penitent monks, wearing rough cowls, their heads
bared to the scorching sun, burning candles in their hands. Behind the
richly dressed, nimble courtiers, the monks appeared insignificant kill-
joys, save for the fact that they must continually straighten their wax
candles, drooping in the melting heat of the sun, thus providing a constant
source of laughter for the gaping crowds lining the streets.

And then a hush falls over the astonished people. They crane their
necks, stand on tip-toe in anticipation. Here they come! There are five of
them, clad like the monks but without candles. Their sharp-featured brown
faces with their beak-like noses are framed by their tossing raven-black
hair, which despite the restraining influence of the monks, is tied up with
coloured bands and decked with strange, multi-coloured feathers.

They are Indians! —people from beyond the Ocean, subjects of the
Great Khan of Asia! Even in their monkish garbs they look strange and
threatening, and when one of the specarors crosses himself and pro-
nounces the conventional, fervent prayer of the people of Estremadura,
‘Help us, Holy Mother of Guadalupe!', those around him join in im-
mediately. A murmur runs along the crowd-lined street. This sound
accompanies the Indians wherever they go. It surprises them and they dis-
cover, when they ask its meaning, that the Holy Virgin of Guadalupe
affords special protection to warriors. They are highly interested, for they
too are warriors. In their homeland across the great sea all men bear arms.

Not many years later, their compatriots and brothers in Mexico and
Peru will erect roughly carved statues of the great Helpbringer every-
where; new Guadalupes will be created. The old gods have been unable
to withstand the foreigners —perhaps the white woman will help. If she
takes pity on the victorious white men, how much more merciful will she
not be to the subjected and enslaved !

This happened five hundred years ago. But today, wherever there are
Indians in South America; the same low, fervent murmurs can be heard;
here whispered threateningly, there shouted loudly in despairing defiance,
‘Help us, Holy Mother of Guadalupe!”

Our train of pilgrims is proceeding 1o an old Gothic cloister built in one
of the valleys running across the Sierra of Guadalupe, to the beautiful
statue of the Virgin of Guadalupe which, as the legend goes, was carved by
St. Luke himself. The peasants, beggars and mountebanks, the aged and
infirm, the whores and nobles, standing on both sides of the road, know
exactly who is coming now. He is one of the great of this world, asking for
absolution from his sins. He is the Admiral, the conqueror of the ocean,
who has found land beyond the infinite flood.

Was it witchcraft or the grace of the Almighty which had guided this
stranger, who, it is said, is half Jew and half Moor? Or, if this is all a trick
of the devil, how did he manage to save his ships when they slid down

b



over the curvature of the spherical earth into the bottomless pit? What
exhortations did he use, so that the forces of the earth allowed him to climb
up the curved ocean-mountzin on his return voyage to Spain, against all
the laws of namure?

While the festive procession was winding slowly and with difficulty
through the mounmins of Estremadura, dusty, secretive riders were
galloping along the roads near the Atlantic. In the middle of March 1493,
Don Luis de la Cerda, Duke of Medinaceli, Spanish grandee, merchant
prince and ship-owner, had learned, through his private spies in Lishon,
that Columbus had retumed, having found there all that he had hoped for.
And barely eight days later, in the last week of March, an agent's report
was received by the chief of the secret service of the Signoria in Florence,
in which it said that, on the order of the King of Spain, some young men
in three little caravels had discovered a large inhabited island on the wes-
tern side of the ocean. Iron was unknown there, bur there was an abun-
dance of gold, cotton, and spices.

It is clear that this report struck Florence like lighting. Although the
rich city on the Amo was not so immediately interested in sea-trade as
were Genoa or Naples, like all other large Iralian cities it lived on the
importation of African gold, Oriental spices and delicacies, and on banking
and stock-exchange transactions. This particularly profitable activity
would be severely damaged if what the Spanish agents reported was rrue.
Business with Africa and the Orient had become so difficult and so
hazardous since the occupation of Constantinople by the Turks, that trade
was automatically compelled to look towards the newly discovered wes-
tern countries. There is no doubt that the Iralians were alive 10 the chal-
lenges and threais of these new Spanish discoveries, but not even the
shrewdest Iralian banker and ship-owner was in a position to assess the
full extent of the consequences. Nobody could have foreseen that his town
was to become so impoverished that, but a few generations later, it would
no longer be able ro replace its dilapidated old houses, churches, and forti-
fications by modern buildings, and that its flourishing community life
would remain at a standstill. Because of Columbus's great discovery, we
of today can walk through the same old streets of Venice, Pavia, Florence,
Ravenna or Siena, in Rothenburg, Nordlingen, Augsburg and Nurem-
berg, as did our forefathers some five hundred years before us: people
live, love and die in the same houses as they did of old, worship in the
same churches, peer over the same parapets and battlements, where some
twenty generations before their ancestors grimly lowered the visors of
their steel caps before the enemy. Time seems to have stood still hete. Just
as Pompeii and Herculaneum were once buried by Vesuvius, another kind
of burial took place here, unique in cultural history. The fact is that im-
mediately after the discovery of America, trade shifted suddenly from the
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Mediterranean shores and from the cities of upper Germany rowards
Spain and Pormugal. The quays of lwlian ports became deserted, the
granaries remained empty. Time seemed to have stopped.

It was of course impossible for the Ttalian contemporaries of Columbus
to foresee all this. Yet they could not help being disturbed and anxious;
and while their German business colleagues beyond the Alps continued
to live unperturbed, just as if nothing had happened, great interest and
curiosity were aroused in Imly
by any news coming from
Spain. On the gth April 1403,
the Imlian merchant Hanni-
bale Zenaro who lived in Bar-
celonz, sent his brother in
Milan a full report about the
discoveries of Columbus,
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Scarcely two weeks passed =
beforeacopy of this letter was ==
on the desk of the Duke Ercole =
d"Este. At the same time Rome :

received a copy of the famous
report of his voyage which
Columbus had submitted to
their Spanish Majesties, More
details of this report will be
givenlater. At the end of April
1493, the Duke of Milan,
Ludovico il Moro, was in-

DAL

e

W
\

)

M

formed of the content of this 2. The Santa Maria, Columbus's
report by his ambassador in Sflagship.
Rome. And on the 25th April

1493, the town clerk of Siena noted that ‘from many written reports
sent by compatriots in Spain and from oral reports of many other reliable
witnesses', he had learned thar a certain Cristoforo Colombo had dis-
covered new islands west of the ocean, full of gold and spices; “and the
people there believe that our people are gods’, he added. Ar the beginning
of May 1493, this report of Columbus appeared in Rome as a special
broadsheer; this pamphlet designed for a wide circulation might well have
been the forerunner of the newspapers of today. In 1494 it was reprinted
in Antwerp, Basle and Paris.

Strange and inexplicable as it seems, the shrewd merchants from the
great commercial cities of southern Germany had obviously learned little
of the excitement of their Italian partners and business friends. This is con-
firmed by the documentary evidence in our possession. On the 14th July
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1493, Dr. Hieronymus Miinzer of Nuremberg, on the orders of the Ger-
man Emperor Maximilian, wrote to King John II of Portugal a long and
urgent letter, reading as follows:

« + « Maximilian, the invincible King, who on his mother’s side is himself of Portu-
gnese descent, desires to request your Majesty, through this my clumsy lever, 1o search
out the eastern lands of rich Cathiay, As Aristotle asserts ar the end of the second book
on the Heavens and the Earth, and Seneca in the fifth book of his Natwral History, and
Petrus Alliacus, the most learned cardinal of his age, and many other illustrious men
also, so I too contend that the beginning of the inhabited east of the earth Hes very close
to the end of the inhabited west. Proofs thereof are the elephans, which abound in both
places, as also the reeds from the foreshores of the east, which are carried by storms o
the shores of the Azores. There are countless and even conclusive proofs, from which
we can clearly deduce that the sea in the direction of eastern Cathay can be crossed ina

You have means and riches in abundance, you have very experienced seamen, who
themselves would gladly attain immormlity and glory, but what glory will yon your-
self not gain, if you manage to acquaint the west with the inhabited east, and what
profit will this not bang 1o your trade? You will make the islands of the ocean 3
treasure trove, and awe-struck Kings will submit to your rule!

Obviously this letter would never have been written had the discoveries
of Columbus been known in Nuremberg in midsummer 1493, or had the
people truly been convinced that the Italian had actually reached the
eastern coasts of Asia. Even four years later, in 1497, when Bartholomius
Kistler of Strasbourg printed in German Columbus's report to their
Spanish Majesties, the title-page says ‘A very pretty reading of some
islands discovered, but a little while ago, by the King of Hispania, and
telling of the grear many wonderful things which are in the selfsame
islands".

Did the learned German pedants not wish to believe the son of an
Iralian wool-carder? He maintained that he had been to Cathay, that won-
derful land of which, two hundred years before, the Venetian Marco Polo
had given such enthusiastic reports. Columbus, they argued, might well
have discovered very many islands, far across the ses, but did they truly

to Cathay?

Not only the German geographers, but other peaple 100 questioned the
truth of the report. Columbus himself appeared 10 be quite cermin of his
case. But was he in fact?

True, in Barcelona, at the royal camp, honours were piled upon him.
From now on he was to be known as * Admiral of the Oceans’, Viceroy
and Governor of all Indian islands, and during the festive reception given
in his honour he had sat next to their Majesties. He was made a noble and
owned 2 coar of arms granted him by the King himself, and in his
he carried the official letters patent that confirmed him and his descendants
*for now and evermore” in all his high offices,

Helmdaunepmdaﬂthﬁehunmgh:ﬁy,hmawnrmwasgmwingu
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his conscience. On the strenuous, penitent march to the great Merciful
Lady of Guadalupe, he was constantly assailed by a doubt which was to
torture him throughout his life: was it really Cathay thar he had found?
Cathay: that meant gold, in abundance. But the island Cipangu, of which
Marco Palo reported that it lay before the land of the Great Khan in the
eastern sea, was equally full of gold and precious stones. True, he had
returned with much gold from his voyage, so much that the rulers them-
selves were convinced. Yet if you looked at it carefully, it was but a
meagre amount and he could not get
rid of his doubts. In fact all the later
voyages of Columbus were one single
frantic search, an effort to prove his
hopes, contentions and pretences of
having truly been to China or India.

Help us, Holy Mother of Guadalupe!

In Talavera de la Reina, west of
Madnd, Columbus and his procession
are crossing the Tagus. The road wind-
ing upwards is hardly more than a mule
path alnng the Sierra de Estremadura. 3. Columbus’s coar of arms.
The sun is burning mercilessly from
a June sky. The mountain ranges are a greyish-brown in this harsh light,
like the petrified waves of a stony sea. Merciless, unrelenting, strange
and evil! How far is God!

And yet, God has visibly guided and led him, Cristoforo Colombo, the
poor wool-carder from * Genova la Superba’, the rich and mighty ngaa,
whose inhabitants always thought themselves superior to all other
Iralians.

While the Admiral is panting slowly up the mountain, step by step and
with beating pulse, his thoughts wander back to his lovely Italian home,
to his happy childhood and youth, to his beginnings many, many years ago.

There was Genoaand his father's house near the Porta dell’ Olivella, the
eastern gate of the city. There was his father, Domenico Colombo, a
volatile Genoese wool-carder by trade, and at the same time gatekeeper of
the Olivella. But the eighty-four Genoese pounds which he received as his
yearly wage did not go far, and the income from his own work was but
little. Hunger was common in the Colombos' house, and although
Domenico was much esteemed, he never managed to make anything like a
fornune. Apart from his weaver’s business, he later opened a cheese shop,
and at the same time he tried his luck in the wine trade, but he always made
promises which he could not keep; time and again he would order goods
for which he could not pay. There were debts —in short, nothing seemed
to go well with Cristoforo’s father.
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Thus Cristoforo Colombo, bomn in 1451, grew up the son of a fairly
honourable, but humble family. He only learned to read and write late,
but he understood a little of wool-weaving, and the many-sided business
activities of his father allowed him early on to become acquainted with all
kinds of trades and branches of business. But he did not know Latin, and
therefore he lacked the entry to any kind of more academic education and
all higher knowledge; in fact, he did not even know Italian properly.
Obvicusly, when a young man, he had only spoken the Genoese dialeet
which is almost incomprehensible over the rest of Iraly. All this made his
start in life rather difficult, but already at the age of nineteen (on the 31st
October 1470) he was standing surety for a debt of forty-eight Genoese
pounds which his father had contracted. Cristoforo Colombo seems to
have understood a lintle of business, and to have earned money when still
quite a young man.

A little later we find him employed by the Centurione, a Genoese bank-
ing house: no doubt he must have impressed his employers favourably as
an astute young fellow. It is owing to his work for the Centurione that
Columbus went to sea. Obviously, like every boy who grows up near the
sea, he often went outin fishing-boats for a sail. Perhaps he even watched
the cartographers here and there brooding over their * portolani’, thar new
kind of sea map which became fashionable at thar time. For Genoa was the
seat of a famous school of cartographers, which supplied all
cities of Italy with maps and which was regularly consulted by Portugal
whenever a new expedition to Africa was being prepared. It is also possible
that berween 1470 and 1472 he was hired to serve on one of the many
trading sailers, But the first evidence we have of a sea voyage is for 1475,
when he went 1o Chios in the service of the Centurione. In the early sum-
mer of 1476, as we know, he set out again in a great Genoese convoy,
which was supposed to bring mastic from the Mediterranean to Lishon,
but in the middle of August the convoy was attacked off the south coast
of Portugal, not far from Cape St. Vincent and Lagos, by a strong Por-
tuguese-French fleet, and was destroyed.

This experience brought great changes in his life. His ship was sunk and
hie was slightly injured. Clinging to a spar, he was carried ashore in the
neighbourhood of Lagos, Some weeks later, he went 1o Lishon. This
lovely ciry on the shores of the Tagus was at that time the most interesting
place in the world for merchants and seafarers. The royal merchant fleets
arrived there each year from distant Africa, their holds full of valuables and
the strangest things: hieavy cases of iron, thick bags full of sharp Malagua
pepper, giant bundles of elephant tusks and ever-new hordes of anxiously
grinning black slaves. Far-bellied cogs from Hamburg and Londan
anchored next to the slim Portuguese caravels; the goods were heing
stacked in the Placa do Comercio. Thick crowds of men forced their way
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through the narrow streets and alleys: bright-eyed Moors, fair-haired
Icelanders, proud, silent Castilians, fat Greeks, shining black Negro
princes from the Gold Coast, quick-witted Iralians, well-fed weavers from
Flanders, elegant Frenchmen.

It may have been the beginning of 1477 when Cristoforo Colombo
arrived in Lisbon. The blue-eyed, red-haired saalwart from Genoa did not
understand one word of Portuguese, and yet he soon felt at home in this
strange city. There had always been a strong Genoese colony in Lishon:
bankers, captains, astronomers and cartographers. He had many acquain-
tances among them, surely someone would help him to get on his feet

again.

And this is what happened. Soon Columbus was clad according to his
rank, soon he earned enough, and perhaps had sufficient lefsure to leamn
Portuguese, Spanish and Latin. Latin above all! Unless you knew that
language of science, the language of all textbooks, it was impossible 1o
become a navigator or an astronomer. And that was a necessity here.
Cristoforo Colombo had learnt much in the school of cartographers
in Genoa to stand him in good stead now, With tremendous zeal he
threw himsell into his studies and was soon to be proficient enough
in the use of cartographer’s tools to satisfy even the high demands of
Lisbon.

But naturally the Genoese firebrand had too much wanderlust in him
to spend his life bent over maps. After some time he returned once again
to the Centurione, which had a branch in Lishon. In 1478 the business
house sent its former employee to Madeira to buy sugar. Meanwhile, the
young Genoese had made the acquaintance of Felipa Perestrello de Moniz,
the daughter of Bartolomeo Perestrello, who had died some years before
and who had been the Governor of Porto Santo, a lirtle island in Madeira.
A brother of Felipa had been Governor of the island since 1473. Having
such excellent connections with Madeira, Columbus must certainly have
appeared useful to the Centurione. Probably Columbus and Dona Felipa
were married shortly before the beginning of this voyage. The young lady
could hardly have had any money; her dowry must have consisted chiefly
of her social connections and the nautical maps and memoranda of her late
father.

We do not know whether the story of being shipwrecked off the Pormu-
guese codst is in fact true. Recently doubt has been thrown upon it with
very good reason, and it is quite possible that Columbus came to Lisbon
as 2 commercial traveller. But his marriage with a lady who, although by
no means wealthy, nevertheless belonged to the Portuguese nobility, is
well supported. There can be little doubr that the young seafarer and mer-
chant made grear strides forward in these years of his Portuguese appren-

ticeship.
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For the last few days the lesze has been blowing from Africa, a dry hot
desert wind. The sun is hidden behind a brownish mist; everything is
covered with red dust. It grates between the teeth, makes the eyes bum
and gets in even through closed windows. Africa is over four hundred
miles away, the wide ocean stretches far between but this does not im-
prove matters in the least. Itis as if one crouched before the open grate of @
baker’s oven. No, it is much worse! For this desert wind makes one
unbearably irritable and nervous. Knives will be drawn before night in the
taverns of La Vilha, below in the harbour.

The leste here in Porto Santo is very rare in the middle of August, but
when it does blow, it is a sign that the weather will change. Very soon,
pethaps even tomorrow, the wind will blow from the west, from the far
immeasurable ocean, Then Neptune’s horses will come riding in, with
waying manes, neck to neck. Heavy breakers will thunder against the
rock so that their primordial roar can be heard through the length and
breadth of the island. Foam will froth up high like a church tower and the
salt spray will be borne by the wind, high up even to the mountain tops of
the little island.

This is how Bartolomeo Perestrello, who had succeeded his father as
Governor of Porto Santo, had explained matters to his brother-in-law,
unexpectedly arrived from Lisbon. His young wife led him delightedly to
the favourite places of her childhood, and told many things to her husband,
who listened intently.

And then the west wind blew stormily. Columbus was no navigator yet.
This voyage was the first time he had been on the high seas, out of sight of
land, Moved and shuddering, he locked down over the raging sea from
the high cliffs of La Vilha. May God have mercy on the souls of those
arseal

Two days later everything was quiet again. There was hardly any surf
left. Daybreak saw Columbus at the shore —carefully he looked for the
places where small beaches protruded beyond the rocks. He had to see for
himself those strange things cast ashore that his wife had played with
during her childhood. * Sea-beans" she had said floated in after such storms,
and light-yellow reeds or pieces of wood closed below, looking like pewter
grass, but strong and big like jugs: things which were unknown to his
world and which must have come from far away.

Columbus was as if struck by lightning when Dona Felipa had told him
this. Only recently he had read abour such pieces of wood or reeds in
Prolemy’s great work on the preparation of geographical maps, which had
become an essential manual for every cartographer. The famous man of
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letters of antiquity had said that they did not grow in Africa, but in Asia
and probably in India.

Dom Bartolomeo confirmed his sister’s account. Indeed, he said, such
strange pieces of wood could be found occasionally in Porto Santo, and he
got up and took a yellow reed, thick like a small barrel with knots or
brownish bands, from the big old chest. Columbus trembled with excite-
ment as he looked at the bamboo stem. If such things were of interest to
his brother-in-law, Bartolomeo continued, here was something similar
which must cermainly also have come from far and which must have been
carved by strange men. He pointed 10 a longish piece of carved drifrwood,
cut so crudely that it was at once obvious that it could not have been
fashioned with iron.

The next day Columbus was up with the dawn and down on the beach,
And sure enough he found Favas do Mar, sea-beans, with a dark-brown
sheen like chestnuts, but somewhat bigger. He had never seen such things
before —they must certainly have come from most distant shores. Bur he
was quite certain that nothing like them had been mentioned by Prolemy.

Well, nothing like it could have been mentioned by Ptolemy. For the
Favas do Marare the seeds of the Enrada adans, or the Enrada gigas, a kind
of climbing leguminosae, which is found, above all, in tropical America.
It is one of those plants that look like a serpent, and which make the
layman think that God, when creating snakes, had these plants as His
models. Usually the Entada adans winds bizarrely along trees, and bunches
up into repulsive knots. But this snake-like plant, this boa constrictor of
chlorophyll and cellulose, does not care a bit if it has to creep for yards
along the earth in the vague hope of finding another tree. And this un-
pleasant creature leaves behind as its seed the *sea-bean’, a most cleverly
designed water-craft, kepr afloat by air-filled space, and protected by hard
shells which are very difficult o break. Only sun and a little bit of moist
earth are needed by this devilish thing in order, as it were, to be hatched
out and to follow the creeping, suffocating activity of its primordial
destiny.

Of all this Ptolemy, and consequently Columbus, had known nothing,
But we need no great imagination 1o picture how astonished the discoverer
must have been when he found these sea-beans; and how he crammed his
pockets full with them.

And if anyone should ask when he first conceived his great plan, we
shall have to answer: here on the beach of Porto Santo, here in the old
alleys of La Vilha, here in the Governor of the island’s mansion. Only one
proof for all these conclusions exists: it is certain that Bartolomeo Peres-
trello had shown his Iralian brother-in-law a piece of drifrwood carved by
human hands, but without the use of iron, and cast ashore by the storm.
But this is all that wadition tells us. Of course we may assume as certain
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thar Columbus did indeed hear of and see these sea-beans and bamboo
stems. It is likely also that it was here, in Porto Santo, that he thought of
India for the first time, and of the possibility of sailing there straight across
the Atlantic Ocean. However there is no proof of this assumption, for there
s absolutely no documentary evidence confirming it in black and white.
Only the time when all this happened is certain. It was midsummer 1479,
more precisely in August of that year. For on the 25th August, Columbus
appeared as a witness before the court of Funchal, and from the record of
his evidence it emerges that he intended 1o return to Lishon the next day.

It is natural that people have always been puzzled about what gave the
great Genoese sailor his idea that Asia must lie behind the ocean, and that
it could be more simply reached by sailing west than by rounding Africa,
It is possible that the idea came to him as we have assumed, but it is also
possible that he got it from his brother Bartolomeo, who had sertled in
Lisbon as a cartographer in the autumn of 1480, and who was natrally
very tamiliar with the nautical and geographical problems of his time,
Perhaps this brilliarit notion even goes back 1o Paolo Toscanelli, a Floren-
tine physician, who, in 1474, had advised the Portuguese king, Alphonso
V, to sail for India on a direct course, straight across the Atlantic Ocean.

Paclo Pozzi di Toscanelli was, at the time he gave this weighty advice

to the erowned head of Portugal, no langer a young man, He was close on
eighty years old, had scen and experienced much, and was cermin of his:
case and the wisdom of his age. Since he had been close to the Papal
Court, almost a generation earlier, he had had the opportunity of walking
about the Great Khan and his lands with a Nestorian legate, who had been
sent ‘from the northern parts of upper India’ to Pope Eugenius IV (1431
1447)- These conversations confirmed what Marco Polo had once reported.
At the same time as this otherwise unknown Christian ambassador arrived,
another traveller from Asia came to Italy: the Venetian Nicolo Conti, who
had lived in the Far East for rwenty-five years and, apart from making the
acquaintance of India and China, had also been to the Sunda Islands. His
report was so interesting that the papal private secretary, Bracciolini, was
ordered 1o make an official record of it. And when Toscanelli was still a
young man, in 1424, a third traveller from Asia, the Florentine merchant
Bartolomeo, after disappearing for twenty-four years, returned again 1o
his home town on the Arno. Our physician who was so interested in
geography had questioned him also, most thoroughly.

Thus Toscanelli must undoubtedly have been an important expert on
eastern Asia, and since the theory of the spherical shape of the Earth had
at this time become the common property of all learned men, it is not
strange that his comment on the first African expedition of his contem~
porary, Prince Henry of Portugal, was thar he had gone the long way
round, although in fact Henry's earlier expeditions probably did not have
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must look for *the east in the west’, and reach India by a direct voyage,
straight across the Atlantic.

OQur Florentine doctor was not a man to hide his light under a bushel.
He discussed his convictians endlessly with every possible scientist of his
rime, among them a Portuguese priest who had lived in Rome about the
middle of the fifteenth century and who was soon to be appointed Father

Confessor to Alphonso V of Portugal. For that reason, Toscanelli was not
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I, A reconstruction of Toscanell's map of 1474,

particularly surprised when in the spring of 1474 he received 2 long letrer
from this priest, asking for his expert opinion on the idea of seeking India
west of the Atlantic Ocean. This request resulted in the magnificent letter
which Toscanelli wrote to his old friend in Lisbon on the 25th June 1474:

1 have been pleased 1o learn that vou entertain such good relutions with your noble
and magnanimous sovereign. | have often spoken of the shortest way to India, the
home of spices, for the direct path across the ooean is quicker than thar which you seek
through Guines, You inform me now that the King would like once more 1o hear my
comments and have 2 clear picture of bow it is possible 10 rake this path.

Although 1 am of the opinion that this should be demonstrated with the help ofa
globe of the earth, as ir facilirates comprehension, 1 will explain the course by means of
# map which is similar to 2 nawsical chare. 1 am enclosing s map which T have drmwm
myself and whichi includes the west of the inhabited world from Ireland to Guinrs, =
well as all islands which lie on the way. Opposite to these islands in the west i the
beginning of India, with the islands and places which you could visit beyand the
Equator. 1 have also noted the distances and number of miles to be covered hefore
reaching those lands which produce so many kinds of spices, delicacies, precious stones
and jewels,

Do not be surprised by the fact dhat I have called * western’ those regrions of the eardh
fram which spices come, although it is commonly said thar they are in the east. Vertical
lines running from the top o the bottom of the map give the distances from east to
west. The horizontal lines show the distances from south w north. 1 have moreover
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included in my map many places in Indian countries for which you could make, if un-
foreseen events, such gs storms or adverse winds, should anse. . ...

On my map thers are twenty-six =ctions from Lishon sailing due west, of which
each one f= 250 miles wide —ie. one-third of the circumference of the earth —up 1o the
glorinus grear city of Quinsal. Its size is 100 miles or 25 leagues and it conmins ten
marble bridges, Its name means *The City of the Heavens'. It is found in the province
of Mangi, not far from the land of Cathay, in which'the king usually resides.

From: the island of Antilia, which voucall the * Island of thie Seven Cities?, to Cipangu
there are ten divisions, in other words 2,500 miles or 624 leagues. Cipangu is very rich
in gold, pearls and precious siones. The temples and the royal palaces are covered with

old.
Fl#lsigumlly, since the way to Cipangn is imknown; the ways 1o the other places are
also unknown, but it is certdin that one can reach them. Many other things could be
saidd on this subject, but I have slready done so by word of mouth and, since you under-
stand everything, I need not comment further, . . .

This very confident letter probably made a deep impression at the court
in Lisbon. But Henry had been dead for fourteen years, Alphonso V was
nat adventurous in spirit, and apart from all this, six months after Tos-
canelli’s letter, the Castilian War of Succession broke out which left little
time for anything else.

The impact of Toscanelli’s letter on Lishon can be seen from the fact
that the contents were soon broadeast beyond the circles of the court and
the Admiralty, into the guild of cartographers. Columbus too heard of it
and, some decades ago, a copy of Toscanelli’s expert report in Columbus’s
own handwriting was discovered.

It seems gs if the idea of an Atlantic voyage was somehow present in the
air at that time, so that anyone adventurous enough could, in 2 manner of
speaking, simply reach out and take it —as was done for example by the
Flemish captin, van Olmen, who, admittedly without result, in 1486
sailed from the Azores to the west, or by the Nuremberg patrician
Hieronymus Miinzer, whose imploring letter to the King of Portugal,
written in 1493, we have already quoted. Perhaps other people too had
had this thought, had reflected upon it and had uttered it. But only Cristo-
foro Colombo from Genoa absorbed it and made it his own, and he alone
carried it into practice.

Wha is certain is that Columbus had studied all the available historical
and geographical literature very carefully. In the first place, there were
Marco Polo’s reports, Pliny's Nawural History, d'Ailly’s Imago mundi and
the Histaria rérum ubigue gestarum of Aeneas Sylvius, All these works
began by describing Asia, the land of the Great Khan, as unbelievably rich
in people, in the products of their diligence and in natural treasures. And,
furthermore, they all said that it would not be far to Asia straight across
the Atlantic Ocean from the west coast of Europe. If only one could get a
fair picture of the circumference of the earth, then everything else would
be straightforward.



Help Us, Holy Mother of Guadalupe! 21

Now the circumference of the earth could be calculated withour any
difficulty, once one knew the distance from one degree to the next.
Eratosthenes, some two hundred years before Christ, had estimated this
distance almost correctly to be 595 nautical miles. However, Columbus
did not rely on Eratosthenes, but on the Arabs, who estimated the dis-
tance between the degrees of Jongitude to be less. On top of this the
Genoese, in his caleulations, did not use the Arabic, but the much shorter
Italian mile and thus he assumed that the distance from degree 1o degree
along the Equaror was only 45 nautical miles.

These calculations led Columbus to the erroneous conclusion that the
circumference of the earth was a quarter less than antiquity had raught.
Not satisfied with this he also moved the coastline of Asia much further
east. According to his estimates the inhabited parr of Eurasia had an
extension of some 285°, and since he wanted to start his voyage to the
west from the Canary Islands, the distance to the Asiatic coast was only
66°.
Even this figure was too high for Columbus, and he reduced his esti-
mate by a further 10 per cent, so that his final calculations gave the distance
between the Canaries and Japan, at the Equator where the degrees of
longitude are furthest apart, as abour 60°. Since a degree of longitude at
about 30° N. was, according to his assumption, only forty miles distant
from the next, he believed that he should cross the ocean at this latitude
and that by covering about 2,400 nautical miles he would be able to reach
eastern Asia. This meant sailing for about three weeks at a speed of four
nautical miles per hour.

This was quite possible. The fast Portuguese caravels could maintain
such speeds even over longer distances without any difficulties, and
voyages lasting some three weeks out of sight of land did not appear im-
possible to seafavers at the end of the fifteenth century, We know from a
mandate given to the above-named Flemish captain and discoverer van
Olmen in the year 1486, by the King of Portugal, that his command over
the fleet destined for the western ocean was to last for forty days. Since
this expedition started from the Azores, this could only mean that people
undertook to sail for forty days without sight of land —just about as much
time as was necessary under favourable circumstances to go from the east
African coast to India with the trade winds. But it was clear to Columbus
that, without a solid theoretical foundation to his proposal, he would
never be ina position to convince any of the court officials in Lisbon. We
must now examine the reasons which prompted the Crown of Portugal to
reject the offer and plan of the Genoese captain,

Six years had passed since the late summer of 1479 during which, as we
mme,aﬁmprmnﬁmentafhisﬁmregma:phnmmm&lnmhm
For six years he had gathered material, partly in Lisbon, partly in Madeira,



22 The Warld Unveiled

which he visited on repeated occasions, bur he no longer spent his time
sitting behind his writing-desk. From 1483 ro 1484 he was at sea again, and
possibly the voyage which led him to the Guinea coast of Africa became
the second great turing-point of his life.

The geographers of antiquity had tanghe thar the zone around the
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Equator was a fiery band girdling the earth and so hor that it was un-
inhabitable. Columbus had found this statement in many a venerahle,
thick folia, just as we can still read it today in old books. And now he hada
proof that the ancients had been mistaken. Day after day the fleet which
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of S3o Jorge da Mina —Elmina as it is called today —was sailing along on
the port tack carried by a pleasantly cool north-east wind. True, itwas very
hat. But the heatr was by no means unbearable, and there could be no longer
mymm[whﬁw&gﬂmtﬂwsmmuldbmmﬂaﬂﬂ&inthﬁem

This was an important discovery, and the fact that the great writers of
antiquity had been mistaken made a profound impression on Columbus,
a5 can be seen from the fact that in his own copy of the Historia rerum of
Aeneas Sylvius he made the following irate marginal corrections: ‘The
hat zone is by no means uninhabitable; on the contrary it is richly peopled
and is crossed by the Portuguese without any difficalties. Fort Mina of
our gracious King of Portugal is also situated in this zone.*

Another thing which impressed Columbus was the wind. Oddly
enough, nothing had ever been said about this strange phenomenon of the
North-East Trade, though this regular stream of air directed rowards the
equatorial zone had been observed by many an old ocean navigator, But
this was surely only a lacuna in tradition itself. Seamen could not have
helped noticing this phenomenon, and there can be no doubt that from the
time of the Phoenicians up to the Portuguese navigators at the end of the
Middle Ages, every Atlantic captain counted on the existence of the Trades
in calculating his sailing course. It is certain that the Portuguese expeditions
returning from Africa must have reported this in derail, bur these Teports
were filed away in the archives of the crown as *top secret. Therefore, it
would be a mistake to come to the conclusion thar Columbus knew
nothing of the Trades just because his crew of Spaniards became alarmed
when the same wind blew them day after day on their way to America.

For one thing, Columbus had certainly become acquainted with the
trade winds some ten years before his famous voyage of discovery. It is
true he did not know how firr across the Atlantic this wind continued to
blow. But since the ocean, according to his calculations, was not so very
wide, it seemed very likely that the Trade would accompany Him to the
opposite shore of the great ocean. We must stress that this hypothesis is
not supported by any kind of documentary evidence, but there is no
doubt that this voyage to Elmina, this very personal encounter with
the Trade and the inhabitability of the hor zone, gave Columbus a last
impetus to submit his plans to the Crown of Portugal.

4

Had Columbus any right to believe that the King of Portugal and his
experts, the Junta dos Mathemdticos, would be as eager and enthusiastic
ahuuthispmjecmshtl:imscifwu?lrwmahuunhisﬁmtha:ﬂuhr-

tuguese captain and explorer Diego Cio was advancing far down the
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South African coast. His aim, on orders from Lisbon, was probably to
circumnavigate Africa: in the meantime it must have become clear to the
Junta dos Mathemdticos that the black continent neither stretched as far
as the South Pole nor was joined on to Asia. Ina manner of speaking, the
sea-route to India was now within reach of the Portuguese Admiralty.
And since Henry the Navigator had agreed with the Pope, some decades
before, that all lands discovered beyond Cape Bojador would belong 10
Portugal, there could be no political difficulties. Tt did look as if the sea-
route to India lay unquestionably within Porruguese dominion.

It was at this very moment that Columbus arrived on the scene. His
behaviour was anything but modest. * Para buscar el levante por el poniense’,
in order 1o reach India from the west, he did not ask for one ship only, but
demanded a whole fleet. He could quite justifiably have been sent packing
by the court. Why should they have deemed it necessary to spend a single
cruzado, a single farthing, on so uncermin a project, if they were
reasonably confident that they were about to reach India by the already
explored path around Africa? Even so Columbus was treated with
tact. The Iralian explorer was referred to the experts, to the Junta dos
Mathemdticos.

It is not known what objections this body of experts made when
Columbus submitted his plans to them in 1485, In all probability they did
not agree with his estimates of the distance, and quoted either Prolemy,
who had calculated the approximate distance hetween Europe and the
eastern borders of Asia to be abour 12,000 miles, or Toscanelli, who had
said the distance was more than 5,600 miles. Even in the case of Tos-
canelli’s mere 5,600 miles, these distances represented more than fifty days
at sea. If the Junta, as probably happened, based its calculations on the
twelve thousand miles of Ptolemy, this led to more than 2 hundred days
at sea, a span of time which would have frightened even a nautical college
made up of youthful, daring seamen, let alone one of learned professors.

Since Columbus was ready to stake his own life on the idea he put for-
ward, we must assume that he had good reasons for his rather forcible
corrections to the calculations of the leading geographical lights, both of
antiquity and of his own day. It would cerrainly be wrong to believe that
the Genoese was just an adventurer, although the discovery of new lands
had at that time become a kind of profession. Despite many economic
difficulties Columbus was by no means reduced to gamble all on one
throw of the dice, and the demands which he made to both the Portuguese
Crown and later the Spanish before his journeys were so exorbitant that
only a man quite certain of his case could have had the nerve to make them.
What was it that had made the son of a small Genoese wool-carder s0
certain? Mere megalomania, which is so often the cause of boastful
decisions, and —we must admit it —even of some successful underrakings,
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year 1492, he was after all a man of forty-one years of age, mature and
reasonable and no longer a youthful daredevil. To contradict authorities
such as Prolemy, Marinus and Paolo Toscanelli, to struggle for years with
Portuguese and Spanish committees of scientists, and finally 1o rake on the
undoubredly deeply felt personal responsibiliry for the life of all those men
who were to accompany him on his expedition —all this supposes more
than conceit. It is for this reason that until very recent times it has been
assumed time and again that Columbus had known for certain that land
could be found in the West across the Adlantic. In research work on
Columbus, the question whether the explorer had been to Iceland in 1477,
as his son Ferdinand maintained, has always been of considerable impor-
rance. For there he would surely have heard of Vinland, that fertile land
of grapes which the Greenland Vikings had discovered beyond the ocean.
The American Samuel Eliot Morison and those Scandinavian geographers
who agree with him are of the opinion that this journey had in fact raken
place, and that Columbus’s many conflicting reports about Tceland are not
s0 impormnt that we should reject the possibility of his voyage there be-
cause of them. Other scholars, mainly English, and in Germany particu-
larly the geographer Richard Hennig, emphatically disagree with this idea,
and, basing their opinion on plausible reasons, are convinced that Colum-
bus never travelled further than the north of England. But we need not
delay over this point. We are justified in assuming thar at the end of the
fifteenth century the sagas about Vinland were known far and wide, and
were on the lips of every seaman. Thus Columbus hardly needed to go to
Teelaie to know for certain that land had been discovered in thie western
ocean.

He probably learnt even more than that. In the middle of the fourtesnth
century an expedition from Scandinavia sent reconnaissance units, which
most likely penetrated sufficiently deep into America 10 realize that thtis
country was no mere island but in fact 2 huge continent. The headquarters
of this expedition were probably located on Newport or Rhiode Island, and
thus cerainly within reach of the Norsemen from Greenland. Tt is true
that we have no written evidence to the effect that the above-mentioned
reconnaissance units, which we might assume went as far as the Great
Lakes, ever rejoined either the Vinlandian forward base or the home base
in Greenland, However, the contrary cannot be proved cither, and know-
ing at what speed such news customarily spread amongst the natives, we
may well assume that the members of the Scandinavian headquarters in
Newport, who were on very good terms with their Indian neighbours;
were by no means badly informed about the fate of those of their com-
rades who were operating 1,250 miles further west, even if they never saw

them again,
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And even if none of this should have happened, if at the time of Colum-
bus nothing was known of the Vinland tradition, it was by no means
unknown in Europe that there were extensive lands west of the northern
ocean. It was not only Bishop Adam of Bremen who had heard and
reported on this; many other high dignitaries of the Church, above all the
Pope himself, were equally well-informed, and what is more at first hand.
Since at the time there was a very brisk traffic between central Europe and
:he[a:nﬂrﬂywemyjusﬂﬁahlyassmneahmagmmmunbe:ofhding
merchant houses, seamen and shippers had learned abou it too. Finally we
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must not forget that, a few years before Columbus, 2 big Poru
Norwegian expedition had set out under the joint command of the German
capuins Pining and Pothorst and of the Portuguese explorer Jodo Cor-
tereal. This voyage of discovery had taken place in 1473. We may well
assume that it went to north-eastern America, and that they reached their
destination, seeing thar Cortereal was given the post of Governor of the
island of Torceira in the Azores as a reward for the discovery of
Cod. There can hardly be any doubt that Columbus had heard of this
undertaking and its results, but since this report of the expedition, just like
all other news abour lands lying in the high north-west, only spoke of
rather bare, hard regions, at best of gigantic forests with wild i
vine, it was of no special interest to central Europe. It could only have
been the most northern part of the East Asiatic coast, and not those lands
of which Marco Polo had rold. From all this we may draw the conclusion
that :Im Norsemen’s discoveries were not given all the attention they de-
served,
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As we have already mentioned, the Junta dos Mathemdricos, that com-
mittee of experts set up by the Portuguese Crown, rejected Columbus’s
plan. This happened in all probability ar the beginning of the year 1485,
and probably in so polite a form that Columbus had no reason to leave
Portugal because of it. But his great plan at thar time had so much become
a part of himself that he could no longer bear 1o live in the country which
had rejected it. So, in the summer of 1485, he left Portugal for Spain.

For reasons unknown to us, Columbus first went to Palos on the Rio
Tinto. His five-year-old son, Diego, who after the recent dearh of Dona
Felipa, his mother, had to be found a home, was received by the Francis-
cans of the La Rabida monastery near Palos, At the gates of the monastery,
our explorer met Brother Anronio de Marchena, custodian of the Francis-
can district of Seville, who happened to be visiting La Rabida. Brother
Antonio was an astronomer of high repute. His mind teeming with ideas,
Columbus is sure 1o have told the friendly Franciscan of his plans. The
other was at once interested, then he became fascinated, and finally con-
vinced; on his advice, and with his help, Columbus penned 2 memorandum
to Don Enrique de Guzmén, the richest dignitary of Spain.

This memorandum was an immediate success. In Spain they knew only
too well that Portugal was quite obviously on the way to finding the sea-
route to India. It can be imagined how lively an interest Spain must have
taken in a man who had just arrived from Lisbon, and who claimed that he
knew of a very much shorter route 1o India and China. And so it was that
Guzmin declared himself ready to pur three or four caravels at the im-
mediate disposal of the Portuguese-Genoese immigrant. But suddenly
there arose complications in foreign affairs. Guzmdn was forced to inter-
rupt his negotiations with Columbus. His place was taken by Don Luis
de la Cerda, Duke of Medinaceli. Cerda, for his part, was also quite
willing to give Columbus the ships he required, but thinking it essential to
inform the Crown of his plans, he rold Queen Tsabells of Castile of his
intentions, Isabella became highly interested. She decided to take a per-
sonal interest in the expedition and had Columbus summoned to appear
before her. In April 1486 the future *Admiral of the Oceans’ was intro-
duced to the Spanish royal couple in the Alcazar of Cordoba. This decisive
first meeting with Their Spanish Majesties turned out to be a great success
for Columbus. His plin was submitted 1o the Queen’s counsellors and his
name immediately placed on the list of salaries of the privy purse. All he
had to do now was to wait a little.

This waiting was to last six long years, six torturing, painful years,
during which it often looked as if Columbus would be able to start at any



28 The World Unveiled

moment for the West, only for his departure to be postpaned once more.
Later Columbus spoke bitterly of those years when his opponents believed
that they could make jokes at his expense, treating him as-a forcign up-
start. The major obstacle was nor so much the spherical form of the earth,
but still the question of the distance berween Europe and the east coast of
Asia. Doing just what the Junta dos Mathemdricos in Portugal had done,
the committee of Spanish experts, meeting by the order of Queen Isabella
under the presidency of Fernando de Talavera, Prior of El Prado and
father confessor to Her Majesty, reported that the distances calculited by
Columbus were much too small and that his plan was impracticable. At
the same time, however, Talavera must have been deeply impressed by
Columbus himself. The council adjourned without drafting a conclusive
TEpOrTt.

l;\Tuthjng morehappened in the summer of 1486, and it appears it was not
until four and a half years later, towards the end of 1490, that this report
was finally presented: it was decisively negative, justifiably enough in one
respect at least, since the theory of Columbus about the narrow width of
the ocean was certainly wrong. However, the Crown did not endorse the
attitude of its experts. Their Majesties informed Columbus that they would
discuss his enterprise once the wars against Granada and the Moors were
OVer.

For Columbus this evasive attitude of the Crown was unbearable. In
the meantime he had once again tried ro get into contact with Portugal and
was even thinking of strting negotiations with France and England. In
any case he wished to leave Spain. At the beginning of 1492, immediately
after the expulsion of the Moors from Granada, he approached Isabells and
Ferdinand again, only to be told this time that his project would not be
carried out.

While Columbus, depressed and embittered after his long fruitless wair,
saddled his mule and rode off towards Coardoba, a man who knew and
esteemed him had cbuined an audience with Isabella. He was Luis de
Santingel, the Lord Privy Purse. He pointed out to the Queen that after
all the risk ro the Crown was not so great and also stated his readiness, if
necessary, to take on himsell the cost of finding and equipping a fleet.

The miracle had happened ! Santingel managed to convince the Queen.
A messenger on horseback was sent racing after Columbus, reaching him
ten miles away on the bridge across the Pinos. Columbus reined up and
returned to Court. True, the two million maravedis (abour five thou-
sand pounds sterling), the cost of the enterprise, were not yet fully ar his
disposal. Columbus was asked 1o provide 250,000 maravedis himself, and
Santingel for his part agreed to contribute the same amount. But every-
thing was now settled in principle. In the middle of A pril 1492, the Spanish
Crown drew up the decisive contracts with Cristobal Colon: the small
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son of a wool-carder from Genoa was given an hereditary title, he was
appointed " Admiral of the Oceans®, Viceroy and Governor-General of all
the lands and islands discovered by him, and finally he obtained a rax-free
share of 109, in all the treasures which would reach Spain from ‘acrass®,
This was all settled on the 12th May 1492.

Ten days later the * Admiral of the Oceans’ arrived in Palos. He wished
to begin his voyage here, where he first set foot on Spanish soil seven
years before. It may sound strange that this small harbour, which com-
pared with Seville or Cadiz was so insignificant and remote, was chosen as
point of departure for such an important voyage. However, there were
very good reasons for this. First of all, it was Palos with irs surrounding
country which more than other parts had already supplied the captains and
crews for the previous Spanish voyages to Africa. Thus the lietle town's
population of barn sailors was used to the idea of distant voyages, and at
the same time it owned a fieet of highly seaworthy caravels. In fact the
Crownhadan eyeon theseandacted rather high-handedlyin the matter. The
town of Palos, which had fallen into disfavour with Their Spanish Majesties
for some reason ar other, was simply ordered to put two caravels at the
Admiral’s disposal. We can easily imagine how relucrantly this was done,
and that the Nia, a caravel of sixty tons belonging to Juan Nifio from
Moguer, near Palos, and the Pinra, a ship of equal size, which belonged to
Cristobal Quintero of Palos, were not exuctly the best ships to be found in
the small port.

In fact the two ships were very small —ar most sixty feet long and
twenty feet wide. We must not be deceived by the tonnages of the Middle
Ages. Though we are told thar the Niia and the Pinra were of sixty tons
each, we must not take it that this was either 2 measure of the water dis-
placement or of their capacity. Not until the seventeenth century was the
tonnage of a ship calculated by means of a formula based on the
breadth and depth of a craft. Before that time tonnage referred simply 1o
the number of tuns of wine which could be placed below deck,

As his flagship, Columbus chartered the Sanza Maria. A vessel of some
eighty tons, she was considerably larger than the Nisa and the Pinca, and
being a wide-bellied, broadly built, full-rigged ship, was also an excellent
transport vessel, bur under sail very much slower than the two elegant
caravels, She was a trading ship which happened to have put into port at
Palos. Her owner and master, Juan de la Cosa, took part in Columbus’s
voyage as second-in-command. The owner of the N¥ia, Juan Nifo, also
sailed with them. He was captain of his ship, while Cristébal Quintero, the
owner of the Pinta, was hired as an able-bodied seaman. The pilot of the
Pinta was Francisco Pinzén, a seaman from Palos, whose elder brother,
Martin Alonzo Pinzén, joined the same ship as captain. The other officers,
as well as the crews, on the expedition came almost without exceprion
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from Palos and the country around. Apart from Columbus, only four
other non-Spaniards took part in this journey to India.

This contradicts the fable we occasionally meet, that Columbus's
sailors had been convicts press-ganged into service at sea. There canbeno
question that this story is completely unfounded, and the fact thar these
ninety men came from the same region and were often related to one
another can be counted as one of the factors which contributed to the suc-
cess of the enterprise.

Of the appearance of the three ships we know practically nothing. All
the pictures which exist are inexact and most likely the products of some
artist’s creative fancy. Nor do we know very much about the fitting out of
the Indian fleer. But we may assume that Columbus had taken very special
care about such an essential condition for the success of his voyage. He
himself had sailed before the mast as a seaman, and on his journeys to
Madeira and Africa berween 1478 and 1484 he had learnt ﬂie-apcdnl im-
portance of adequate equipment, particularly in tropical regions. And just
as he was past master in the practical art of navigation and the steering of
great ships, 50 he also knew from his personal experience of seamen what
supplies were necessary for a long voyage in southern latirudes, and what
kind of articles were needed for trading with the natives. Tt is said that
Columbus's expedition had enough supplies to allow for one year's
abserice from Europe and that he had provided per day and per man one
pint of wine, one pound of biscuits, eleven ounces of meat or fish, and in
addition, onions, vegetables, cheese, etc. Since the Admiral had counted on
a voyage of only three weeks, the great care and consideration he gave to
the task are obvious.

Thus the summer of 1492 passed. At the beginning of August the three
ships were reported seaworthy to the * Admiral of the Oceans’,and on the
3rd of August 1492, half an hour before sunrise, at about 5.45, the Sansa
Maria, the Pinta and the Nifia weighed anchor,

G

The Canary Islands were the first port of call, as the last Spanish out-
posts in the ocean. It was Columbus’s conviction that they were situated
at the same latitude as Cipangu-Japan, which he hoped to discover by
sailing with the north-easterly winds prevailing in these regions at this
time of year.

The voyage to the Canaries was completed reasonably quickly, and at
dawn on the gth August, Gran Canaria, the central island, was sighted,
Here there was another short pause before starting on the great voyage.
The Pinta, whose rudder had come unshipped, had 1o be mpii'?;d, and the
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lateen sails of the Nisia, which had proved impracticable in directly follow-
ing winds, were replaced by square sails. Thus Columbus must haye
known for certain that he would have to tack but little and that he could
count largely on easterly winds. Finally, water and firewood were taken on
board, and what gaps there were in the supplies of provisions were made
good by means of fresh food. All these preparations lasted until the sth
September 1492. Early that day Columbus heard Mass for the last time in
the Church of the Ascension in Las Palmas, and then put out to sea; four
days later; at dusk, on Sunday =
the gth September, land faded
out of sight. For thirty-four
days they were to see nothing
but sea and sky,

That Sunday, when passing
Ferro, the most westerly of
the Canary Islands, Columbus
had already made up his mind
not to inform his crew of the
real distance they covered
each day, as one means of
preserving their morale. He
had let it be known that land
would be sighted after abour
750 sea-miles. We may
certainly assume that he him-
self allowed for a large MATEIN . Aurolabe of the year 1468 belonging
of error and did not com- 2o foh. Regiomontanus.
pletely trust his own caleula-
tions. In any case he thought it best to give out as small a daily reckoning
as possible, and thus to keep a cermin ‘reserve’ in hand which could be
used in case of mutiny. Every captain of his day who undertook a long
crossing had to reckon with the possibility of such im:i:ﬁnm. The fact
that at the very beginning of the expedition Columbus had to take safety
mmmﬁﬂfuﬁzskind,shows how clearly he had understood the viral
problem of his voyage. It was a psychological one: how to keep control
over a crowd of ignorant, superstitious, badly fed, overworked and badly
quartered men.

His task was made easier through the inadequacy of the nautical instru-
ments of his time. The sextant was not yet in existence, the astrolabe was
difficult to use —in any case Columbus probably did not understand it —
the simple ship’s quadrant, which the Admiral had waken with him, failed,
of course, when it came to finding a star through the small sight on a
tossing and pitching ship, and thus, just as a thousand years before
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Cotumbus’s journey and for a long time after it, they had 1o rely on the
daily reckoning; this meant the recording of the compass readings on the
map and a daily estimate of the distance covered. With such useful instru-
ments as a properly functioning compass and a log, indicating the speed of
the ship, this is a very simple matter. Columbus had none of these means
at his disposal. True, the compass had been known and used for six
generations, but the phenomenon of magnetic variation had hardly been
investigated at that time, even though it had been observed a cenmury
before this voyage. Fortunately Columbus had not many regions t0 Cross
that would cause great declination of the needle, though only 2 few days
afier leaving the Canaries the Admiral discovered, to his astonishment and
consternation, that the needle, instead of pointing to the North Srar,
pointed to the north-west. On the joth September, far out in the ocean,
the same thing happened again, and Columbus was deeply disturbed by
this puzzling phenomenon. If his compass should fail, he would be de-
prived of his most important means of orientation.

Logs were also unknown in Europe in Columbus’s time. They were
invented in the sixteenth century and until that time the speed of a ship had
to be reckoned by the naked eye. Old salts, who have spent their whole
fives at sea, are said to be capable of estimating the speed of a ship within
half a knot. On longer voyages, without any means of checking the cor-
teciness of such reckonings, this direct method is found unsatisfactory.
Thus for instance Columbus overestimated the speed of his flagship by
10 per cent. When he approached the regions where, according to his
calculations, Cipangu-Japan was situated, he must have done 2 lot of
worrying in secret. He must surely have known that here, in the calculating
of the ship’s speed, was one of the weakest points of liis navigation. Last
but not least, there was no means of measuring with any accuracy the
course of time itself. In those days, on board any sizeable ship, there was
found an empolleta, a sandglass which had to be turned every thirty
minutes. This was the responsibility of a cabin boy. We need liule
imagination to realize that such 2 timekeeper was not always as reliable as
he might have been, and occasionally Columbus made a note in his diary
about his fears that the boy might be neglecting his duty. Whatis more, it
was inevirable that the running of the sand from the upper to the lower
section would be severely disturbed by the tossing and pirching of the
ship. In such circumstances there could be no question of obining
anything like even an approximate reckoning, Burt since other means were
unknown, and particularly since astronomical navigation was not then the
business of seamen but of mathematicians, there was linle thar could
be done to improve matters.

But as we have already stated, Columbus's voyage was not a problem of

navigation in the proper sense of the word, especially as he was very
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fortunate in that the trade winds extended quite far to the north. Modern
sailing manuals recommend, for early autumn east—west voyages from
north Europe to the U.S.A., a course which lies in the latitude of 20° N.
Columbus kept berween 6 and 10° further 1o the north, but neverthieless
stayed within the Trades almost all the time, '

His fleet was hurrying along towards the west, sails billowing in the
consantly following wind. For the Admiral, this great speed allowing him
to cover distances of 150-170 nautical miles each day was most g
but not 50 to his crew, who became more and more restless, thinking that
no other wind ever blew ar all in these latitudes. On the 22nd December
when the India fieet had been tacking against unfavourable winds for two
days, Columbus noted with satisfaction: * This contrary wind has been a
great help to me, because my crew hiad become very anxious, thinking
that, with this favourable wind blowing all the while, they would never be
able to return to Spain, and great unrest prevailed on board.” This proves
on the one hand that some of Columbus’s fieset —apart from himself —may
never have heard of the trade winds, and on the other that the restlessness
of the crew was already a marked sign of the growing fear of the sailors.
Admirtedly, ar that time they had been sailing for about eight days
the Sargasso Sea, that mare pigrum of antiquity, of which it was said that
its sticky weeds would not let go of any ship that its green arms had
embraced. Naturally the sight of these vast meadows of Sargassum bacci-
Serum, or gulf-weed, must have been most frightening, though actually the
plants only grow 10 a height of eighteen inches and generally are but weak
structures that bend and sway and become intertwined. In the centre of the
Sargasso Sea, a region of about the size of Europe, these masses of weed
appear nevertheless to be so matted that they can present a danger to small
vessels. At any rate this is the opinion of the Danish botanist G. Foster
who, in the twenties of this century, went on an exploratory expedition
into the Sargasso Sea and reported that large sections of this meadow of
seaweed were so dense thar one could walk on them. If this is true, then we
can imagine how disturbing it must have been for Columbus's sailors
when, for almost two weeks, they sailed along the barders of this
prairie. And when at night this immensity was glowing from horizon to
horizon with the blue-green and yellow phosphorescence of innumerable
fishes and molluscs, the sight must have been particularly terrifying. The
Admiral tried to pacify his erew. Columbus ordered soundings to be made
at more frequent intervals, and the depths plumbed were found 1o be 200
fathoms and sometimes even more. Nevertheless, the fear remained that
some day they would be stuck in one of these floating meadows. This was
very nerve-racking, and it is no wonder that the forecastle began to

grumble,
Disappointed hopes added to the trouble, After Columbus had pointed
c
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out thar the weeds had not impeded the rapid progress of the ship, he had
also expressed the belief that so much greenery must needs indicare the
immediate vicinity of land. When, on top of this, they had observed the
passage of great flocks of seabirds, it looked as if his hopes were indeed
well-founded and about to be proved correct. But day after day went by
without even a trace of land on the horizon. It was assumed that the groups
of islands that appeared on the cosmographers’ charts of these regions had
been missed. Francisco Pinzén, the pilot of the Pinte, was so convinced of
this, that on the evening of the 25th September he approached closs to the
Santa Maria and suggested to Columbus that they alter course in search
of the islands, but Columbus declined to do so. There was no time to lose;
his aim was India.

While they were still arguing over this, Francisco’s older brother Mar-
tin Pinzén suddenly sprang up with a shout of glee.

*Tierra, tierral—Land, land!" he shouted across to Columbus from
the stern of the ship, pointing to the south-west. And indeed everyone
could make out the faint dark strip, stretching across the distant horizon.
At the sight of it Columbus threw himself upon his knees 1o intone the
Gloria in excelsis, while the crew of his three ships joined in this hymn of
thanksgiving with joyous hearts.

All night long the ships stood to the south-west. Next day at dawn, as
the morning glowed and glittered across the sea, there was no longer any
sign of land. Disappointment was deep and general, but Columbus him-
self was the least affected. According to his secret reckoning, he had only
completed rwo-thirds of his voyage. If land was sighted here, it could only
be an island, an island furthermore where they would have to drop anchar,
which to him only meant delay and loss of time. His urge was to press on
towards the west, towards his goal.

During the six days berween the 25th September and the 1st October
1492, the winds were changeable, restless, as if Neptune had not yet de-
cided where to send the three slowly drifting ships. There was little work
on board. The crew had time to reflect and brood over their thoughts.
Counting on their fingers they realized that almost thiree weeks had gone
by since they had their last sight of land. Three weeks? Had not the
Admiral rold them that they would not have to sail for more than three
weeks? The grumbles of the crew soon turned into menaces. Hard words
were exchanged, and in their minds they started to contemplate what
would happen if the Admiral were thrown overboard one dark night; in
short, open mutiny was about to break out. Of course Columbus was
aware of all this and he could well imagine what was brewing. When some
officers, in the name of the crew, asked him to turn back, he rebuked them
gruffly: Let them reflect well what would happen if they returned to Spain
without having accomplished anything, and without him, their Admiral,
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Of course, they could murder him if they chose, but then the gallows
would be waiting for them. If, on the other hand, they persevered, they
would all become fabulously rich and each ane of them was assured of the
King’s bounty. India was not far away. They only had to hold on for
another few days.

Once more Columbus managed to pacify his erew. His luck might even
hold on the next occasion, bur that would be the very last time: either they
would throw him overboard or
force him to return. Something
must happen in the next few
days, he muss find land. He had
just gone over the secrer reckon-
ing again. They had covered 707
miles to this day, the 1st October
1492. The next three or four days
would have to prove him right.
Of course he too was restless,
nervous and irritable. But surely
God had not led him so
miraculously, only to forsake
him now. He could not possibly

be wrong. F. Skewch contrasting Columbus’s
Nevertheless, the order was  posions with the real geographical
given for every inch of sail 1o conditions.

be setin order to make the most

of the steady wind that blew full force from the east. The ships raced
wildly towards the west with a foaming wake and across a swirling sea.
They covered 182 miles in a day’s reckoning —almost eight nautical
miles per hourand not much less than the speed of an average tramp ship
of our days. Meanwhile the forecastle had more time for reflection and
brooding. Rumours were starting up anew. But again large flocks of birds
were seen passing overhead — Columbus knew only too well that this did
not necessarily mean anything, thar they were only seabirds crossing the
ocean on quite unknown courses, but the crew had no inkling of this.
They thought land must be near, and once more calmed down.

Thus the 6th October arrived. The Pinra drew close to the flagship, and
through cupped hands Pinzén shouted his advice that Columbus sught to
alter course to the south-west. Naturally Pinz6n had kepr his own reckon-
ing. He knew just as well as Columbus that the 750 miles, the supposed
distance between the Canaries and Japan, had long been covered. He had
no doubt that they had missed Cipangu and were approaching the shores
of Asia. The Admiral reflected on this and, recalling once more what
Marco Polo had said of the position of China in relation to Japan, he
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decided to continue on his westerly course, though he must have known
perfectly clearly the significance of Pinzén's intervention. What was hap-
pening on the Pinta was the beginnings of mutiny in which even captin
and officers were joining, It was high time thar they sighted land.

And lo! —the desired land seemed to marterialize. In the small hours of
the momming of the th October a signal came thundering from the Nifa
sailing in front: Land in sight! On the Admiral’s ship, too, they lad seen
the dark strip on the horizon, but no one had dared to raise the shout of
land. This time Columbus himself seemed to be much more sceptical than
on the 25th September. We have no reponts of Gloria in excelsis, nor of the
Admiral kneeling down to give praise to God. He stood on deck, looking
towards the west, his blue eyes directed to the wide ocean and to that dark
faint strip lying ahead. A few hours later, he knew that it had not been
land. But he also knew that land must be close by. * Toda la nocke oyeron
pasar pdjaros’, the whole night we could hear birds passing, he wrote in
his journal. And the flocks of birds which since early morning had
appeared high on the sky on a south-westerly course, at a sharp angle to
the ship’s own course, and disappearing behind the horizon in front, no
longer were those seabirds which had been seen towards the end of Sep-
tember. These were birds of the fields and therefore land must be close
ahead. Land, land, land! Columbus changed his course in a south-
westerly direction. Pinzén must have noticed this with great satisfaction:
the Admiral was agreeing with him after all !

Yet four days later things again began to look critical on the Pinta.
The crew was refusing to go on. Pinzén, strengthened in his position by
the change of course ordered by the Admiral, pointed out to his crew the
birds which had flown all night across the ocean and were making for the
south-west. He too knew that land could not be far. Thus he managed to
keep order aboard his ship. After all, Pinzén was looked upon by his crew
asonenfmemselmljkezhfmhemamanfmml’a]m,mdnotmﬂy
had they known him for years but many of them were his kinsfolk.

But things did not look nearly so favourable on the flagship, which had
caught the spark of rebellion. Columbus was a foreigner, one of those
cursed Iralian dagoes who seemed to have pushed their way to the front of
Christian navigation and who were beginning to impose themselves in
Spain. What was worse, hie had come into the country from hated Portis
There, they had ignored him with his obstinacy and crazy ideas, Should he
be allowed to do with Spanish sailors as he pleased? The most vociferous
were the Basques and Galicians from north-western Spain. Amongst these
men from Castile and Aragon, they felt as much like strangers as Columbus
himself. By what right did he deem himself better or cleverer than they?

Culumi_:us l_md had time to prepare himself to face mutiny. Should he
fail to pacify his crew and should it come to the point, his position would
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be desperate. It was now roo late for strictness, for draconian measures, for
keel-hauling or stringing offenders up to the mainyard. The forecastle was
quite right, he was, and always would be, a stranger, and if force had robe
met by force, he was eertain to come off worst. Thus he wrote in his journal:

Teoday the crew complained about the insufferable length of the voyage and sid that
they could not stand it any longer, but the Admiral encouraged thiem as best he could,
pointing out the great rewards that were awainng them. Their complaints and grie-
vances were all the more unreasonable, since they now were within reach of India. lewas
useless to rebel. The expedition had started for India, and he neither would, nor eould,
vest until be had found it with the help of our Lord,

Other reports on this critical roth October added that Columbus had
promised his crew that he would return home if his fieet did not discover
land within two or three days, and later authorities have said, concerning
the events of these first days of October 1492, that Columbus himself had
been uncertain and had looked upon these two or three days’ grace as a
divine test of the value of his enterprise. What really happened on board
the three ships is far from clear, but what is certain is thar Columbus once
more had his way —admittedly for the very last time, At all costs land
must be found.

And once again a miracle happened in this story so full of miracles. As
the Nifia was racing ahead under full sail towards the south-west, someone
on hoard spotted a drifting object floating on the waves. It was fished out
of the water and lo! it was found to be a green branch with blossom on it;
it looked like a Castilian dog rose. Then the Pinza made similar catches: a
board, a reed, a green shore plant and a staff quite obviously carved by
human hands. Immediately the rebellious murmurs ceased. Even the most
stupid cabin boy could now see that land must be close at hand.

Thus the 10th October passed and the 11th came and went after a windy
day on a rough sea. Towards evening Columbus made a short speech to
his crew, in which he pointed out God’s goodness to them and admonished
the night-watch to special vigilance. Then as always the Salve Regina was
chanted and the new watch reported for duty, but those off duty did not
sleep. Gradually most of them came up on deck, all eyes turning to the
west and staring hopefully. Although land was close by the Admiral left
the sails unfurled and the squadron raced towards the west at great speed.
The moon would rise at 11 o’clock and with its help sailing would be safer.
If they came upon a reel when sailing at high speed in such a sea and wind
—may God have mercy on them! In this atmosphere of mounting excite-
ment which not even Columbus could withstand, the shouts of *Lumbral
Tierra! A light! Land I*, coming suddenly from able-bodied seaman Pedro
Ysquierdo, had the effect of an electric shock. Columbus too had seen the
light, and two or three others who stood with him on top of the castle, but
the light did not appear again. They must have been mistaken.
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Tension was growing. The siiff rrade wind continued to blow. The
ships pursued their race towards the west at seven or eight knots. About
two o'clock the moon stood high in the sky, and while, directly behind the
fleet, the sea to the east and the foaming wake receded into darkness,
everything in front was clear and silvery. Snow-white were the crests of
the waves, and like a diamond-studded robe the watery spray lapped over
the bow. The faster Pinta was a few miles in front of the flagship, with
Rodrigo de Triana from Palos in the erow's-nest, when suddenly far
ahead he had a glimpse in the moonlight of a brilliant white surface that
looked like a sand-dune. And here it was, and there again with a darker
strip in between. In the tossing and pitching of the ship Triana let pass a
good deal of time. He did not wish to make a false report, and apart from
that he was afraid of the Pinzéns and of the scoffing of his comrades. Sall
he would very much have liked to earn the silken jerkin which Columbus
had promised to whoever first sighted land. Whar is more, he might even
get a share of the annual rent of 10,000 maravedis which the Captain would
receive as his reward from the Crown. Rodrigo de Triana went on staring
into the darkness with great concentration—he was right: through the
glitter and shine in front of him the dark strip was growing clearer; no
doubt that it was land.

*Tierra, tierra!" he roared, at the top of his voice.

Pinzén on the quarter-deck quickly peered forward. The fellow was
right!

*Fire the signal gun,’ he yelled to the forecastle.

A tongue of flame licked round the mouth of the gun, the dull thud of
the report rumbled over the sea, reaching the flagship now some way
behind.

The crew jumped to their feet and swarmed up the rigging, They
noticed thiar the Pinra had already reduced sail and was slowing down.
The Sanra Maria caught up and shot past, so close through the lee that
the yards seemed to touch, and when Columbus hailed across: *Sefior
Martin, have you seen land?* the answer roared back from many throats,
*Sir, the reward has been won!” The land was now but six sea-miles ahead.
All three ships were making directly for it. In less than an hour they would
be close in. Columbus ordered all sails, except the main, to be furled, and
thie small fleet laid-to for the night. Dawn broke ar about 4-30. There before
their eyes stretched a coral island covered with green trees, heavy breakers
rolling towards its brightly shining beach. They would have to sail past
the south of the islind and try to drop anchor on the lee-side.

The great objective had been reached. These reefs wllied exactly with
the descriptions made to Columbus of the approaches to the shores of
India. He was overcome with feelings of happiness and gratitude. So he
had been right after all and God had granted him victory | Perhaps his first
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thought was for the great treasures now within easy reach, the bars of gold,
the jewels and pearls, the bales of silk, the abundant stores of spices and
delicacies spoken of by Marco Polo, but he must also have remembered
that, without the help of God, he could never have wrested from Arabs
and Mamelukes the monopoly of entry 1o the Far East. He, the ambassador
of the Christian Church, had triumphed over the infidels, despite remendous
difficulties. It was only much later
that the truth about this country
was discovered, that in fact it was
neither Asia nor Gipangu, and
that the letter which Columbus
carried, addressed by the King
of Spain to the Great Khan, could
never have reached its addressee,
and that Luis de Torres, the
learned Jew, but a convert to
Christianity, whom Columbus
had brought along because he
spoke not only Hebrew but also
Arabic and other Oriental lan-

——— e f Chwndoy Pl o e o vhma,

guages as well, would never be s 4 Py

called upon to display his talents
as an interpreter. Itiswellknown  FI. Sen Salvador or Waling's lsland.
that Columbus was convinced

that he had landed on the eastern shores of Asia. He had in fact discovered
San Salvador, one of the Bahama Islands, now known as Watling’s Island
and called Guanahani by the natives.

On Friday, 12th October 1492, soon after sunrise and after he had found
a suitable place for dropping anchor, Columbus took possession of the
foreign shore with due Spanish ceremony. In the first boat, holding the
Royal Standard, stood Columbus himself; behind him, undér the banners
of the India expedition, came the captains of the Pinta and the Nifia, sur-
rounded by an armed company. Columbus was the first to go ashore. He
threw himself on his knees, kissed the earth, praised God with tears of joy
and christeried the island San Salvador.

He then called the two captains and Rodrigo de Escobedo, nomry of his fleer, and
also Rodrigo Sanchez from Segovia. After assembling all thosewho had landed with him,
and in the pressnce of many natives who had foregathered these be solemnly ook
posssssion of the island in the name of Their Catholic Mijesties. . . . Then the Cliris-
tizns proclaimed him Admiral and Viceroy and took an oath of obedience to him as the

representative of Their Majesties. . ..
The ceremony was concluded with a Safve Regina. The Indians, Tainos,
who belonged to the language group of the Arawaks and who had heen
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watching the strange big ships since early morning, approached shyly but
most anxiously. They appeared to be primitive but friendly people and
they were quite overcome when Columbus made them a present of red
caps and glass beads.

They went about unclad as when they were born; the women o0 were completely.
naked, although I only saw one young girl. In fact only young people were there, no
one of them was older than thirty. They were well buili, pleasant to look ar and with
friendly faces, Their hair was coarse, like the tils of horses; they let it fall over theic
forelieads down to their eyebrows. At the back of their heads they had a long crop
which they never cut. The colour of their skin was the same as that of the natives of the
Canaries. Some were painted black, some white, some red. Some put paint on their
faces or their bodies, some only on their noses. They carried practically no weapons and
indeed they obviously knew little of such things. When they were shown a drawn
sword they unguardedly took it by the edge and hurt themselves. Their lances were
made without iron, accasionally pointed with the tooth of a fish or a similar object. The
people were of moderae stture, good-looking, and their limbs were strong and
shapely. [ observed that some hiad scars on their bodies and, by means of signs, [ ques-
tioned them as to their cause. They explained that people had come across the sea from
neighbouring islands in order to capture them, and that they had defended themselves,
I reflected on what they wold me, and came to the conclusion thar people had come from
the mainland to enslave them. They are bound to be excellent servants for I found that
lhryquick!yimitamd:vuythingthuwmshnmﬂm%mitwuldtppmrﬂmthcy
humrﬂiginn,ihdiewﬁunhqymmthmgoodﬂzrﬁﬁm%hﬁg
hrc.Godwﬂlhtg,Ishal{mkcﬁxofdmnwiﬂ;mﬂﬁ}rYamhfijuﬂcsmlhulfwy
might learn Spanish. I saw no animals apart from parrots.

The Spaniards also noted, almost from the very outset, that the Indians
looked upon their bearded and white-skinned guests as men from Heaven.
Elsewhere,! we have told in detail of the legends, so widespread in Mexico
and Peru, of a bearded white god who would one day come from the
east, and of the prophecies in both these regions, so remote from each
ather, of the return of this god and his sons in the distant future. In sub-
sequent chapters we shall have to return once more 1o this subject, but
here we merely wish to note that legends of this kind seem to have been
prevalent even amongst the primitive Tainos, long since extincr. Colum-
bus reported that on two oceasions the Jndios had actually greeted him as
God and the Son of Heaven; similarly, he more than onee observed that he
had frequently come across Indians nearly as white as Spaniards, and
certainly lighter-skinned than the natives of the Canary Islands. If we re-
call that the Bahamas and the West Indian Islands lie full in the path of
the north-easterly trades, and that thus it is more than likely that many
ships were carried from the Old to the New World, then the appearance of
white Indians in these regions will not strike one as particularly strange.
However, Columbus no more than made a note of the fact. This is very
understandable if we realize that it is unlikely thar Columbus reflected on

! Panl Herrmann, Congues: by Man (Hamish Hamilron, 1954).
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whether white people had been there before him. After all he was con-
vinced that hie was in Asia and that many Europeans had preceded him
there. Only Cortés and Pizarro, who knew that the New World was a con-
tinenr situated between Europe and the Far East, could find such things
remarkable.

It is interesting also to note that here, in this report of Columbus, we
have the foundation of that legend of a blissfully happy and innocent
existence, unspoilt by culture and civilization, which afterwards was to be-
come the sentimental yearning of Resournons 3 lz nature! Later we shall
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5. Specimen of Columbus’s writing and signature.

hear the same laudatory accounts from Cook and his companions. Before
the time of Columbus, it was not customary to be lyrical about savages
and their way of life, although the Portuguese voyages along the shores of
southern Africa must have offered more ample opportunities for doing so.
Like so many other things, this attitude seems 10 be connected with the
general fin de sidcle dissatisfaction prevalent in Europe at the time. Only
people completely discontented with the decadent state of society could
have looked upon the primitive Tainos as innocent children of God. A
mere nine months later, Columbus himself was to be sharply disillusioned.
When, on his second voyage to America, he landed on Santa Maria de
Guadalupe, he discovered quite unequivocal signs of cannibalism. And
when members of his crew freed a number of castrated Arawak boys, who
had been captured by the Caribs of Guadalupe and were being fattened for
the pot, when young slave girls who had broken out from their cages came
swimming across to the flagship, girls who were kept by the Caribs for the
sole purpose of producing habies, because these babies were considered ro
c¥*
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be special delicacies, then Columbus must have realized that the alleged
natural innocence of the ‘noble savages' was rather a mi

However interesting all this might be for the Old World, Columbus
soon found out thar there were no treasures of any value in Guanahani. *Tt
looked to us as if the island were poor in everything’, Columbus remarked
in one of his reports and elsewhere he added with full emphasis:

It was particularly important for me to learn whether any gold existed among them;
some wore small golden bars through their noses. From their signs T leamnit tharin an

island 10 the south there lived a king, owning whole vessels of gold. . . . The gold,
which the natives wear tn their noses, comes from this island. But T do not wish 1o lose

any time in searching for it for I must endeavour to reach Cipangu quickly.

Gald! Always gold! Here we see revealed, with unmitigated clarity,
one of the main incentives for Columbus’s voyage. Just as in the Portu-
guese voyages of discovery, so also in the Spanish enterprises, the auri
sacra fames, the cursed greed for gold, was a very strong motive. There-
fore Columbus did not dally in Guanahani. As early as the afterncon of
the 14th October, he weighed anchor and, raking seven natives with him,
he sailed on in a south-westerly direction, where, said the Tainos, who
quite likely did not accompany Columbus entirely of their own free will,
he would find the golden land supplying them with their own ornaments.
It was a wonderful voyage past rich tropical island vegerarion. Islands
covered with fowers, glowing with all the colours of the rinbow,
fragrant with the sweetest of perfumes, emerged one after the other from
the clear, calm waters. Occasionally Columbus sent messengers ashore to
ask for the Grear Khan, and ro report on the nature of the islands. From
one of these missions, his sailors returned with the report thar the savages
had beds that looked like mats of cotton and which they called Aamacay.

They are made with a kind of slipknot. The cords do not run criss-cross but are
joined together along their lengths in so loose 2 manner that a hand can be placed
between them. . . . These Aamacar have a length of five and a half feet and their two ends
consist of many loops of these cords. . . . With these they are attached to the posts of
the huts so that they hang freely above the ground and swing in the air. . . . One can
sleep peascefully in them,

This news seems to have interested Columbus. Since he was a practical
man he might well have realized that this would solve the problem of find-
ing a way for sailors on board ship 1o sleep and rest. In any case, the

i wmﬂweﬁmmimmdumhammmunthei:s!ﬁps,ard
thousands of honest scamen will have given grateful thanks to their great
Columbus, even though they did not know him, many, many

times in their lives when after a long watch they could stretch out in ane
ofthm.A.Httt:lamtthmmg:uesealsnintmdunedthemufhammmh
in their ships. According to the German navigator and merchant Hans
Mayr, who reported the fact in 1505, the Portuguese had come across
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them in India: 3 net of palm fibres fastened to a post and offering space for
one man. Thus the discovery of the hammock seems to have been made on
two independent occasions.

But of course Columbus was not satisfied with mere historical glory and
his disappointment was mounting slowly. The land of gold continued 1o
elude him, He sull placed great hopes on Cuba, which the natives had
described to him as an island already opened up to trade, and he wrote in
his journal:

This island can be nothing but Cipangn. All I have to do is simply to look for the

gold and spices. In any event I shall have to search out Quinsay to deliver the royal
letter 1o the Grear Khan.

However, the Admiral of the Spanish Crown must have begun to have
some slight doubt as to whether these islands were in fact connected with
Cipangu. Yet, when a few days
later, on the 28th October, he
dropped anchor before Cuba, he
had lostall his doubts. The rainy
season had just finished so that
tropical nature was glowing in
all its glory. Columbus never
tired of praising the incom-
parable magic of this region.
“The scent of the flowers and
trees is glorious beyond all
deseription. The song of hirds
and the chirping of crickets may 6. Tobacco drinking.
be heard all night. The air is soft
and balmy, being neither hot nor cold. Here would 1 like to live for ever®,
he wrote in his diary, and full of the joy of discovery he believed that he
could see mastic in all the forests, banks of pearls in the sea, and gold in the
metallic sheen of the river-beds. No doubt, this was Cipangu! Or if not
Cipangu, then it must be India. He was sure now that he had finally
reached his great objective.

But the gold of which he had dreamt, the heavy bars and great muggets
of gold lying about everywhere, the trinkets which had no value for the
natives because they were so common; all this could not be found, This
dream of Ei Dorado which he had chased across the great ocean from dis-
tant Spain remained a dream. The Indians now told him that the great king
who owned all the gold did not reside on the island of Cuba, but on Cifao.
Again Columbus interpreted this place-name as Cipangu and sailed on.
On the and November he sent two men ashore with orders to discover
more about the nature of these regions. Four days later the messengers
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returned, and in his entry for the 6th November Columbus reported in
detail whar had happened to them:

My messengers reported that afier a march of about rwelve miles they had discoversd
a village with about one thousand inhabitanis. The natives had received them core-
moniously, had lodged them in the most beautiful houses, cartied them in their srms,
kissed their hands and feer and, in short, hed tried to make it elear 1o them in every
possible way that it was known the white men had descended from the gods. Some
fifty men and women had asked for permission o return with them to the Heaven of
the eternal gods. My two messengers reported that they had epcountered many men
and women carrying some sort of cylinder in which sweetly smelling herbs were glow-
ing. These they supposed were dried herb stalks covered by an equally dry but broader
leaf. The peaple sucked the other end of the eylinder and, as it were, drank in the smoke.
Although this apparemly intoxicated them it also seemed to protect them from fatigue.
The niatives said that they called these cylinders sabacas.,

The report of the two messengers, which, according to Columbus’s
diary, gave information concerning the character of the area, the nature of
the trees growing there, its spices and delicacies, said nothing of gold. And
after all, the latter had been the whole purpose of the voyage. No doubt
the Spanish Majesties would be very pleased to learn that their new lands
wete 0 fertile and full of a host of good things. But what Spain needed,
and needed desperately, at this moment was gold, and nothing but gold,
for when the Moors and Jews were expelled they had taken their capital
with them. Yet gold was precisely what could not be found.

Columbus’s crew seemed to sense the mounting restlessness of the
Admiral. Disappointment spread, and on the 21st November, Martin
Alonzo Pinzén, Columbus’s immediate subordinate, deserted together
with the Pinza in order to discover the land of gold off his own bat. Good
weather alone remained faithful to Columbus. Despite the fact that tor-
nadoes are so common in these latitudes, he continued 1o sail day after day
under the same smiling sky and with the same soft breezes. At the begin-
ning of December he reached Haiti, of which the natives on board could
only speak with shy wonder and slight horror, They called the inhabitants
of the island Caribs and said they were cannibals. Once again Columbus
made a mistake. He misunderstood his native guides and misinterpreted
the term ¢aniba which they applied to the inhabitants of Haiti (and from
which the word cannibal was later derived) as the customary appellation of
the subjects of the Grear Khan,

But the Great Khan remained just as elusive as Cipangu and Quinsay.
Through the carelessness of the helmsman they even foundered, The
Santa Maria struck a sandbank and could no longer put to sea. Therefore
the sailors brought everything ashore that could be of any importance and
since the Vida, the smallest of the craft, was not large enough to hold all of
them, a part of the crew stayed behind in a forr, quickly built from the
wreckage of the Senta Maria, while Columbus sailed on. Relations with
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the natives were good. The cacigue, as the Indians called their ruler, seemed
to be well disposed towards the strangers, and food and supplies of all
kinds sufficient for a whole year were stored in the fort so that, as far as was
humanly possible 1o predict, nothing untoward could happen. Further-
more Haiti seemed to be much richer in gold than the previous islands.
During the short time they stayed there after the shipwreck, while the fort
was being constructed, they gathered quite a handsome treasure of gold

FlI. Columbus's own sketch of the noreh coast of Hairi.

through exchanges with the natives. Thus gold had been discoverad, true
not very much, but enough to cover the costs of the empresa de las Indias.

Shartly after the shipwreck, Pinzén returned with somewhat feeble
excuses for his absence. His unauthorized search for the gold-land had
been fruitless, and the Admiral could justly assume that his self-willed
subordinate would avoid any future escapades. But who could guarantes
that one day he would not slip off again in order to get back to Spain before
Columbus? This thooght left the Admiral no peace. Having had to wait
for so many years hefore finally managing to reach the abject of his dreams,
it was not pleasant to think that another might anticipate him in tasting of
the glories of these new discoveries. Thus in the middle of January 1403
he decided to return to Spain.

This decision must have been a difficult one to make, For a full twelve
weeks now he had sailed up and down what he assumed to be the shores of
Asia without finding either Cipangu or the Great Khan. No dignitaries,
loaded with gold and clad in brocade, had awaited him, but only poverty-
stricken, naked savages. Nowhere had he found those thickly pupulmaenl
cities Marco Polo had spoken of so eloquently. Not a single spice of
trading importance had been discovered, but only poor substitutes for
cinnamon and pepper. True, he had discovered gold on Haiti and a regular
working would certainly prove rewarding. Bur how could he prove 1o
Their Catholic Majesties that he had really been to the shores of Cathay,
the lands of the Great Khan? Certainly Columbus could not have had



4 The World Unveiled

happy thoughis in his mind when on the night of the 15th16th January
1493 he left Haiti on his voyage home to Spain.

As we have seen, the crossing from the Canaries to the Bahama Islands
was not 50 much a feat of nautical skill as a test of moral courage, bur the
voyage home made the highest demands on the navigational ability of the
Admiral, his captains and pilots. No obliging trade wind blew the ships-
across the breadths of the oceans: rather Columbus had to use his wits to
get ot of the zone of the Trades and find traces of westerly winds. As far
as Bermuda he sailed & northerly course, on the starboard tack against
easterly winds. When rwo weeks after his departure he had the west wind
behind him, it was a wicked winter wind bringing squalls, storms, hurri-
canes, icy showers and a wild sea. The two caravels ploughed their way

VL. Columbus's route on his firse voyage to America.

to the east, pitching so much that the bow was continually swamped by
the foaming breakers, and the rudder, more than two-thirds out of the sea,
was practically useless,

On the 12th February the weather became still worse. For a long time
disaster threatened the tiny ships. The wind blew fiercely all day long and
kept changing its direction from west to south-west; as a result there were
extraordinarily strong heavy cross-seas. Columbus had taken in all sails,
and so the steadying and lifting force of the wind was denied the ships
which laboured heavily along, creaking in all their seams. When after
twenty-four hours the storm abated somewhat, the sails were unfurled
once more; but the wind rose again with full force from the south-west on
the aftemoon of the 13th February. Because of the mighty swell from the
west, heavy cross-seas broke across the ships. During thar night, Colum-
bus's ship, the Nz, lost sight of the Pinza. The Niia, lacking adequate
ballast and in constant danger of capsizing, fought its way towards the east.
For hours, Columbus himself lost all hope, no longer able to believe that
things could end well. Full of forebodings of his fate, he threw a tightly
sealed little barrel overboard containing a short report on his voyage. He
then summoned his crew to appear before him, and they drew lots twice
to decide who should make a pilgrimage to the Holy Virgin of Guadalupe
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in the mountains of Estremadura if they got safely back to Spain. And each-
time the lot fell to Columbus. So passed the 14th Febnuary, Towards
evening the storm abated, the sea slowly grew calmer and by night the
danger had passed. A quiet day followed, and on the evening of the r5th
February 1493 land could just be made out ahead, Columbus immediately
came to the correct conelusion that this could only be one of the Azores
islands. In fact it was Santa Maria, the most southerly of them.

Now the worst was over. The nautical feat demanded of Columbus’s
skill had been successfully performed. He had discovered the way home.
Some unpleasant weeks followed in the power of the Portuguese who
owned the Azores and who treated the homeward-bound voyager,
allegedly from Asia, with none too friendly a spirit because in their
opinion Columbus had gone illegally to Guinea. But in the end, they let
him go and allowed him to sail. On the 14th March 1493, after a ratal
absence of seven and a half months, Columbus re-entered Palos harbour.
The Pinta, 100, arrived on the same evening, After it had been driven off
its course by the storm, at the end of February it had sighted the Galician
coast of northern Spain, and had finally sailed along the coast as far as
Palos. Pinzén had already made haste to inform Their Catholic Majesties.
of the discovery of new lands and of his own happy return from Galicia.
But Ferdinand and Isabella understood only too well the significance of
his haste. Pinzén was not summoned to the court. He had to stay on board
his ship and, deeply wounded by the royal disfavour, he stole back to
Palos. He could not bear this dashing of his hopes. He fell ill on board
ship, handed over command to his brother, and died soon after reaching
Palos.

There is no need to stress that Columbus’s return was the occasion for a
magnificent reception, and for a great number of feasts and banquets, The
Royal Court, at that time in Barcelona, showered every possible distine-
tion on the courageaus discoverer, who, accompanied by a number of
Indios, and surrounded by all kinds of strange objects from the New
World, had presented himself to Their Catholic Majesties. Columbus
made good use of their favourable attirude to him to praise the beauties of
the new land, its immense riches, the wonders of the tropics, their fertility
and their glory. True, when he had first set sail he had promised to find the
Indizn islands of Cipangn, so rich in spices, and also the kingdoms of
Japan and Cathay, the great Chinese Empire with its innumerable canals,
its marble bridges and its golden palaces, so wondrously described by
Marco Polo. He had obviously failed to do so and a few doubting and
questioning voices were raised amid the general jubilation. Calumbus
himself could not have expected otherwise. Thus in the final sentences of
the report of his voyage written for the Spanish King, he protected him-
self in advance against all attacks in that he depicted himself —and this
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must in fact have been his real attitude —as God’s tool, whose *voyage,
albeit apparently executed with so much levity, will resound to the glory
of Christianity’. Yet despite all doubts, the idea that these newly dis-
covered lands could be parts of a previously unknown continent was
naturally not even considered, and very soon a start was mads to preparea
large armada to conquer the land in the west.

During the preparations for this, Columbus, fulfilling his vow, started
on his pilgrimage to the Madonna of Guadalupe. From Barcelona he first
made for Madrid and from there to the Sierra de Estremadura. No
itinerary of the Admiral’s pilgrimage exists and thus we do not know in
detail what paths Columbus used. But it is not impossible that he travelled
by way of Trujillo and that Francisco, the fourteen-year-old son of the
swineherd Pizarro, gazed in wonder as the mighty man’s train of pilgrims
went past along the road. A few decades later this self-same Francisco
Pizarro was 1o overrun the gigantic land of the Incas and would himself
take the place of Inca, the Son of the Sun. And to the south-west, in the
little town of Medellin, which Columbus might have passed through some
days later, another young boy might well have stood by the roadside to
see the Admiral: Fernando Cortés, who would one day conquer Mexico
and win the fabulous Kingdom of the Aztecs for the Crown of Spain.

Columbus’s train of pilgrims was a magnificent spectacle, and excited
much interest. On the one hand there were the officers of the Crown who
accompanied the Admiral and who were destined to hold high offices in
the new lands beyond the oeean. Then there were the six Jndios who had
_ beenbaptized a1 the Spanish Royal Court and who were about to return to
their compatriots as true believers in Christ. Finally there was Don
Cristobal Coldn himself, Grandee of Spain, Admiral of the Oceans and
Viceroy of the lands discovered by him: a greying, ruddy-complexioned,
serious man of commanding presence. It was well known during that sum-
mer of 1493, when he rode through Spain in the guise of a pilgrim, that
he had been closeted for many days with Their Majesties and that he had
been honoured and distinguished by them as no other seaman had been be-
fore him. Dark rumours had reached them from near-by Portugal of the
despair of King John on receiving the news of Columbus's safe rerurn,
According to these ramours he had exclaimed: * Was | completely stricken
with blindness? Why did 1 let this man go?’

The Portuguese King had not let matters rest there; he had immediately
taken steps 1o gain something from the discoveries of Columbus for him-
self. Even before Columbus had arrived in Barcelona, the Spanish am-
bassador in Lishon had reported to the Court that Portugal was equipping
a fleet, whose aim was the new lands beyond the ocean. This had to be pre-
vented, first of all by diplomatic means and since, according to the ideas on
international law current at the end of the Middle Ages, the Pope alone
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could dispose of all those lands not yet belonging to Christian rulers, His
Holiness was immediately approached by Spain. Pope Alexander VI, a
born Spaniard himself, was deeply indebted to Spain and the Spanish
Crown and thus as carly as the beginning of May 1493, the Vatican
decreed that the newly discovered islands or continents found by the
dilectus filius Christophorus Colén all belonged to the Spanish Crown. Itis
true that in certain respects this contradicted previous Papal decisions,
and in particular the bull Aeterni regis of 1481, according to which
Portugal had the right to lay claim ro all lands lying south and west of the
Canaries. Naturally, Portugal did not hesitate to insist on this right with
great force. Thereupon Spain sent a delegation to the Pope, and at the end
of June 1493 the Papal Court, in the famous bull Jarer cactera, decreed
thar a line drawn from the North to the South Pole, one hundred miles
west of the Azores, was to be the border between the Spanish and the
Portuguese spheres of control.

Undoubtedly this decision of Alexander VI was based on the reports
Columbus had given of his voyages. The longitude of 38° W. lies very
close to this demarcation line and divides the climate of the old world and
that of America. At this point the temperature changed, the Trades set in
with full force, the compass deviated to the north-west, different con-
stellations appeared in the skies, giant meadows of floating seawceds
covered the ocean, in short, as Columbus reported of his third voyage, it
looked “as if a hill had been left behind on the horizon”. Seamen might
have understood this, but landlubbers eould not make much sense of ir,
and they might have found a commentary by Las Casas easier to under-
stand. In his reports about America he tells us that there are neither lice
nor fleas there and then continues:

Usually ships and people going o sea are crawling with these little animals; on one’s
first voyage they always cause much rrouble and much distress. What is remarkable in
the voyage to India is the fact that lice are hatched as far as the Canary Islands, and a5

far as one hundred miles west or as far as the longitude of the Azores. But then they die
and 2s so0n as the first islands of America are entered no one has any lice.

For people from the Mediterranean, where flies and other insscts even
today are a plague, such statements must naturally have caused much sur-
prise. We do not know whether the formal Spanish diplomats who per-
suaded Alexander VI to decree this line of demarcarion of 38° W. had
spoken of this. If this were the case, then lice and flies played a part in
creating the world-famous division between the Spanish and Portugnese
spheres of control.

During the weeks and months of these diplomatic negotiations,
preparations had been completed by Juan de Fonseca, nephew of the
Archbiship of Seville, for Columbus’s second voyage across the ocean. In
five months, this capable merchant and organizer had managed to collect
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and to equip fully a flect of seventeen ships. On the a5th September 1493
he was ready. Seventeen ships bedecked with flags and banners and with
twelve hundred Spaniards on board left Cadiz sailing south-west.

Full of hopes for the furure, Columbus had given some thought to
developing the new lands agriculturally: he took with him cattle, sheep,
pigs, horses, seeds of European grain and sugar-cane, all presents from the
Old to the New World, which would make successful colonization
possible. All these were to flourish beyond expectation in the new lands.
On the 2nd October the armada arrived in Gran Canaria, and between
the 7th and 1oth October it started onits ocean crossing. Sailing before the
north-east Trade it reached the West Indian islands as early as the
4th November. In order to make full use of the Trade Columbus had
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IX. The routes of Columbus’s second, third and fourth voyages.

this ume set a more southerly course, On the 22nd November the fleet
anchored off Haiti; not one year had elapsed since Columbus had bidden
farewell to the first Spanish sertlement on the island, the Feste Natividad.
But instead of the flourishing community he had expected to find, he was
faced with ruins and desolation. Cruelties and bloodshed had so aroused
the natives against their white oppressors that they had used the occasion
of a Spanish reconnaissance expedition into the interior o avenge them-
selves. Columbus was so disappointed at discovering the remains of mur-
der and arson, instead of the expected hars of gold, that he ordered the
sertlement’s well to be dug up, thinking it to be the secret cache for the
treasures that those he had left behind had surely collected. Nothing could
be found and it was decided to establish a new settlement in a more
favourable position. This settlement, christened Isabella by Columbus, in
honour of the Queen, locked like a real fortress. It was placed under the
command of his brother Diego, and he himself returned on board ship in
order finally to spy out the fabulous Cipangu.
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But both Cipangu and Ophir, suspected to lie in the interior of Haiti,
proved to be nothing bur foalish deceptions. Many hopes collapsed here.
Moreover, those who accompanied Columbus on the second voyage were
mainly of the type that had never been used to work, and who thought
that one had merely to come to foreign lands to find nches unlimited. They
had come for gold. They had thought they would be able to fill their
pockets with little effort and
rerurn to  their comfortable
homes as gentlemen of great
wealth. But reality had failed
them. Thus it was that many
more disillusioned people
returned from this second
vayage, begun under such
promising auspices; than had
done so from the first. On the
tith June 1496, Columbus
returned once again o Cadiz
surrounded by the evidence
of his discoveries: gold, natives
and wopical showpieces. But
this time his reception was
considerably cooler than it had
been on his first return, for
once again he had come back
without what was expected of
him; without mountains of

gold. True, he could still
e to allay the disfavour X. The town of [sabella in Haiti,

with which he was openly met,

but it took two full years for him to obtain the means for his third yoyage
in 1498. Again he discovered many new lands, but even this third expedition
did not grant him the satisfaction of reaching his aim: Cipangu. Still, he
managed 1o discover the El Dorado, which the natives had spoken about,
in the gold-fields of Cibao on the island of Haiti. Nuggers of gold, the
size of hens’ eggs, were found in large quantities, and this discovery was
a high measure of recompense for the terrible losses of men and property
caused by the collapse of Isabella, the sertlement which had taken the
place of Port Natividad on Hait. A fever, originating in the near];y
lowlands, had wiped out people by the score, and this opportunity had
been used by criminal elements for robbing, plundering, and outrages of
all kinds. Columbus checked the smouldering rebellion, but in doing so
he was forced to take repressive measures against some sons of the Spanish

1111



52 The World Unveiled

nobility, and so it did not take long for him to be decried at home as a
slave-driver, a bloodthirsty monster and high-handed tyrant. Thus, while
Columbus was still busy establishing order the command arrived from
Spain that Columbus must answer for his crimes before Their Majesties.
He started on the return voyage in chains. Although, once in Spain, the
prosecution was soon dropped, his good relationship with the Spanish
Crown was finished for ever. And in 1502 —perhaps more in order to be
rid of him than because great store was set by his fourth voyage —the King
agreed to his plan for a final effort to find the route to East India, which
the Portuguese had just succeeded in reaching via Africa.

Steering west along the north coast of Honduras, Columbus this time
went beyond the regions he had previously discovered as far as the isth-
mus of Panama. Here he learned of a great ocean a few days’ journey from
this shore. He also learned of the unique culture of the Mayas in Yucatan,
This news revived his old expectations, which had become shaky when he
had heard of the unknown sea beyond the shores. Nowhere could he dis-
cover a western passage, so Columbus was in fact led to believe he was
facing the continent in which he had hoped to discover Marco Polo's
wonderland. He was also told of Ciguare, the mythical gold-land in the
north-west, where men and women went about in shining gold ornaments,
and which today is believed 1o have been Mexico. He himself had the
satisfaction once again of finding gold, but the bad state of the ships which
the Spaniards had given this troublesome fellow forced him to interrupt
his journey and to start on the voyage back.

By the time they reached Jamaica, the vessels had begun to leak so much
that there could be no question of continuing. Cut off from all contact
with the Spanish colony, Columbus and the rest of his crew had to waste
almost a whole year before the governor of Haiti, appointed by the Crown,
decided to do something for the shipwrecked company, of whose condi-
tion he had long been informed. After a long absence, Columbus returned
once again to Spain in the autumn of 1504, only to find his patron Isabella
of Castile on her deathbed. Columbus’s great resilience had been broken
by the vexations and humiliations showered on him. For rwo years he
continued the fight for his rights, and for the restitution of the favours
bestowed on him. Then he gave up. He died on Ascension Day, in the
year of Our Lord 1506, and with him passed away one of the greatest men
who had ever worked for Spain. For it was owing to Columbus that the
Spanish King could boast, not many years later, that the sun never ser on
his domain.

The consequences of his discoveries had, as we know, been unpredic-
table. The most immediate consequence was the decline of Turkish power
in Europe, though the terrible storming of Vienna by the Turks in the
second half of the seventeenth century was to reveal the full extent of the
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dangers to Europe from this quarter. The centre of the world had shifted
to the northern and western shores of Europe, where it would remain for
centuries. Through Columbus’s courageous discoveries the Atlantic
Ocean had become an *inland sea”.

All that remains is to ask how the news brought by Columbus spread
through Europe and whar effects it had. The first question cannot be
answered satisfactorily. It would appear that the Latin world was the first

to learn about Columbus, and
that north of the MP&'. maore CLalta dellifole che ba troata sassamenten! Re difpagna.

time passed before his dis- [EEaaatl il S GAREITNT
coveries were known, ¢

Since at first all knowledge
of the exploits of Columbus
was based on his own reports,
it is easy to understand why it
was generally believed that the
Admiral had in fact gone to
India. Thus the circumference
of the earth had to be con-
siderably smaller than Prolemy
had taught. Once again the
ancients, those much admired
masters of thoughtand know-
ledge, had quite obviously been
in error. But as 4’31'1}’ as the 7, Title-page of a broadshest on Columbus's
autumn of 1493 doubts were landing, which appeared in Florence in 1493
voiced whether the new land
beyond the ocean in the west was in fact India. And on the 15t November
1493 Peter Martyr in a letter to Cardinal Sforza coined the term *New
World® in speaking of Columbus as the repersor ille Novi Orbis. True, he
was not completely certain, for he admitted that these might be previously
unknown islands lying off Asia. It was only when Magelldn sailed round
the world that the truth was known. But still, Peter Martyr had invented
the expression * New World’; only in 1583 did the name America, derived
from the Christian name of Amerigo Vespucdi, another great Iralian sea-
farer, come into common use.

Our second question regarding the effects that the discovery of the New
World had on the Old is even more dificult to answer, To understand
these effects we shall have to return to the documents of the time.! They
are imbued with the deep despair felt by thoughtful men towards the end
of the fifteenth century. Their forefathers having made a magnificent stare
into the world at the times of the crusades, everything seemed now to he

' See also Conguest &y Man (Hamish Hamilon),
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stagnation. The Church of Christ had become divided, the Turks had
brought devasmation to the whole of the Balkans, and had advanced up 1o
the gates of Vienna. Catholicism was rotting in the morass of cynicism,
-and not only God and religion were affected but also science, faith in the
Emperor, respect for money —the very foundations of society. On the
one hand, heresy was rife, questioning the Pope and his authority; on
the other, the rise of nationalism was undermining the unity of feudal
Christendom. The Emperor of the Holy Roman Empire, successor to
Charlemagne, and temporal Lord of the West, not only had to fight against
the kings of France and England but his own lords and nobles had risen up
against him. And traditional values and institutions, which existed on
eanth by the grace of God, were now confronted with a fresh enemy,
capitalism, which was mercilessly to unhinge the whaole frame of the world.
How could an epoch such as the Middle Ages, based as it was on an un-
yielding belief in absolute values, in authority, spiritual and tem
come 1o terms with this general upheaval of its most cherished

tioned tenets? It could not, and despondency set in. A deep malaise had
gripped the world, a feeling that shis age was inferior to eariter epochs had
become widespread: and then a poor sailor from Genoa, a humble
citizen, discovered, thanks only to his unshakeable tenacity, a new land in
which the white man, so sick and doubting of himself, was treated as
a god.

The spiritual consequences are clear. The discovery of America must
have had the same immediate effect on that self-doubting generation as
wotld arise if contemporaries of ours were 1o land on some far-distant star,
there to be greeted as gods. The Reformation and Counter-Reformation,
the opulence of the Baroque period, indeed even the French Revolution
of 1789, are the expression of the significance of Columbus's discovery for
the old world: the European recovered his self-respect; a start towards new
shores and a new day had been made. Admittedly this tonic effect quite
aften turned into arrogance, and at the very beginning of this new age
there appeared the poisonous germ of megalomania whose terrible con-
sequences we have all felt, are still feeling and will continue to feel.
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HANKS be to God for pepper!
People in Lishon had lived by the pepper trade for the last quar-

ter of a century. Each new expedition, sent by the Crown to Africa,
brought back shiploads of this precious spice to Portugal. While the quays
of Venice were becoming deserted, merchandise from all over the earth
was arriving at Lisbon. Those merchants who had begun to deal in the
pepper business at the beginning of the seventies, when the profits from
the Africa trade were granted to John, the Crown Prince, had long since
become wealthy. For pepper was the ideal trade. It was worth its weight in
silver. Customs duties, rents and rtaxes, even court fines, were paid in
pepper. It bought groundand land, paid off mortgages, could buy burgher-
ship and coats of arms. The most beautiful women, the noblest horses,
the most brilliant jewels, precious carpets, rare furs: all of these could be
had for pepper.

Since that time the price of pepper has fallen steadily. In 1473, when John
himself began to participate in this great business, this hot spice had still
been so costly that only the great of the land could afford it, but, in the
year of Our Lord 1498, even ordinary people could pepper their Sunday
or holiday chicken. They too could enjoy the fashionable supper dish of'a
mixture of sugar and pepper, toasted on bread.

True, this was nothing but a fad and many voices were raised against
this preference for Oriental spices and delicacies. Ulrich von Hutten, the
famous German classicist, was one of the loudest objectors, and very sig-
nificantly the fighting slogans of this intellectual landowner, *expro-
priated” by the course of events, are noticeably tempered by national and
anti-capitalist resentments. ‘After Pliny’s times, the old Germans fed
themselves on carmeal’, he wrote in one place. *Now it has become the
fashion to live on products from overseas. This has brought riches to the
Fuggers! and their clique, and so long as we remain slaves to our stomachs,
they alone in all Germany will have riches and live in palaces.” Elsewhere
he asserted: *T wish 1o mention the life of my grandfather, Lorenz Hutren,
as a glowing example of a simple life. He was a rich man and held the
highest offices in both the civil and military services. But pepper, ginger,

! Fugpers: old merchant &mily in Augsburg, mised o the nobility and attining
riches in the sixteenth century; bankers Kﬁmmdhﬁ,mmo?dtnm(h.].]?.;
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saffron and other foreign spices never crossed his threshold, and he only

wore coars of German wool.”

How familiar all this sounds! And at the same time how fatuous and
threadbare. How often have we heard such diatribes, and how futile they
have always been! In any case, as far as the importation of tropical spices
was concerned, Hutten’s pamphlets were completely without effect. The
need for seasoning was very real. Europe in the Middle Ages did not
produce enough fodder 10 maintain its livestock through the winter, and
so, in all countries, a great slaughter was made in autumn. After the gar-
gantuan feasts given on such occasions, the left-overs were smoked and
pickled. Admittedly, at the courts of the great, the first ice-cellars had
already been constructed, but the mass of the papulation, right up to the
end of the seventeenth cenrury, ate pickled and smoked meat during three-
quarters of the year. Fresh meat was obtainable only during the summer
and early autumn and so, to make this monotonous diet more palatable,
oriental spices and condiments were used in ever-increasing quantities
until, in the words of a contemporary song, dishes were so spiced that
people’s mouths smelled like an apothecary’s store, and hot vapours
escaped from their lips like steam.

Since the time of the crusades, the most sought-after of these spices, im-
ported from the east, had been pepper, that strange fruit of the piper
nigrum. For a long time Europeans believed that its shrivelled ap
was due to roasting over a slow fire. Only towards the end of the Middle
Ages was it learnt that this hot, devilish object had been neither roasted
nor treated in any other mysterious way. If the shell was left on, when the
berries were being dried in the sun, the result was black pepper; if the shell
was removed before drying, a mild, white pepper was obtained. In the
main, the latter variety was sent to Asia, and to China in particular, which
ar that time consumed even more pepper than today, while the black
pepper was exported to Europe. For centuries, Alexandria in Egypt and
also Venice hiad been the main centres of the pepper trade.

Then, suddenly, Lisbon had stepped to the forefront and had become
the leading port for this profitable business. With ever-inereasing imports,
the price of pepper had dropped and it was no longer possible to get rich
as quickly as during the golden decades of this admired * capiral ufﬁumpe'.
However, with the fall in the price of pepper there occurred a correspond-
ing rise in consumption. Since even burghers and artisans had a share in
the riches of the Orient, demand had increased by leaps and bounds. Mer-
chanys from Portugal, Spain and France, from Germany, from the Nether-
lands and the Scandinavian countries, all of whom had once been the
customers of the rich Tralians, now came 1o Lishon. The Alpine passes,
which, but a few years previously, had been crowded with the covered
wagons of the merchants from upper Germany on their long path to
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Genoa, Venice and Milan, were deserted, The silver, from the Fi

mines in Silesia and Hungary or extracted from mines in the Tyrol and
Carinthia, and also their copper for casting gun barrels, now flowed in an
endless siream to Portugal. Whole shiploads of the finest Flemish lace
were arriving from Antwerp; innumerable bags of corn and thick bales of
the finest leather from the Baltic lands of the Prussians, Estonians and
Lithuanians, while the Norwegians and Swedes paid in furs. Arctic and
silver-fox skins, polar-bear skins, walrus tusks —all luxuries which once
not even the Court of the
Crown had been able to
afford —had now become quite
common in Lishon.

Was this expansion of trade
not wonderful] Was this not
progress! Even the ordinary
citizen of Portugal shared in
the great successes of civiliza-
tion, in the economic pros-
perity and the general advance.

Admittedly, in Portugal
people did little but congratu-
late themselves on their luck.
But in Venice it was a different
story. Portugal was cutting
away the basis of its prosperity.
The Venetians were angry. At
first the}r limited themselves 8. Pepper harvest.,
to mere propaganda. They
declared with emphasis and authority that the months’-long transport of
valuable spices in the damp holds of the ocean-going caravels spoilt the
aroma and made the Oriental delicacies unpalatable for the true gourmet.
When this did not have the desired effect, they tried to incite the Sultan
of Egypt. In October of 1502, they sent one of their best brains, one
Benedetto Sanude, to Cairo, to point out to the Sulan that he would be
the worst hit if Portugal was allowed 1o monopolize the spice trade. The
Sulmn was asked to persuade the Indian Rajahs to sell nothing to the
Portuguese, since otherwise all the precious money, which hitherto had
gone into his exchequer, would go to them instead. The Venetians them-
selves would have no option but to buy in Lisbon instead of Alexandria —
which was in fact what happened from 1515 onwards. But the Sultan
declined. Ar thar moment he could do nothing. Then, according to
rumours current at the time, Venice sent artillery officers and experts 1o
strengthen the defences of the Indian Rajahs. It is not certain that these




6o The World Unveiled

rumours were correct, yet it is not impossible, for rrade with Egypr and
India was the very basis of the economic existence of Venice, and when one
is-driven into a corner all means are legitimate.

The economic situation was an urgent reason why the Italian merchant-

ics had to use all means ar their disposal to stem the advancing tide
of the Portuguese. Italy stood by no means alone. Spain and France were
also worried by this new prosperity of Portugal. Diplomatic relations be-
came strained and no effort was spared to make things as difficult as pos-
sible for the upstart power. But since, as far back as 1481, the Pope had
granted Portugal sovereignty over all the lands lying south and west of
the Canaries, very little could be done. At least in that respect Portugal was
quite safe.

Unfortunately, the situation at home was not all calm sailing. Many
merchants had gained great wealth from the pepper trade, and the State
and the Crown, who had a share in every bag of spice sold, had done very
well also. And yet severe crises kept recurring, for the boundless, sudden
influx of highly priced spices had the same consequences in Portugal as
the flood of gold that came upon Spain after the discovery of America.
Food prices, which were governed by the harvests and by the demand of
the population, did not fluctuate with the dropping prices of gold and
spices, and since on top of all this sailors and adventurers were converging
in their thousands on the Iberian peninsula, bread, meat and butter be-
came dearer and dearer, Wages and manufacturing costs also increased,
and in the first half of the sixteenth century, many articles essential for life
had risen in price by as much as 250 per cent.

At the time nobody could say how it had happened. Capitalism was still
in its cradle. Neither Pope nor Emperor could do anything to stop the
tragedy. Only fifty years later an unknown figure, the lawyer and political
theoretician, Jean Bodin, concluded in his Discours sur les canses de
Pextréme cherté qui est aujourd hui en France, published at Paris in 1568,
that the terrible increase in general prices was caused by the surfeit of gold
and silver. Jean Bodin's theory was completely correct. When he was
born at the beginning of the sixteenth century, the total amount of precious
metals in Europe was about seven thousand tons, with a value of between
150 million pounds o 250 million pounds; at the end of the century in
the vaulis of the merchants, in the carters’ huts and the F:&lamsafkingg'
this had increased to about 23,000 tons of silver and 750 tons of gold
with a value of 600 to 750 million pounds. The old fable of King Midas, in
whose hands everything changed to gold, had become a reality in the
West during the sixteenth century. A single convoy arriving in Seville
carried a load of gold worth three million ducats, and the Duke of
Albuquerque had forty solid silver ladders made so that his servants might
ferch down the twelve hundred silver bowls and the fourteen hundred
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silver plates from the high shelves, whenever he gave a banquet, But gold
cannot be eaten and silver does not quench thirst. Thus the prices of food-
stuffs climbed to dizzy heights. Deeply worried, people took note of this
puzzling phenomenon which characteristically made its first appearance on
the Iberian peninsula. They explained it through the increase in popula-
tion, bad harvests, wars and finally through the evil of usury. The
prophetic admonition of the German poet Freidank, some 250 years
earlier: * God has created three estates: knights, peasants and clerics, The
fourth was the devil’s own work, which is called the estate of usury,’ was
now on everyone’s lips.

Even the great ‘pepperbags’, as the merchants were suddenly called,
were anxious, for every time one of the siill larger royal Portuguese
armadas returned, utter confusion reigned in the spice market. This hap-
pened first in 1460, when the fleet brought back malaguerte from Africa,
those highly prized *comns of paradise® which had previously been im-
ported from Alexandria through Venice. In 1485 it happened a second
time when Diego Cio arrived on the Tagus, his ships laden with pepper.

Nobody in Lisbon had expected this, Fully convinced that the demand
would increase and that prices would rise, the spice merchants had been
confident. Great cargoes of spices had been bought on speculation and
then, quite contrary to all expectation, tens of thousands of quintals of
pepper and *coms of paradise” were suddenly piling up in the docks. The
import firms had to settle, and since prices at the mere news of the arrival
of the fleet had fallen by half, bankruptcy followed on bankruptcy.

Curses on pepper! Curses on the pepperbags! Curses and death and
hellfire to the usurers!

Such slumps had already struck Lisbon twice before, but they had been
forgotten in the course of the years and, compared with the events of the
1oth July 1499, the black Friday of this year, they appeared almost benign.
Early that morning the caravel Berrio, commanded by Nicolio Coelho
and belonging to Vasco da Gama’s India fleet, arrived in Lisbon. Since his

re two years ago, nothing had been heard of the Admiral’s fleet.
Now one of the four ships which had once sailed out of harbour, had re-
mirned manned by a handful of emaciated sailors covered with ulcerous
scabs, its holds full of spice. The other ships which were bound to arrive
within the next few days were equally laden.

In a matter of hours, the news was all over the town, The spice mer-
chants paled and closed their offices at noon. They were finished, every
man jack of them, each firm, each business. The fact that of the one hun-
dred and fifty sailors who had left with Vasco da Gama only fifry had re-
turned, that many families would that night put our the lights, cover up
their mirrors, leave their windows and doors open, so that the souls of the
dead could retumn for the last time to their wives and children, was not
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considered of prime importance. But that wholesale importers were closing
their stores, that they could no longer meer their commitments and were
bankrupt was very serious news indeed |

This collapse of prosperity spread through the whole of Europe. * There
is no demand whatever for spices, since everyone is expecting news from
Portugal,' could be read in the business reports of the great Ravensburger
Gesellschaft, one of the most famous Upper-German trading combines of
the time. And reporting on the Stock Exchange of Frankfurt-am-Main,
the correspondent of the Ravenshurger wrote to his head office: * Nobody
dares to have any large dealings in spices, for all are afraid of shipments
that might arrive from Calicu.’

Not only the large firms but grocers also were affected. There was far
less specialization in those days than we have today, and an average
trader’s store at the beginning of the sixteenth century had as wide a
of articles as an American drug store. The widow Pithan in the middle of
the sixteenth century, as we know froma yearly inventory, had supplies of
the following goods in her store in Frankfurt: rice, currants, wine, pepper,
nutmeg and all other spices, cotton, linen, paper, alum, sandalwood, dye-
woods, pigments, gold, silver, copper, tin, lead, leather, tobacco, sugar,
saffron, wax, tartar and also fabrics from Epinal, Augsburg and Brabant.
Equally diverse and confusing was the shop of Hans von Ringen, ‘Spicy
Hans" as he was called, in Frankfurt-am-Main in 1516. It seems clear that
shops selling and stocking such a wide range of goods were affected by
any fluctuations in the prices, and thar their customers had to bear the
brunt.

And thus the cry was raised time after time: Curses on pepper! At the
Royal Court in Pormugal, too, the gravity of the situation could be read
on the courtiers’ faces. It was not so much the lamentable condition of the
subjects that troubled them, as the realization that the exploitation of the
discovery of the sea-route to East India was by no means an unmixed
blessing, and that now it was impossible to go back to the more stable
economy of former times. *As ye sow, so also shall ye reap’, and the Por-
tuguese economy could nor pay for the harvest. Portugal, at that time,
had only a million inhabitants and it was manifest thar alone it could
not manage to carry the great political burden brought back by Vasco da
Gama in his weather-beaten ships. This litrle country, having subjected
half the world, had made enemies not only of the Indian Sultans but also
of the Arabs and the Egyptian Mamelukes, in whose hands the Oxiental
spice trade was concentrated. For this reason the Crown, soon after the
return of its most successful Admiral, sent out shrewd negotiators to Ger=
many to contact the Fuggers and the Welsers,* who up to that time had
been interested in Italy. Portugal, which had quite suddenly become the

t Another powerfill pamrician family of Augshurg merchanms (AL]LP.).
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economic fulcrum of the world, was desperately in need of a blood trans-
fusion and required the reviving injection of big capital, and this was in
the hands of the German bankers.

Bur this borrowing of strange blood was not to have the expected
effects. For even before it came about, before international high finance
had gained a firm footing in Portugal, news arrived that the rich and
mighty land of Egypt was in its death throes, and thus a completely new
situation, whose consequences were unpredictable, had arisen. For almost
five centuries the West had done everything in its power to dislodge the
land on the Nile from its position of middleman in trade with the Orient.
Nothing had helped, neither the Papal bulls of excommunication nor yet
the blockade of Egypt by the fleets of the orders of knighthood. Cairoand
Alexandria had continued to be the trading centres for spices and deli-
cacies. First tentatively and hesitantly, then in ever-larger numbers,
European ships, heavily armed merchantmen from Venice, high-huilt
caravels from Catalonia, fast Genoese galleys had sailed into their ports.
Certain conditions had been imposed: the *foreigners’ had to hand over
the tillers and yards of their ships to the Egyptian harbour-masters so that
they were immobilized. Their ships’ crews were allotted berths with others
of their own nation. They were forced to buy all their goods in stipulated
quantities and at fixed prices from the Sultan’s stores, but they were not
plagued by import duties or taxes, excepting in the case of precious
metals, and here the import duty was small, The profits from this skilful
exploitation of the monopoly had been wemendous. It had increased
steadily up to the middle of the fifteenth century, when the Sultan of
Egypt was suddenly confronted by two enemies, more terrible and insur-
mountable than all political conditions.

The two enemies were called sugar and cotton. These were the only two
trading products that Egypt produced herself and from which the land
derived its proper living. Neither really belonged to the Nile. Sugar-cane
came from India, where it had been cultivated since time immemorial, and
cotton from the tropics. Both need much sun and moist soil. Thus in
Egypt they prospered wonderfully well, and it seemed as if the alluvial
land near the Nile had been prepared specially for these plants. As early as
the ninth century, people had known how to refine sugar, and almost at
the same time it was discovered how to work the extremely delicate white
fibres covering the seed of the corton plant. About A.p. 1000 the first ship-
ments of Egyptian sugar arrived in Venice and the rich were delighted with
the taste of the granular powder. The crusades spread its fame quickly
through Europe, and next to the fine corton fabrics, sugar was soon to be-
come one of the chief exports of Egypt. But until the seventeenth century
it remained so expensive that it could only be boughr from the apothecary
by the half-ounce, so that in northern Europe syrup or honey continued 1o
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 be the chief means of sweetening. One whole pig was the bartering price
for a pound of sugar.

For some centuries the Sultans managed to keep the cultivation of
sugar-cane and the technical processing of cotton secret. But from 1300
onwards, both plants were grown along the shores of the Mediterranean.
The plantations in Madeira and the Canaries were to become extremely
vast, and the Nuremberg World Chronicle of 1493 stated triumphantly:

There is found amimgyst other fruits so much sugar that all Europe s beyond
measure endowed with it. The name of the island is Madeirs, whence cometh Madeia

sugar.

When Europe itself began to produce sugar and cotton, the demand for
Egypto-Indian granulated sugar and for Melis (Malta) sugar fell rapidly.
Europe began buying Canary sugar from Madeira and the Canaries, and
also the chieaper Cassonage sugar which came in great barrels from Brazil.
Yet even this, the cheapest sugar available in 1620, cost some thirty
guilders per hundredweight, and this was a forrune,

The same thing happened with cotton. Although cotton from the farms
in Apulia, Sicily, Crete, Greece, Spain and Malta was considered less
valuable, it was also much cheaper and so presented the Egyptian expor-
ters with a deadly threat. The purchase of Indian corton and its re-sale to
Western firms became quite impossible for Egypt, because of the cost in-
volved. Hence these two commodities, which had so long been the wealth
of Egypt, became its ruin.

Meanwhile, the Portuguese, during their voyages to Africa, had
managed to lay hands on a sizeable quantity of spices and other products
at the very source of their production. As a result the merchants no longer
needed the Mameluke Sultans for obtaining even ivory. The Portuguese
trading-houses in Lisbon could supply all their requirements. The
Egyptian purse remained empty, her harbours deserted and, as early as the
beginning of the sixteenth century, the magnificent capital cities of
Alexandria and Gairo had become nothing but ghostly shadows of their
former glory. Once again the political centre had shifted, and until the
building of the Suez Canal, Egypr’s influence on Europe was to decline

¥

The clever rulers at the Portuguese Court very quickly realized thar
Egypt's economic role had fallen to them. They understood that they
would have to control India, that they would have to occupy Malacca and
Aden, and that they would have to secure, not only West Africa, but the
whole wide stretch of the East African shore. They were terrified by the
task facing them, a task far too great for their resources. The present that
Vasco da Gama had brought back from his great voyage had proved to be
as ive as the Trojan Horse,
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Once the land- and sea-power of Carthage had been shattered, Roman
fleets began to range throughout the Mediterranean. They called the
granite promontory jutting out into the sea and protecting the wide basin
formed by the river Douro ‘the hot harbour', Portus Cole. Later the
Iberians called it Portocale; and Portocale was the name of this town even
when it flourished under the Goths and the Vandals, who during the fifth
century descended on the land like locusts. The Moors, who ruled it three
centuries later, still retained the old name, From the Minho and the coves
of the Galician coast in the far north to the Tagus in the south, it is the
only great harbour, and for long the old settlement was to be the * capiral’
of the whole rocky province on the western ocean.

The 25th October 1147 saw the end of this, for on that day Christian
crusaders stormed Lishon and freed it from the rule of the Moors. They
called the whole country after the name of the harbour where they had
first dropped anchor. From now on it was called Portugal and the ancient
Portus Cale on the Douro, the river of wine and happiness, would hence-
forth bear the modest name of Oporto, the harbour.

Gourmets the world over will feel their hearts beat faster at the mention
of Oporto. Pure port wine, not that brownish-coloured liquid which
caommonly bears this name, but light purple in hue, similar in taste to old
Burgundy, only with more body and of more mature sweetness, is a true
gift of God. Very rarely is it exported, and to drink it one must go to
Oporto where since olden times it has been sold in the side-streets near the
Sdo Martinho da Cedofeite, the famous church of Theodomir, King of
the Suevi. Whoever comes from Oporto is proud of the world-wide fame
of his old city, but the fact that the Douro must take second place to the
Tagus, that the name of Lisbon is mentioned before that of Oporto, that
the former has become the capital and that Portus Cale has thus fallen
back, all this wounds their pride, and ever since that 25th October 1147,
this leal e invicta cidade, the *loyal and invincible city” on the Douro, has
been a rival of the more fortunate Lisbon.

In 1480, the year when Ferniio de Magalhiies, later to be known as
Fernando Magellin, the first man to sail round the world, was born, the
discord between the two cities was naturally more pronounced than it is
today. Those who, like Magalhes, a fidalgo de cota de armas, were not of
the highest Lisbon nobility counted but little at the Court. They were
looked upon with the same distrust which they, in turn, felt for the
smooth and palished courtiers, This was one of the reasons why Ferndo de
Magalhes later rurned traitor to Portugal.

The region of Alentejo, according to modern reckoning one hour by car

D
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from Lisbon, had a different history. This fertile and spacious province
on the Bay of Sines would only later join the kingdom ruled by Lisbon.
Here there was no venerable tradition, no rivalry with the brilliant city on
the Tagus. Here there were no noblemen of the fourth rank; here mighty
barons ruled like kings. It was a young land, a kind of colony. Those who,
like the da Gamas, went to Court from here did not bear grudges; they
came without disfavour and suspicion. If they were of the higher nobhility,
they were gladly received in the spacious halls and the shady archways of
the Royal Palace, where today stands the Praga do Comércio, Commerce
Square. They were not long in joining in with the proud cry: Quem nao
tem visto Lisboa, nao tem visto cousa boa’ (Who has not seen Lishon has
not seen beauty). They quickly believed in the legend thar Ulysses, the
great Greek seafarer, was the founder of the settlement of Olisipo,
Lishon.

When Ferndo de Magalhies was born, Vasco da Gama, the third son of
the knight commander of Sines and Cercal, was already sailing in one of
the countless Portuguese caravels. In 1480, Vasco was just 11 years old
and still a child, though big enough 1o ferch cannonballs hot from the
furnace. Pormgal was setting the example of sending its children 1o sea, an
example to be followed by England some three hundred years later. Those
who want to become seamen cannot get to sea early enough. That Vasco,
the son of the commander and captain Estevio da Gama, was to follow in
his father’s footsteps, had long since been decided. His father belonged to
the old school of seamen drilled by the Infante, Prince Henry, called the
“Navigator' although he had never been to sea. Esteviio had led many a
voyage to Africa, and was an experienced sailor and, when Bartolomé
Diaz returned from the Cape of Good Hope in 1487, the King appointed
Captain da Gama as commander of the next fleet of discovery. Ten years
later, in 1498, this fleet finally put to sea. Its commander was not Estevio
the father, bur Vasco the son.

During this period, when expedition after expedition set sail from Por-
tugal in a never-ending stream, Ferndo de Magelhies served as page to the
Queen. He knew thar his presence ar the Court was of great importance
for his father. Now his future was assured. It was a great honour to carry
the Queen’s colours; but while his companions, older than himself, were
given commands on the caravels of His Majesty, or a commission in Fort
Elmina on the Gold Coast, or in the infantry in the fortificarions on the
Azores, Ferndio had to stay behind in Lisbon —he was too young.

As yet he had no idea of whar destiny held in store for him. When in the
middle of January 1497 Vasco da Gama, during an official audience of
King Manuel, received his appointment of Admiral of the India Fleets,
Femndo de Magalhies must cerainly have witnessed this festive &
But there was nothing to connect the all, glittering cavalier from the
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nobility of Sines and Circal, the brave capuin who despite his mere
twenty-seven years was already a seaman tested in a thousand battles, with
the shghﬂyhuh,ulwe—shmdpagrof:he Queen with his piercing black
eyes and abundant black hair. But fate had already decreed that these two
radically different men were to be brothers and comrades. Magalhies was
to become the heir to his more fortunate predecessor, their names must
both be mentioned in the same breath: Vasco da Gama and Femnio de
Magalhies!

When the news of Columbus’s successful rerurn from his first voyage

reachied Lishon, there was much concern lest Spain might be fortunate
to achieve in one stroke the goal that Portugal had sought
incessantly for decades. True, it was in Portugal itself that people had first
to doubt whether Columbus had in fact been to the western shores
of Asia, but nobody could be certain, and there was reason enough for
anxiety. Whoever controlled the sea-route to India was lord of the earth,
Prince Henry"s nautical academy in Pormugal had realized this at a time
when in the rest of Europe horizons did not stretch much further than the
church tower of the neighbouring town. Germany was in a parlous state of
political confusion and dismemberment. France was constantly at war with
England. In Ttaly there were internecine struggles which hampered the
efficiency of even such great seaports as Genoa, Naples, and Venice. Spain
had for long been occupied with its struggle against the Moors —and it was
Portugal alone which, for one and a half centuries, had enjoyed set fron-
tiers and internal stabiliry. This small country on the western coast of the
Iberian peninsula had taken full advantage of its start over the other
powers, and when Bartolomé Diaz sailed round the Cape of Good Hope
in 1487, he had accomplished the great aim of almost the whole of the
fifteenth century: he had opened up the sea-route to East Asia and shown
beyond doubt that to the east of the Black Continent there was the sea and
not mainland as the ancients had though.

This achievement of the Portuguese was even greater than that of the
following years, when the new route was exploited, for it was made in the
face of incessant struggles for every foot of unknown land, for every mile
of new sea. It was a unique joint venture on the part of countless hrave
seamen whose names and deeds have been far too rarely recorded by his-
tory. Their original driving force was always the pure spirit of discovery.
Even today, it is by no means all plain sailing to navigate a ship down the
west coast of Africa. The South-east Trade, the strong Benguela currents,
together with the tremendous breakers, which, however weak the wind,
are thrown against the shore, make this part of the sea not very safe even
for large ships —it requires real courage and skill 1o sail in these parts,

Portugal was not lacking in these qualities at that time. No marter how
many were drowned, how many died of scurvy and other diseases, no
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matter how many ships returned from afar bringing back nothing more
than the knowledge of ever-new deserted coasts, during these eight
decades from the beginning of the sea enterprises, Portugal was never in
want for heroes. And finally they succeeded: the sea-route to East India,
sought out so systematically, was found.

It was first discovered by Diaz in 1487. But it needed eleven more years
before the final objective was reached. This last stage, consisting of the
nearly eight hundred sea-miles from Diaz's turning point on the east coast
of Africa up to the Arabs’ sphere of control and then the final leap to India,
was carefully prepared. As early as the end of the "eighties, a Portuguese
mission had left for East Africa with orders to investigate the shore more
closely by using the land-route, and to consider the possibility of voyages
ta India. The expedition, guided by Arab traders, reached Sofala, beyond
the Zambesi. By establishing contacts via the Arabs with merchants along
the western shore of India, favourable ground had been prepared for later
Portuguese enterprises. The towns of Cannanore, Calicut and Goa
appeared likely to be receptive to Portuguese traders, and they were in fact
to become the chief Portuguese bases in India. Reports received in Portu-
gal from these expeditions, together with information from other reliable
sources, confirmed Bartolomé Diaz’s views that the gates of India were
open and that they could be reached on the sea-route. A fleet of ships was
built and equipped as soon as possible and placed under the command of
Vasco da Gama. The Portuguese navy had searched out the best man to be
found for this task. True, the India-Admiral was still very young, but he
had proved his worth during many great voyages, and particularly as a
commander of the fleet. And this was decisive here. Of course only an
experienced sailor could be given command of the India fleer, but even
more impaortant he had to have unquestioned authority, After all, the small
Portuguese ships were expected to be at sea for months without seeing
land, or in any case longer than any before them. This fact, together with
the conditions on board sea-going ships of the time, demanded uncommon
strength of character from the commander. The unyielding, yet diplomatic,
Vasco was just the right man for the job. If anybody were to succeed it
would be Vasco, and the expedition Aad to succeed, whatever the price in
lives or material. Columbus had just left on his third voyage to America,
and the gold that so far had eluded him might be found at any moment.
Thus it was time Portugal took the last decisive step, particularly since one
thing had by now become quite clear to the western neighbours of the
proud Spaniards: it was not India that Columbus had discovered.
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The candles cast a dim light. The man kneeling on the altar steps apart
from the rest of the congregation turned his head. A warm, red light fil-
tered through the high Gothic windows down into the chapel of Our Lady
of Bethlehem. Dawn was breaking on the morning of the 8th July 1497.
The monks of the hermitage of Rastello near Lisbon, today called Belem,
began to intone the Safve Regina; the vigils were at an end.

The lonely man below the altar was struggling through the most
difficult hour of his life. It was not too late 1o turn back. He could still
have jumped on his horse and returned his command to Their Majesties
in the Palace. He would have been an outcast until his death, both he and
his family, if he had done so. He would have had to sit in his country
estate, inactive, despised, forgotten. What tortured him was not fear for
his own life —he had risked that often enough all these years in the service
of the King —but fear for the lives of his crew. The one hundred and fifty
souls given into his care, would he be able to return them all, safe and
sound? There was scurvy, that strange, terrible disease of sailors for which
there was no medicine and no cure. There were battles to be fought with
the Arabs; there were the Indian Sultans on whose attitude everything

. How many people might have to die for his sake!

For his sake? If he returned the commission somebody else would
receive it. The sea-route 1o India was so near discovery that there was no
way back, not even for the King. Even if he, Vasco da Gama, had ridden
post-haste to Their Majesties to implore them not to put him to the test,
they could not have stopped the ships from sailing. If it was God's will
that the ships must sail this route, then there was no more skilled guide
than he. If he refused, his crime before God and history would be
made blacker with the lives of those whom his experience might have
saved.

Manuel the King, too, must have slept badly that night of Saturday,
8th July 1497. Had he not been the King, he would have gone to the quay-
side in Rastello to watch his flect depart. It bore the might and the glory of
the Porruguese Crown on board. If it should fail in reaching its distant
aim in the Orient, then Spain would have conquered. Then all that had
happened since Henry the Navigator would have been mere futility. But if
Vasco da Gama should discover the sea-route to East India then Portugal
would confront the most tremendous rask of its history. Were its land, its
people, its peasants and nobles strong enough for the task? Were they able
enough? Were they the chosen or the victims of God?

On the mormning of the 8th July 1497, the sun having hardly risen above
the horizon, Manuel called his Father Confessor and before a number of
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witnesses he made a solemn vow. In the place of the old hermitage in
Rastello, he would erect a great cloister, which would be the burial place
for him and his successors. Immediately after Vasco da Gama's return in
1499 he laid the foundation stone of the Convento dos Jeronymos do
Belem, that glorious monastery built by the master Joano de Castilho high
above the town where, twenty years later, Manuel was to find eternal
sleep. Thus one of the great moments in history was preserved in this
magnificent building —a reminder of that night when, nearly five hundred
years ago, the fate of the West lay for one fleeting second in the hands of
the King of Portugal.

Only the guards had remained on board the four ships of the India fleet.
Despite the triple wine ration issued that night, it was quiet on deck.
Occasionally the rattle of chains, of the twelve criminals sentenced to
death, could be heard from below deck. Vasco da Gama was taking them to
India as reinforcements for particularly dangerous contingencies. Nothing
else disturbed the stillness of that soft night. Silently the guards stared
across to the lights of Rastello, dejectedly they listened to the noises from
the nearby land.

The last night| Would they ever see Portugal again?

During the first light of dawn the pipings of the boatswains could be
heard from the flagship, the caravel Gabriel. Pedro d’Alemquer, Vasco da
Gama's chief pilot, had gone for a last tour of inspection of the Raphael,
commanded by Paulo da Gama, the Admiral’s elder brother. When the
boat made fast to the gangway of the Raphael, the guards reported thatall
was well. In the still night the water could be heard lapping rhythmically
against the sides of the ships. They went on to the Berrio, the small caravel
under the command of Nicolio Coelho, Knight of the Blood Royal. It
could only carry fifty tons, while the newly built Gabriel and Raphael
could each carry one hundred and twenty. * May God have mercy on those:
in the Berriol' thought Martin Alonso, the interpreter for Bantu languages,
who was following the first pilot’s final tour of inspection by the sound.
He knew from his own experience the dangers facing these flat-bottomed,
fast little ships of the Portuguese navy. He shuddered as he remembered his
own long captivity in the jungle of the Congo after his little caravel had
foundered. That was how he had come to learn Bantu languages and why
he was travelling in comfort on the Admiral's ship. Fortune was indeed
smiling upon him.

Now they had left the Berrio. The sound of the oars dipping into the
water could be heard from the Gabriel.

*Now the madman is even paddling to the old supply barge,’ somebody
whispered into Martin Alonso’s ear. He was startled. It was not wise to
open one’s mouth too wide on the Admiral’s ship. In the light of the stars
he could see that it was Diego Diaz, the famous Bartolomé Diaz’s younger
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brother, who was standing next to him and who was going along to India
as private secretary. ' '

The supply ship, a massive object of two hundred tons, commanded by
an old comrade of Vasco da Gama, and due to be sunk in Mossel Bay
beyond the Cape of Good Hope, piped the chief pilot on and off, and now
the oars could be heard as the boat returned to the Admiral’s ship.

It was high time. The procession was emerging from the chapel of Our
Dear Lady into the first rays of the rising sun. Slowly the train made its
way to the harbour. Each of the hundred men who had been allowed to
accompany the Admiral to the vigils, carried a candle in his hand,

Boats were launched from all the ships to receive the men on board.
They quickly climbed up the rope ladders onto their ships as the mainsails
were hauled up the mast to the sound of drums and shrill pipes. Anchor
chains rattled and clumsily the four ships started moving down the Tagus
towerds the sea on an ebbing tide. The morning breeze soughed in the
canvas. The sun had risen, and the turrets of S. Julido and Cascies grew
smaller and smaller; soon even the mighty cliffs of Cape Espichel were
nothing more than a thin black line on the horizon.

Three weeks later, on the 25th July, they sighted the Cape Verde Islands,
The fleet took water and firewood on board as well as fresh meat, fruit and
some vegetables, and after a stop of eight days they put to sea again.
Warned by the experience of their predecessors, Vasco's armada kepr far
from the African shore, so that it crossed the Atlantic calms at their
narrowest point —much closer to South America than to Africa. The days
passed uneventfully. The favourable wind continued and although ceca-
sionally there were periods of calm, when the sails hung idle from the
yards, the wind soon returned to fill the bellying sails.

Then something exciting happened:

On the 220d August while sailing from the south towards the west we discovered.
many birds looking like herons, and as night fell they made for the south-west very

vigorously in the manner of birds that are fiying shorewards. . . .

This is written in the Roreira da viagem de Fasco da Gama, the diary of
a simple sailor serving on the Raphael. Since Vasco da Gama and his crew
were experienced sailors, they knew, of course, what these flocks of birds
meant and that land could not be far away to the south-west. On the same
day the Admiral calculated that his distance from Africa was more than
eight hundred leagues. Even if his reckoning was wrong, one thing is cer-
12in: the Portuguese must have come very close indeed to the shores of
Brazil, and it was pure accident that they did not come wirhin sight of ir.

Long and difficult days of sailing in the Atlantic calms followed, and at
the beginning of November 1497, the African coast came into sight
approximately in the region of Saint Helena Bay, somewhat north of the
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Cape of Good Hope. Here the weather deteriorated owing to the effect of
Arctic currents which brought snow, hail and icy rain. The fleet had now
been at sea without sight of land for three months, and this, coupled
with the unpleasant change in climate, decided Vasco da Gama to ordera
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XI. Route of Fasco da Gama's first voyage o India.

few days of rest ashore. Here they met natives for the first time but the en-
counter was most disappointing. In the Rorerra we can read the following:

In this land there live people of brown colour who gain their livelihood from hunting:
whales, sea-lions, garelles and from cultivating plants. They use skins for their clothing
and the men wear shesths of leather and shells over their genitals. Their weapons are
made of horn hardened by fire, and they have many dogs which look just like Pormu-
guese dogs. These also can bark. When we had gone ashore we caught one of the
patives of small stature. We ok him along to the ship and the commandes gave him
food and had him dressed in beauriful clothes, and then put him ashore again. Nest day
forty or fifty of them arrived, and the Admiral showed them many kinds of goods o
find out if similar things existed in their country: jewels, gold, cloves, cinnamon, and
such like. But they understood nothing and behaved like people who had never seen
such things.

Vasco had used this time of rest to determine the height of the sun, since
this could not be done on board with any degree of accuracy. To his great

joy he realized that he was only thirty leagues north of the Cape and that
his course had been correct. The dangerous Guinea coast had been avoided
and the Cape was not far away. Nevertheless almost three weeks were to



The Earth is a Sphere 73

pass before they could sail round it. Gales of unprecedented fury were
impeding their progress, But on Wednesday, 2and November 1497, to-
wards noon, they rounded the Cape and altered course northwards.

Soon after, Vasco weighed anchor in Mossel Bay, in the same place
. where ten years previously Bartolomé Diaz had landed. He did not do this
entirely by choice. True, in order to take legal possession of the new
country with Papal assent, the India-Admiral had to erect a wooden cross,
and an armorial post bearing the insignia of the Portuguese Crown. But
the real reason was much more serious and gave extreme cause for worry.
For weeks now the crew had shown signs of fatigue and weakness. The
complexions of the weather-beaten, sunburnt old salts had tumned a
greenish-yellow; their eyes were surrounded by dark rings, some com-
plained of aches in their limbs, while others found thar their gums had
turned blue and had swollen painfully.

Vasco da Gama knew immediately what this meant, and what dreaded
guest had appeared on his armada. He had experienced enough of this and
he knew the extreme speed with which these symptoms spread and became
worse. The swelling gums would begin to bleed; they would then grow
across the teeth so that it would be impossible to chew the ship’s biscuits,
The stricken men would begin to stink like rotting corpses and bluish,
stone-hard ulcers would appear on their skin. Their tortured blood would
stream out of their noses and mouths, and then they would swell up with
water to die in agony.

The causes of this disease, called scurvy, were unknown until twenty
years ago. The fact that it was due ro a daily deficiency of o-o5 grammes of
C.H,0,, ascorbic acid, was only discovered in 1933 and 1934 by English,
German and Swiss chemists. Until then, medical science and the seafarers
of all nations were completely groping in the dark. As late as 1907, that
famous German encyclopaedia, Meyers Grosses Konversationslexikon, had
the following entry under scurvy: ‘It is to be assumed that this is an infec-
tion whose undiscovered agent can only act in a greatly weakened
organism.” And in agreement with medical opinion the world over, Meyer
advised: ‘If there is cause to fear an epidemic outbreak of scurvy, great
care must be taken for cleanliness, warm clothing, airing of rooms, exer-
cise and fresh air, adequate meals and a suitable choice and diversity of
food." When we read this today it appears quite ridiculous, particularly
since, beginning with the Vikings almost 1,500 years ago, all seamen
stressed the importance of having onions, radishes, oranges, lemons and
raw sauerkraut on board. They knew from experience that fresh food, and
vegetables in particular, worked wonders with this strange disease. Thus
it must have been fairly clear thar scurvy was a deficiency disease due to
bad nutrition during long voyages, and that it could not possibly be
infectious or epidemic. On the other hand, it had been observed very early

n*
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on that by no means all the members of a ship’s crew became victims to
scurvy, even though they lived under the same conditions as their sick
comrades. And modern science has shown that animals such as rats and
rabbits can do withour ascorbic acid and nor suffer any bad effects.

XII. Map of Mogambigue, dated 1612.

The reasons for this are not yet finally explained, and thus we can under-
stand why scurvy was for so long held to be an infection. For after all,
pestilency, leprosy, typhus and cholera did nor attack everybody. Many
were immune to these scourges of God, just as today also, influenza, can-
cer, tuberculosis or infantile paralysis only attack some individuals and
not all of us. Why this is so and what factors are involved we do not
know. Thus we are no wiser than our parents. True, we know that ascor-
hic acid —or Vitamin C as we call it —is a miraculous cure against sCurvy.
But the particular effect of this vitamin on the cell organism has not been
completely elucidated.

Vasco da Gama did what he could in Mossel Bay. He used every effort
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to obtain fresh food from the Hottentots, and the Roreira reports that
many seals were killed as well: % . . gigantic creatures with mighty fangs,
and so thick a skin, that no spear, however vigorously thrown, could hurt
them.” Penguins too were hunted, ‘birds as large as ducks, but unable to
fly, and braying like asses’. But these measures were inadequate for a crew
brought so low by scurvy. As the Portuguese continued their voyage,
Jack of drinking water began to make itself felt since northerly winds had
delayed the fleet for far too long, and, at the end of January 1498, it had
again become necessary to interrupt the voyage for a long rest. Thus
Vasco sailed up the Quelimane branch of the river Zambesi, where he
called a halt for a full month.
* The first task there was the digging of graves. A considerable number of
Portuguese sailors had been unable to withstand the strain of such a long
voyage: thirty men had died and most of the others were stricken with
scurvy. The last few days before landing had made particularly heavy
demands on the crew. There had been high seas, the wind had been un-
favourable and the constant tacking, involving as it did a continual shifting
of sails, had been very strenuous work. Furthermore the rigging of the
ships had been severely damaged and the keels covered with barnacles,
algae, shells, seaweed and other organisms, severely obstructing the free
sailing of the ships.

On the other hand there was the comforting thought that the greater
part of the distance had already been covered, for when one day two
natives approached the ships, the Portugnese were delighted to discover
that they were wearing turbans bearing the green emblems of pilgrims to
Mecca. Thus the sphere of Arab control could no longer be far off. At the
beginning of 1498, in the harbour of Mozambique, Fernio Martins, the
interpreter for Arabic languages, managed to enter into conversation with
native merchants. They proved to be Moors.

They said that Prester John did not live far from there, thut he owned many cities
along the ocean and that the inhabitants of these places were merchants with many large
-ships. John himself was said to be living far in the interior of his country and could only
be reached by camel. The Moars brought with them two Indian Christians. Thess and
many other things were told us by the self-ssme Moars, which made us so happy that
we wept with jov.

A lirtle later the first dhows were encountered in the harbour of Mozam-
bicque, Arab freighters retuming from India. This is what the Roceira has
to say about them:

These ships are large and have no deck. The planks are not nailed together but are
mrnupwithﬁh:ﬁ.'ﬂ'msﬂs:mﬂ:tdmudpdmﬁhmzdthcmmhnu
Gmmngmﬁcumdhfmdcmuﬁzﬁngdhmﬁnn,mdﬂmqmdmmmddﬂmd'
the sez.
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Ships that were sewn together: this sounds fabulous but it is the pure
truth. Over a century and a half before this, the Dominican Jordanus
Caralani, Bishop of Colombo, today known as-Quilon on the coast of
southern India, had reported the same thing. In 1330 in a letter to the
members of his order in Taly, he had related that although the ships
sailing berween India and Africa were very large, they did not consist of
any iron whatsoever, being sewn ‘with a thread manufactured from a cer-
tain plant”. Because these vessels did not have acovering deck they shipped
much water and the sailors had to stand by the pumps continuously.

This sounds like an Oriental seaman’s yarn of the type told by Sinbad
the Sailor, but such sewn-up ships exist even today. They can be seen in
their masses at the quays of Zanzibar, and anyone who has skirted the long
coast-line of Sumatra has encountered them in every harbour from
Meulaboh in the north down to Telok Betong in the Straits of Sunda.
Neepe is the name given 1o these vessels; they are open boats of about
forty tons with a low prow, a high stern and tremendously large three-
cornered lateen sails, and they are really *sewn-up’. For everything, ribs,
keel, planks and washboard, is tied together, knotted and spliced with
unbreakable water-tight coir, a kind of thread made from the fibre of the
coconut. These ships ply up and down between Africa and India just as in
olden times: more than 2,800 miles of sea, and it makes one's fesh creep 1o
encounter one of them on the open sea.

Naturally the Portuguese were most keenly interested in these
vessels. If such primitive objects could stand a voyage to India, then their
own caravels, the fruit of much experience and study, should prove well
up to the task before them. The fact that the Arab sailing ships to India
looked so clumsy and bad was most encouraging for the Portuguese, If
ever it was 10 come to an argument, the caravels were infinitely superior to
them in speed, manceuvrability and armament, and even here, so far down
south, the Arabs left no doubt about their hostile artitude. At first Vasco
da Gama believed this enmity to arise from religious motives; for it broke
out openly when three inhabimnts from the Christian casis of Habesh in
Abyssinia discovered images of the Archangel Gabriel on the Admiral’s
ship and reverently knelt before them in the presence of the Moham-
medans. Soon, however, it emerged that the assumed ideological causes of
Arab enmity were in fact of a marked mercantile nature: the Arab trade
with India was being threatened. Their monopoly could only be saved if
they managed to destroy the Portuguese armada with one stroke. Force
could not avail them here, and therefore the sheiks tried to shipwreck the
Portuguese fleet by supplying them with treacherous pilots. Their plan
misfired at the last moment, but Vasco da Gama thoughe it best to sail on
towards the north.

But even in Mombasa, their next port of call, things were no different.
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The impending arrival of the * Giaours’, these accursed Christian dogs, had
long been reported and the Porruguese had great difficulty in repulsing a
nocturnal attack on their fleet. Here, in Mombasa, they were probably in
the most eritical situation of their whole voyage. More than a quarter of
the crew had died and the remainder were sluggish invalids, stricken with
fever and scurvy. The Admiral himself was affected by the superhuman
exertions of the voyage, and he needed every last shred of his personal
influence to repair the moral damage to his crew. We are told that at this
time he turned his hand everywhere to simple sailors’ work and that fre-
quently he remained on deck for two consecutive watches. And the im-
possible was achieved: with great luck the Portuguese escaped the Arabs
and finally reached the high sea unmolested. In the middle of April, fresh
food was found in Melinde (Malindi, in Kenya), for the Arab ruler of the
town was friendly, firstly because of hereditary enmity against the ruler of
Mombasa, and also because a large India fleet manned by Thomaeans
from the coast of Malabar was lying in the harbour,

This report in the Rotwira has frequently been contested. It has been
thought that these *Thomaeans’ could only have been Buddhises whose
religious customs were in fact similar to those of many Western Christians.
But according to the investigations of the German geographer Richard
Hennig, a flourishing Thomaean community of Christians existed in early
India, so that there is no reason for doubting the quite definite statements
in the Roteira. The Portuguese had learnt of this some days before land-
ing: ‘On Easter day the Moors whom we had caught told us that four
Christian ships from India lay at anchor in the harbour of the said city of
Malindi. . . .* And when Vasco da Gama himself weighed anchor, these
Thomaeans streamed across to the Portuguese ships. The Roteira rells:

Here we found four ships of Indian Christians. When the latter approached the ship
of Paulo da Gama, on which the Admiral happened to be, they were shown an altar-
piece on which was depicted the Mother of God with Jesus Christ in her arms at the
foot of the Cross, together with the Apostles. And when they saw this self-same altar-
piece, the Indians threw themselves to the ground. During our entire sty they came in
order 1o say their prayers and they brought cloves, pepper and other things which they
affered up,

In these circumstances their stay in Malindi was rather pleasant, and
finally, for a large sum of gold, they managed to acquire a moallen, a pilot,
who promised to steer their ficet safely across the Indian Ocean.

4

On the 24th April 1498 the last and happiest part of the voyage was
started. Those ill with scurvy had fully recovered because of the abundant
supplies of fresh vicruals and vegetables, and for three weeks a favourable
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wind drove the ships onwards at speed. What interested the Portuguese
most on this last streich was, according to the reports of those mking part
in the voyage, the pilot Ahmed Ibn, the son of Maiad, who had come
aboard at Malindi and who was alleged to have been a Thomaean from the
coast of Malabar, His navigational prowess was remarkable —he undes-
stood Genoese needles, as the then latest achievements of direction-
finding, magnetic needles, were called, as well as quadrants and nautical
charts. This was most surprising since, despite their size, the Arab and
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Indian dhows which the Portuguese had seen appeared to be miserable and
manitestly unseaworthy vessels. They reeled clumsily across the sea with
the wind on the quarter; mcking was quite out of the question for them and
they were far less manceuvrable than the Portuguese caravels. It was a
wonder that they did not fall to pieces whenever the sea got a lirde mugh',
yet year after year they would cross hundreds of leagues undamaged. Ad-
mittedly weather conditions were quite extraordinary. The Indian pilot
asserted that, while during that time of the year there would never be
anything but the even south-westerly wind thar had driven the Poru-
guesearmada before it for a whole three weeks, some months later a north-
easterly would prevail for just as long and just as evenly. It was for this
reason, he said, that voyages to Arabia and Africa were usually made in
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winter, but to India only at the beginning of summer. Thus he had no
hesitation in predicting a happy crossing.

In this the mioallen was proved to be entirely right; understandably
enough, seeing that he had never experienced anything else. Generation
after generation of seamen had set sail in early summer to go from Africa
to India, to return in the aurumn. As early as 1500 B.C., East Africa had
known all kinds of merchandise of Indian origin, and had been equally
well acquainted with these distant shores, so that when, at the time of
Christ's birth, the Roman Admirals were busy compiling their charts fora
voyage from Egypt to India, they could learn many details from the Arab
seamen. Thus in one of the sailing manuals of antiquity we can read that
the coast of India is near whenever great shoals of sea-snakes are encoun-
tered. This information was stll fully valid in the sixteenth century. In
1505 a powerful Portuguese fleet sailing to India was accompanied by some:
merchant sailors equipped by the Augsburg House of Welser. Balthasar
Sprenger, an employee of the Welsers, had been sent along to India with
these ships. He noted in his diary that when approaching the foreign
share  many crabs and snakes were seen to infest the waters near the ships’,
and his colleague Giovanni Empoli, who had travelled 1o India as early as
1503 as representative of some North Italian merchant houses, confirmed
this:

“Then we saw the sea full of snakes and in such masses that I cannot find words for
it. They were slender and relatively long and swam with their heads above the water,
The last signs are red crabs which are not very large. When all these signs appeared, we
knew that we were close 1o shore, at 2 diszmce of about seventy leagues!

We can see that this is ancient knowledge indeed, handed down from
father o son for thousands of years, and that with the help of the Indian
pilor Vasco da Gama's task was quickly accomplished. The armada had
weighed anchor on the 24th April a1 Malindi, and towards the evening
of the 20th May, the ships reached the docks of Calicut: the sea-route ta
India had been conquered by Portugal | True, the reception in Calicut was
not exactly friendly; it was a portent of the fierce battles which the Portu-

would have o wage for their colonial possessions in India. And it is
probably due to the tact of the Admiral alone that he could return home
unharmed.

Vasco went to work very carefully; he put one of the criminals in his
gare into a dinghy and let him paddle to the harbour. This strange new-
comer succeeded in reaching the quay and was shown to the foreign quar-
ters where, as he reported on his return to the Admiral’s ship, he had en-
countered two Moarish sailors from Tunis who had addressed him in
fluent Castilian with the usual obscene greetings common to sailors the
whole world over. This undoubtedly restored the spiritual equilibrium of
the poor devil, who, lost and forlorn in the busy back streets of Calicur,
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was suddenly confronted by what must have been a wild-l
horde of Dravidian navvies, and who could not have felt too sure of his
life. This first unexpected greeting was followed by a longer conversation
in which the two Moorish sailors made it quite clear that they considered
the Portuguese as unfair competition whose speedy departure to hell they
would only welcome.

Vasco da Gama had known from the very start of the voyage that
neither the Mohammedan Sultans of India, nor yet the native princes, the
Rajahs, would welcome the arrival of the Portuguese fleet. The Arabs had
for centuries had the trading monopoly of the whole range of commodities
that could be found in the bazaars of Calicut: precious stones from Ceylon,
pearls from the Gulf of Manar, cloves from the Moluccas, nurmeg from
the Banda Sea; camphor from Borneo, and pepper from Sumatra and the
Malabar Coast. It was easy to foresee that they would not view the arrival
of uninvited competitors, armed to the teeth, with too friendly an eye.

At first things did not go too badly. Vasco da Gama, who had not
received any specific diplomatic instructions from the King, and who
could, at will, present himself either as a merchant or as a special ambas-
sador of the Crown, showed himself in the full splendour of his might, and
sent word to the Samudrin Rajah of Calicur, the *Ruler of the Sea’, that he
intended to call on him as the representative of the King of Portugal.
Audience was granted by the Rajah, and on the 28th May 1498 the Portu-
guese ceremoniously entered the royal palace. The reception by the crowd
was not unfriendly and the Roetra tells with obvious pleasure:

The ssid city of Calicut is Christian. Its Christians are people of brown colour. Some
of them wear long beards and Jong hair, others again cut their hair shore, and yer others
shave their heads and wear only a tuft on the crown thus showing that they are Chris-
tians.

Yer when the Portuguese visited a *church’ in Calicut, they were very
astonished indeed:

A great many saints were drawn on the walls of the church; they had haloes, but the
mofﬂﬁrmpmmﬁonmmfurth&rmuhwmmiugadu;mw
truded & whole inch beyond their lips and every saint had four or five arms.

Their astonishment was increased even further, when the Portuguese
discovered that the path of their train was lined by armed men, ostenta-
tiously bearing naked swords. This looked far from Christian hospiality.
But nothing untoward befell them; they arrived unharmed ar the
and the audience with the betel-nut-chewing Samudrin passed with mutual
assurances of friendship. An amusing report of this visit from the pen of
one of Vasco da Gama’s escorts has been preserved. It reads as follows:

We found the King sitting on a chair. He was of & dark brown colour and was
dressed in some white garment from the waist to the knees. The rest of him was naked,
Ahﬂgw@wwmﬁmmgmmmwﬁwmwmh’
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was attached 1o his apparel. On his left arm, above the elbow, he wore an armband
consisting of three bangles joined together. They were richly set with precious stones;
the middle one, which was larger than the two Others, was embellished with large
stomes, which must have been' of considerable value, Another hig brilliant stone, 2
diamond the size of a thumb, also hung from this central bangle. About his neck the
King wore a double string of pearls which reached down to the waist, each pear] the
size of 2 havelnut. Owver this hie had a thin, round golden chain, with a jewel in the

of a heart, surrounded by lanze pearls and covered with a great mass of rubies; in
middle of it was a stone as lirge a5 a bean, which, judging by its sparkle, was extremely

9. Calicut in India.

valuable and which was called emerald, When luoer we asked about this precious sione
and also about the armband and a farther pearl which the King had fastened to his hair,
we learnt that these three picces were part of the Crown Jewels of the Kings of Calicut.
The King had long black hair, brushed towards the top and knoted ar the crown.
Ahout the knot a chain of pearls was wound, similar 1o the one he wore about the neck,
It ended in a pear-shaped pearl, larger than all the others and most cerminly of grear
value, His ears were pierced and from them hung many golden ear-rings, richly embel-
lished with pearls. Close 10 the King there stood a lintle boy, clid completely in sile. He
carricd o red sunshade braided with gold and jewels and with a knob in the middle, s
hand's span in width and made of the same matermals. Every one of the ribs of the sun-
shade was made of pure gold also | He also bore a shorr sword, one 2ll in length, with s
handle made of gold and precious stones and fivted with pendants of pearls. On the
other side o page held a copious golden basin, into which the King would spit. Also
next to his chair, there stood a high Bralimam, who, from time to time, would hand the
King a green leaf enveloping other objects, The leaf was the size of an orange leafand
the King would chew atit continuously and then spit into the basin, When one leaf was
chewed up the King would start on a fresh one. Heenjoyed only the juice of the leafand
the lime and other finely cut substances which were wrapped in it. The whole thing Is
the size of a chesmut. This mixmure of leaf and spices staing the mouth and the teeth

red. They all followed this custom day afier day, and it made their breath very
pleasant.
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Thus the audience was apparently a success, and the Rajah's Chamber-
lain announced thar he would make a preliminary inspection of the gifts
sent by the King of Portugal. : _ '

But thar evening, when from the decks of their ships the Portuguese
sailors tried to talk with the Arabs in the little boats swarming around
them, angry shouts were raised: ‘A curse on the lot of you! What the
devil do you want here? What ill wind has blown you to these shores!*
And the Arabs jeered derisively when the Portuguese told them thar they
were really looking for the Indian Christians and were only buying spices
incidentally. Vasco himself had made this point in his opening address to
the ruler of Calicut; it was not the search for gold that had brought them
there, for they had more than enough gold at home. They were there, at
the command of their King, for the sole purpose of establishing ties of
friendship with the Christian Indians, whom they had sought in vain for
the last sixty years. The King had heard this, perhaps with astonishment,
but in any case with a great show of friendliness. It was the Arab sailors
who, that evening, gave the first warning. When the Chamberlain
appeared next morning, the Portuguese could see at once that even at
Court the wind had obviously changed overnight.

For when the Minister inspected the presents chosen by Vasco for the
King, scarlet capes, sugar, oil, honey, striped cottons, washing-bowls,
corals and hats, he laughed derisively about the trash that the King of
Portugal, reputed to be so rich and mighity, had had the impertinence to
send to the King of Calicut. Even the poorest pilgrim to Mecca would
have spent more, and in any case gold alone was a present fitting for the
Samudrin. “After he had left, Moorish merchants arrived who all spoke
with contempt of the presents which the commander desired to send to
the King.'

The auitude of the Indians was based on sound reasons. India was poor
in gold, and yet its imports of spices from the Moluceas had to be paid for
in precious metals, In consequence, it was extremely important for the
Raijah to obwin gold or silver. Other goods were useless to him, and the
Portuguese, like the Romans before them, soon realized that bartering
with the Orient was out of the question.

Nor did the disappointed laughter of the Minister remain without a
royal echo, During the next day’s audience the Portuguese, with the
Admiral at their head, were suddenly mken prisoner, and it required all
Vasco's diplomacy to extricate himself and his companions from a position
which could easily have become desperate. By taking hostages, the Portu-
guese made a counter-move which gave them some freedom of movement
arid enabled them to load their ships with spices; but Vasco da Gama
quickly realized that, for the moment at least, Arab influence in India Was
toa strong, and he decided 1o return home. During the last few days before
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the return voyage, the Portuguese contented themselves with s
mﬂmﬁﬂm&mmn{mm&m&hufum

during possible future visits.

From this selfsame land of Calicut, eafled High India, come the spices eaten theough-
out the realm of Portugal, and likewise in all the countries of the world. Similarly many
precious stones of all kinds come from the same city. Calicut berself only produces thie
following spices: much ginger and pepper and annamon, although the atter is not as
fine as thar which comes from an island called Cillso (Ceylon). This island is an eight
days’ journey from Calicur. All this cinnamon goes 1o the said ciry of Calicur or o an
island which iz called Meloca (Malseca) whence they send cloves vo Calicue. From here,
ships from Mecca fetch the spices and carry them 10 a ciry called Judea (Jidda) which is.
fifty days' sailing with 2 favourable wind. There they unload and pay their duty 1o the
Gireat Sultan. Then the spices are loaded into small ships which carry them across the
Red Sea 1o another place close 1 Sinai called Tuuz (Suez). Here 100 they pay duty. At
Tuuz the spices are Ioaded onto camels, hired by the merchanis for four crusados each,
which carry them to Calrd, a journey of ten days, and there they pay dury again, Once
again the spices are loaded on ships which go down @ river called the Nile, which comes
down from the land of Prester John. They travel for two days down this river till they
come 10 & place called Raxete (Rosetta, on the western Nile Delta). Here they pay duty
ance more and again transfer their cargo onto camels and, afier yer another day's
journey, they reach Alexanda, which is a seapory. Thither come Venetian and Genoese
galleys toifetch the spices. . ..

So runs the Roteira, which was extremely well-informed. It must have
become clear to the Portuguese during their stay in Calicut thar the real
riches of the Orient could only be found much further east —in Malacea
and the Spice Islands (the Moluccas), Vasco da Gama dared not undertake
this extra voyage with his weak fleer. Thus, on the 29th August 1408, sails
were unfurled on the three Pormguese ships, and an off-shore wind
carried them out of the reach of the swarm of heavily armed boats which,
at the last moment, were trying to anack the foreigners.

The journey back was very slow. It was too early for the north-east
monsoon to help their passage to Africa, and, in addition, da Gama ook a
western course too soon. The wind varied berween absolute calm and stiff
breezes from every possible direction, driving the Portuguese ships up and
down the Indian Ocean. There was another outbreak of scurvy, that hor-
rible lingering death, against which there was no help. The crews were at.
the end of their strength. Discipline disappeared completely, outbreaks of
mutiny were frequent, and even the unshakeable Vasco was on the
of returning to India, no matter whar ill might befall them there. Bur at last
a favourable wind sprang up and, shortly before reaching the African
shore, despite the sickness among them, the Portuguese managed to beat
off an attack by Arab pirates. Finally they reached Malindi where, even on
the voyage out, they had been received in amity.

The Portuguese stayed in Malindi for only five days; they were all
eager to return home after so long and eventful a voyage. Yet there was to
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be one more tragedy. The losses from scurvy and fever on the return
voyage from India to Africa had been so numerous that there was not
sufficient crew to man all three ships, the supply ship having been des-
troyed previously in Mossel Bay during the voyage out. It would have
been foolhardy to anempt the difficult voyage around the Cape with such
a reduced crew, and therefore Vasco ordered the Raphael to be set on fire.
On the 17th January 1499, towards evening, the last smouldering remains
of the proud ship sank into the sea. Vasco could not bear to take leave of
the figurehead, a very impressive statue of St. Raphael, for it was under the
protection of this saint that he had managed to reach his objective. Thus
he had the figurehead of the Rapheel salvaged and brought into his cabin.
It was to accompany him on all his journeys like a talisman.
And St. Raphael did his duty. After an extremely quick and
without any further incidents, the two remaining ships of the India
fieet dropped anchor in their home harbour on the Tagus on the 1oth July
1499. The commander himself was not on board. He had disembarked at
Terceira, an island in the Azores, with his brother, the captain of the
Gabriel, who was dying. Thus death had taken its toll even among the cap-
tains —a fact which bears conclusive testimony to the superhuman exer-
tions demanded from all who took part in the enterprise.

The Admiral only returned to Portugal at the beginning of September
1499. He was given a tremendous reception and was officially appointed
Admiral of the Indian Ocean, and the King bestowed upon him, his chil-
dren and brothers the title of Dom, an honour reserved for the Titulados,
a very limited section of the old nobility. Finally Manuel of Pormgal
granted him the hereditary suzerainty over Sines and Cercal, his home
towns. This was particularly dear to the Admiral's heart, and he was
moved 1o tears when on Christmas Day 1499 he held the documents of
inyestiture in his hands.

But the price of pepper in Lishon had dropped to rock-bottom. Bills of
exchange and letters of credit of a great number of leading import houses
could no longer be honoured. No one would invest even one crusado in

the spice market. Curses on pepper! Curses on the pepper-bags ! Hell fire
on the usurers!

5
25¢eh Marck 1505
Twenty-two caravels were lying at anchor in the Tagus, twenty-two
heayily armed, large ocean-going ships, carrying hundreds of experienced
sailors, artisans of all kinds, sailmakers and carpenters and 1,500 soldiers
~armed 1o the teeth. Their commander was Admiral Francisco d'Almeida,
Viceroy of India, and not Vasco da Gama. This may sound odd, but it is
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not safe for a relatively young dynasry 1o allow one man ro become too
powerfull In fact, Portugal was a family concern. Whoever wore the crown
was also the managing director. Thus it was logical that the :aptamsau&
admirals who, when all was said and done, all set sail for the

Far East under the King's orders and at Ais risk, could not be allowed to
become too powerful. This was the reason why Diego Cio, who between
1485 and 1486 almost reached the Cape of Good Hope, was relieved of his
command, why Bartolomé Diaz was no longer called upon after he had
rounded the southern tip of Africa in 1488, and why Vasco da Gama, who
had twice been to India, was not automatically put in command once
more.

However, Vasco da Gama was allowed to test the equipment of the
fleet, and since he did so with commendable zeal, the King some years
later appointed him Duke of Vidigueira: but this was by no means done
out of generosity. Only when the experienced Admiral intimated that he
might place his skill at the disposal of other stares —Vasco da Gama must
have been thinking of Spain or France —did Manuel of Portugal consent
to soothe his former commander’s wounded vaniry.

Thus did Francisco d’Almeida become the commander of the greatest
fleet thar Porrugal had so far sent to India. In the cathedral of Lisbon he
proudly received from the King’s own hand the banner of white damask
with the Cross embroidered on it, under whose sign he was expected 10
spread death and destruction among Arabs and Indians alike. Behind him
there knelt 1,500 volunteers, soldiers carefully selected and tested in every
possible way. All of them had now confessed their sins, recelved the
sacrament and sworn an oath of loyalty to Christ, and to their King. They
rose as one man and to the sound of the city bells and the salutes from the
fleet’s guns they marched down to the harbour.

A crew of 1,500 men! Yer only one of them was to be hallmarked
history and glorified by geography. His name was Fernio de Magalhdes.
He was twenty-four years old, a native of Oporto and had been page ro the
Queen. Now he was a simple sobresalente, an unknown volunteer.

With swelling sails, the armada put to sea. Since the Orient was un-
willing to buy any European wares, it was carrying ballast, and —a jinx.
For this voyage was by no means an exploratory or trading venture, like
the previous Portuguese voyages, but an expedition with a clearly defined
military aim: the East African shore was to be made safe and the Indian
coast was to be brought firmly into Portuguese hands. They were haunted
not by the ‘cauckemar of coalitions’, that nightmare which later disturbed
Bismarck so that he would start from sleep gasping for breath, but the
cauchemar de la victoire, the nightmare of victory. No doubt the discovery
of a sea-route to India had been a great deed, but now they were being
forced to proceed along the trail they had blazed, despite the fact that it
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was proving a tremendous drain on Portuguese resources and was claim-
ing many, many victims, and even though the wisest heads at the Court of
Portugal were beginning to realize that the country was heading for
disaster.

Now it was too late to go back. In the middle of March 1506, the Portu-
guese flect, fully prepared for baule, lay ar anchor in the harbour of
Cannanore, a city somewhat north of Calicut. Everything seemed 1o be
peaceful ashore. Fishing boats were proceeding about their business, Arab
trading vessels at the quays of the great harbour were being loaded and
unloaded —and yet, in some way, the atmosphere was tense, The guards
on the Portuguese ships could feel it in their every nerve. And when,
shortly after the quick tropical nightfall, something was heard splashing
at the bow of the Admiral’s ship, the Portuguese peasant boy who was
staring through the darkness at the sparse lights ashore, knew instinctively
that it was no shark but a man swimming in the water. And yet how could
it be a man, in the dark of night, utterly alone in a sea infested with blood-
thirsty fish? As quick as lightning a rope was flung over the side of the
ship. A low whistle informed the mate at the helm. The barefooted watch
ran silently on deck and pulled the man, who had now grasped the rope,
on board.

There on the ship stood one of the most reckless adventurers of all time.
His name was Lodovico Varthema, a native of Bologna in Traly a bomn
globe-trotter and vagabond. * Because my head was 100 thick and not made
for studying books, I have tried to see the world with my own eyes. I
believe that the report of one single eye-witness is worth more than all
accounts based on hearsay,” he declared. A litle later he was sitting in the
cabin of the chief armaments officer on the Admiral’s ship, « glass of the
best port wine before him, and Francisco d'Almeida himself was awakened
to hear the story of this extraordinary adventurer. :

Chance had led this man 1o Egypt. But chance had let him go again, and
one day he had appeared in Damascus. His gazelle-like Syrian paramour
conjugated the verb *to love® with him for so long that he could speak
Arabic fluently. Foreign languages are always useful, and it did not take
long before the commander of the Mameluke guards, the bodyguard of
the Sultan, noticed this tall young stranger. Tired of his Arabian mistress,
Lodovico Varthema joined the Syrian guard and, a few months later, he
and his comrades were ordered to escort a caravan to Mecca. Thus he was
the first European to enter the Holy City of Islam. With his own eyes he
saw the Cazba, the holy black meteor!

Francisco d'Almeida lifted his heavy head with quickened interest.
Mecca! The Holy City of the Muslims| And when this odd vagahond re-
ported that in 1503, during his sty in the ‘Rome of Islam’ and during
Vasco da Gama’s second voyage to India, neither spice nor silk had been
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the interview, to repeat that sentence.
_ Varthema told how he had sailed up and down the Indian Ocean from
Diu, on the coast of India, to Zeila near Jibuti, and to Dhufar, an Arab
port, how he had gone to Aden, to Hormuz on the Persian Gulf, to
Herat and Shiraz, and how from there he had come 1o Cannanore and
Calicur.

*And then?’ the Admiral asked. Lodovico Varthema had so many
astonishing things to report that the night seemed to fly past. In 1505 he
had been to East India, to Ceylon and the incredibly rich Bengal; at Pegu
in Burma he had bartered corals for rubies; in Malacca he had heen served
with shark’s fins and rorten eggs on giant Chinese junks; in Sumatra,
which Ibn Batuta and Marco Polo had siill called Lintle Java, and whose
real name was now being mentioned for the first time, he had come across
its subtle perfumes, intoxicating scents and precious incense —and finally
he had sailed to the Spice Islands, the Moluccas,

Francisco d'Almeida had been on dury on the bridge since entering the
harbour. He had managed to go below to sleep but had been rudely
awakened. During Varthema’s narrative, he kept on dozing off with his
chin sinking onto his chest, but when Varthema mentioned the Spice
Islands he soon became wide awake. Marco Polo had old of them but liad
never seen these happy islands himself. This was important information
and although the Pormguese was almost sick with farigue he cross-
examined the Italian vagabond closely abour the Jlkas das Especierias.

The rest seemed less important to the Portuguese officer. He knew him-
self only too well that he would have to fight for his very life. His chin
sank back onto his chest again when Varthema continued. The diplomatic
measures taken by the Sultan of Egypt, the Iialian said, having been un-
successful, and the Pope being unable to exert any pressure on Pormgal,
and moreover since the Western Christians paid little attention to the
Sultan’s threat of destroying Jerusalem and the Holy Places of Chris-
tianity with fire and sword, all the powers damaged by the expansion of
Portuguese trade had jointly decided to destroy the advancing armada of
the Crown of Portugal in one fell swoop. This conspiracy included not
only the Indian Rajahs, and particularly the Rajah of Calicut, the Sultan of
Egypt, bur also the Venetians who had sent cannon-makers and gunners to
Calicut.

Much of this was known to Fruncisco d'Almeida. He had heard of
the threatening letters which the Sultan of the Mamelukes had sent 1o the
King of Pormugal in 1502, and rwo years later to the Pope. The fact that
this fellow who had just swum out to his ship from Cannanare also knew
it, added some credibiliry to the rest of his reports. When Varthema had
claimed that he had been ro the Spice Islands himself, he might well have
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been spinning a yarn, though an interesting one. Bur the Admiral sat up at
ance when he was told that the Portuguese fleet would be attacked at dawn
by the two hundred ships of the Rajah of Calicut, which, being greatly
superior in number, might well destroy it. Tt was this that made this tramp
of the oceans, this noble vagabond, a very important person.

Almeida ordered all his men to their battle stations. When on the
morning of the 16th March 1506, the Arabs did in fact attack, they were
received by overwhelming salvos from every available gun. The Portu-
guese fieet consisted of only eleven caravels hut because of their technical
superiority they proved to be more than a match for the two hundred
Arab vessels. The battle was won. It cost the Portuguese eighty dead and
two hundred wounded, a tremendous loss, but it brought them the posses-
sion of the shores of India. Yet it was this very victory which decided that
Spain, not Portugal, would be the ruler of the world.

For amongst the two hundred wounded was the *unknown soldier’,
Fernio de Magalhies. History had conceived the strange notion of giving
the palm for the first man to sail round the world 1o this insignificant out-
sider. Many historical events may be explained away by subsequent
generations, but not this| There is no reason why Magalhdes was chosen,
since dozens of other captains would have done equally well.

Fernio de Magalhies was wounded seriously enough for him to be sant
back home. In midsummer 1507, he arrived in Lishon on the same ship as
Lodovico Varthema. He had, of course, questioned the Italian very closely
during the long voyage. Lodovico was only too delighted 1o satisfy the
curniosity of this gawky young volunteer and he talked incessantly, and
what he said did not fall on barren soil. When, some twelve years later,
Magalhdes finally started on his great voyage around the world, he was ful-
filling a desire that Lodovico Varthema had once planted in him.

Yer it was not only this confused kaleidoscope of exotic countries tha
had tempted him, there was another more serious and VEry concrete
reason. When Magalhidies landed in Lisbon he saw three well-known ships
moored to the quays: the Rafiel, the Leonkard, and the Hi. us. These
three ships, all traders, had gone out with the fleet of Francisco d’Almeida,
but although they had been under his command, they did not belong to
the Crown of Pormgal; they were owned by the mighty German Welser
family, who had equipped the ships and also undertaken to maintain the
erew for eighteen months. Of course, Magalhdes knew the rwo German
merchants who had gone along 1o India with hese ships: Balthasar
Sprenger from Vils on the Lech, who was later to write a faithful liptle
book about his sea-voyage on the Leonkard, and the scriva da feytoria, the
elerk Hans Mayr from Augsburg, who had sailed on the Rafael.

A few days later he met the two Germans, bursting with rage, Balthasar
Sprenger told him that he and the cargo of his ships were being detained in
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Lisbon. After the terrible slump in the pepper and spice market following
the return of Vasco da Gama’s fleet, the Crown had held up the two Ger-
man trading ships to prevent them selling their cargo of spices either in
Portugal or in Antwerp or Frankfurt, thus allowing the Portuguese to
make the best of a bad siruation. Had he, Balthasar Sprenger, loaded much
spice? Well of course he had! The well-fed German, whose face was be-
coming more and more contorted with fury, told Magalhdes of his
successes. He had twelve thousand quintals of pepper on board. Of this the
Crown was to have an agreed 30 per cent, leaving eight thousand four
hundred quintals. Since the price of pepper was twenty crusados per quin-
tal, the eight thousand four hundred quintals which were his by right
would have sold for 168,000 crusados. Furthermore he had been thinking
af buying direct from the Moluccas! Narurally he would deal in cloves,
and he exhorted his new Portuguese friend to listen. On the flkas das
Especierias one hundredweight of cloves cost two ducats, in Calicut as
much as fifty and in London mare than two hundred ducats. This was real
business, against which everything else was insignificant.

Magalhiies was breathless with excitement. Quickly he calculated what
profit the German merchants would make on selling their pepper.
Almeida’s fleet had not touched on the Moluccas, and had bought its
cargo from middlemen. What profits could be made by buying directly
fram the Moluccas themselves! And since Magalhies came from Oporto
and was as poor as a church mouse, he was to remember these things, just
as he was to remember Lodovico Varthema's colourful tales.

No evidence tells us of the date and day of week on which Balthasar
Sprenger or Hans Mayr met Magalhies in Lisbon, but it is probable that
this meeting really did take place. In any case, it is certin that Magalhdes
knew of the gigantic profits to be made in the spice trade. Of course, itis
not likely he knew all the above details, which have been compiled from
the account books of the Welsers, nor were mercantile considerations by
any means the sole motives for his tremendous deed. But there is no doubt
that they must have had a part in it. The auri sacra fames, the cursed greed
for gold and possessions, is admitted to be one of the most heavy heredi-
tary burdens which Adam and Eve have handed down to us, Magallides,
too, must have had his share of it.

6

His great idea had to wait for some years before it could be put into
action. For the time being Fernio de Magalhies was still only one of the
many wounded colonial soldiers, waiting at Lishon for further orders. He
had to wait 1ill the summer of 1508 before he was finally transferred to the
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fieet of Lépez de Sequeira, which was to make a reconnaissance trip to
Malacca. : \

This was a matter requiring some diplomacy. The large city of the
aurea chersonesus, the golden peninsulain the Far East, could not simplybe
overrun. The Sultan would have to be tricked, and, to do s0, Sequeira was
to appear before him as a trader and merchant. The Pormuguese Admiraley
had provided him with its best men, and it was a grear honour for Magal-
hes to be included. In all such expeditions, the possibility of clashes
between those in command of the ships and the specially chosen indivi
dualists that made up the crew had always 1o be faced. The leaders of
commando enterprises are confronted with a unique situation. While theie
men niust be as sternly disciplined as in other units, the personality of the
individual must not be broken, but must be given adequate opportunities
for proving its worth. This is an almost insoluble problem. Lépez de
Sequeira, for one, was not able to solve it; nor was Fernio de £s,
the pig-headed sobresalente from the district of Opoarto, capable of playing
the role of subordinare assigned to him. When some years later he was sent
back to Portugal he took back with him the reputation of being obstinate
and irascible. Magalhdes had by then discovered that survivors of come
mando raids are seldom promoted. This was a further cause for his sube
sequent deparure from his native country.

The fleet of Lépez de Sequeira reached India at the beginning of April
1509 and dropped anchor in Calicut. Four months later, in September, the
Partuguese were lying off Malacca. Wherever they looked along the
quay of the great harbour, there were ships. Here there were gigantic
Chinese junks with tremendous sails made of matting, their hulls huilt
high out of the water, there Malayan praus and the deep south-sea out-
tiggers, and there again Arab dhows whose lateen sails stood out in
sweeping and elegant grandeur against the turquoise-coloured sky. Here
there was constant activity, a veritable ant-hill of life and movement, an
incessant hartering and bargaining, a babel of all the languages of the
eastern world. For Malacca, a settlement founded by Malaya in 1280, not
far from the Singapore of today, was a real intermational harbour, just like
Calicut, Alexandria and Lisbon. True, not all ships going to or from the
east and west passed there. Tt was only in late autumn and winter that,
because of wind conditions, sea traffic passed through the Straits of
Malacca; the normal sea-route to and from China was through the Sunda
Straits and past the Philippines. Nevertheless, spice-traders were hound to
make use of Malacca, and since their trade was carried out mostly by
Barter, one could find every type of merchandise there: African slaves, who
in China were considered 1o be most desirable merchandise, gigantic stacks
of cinnamon, cloves and pepper, tremendous vessels of Japanese saks,
carefully packed crates of the finest of Chinese poreelain, sandalwood
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Damascus, precious Siamese carved ivory and long-limbed Circassian
concubines, Everything of value in the world was marketed here.

Of course the impending arrival of the Portuguese fleet had long been
reported to the Sultan of Malacca, Naturally, everyone in the glirtering
palace, close to the mosque on the hills surrounding the city, knew only
to0 well that these strangers and their dazzling white sails out there in the
harhour were no merchants like the quiet, polite and smiling captains of
the junks from China, Siam and Japan. The secret service had long ago

detailed reports on the bloody butcheries which these infidel
dogs had perpetrated in India. Even in Malacca they knew only to0 well
the meaning of the long bronze-coloured smooth barrels with black
gaping mouths pointing overhoard from the foreign ships. They had
nothing to oppose all this, excepting guile. If they could manage to split
up the Portuguese armada, to entice the crew ashore and 1o Overpower
each ship individually— only then might the danger be averted.

For this reason Sequeira and his crew were received with a great show
of cordiality and politeness when their boats arrived in the harbour, and
they were more than surprised when a few days later arrows came
whistling through the air, when the decks of the ships were teeming with
brown devils and when the land commando was mown down, man after
man. Magallides, who had been suspicious from the very start, had warned
the Admiral. Now from the high castle of the flagship he could see how
his comrades in the harbour were shedding their life’s blood under the
slashing blows of Malayan creeses. Together with some other soldiers, he
leapt into a dinghy, paddled to the quay and, fighting his way through,
managed to rescue the last survivor of the landing party, his friend
Francisco Serrio.

This was a heavy defeat for the Portuguese. Not only had they lost
more than a third of their crew and all their boars, bur they had also com-
pletely lost face in the whole of the East. At the same time this catastrophe
proved the muming point in the life of the former page and minor noble-
man. He had distinguished himself and so, two years later, in 1511, having
been made an officer after six years' service, he himself stood on the deck
of a ship sent by Portugal for the final conquest of Malacca. This time they
were successful. After some weeks of hard battles with changing fortunes,
the greatest harbour of the Far East became Portuguese.

Once again Magalhes had emerged covered with glory. But he was not
one to blow his own trumpet; he was not interested in selling himself. On
the contrary, on quite a few occasions be had biuer quarrels with his
superiors, and when, during a shipwreck, he sided with the crew, facing
the raging of the storm in their company while the capitdes ¢ fidalgos, the
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captains and noblemen, mukm:heboazs,hﬁwasduuﬁ_@;. His name did
norappear on the list of those who, some months later, were sent from the
Far East to pay homage to the Pope in the Vatican, He was not there when
the Pope offered solemn thanksgiving on behalf of the Tberian maritime
power, urbi ez orbi, before God and the whole world, when Tristio da
Cunha led panthers and leopards in a grandiose march of victory, when
peatls, rubies and turquoises of unprecedented beauty fell from da Cunha’s
hands into the golden vessels held out to him by the Pope’s attendants; he
did not hear the jubilations of the Romans when the gigantic Indian
elephant, which had been brought across the sea alive, bent his knee three
times before the Holy Father.

Nor was he there when Francisco Serrdo, his old friend, took possession
of the Spice Islands. For he was deliberately excluded from the three
Poruguese men-of-war which, after the canguest of Malacca, were
ordered to take possession of the /e das Lspecierias, those islands in the
Molucca Sea so rich in spices: Tidore, Ternate, Amboina and Banda.
While he must have moved heaven and earth to be allowed to accompany
his comrade Serrdo, like every other soldier he must have known that he
must never tempt fate. Thus he bade farewell to Serrio with a heavy
heart, a farewell which was to be their last.

This old friend, a happy-go-lucky son of Andalusia, was to turn his

‘back on all the confusion of the West, After suffering shipwreck, he chose
to remain in Amboina, where he married the little brown daughrer of the
browm chief. The ruling king, living on an island many miles away,

-appointed our Portuguese Robinson Crusoe his Grand Vizier; and thence-
forth the former caprain of His Majesty the King of Portugal was never
again to have the slightest wish to change his paradisaical dolce far niente in
the Moluceas for a soldier’s uniform, to be rudely reprimanded and to
carry his own skin to the market for those fa gentlemen who were always
to be found where there was no shooting and where easy money could be
made.

Just asa modern Crusoe will generally not renounce his desice for books
and whisky, so Francisco Serro felt impelled to write letters to his com-
rade Magalhdes and looked forward to the replies. Whenever any boat left
from Amboina for Malacca, its light-brown, bare-footed captain would be
banded a humble package, wrapped in wax cloth, and some months later
an India veteran, idling away his time in Lisbon, would find in it the same
wonderful excitement which the adventurer Varthema had communicated
10 him many years earlier, *It is richer, bigger and infinirely more heautiful
than that discovered by da Gama,’ the former grumete, the sailor who had
managed to work his way up to viceroy, Wrote, continuing to speak with
enthusiastic, almost poetic, turns of phrase of the paradise over which he
ruled. He did not suspect that be would one day pay for these delights
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with his life, and that in 1521 he was to die in agony from a tropical
poison. Even today it is not known whether his death was caused by
natives or by his own compatriots, envious of his independence, and ob-
mus!]r disapproving of Serrio’s friendship with the traitor Magalhdes.

1Ges was sent back home from India in 1512 he felt no
lnrng:r at home in Lisbon. He was deeply disturbed when he, like every
other soldier, was faced with the fact that the world had not stood still
while he had been risking his skin on foreign soil. Lisbon, once a little
gity, had long since become an important harbour. In Rastello, a mighty
cathedral had taken the plaue of the little Chapel to Our Dear Lady, splen-
did churches and spacious palaces had been built, and the quayside was
thronged with sllips. A]] the dialects of the world could be heard in its
streets and alleys. People of all colours and from all lands erowded into
the exchanges, into the agencies, into the brokers” and shipping masters’
offices. Old friends had either left or had died in distant lands, or else they
had grown rich and fat and no longer wished to know the home-comers.
To be away had often been bitter enough, but to return and find that one
had actually been written off was even harder o bear.

Those who, like Magalliies, came from Oporto, and who were sus-
picious and mde—awakz from the start, were not willing to listen ro the
customary babblings that only fate was to blame and that it was stupid not
to forget their resentment. All that meant nothing to Magalhes. He saw
only too well what was going on. He and his comrades who had risked
their lives and health for Portugal, whose bodies were covered with
scars and whose deeds alone had enabled the siay-at-homes to indulge in
their happy games of dice, the joyous clinking of glasses and their fat
businesses, had now become superfluous, useless and a nuisance. Since
Magalhdes himself was of noble birth, he for one was relatively well off.
As a fidalgo escudeiro he received a monthly pension of 1,850 reis (about
18s.) and furthermore, because he had once been a royal page, he still
belonged to the household of the Crown, and was thus spared the humilia-
tion of having to go begging in the back-streers of the harbours of Belem
and Rastello as other officers were forced to do.

Thus passed a long, painful year. A new expeditionary force was set up
in the summer of 1513, and Magalh3es went along to Morocco with the
infantry. This was dangerous folly. The old sailor knew nothing of land
battles, and the inevitable happened: he was wounded in the left knee
dusing hand-to-hand fighting and became unfit for further service at the
front. In 1515, his opponents rook the opportunity to get rid of this
upstart officer, who had neither friends nor connections of importance,
and who, in addition, came from Oporto. They sent him home once and

for all.
A few months later Magalhies limped into the audience chamber of the
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years and they disliked each other with equal intensity. The gauche young
nobleman asked the King for a new commission, but he did not beseech —
he demanded. Manuel refused his request brusquely. Equally brusquely
Magalhes was rebuffed when he demanded an increase in his pension of
two hundred reis. He was told ke was no better than a beggar. But this was
not to be Manuel's lucky day, When Magalhiies finally asked whether the
King would allow him to serve in some other country where, since he was
thirty-five years old, he might sill hope for some advancement in his for-
tunes, the fat, flat-footed monarch told him irately that it was a matter of
supreme indifference to him how the captain intended to spend his future.

This was a final slap in the face. Magalhes, used ro receiving the worst,
did not bat an eyelid, but he knew now that his decision was made. The
‘great historic moment had arrived. He settled his affairs and some twelve
months later, on the 20th October 1517, the unwanted Portuguese officer
crossed the border into Spain, a grandiose plan in his pocket.

7

This grandiose plan was based on an equally grandiose error. Later on,
when the Spanish fieet led by Magalhdes was groping its way along the
coast of South America with great difficulty in its search for a passage to.
the Sea of Cathay, the Admiral was to realize this only too well, for he was
then to live through the most difficult hours of his life. But that time had
not yet come, and for the moment everything looked fascinatingly and
tllusively logical.

It had long been known that Colimbus, contrary to his own firm belief]
had neither landed on the shores of India, nor of China. Even after his first
voyage loudly doubting voices had made themselves heard in Portugal,
Traly, Germany, England and France. When it was learnt that, during his
third voyage, Columbus had made his crew swear solemnly that they were
all convinced of having reached Asia, the scepticism became general. No,
the new land could not possibly have been Cathay. But then what was it?
A group of islands? A continent?

In 1497 the Genoese Captain Giovanni Caboto, sailing under the
English flag, discovered land high up in the north, the Newfoundland and
Labrador of today. This new land, he thought, must be very large indeed,
for from it mighty rivers poured into the ocean. But more could not he
discovered, Thick pack-ice forced the English expedition to retumn.
Apparently those icebound, deserred regions were directly connected with
the Arctic. At that very time, but hundreds of miles away, Columbus had
also dropped anchor near the shores of what was obviously another very
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large country. For the first time he had reached the coast of America, and
nutmcrelythcxshnﬂsbe&nemﬁa investigated this region from the
Orinoco to Honduras. He was still quite cerrain tha this rremendous strerch
of shore belonged to Asia. But when he returned to Spain in 1504, they
knew better. For deep in the south also, land had been discovered, The
Portuguese Admiral Cabral, on the way to India, had touched upon shores
south of the Equator. Two landmarks noticed by Cabral and christened by
him with their modern names, viz. the harbour Porto Seguro and Monte
Pascoal at about 167 5., make it clear where the Portuguese had landed and
that they had discovered Brazil.

For the cartographers everything was still uncertain. True, it had been
said since olden times that the western ocean was full of larpe islands, so
that the quite independent landings from the high north to the deep south
were not surprising. But then something quite unexpected happened. A
former bank official appeared on the scene and, raking stock of all previous
discoveries, including quite a few of his own, he declared to an astonished
world: ‘ So far men have sailed along these shores for upwards of 6oo miles,
and seeing that the end is still nowhere in sight, I am firmly convinced that
what we have here is no mere island but an entire continent.’

The name of this former bank official was Amerigo Vespucci. He came
from a very respectable, if somewhat unusual, patrician family of Florence.
One of its members, a shining light in the field of jurisprudence, had the
fallowing inscription carved on his gravestone by his fellow-citizens:
*Here lies a man who should either have lived for ever, or who should
never have seen the light of day . While this was meant with due deference,
it yet shows clearly thar this dignitary uerizsque juris did nor quite fit into
the narrow burghers' life of the rich city on the Arno. Later the eccentricity
of the Vespuccis was to express itself in a more harmless form, for instance
in their choice of names for their male descendants. Amerigo’s father was
called Anastasius, a name that had not been used for decades and which, to
say the least, was uncommon. The son's full name was Almerigo, an
Itzlian form of the old and equally unusual Germanic * Almerich’.

At the beginning of 1496, Almerigo Vespucci, manager of the Medici.
bank's branch in Seville, was faced with a situation in which he, 2 man of
forty-five years of age, was suddenly without a job. Since he had private
means, the closing of this branch of the bank was not a great catastrophe
for him. It meant freedom; and he made the widest possible use of ir. He
put to sea and sailed for the newly discovered lands in the Western Ocean.
His <hips left from Cadiz at the beginning of 1497, and when he finally
returned to the west five years later, he had discovered that these new lands
were tremendously wide and that, at least as far as where Rio de Janeiro is

today, a tremendous region of temle soil and defiant rocks barred the way
ta the west. Amerigo Vespucci realized that this could not possibly be an



96 The World Unveiled

island, but that it was a gigantic continent. Thus, when the German
Waldseemilller called it after Vespucci's Christian name:.

Almerichland, the name stuck.

Columbus had in fact discovered a new continent. But since the earthis
a sphere, more water was bound to be behind those strange lands, an infin-
ite ocean of water. The Portuguese on the Moluccas had already reported
that the size of the waves suggested the existence of huge masses of water
extending to the east. While Porrugal, still lacking sufficient ships and
soldiers, had not yet officially annexed the Moluccas, the self-exiled Portu-
guese in Amboina and Ternate, above all Francisco Serrdo of whom we
have already heard, continued to speak of this gigantic ocean.

Anyone who discovered a passage through this new continent was
likely to reach the Moluccas before the Portuguese, who had to make the
long voyage round Africa. But who could tell if there was a passage? For
all one knew, the new continent of America might stretch as far south as
the uninhabitable frozen regions of the Antarctic, and up to the Arctic in
the north.

Spain diligently sent expedition after expedition in order to clear up
this doubt. By 1510 it was known thar no passage existed as far as 33° N.,
i.e. up to the region of modern Charleston. As far as the eye could see there
was land, unbroken stretches of shore, impenetrable mountain ranges.
The report sent by Visquez de Ayllon, Minister of the Government of
Santo Domingo, to the Colonial Office of the Spanish Empire in Seville
about his voyage of exploration to the north that year, was most dis-
couraging.

Then came the year 1513, with further sensational news: the sea,
assumed to exist beyond the strange continent, had at last been discovered.
The Spanish conquistador, Nuiies de Balboa, had seen this ocean with his
own eyes after having marched for three terrible weeks through the jungles
of Central America. Soon afterwards he was 1o be beheaded as a mutineer,
but his reports were such that there could no longer be any doubts. The
ocean separating America from Cathay, India and the Moluccas had ceased
1o be a mere scientific theory, it had become a reality.

1f there was an ocean then there must be a passage, for it was unthink-
able that the American barrier should stretch from pole to pole without
any break. This conclusion seemed so obvious that even the avaricious
and deeply sceptical Charles V —later elected Emperor of the Holy Roman
Empire, thanks mainly to the Fuggers —subscribed to it. At this propitious
moment there suddenly appeared before him a Portuguese exile by the
name of Magalhies, a rather insignificant officer who, after seeing service
abroad, had been dismissed, and who confidently asserted thar he knew
where this passage could be found. All he needed for sailing round the
world was a few ships.
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“This passage, as imagined by Fernando ngelliu—wmlullhemtfmh
‘call him by his Spanish name —was of course non-existent, and was created
artificially four centuries later, on the 15th August 1914, when the first ship
passed through the Panama Canal to reach the Pacific from the Aulantic
Ocean in a matter of a few hours. Actually, the Spaniards themselves hlli
had the thought of breaking through the isthmus of Panama and
the passage which Nature herself had barred, butin 1551 the bigor Philip I
forbade his people, on pain of death, to harbour such sinful thoughts,
which ran counter to the divine
order. Thus the idea fell into
oblivion until Alexander von
Humboldt revived it in 1829,

Forrunately, Magellin was un-
able to look into the future and
he was absolutely certain that he
knew the way. The great German
historian, Leopold von Ranke,
once said of Columbus’s discovery
that never had a greater error
produced greater consequences,
-and this applies equally as much to
the discoveries made by our
stubborn young nobleman from  XIW. Johannes W. Schiner's globe.
the district of Oporto.

But how did this error arise? On whar did Magelkin base his conviction
that there wasa passage, that he knew where it could be found, and that he
could promise to sail round the world in one single voyage? Historians
have long tried to answer this question. They first believed thar Mardn
Behaim, the chief cartographer of the Crown of Portugal, who originally
came from Nuremberg, had left a map, afier his death in 1507, on which
the passage was marked, but they could find no convincing proof of this.
Then they thought about the famous globe, still extant, fashioned in 151§
by Johannes Schoner of Nuremberg, on whicha passage is actually marked,
though in quite the wrong place. It was conjectured that the map and the
globe had been kept in the Zesoria at Lishon, the secret royal archive, and
that Magellin had had access to them. Finally they discovered an old Ger-
man broadsheer, the Copia der Newen Zgrrw;g auss Presill Landt printed
in 1507 by Erhart Oglin at Augsburg. In it was the report that a Portu-
guese ship had discovered a deep channel cunting into the land at about
40°S., and had travelled along it for two full days withourt reaching its end,
but had then been driven away by storms. It was made clear that this
tremendous passage was bound to lead to the western ocean and that it
would not be too difficult to reach Malacca through it
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And when they had reached the ssid regions, namely 4o°S., they disctvered the land
of Presill (Brail), having & cabo, that is 10 say 3 point or a place which strerches out
into the sea. And they sailed around the said eabe. . . . And when they had rounded the
cabo, 15 is reported, and sailed or travelled towards the nosth-west, the weather became
80 bad and the wind so strong that they could not sail or travel further. . . . The peloto;
that is 10 say, the guide or leader of the ship, was a fairly good friend of mine. He spoke
1o me and expressed the opinion that from the said cabo dye Pressil, that is the beginning
of the land of Brazil, it was a distance of six hundred miles toward Malaqua. He slso
thought that through this viagia, that is to say, way or voynge, it would take a short
time 1o travel from Lisbon to Malaqua and back again, which would help to hring much
spices unto the King of Portugal. . ...

If Magellin actually knew of this astonishing report —and this seems
maore than likely —then it is quite conceivable that this old German broad-
sheet was the real reason for his wish to sail round the world.

Now the actual passage, the Strait of Magellin, is found ar about
27 5. and no European had reached it before the year 1520. However, at
35" 5. there is in fact a tremendous gap in the South American continent, a
gigantic estuary hundreds of miles long, that could well have been mis-
taken for a passage. This is the La Plata Estuary, and the report in the
Newe Zeyrung of 1507 probably referred to the Plate River —the siagio, the
way which was supposed to lead to Malacca in so short a time, being its
gigantic estuary. Now the first record we have of the Plate River is in
1515, when the Spaniard Juan Diaz de Solis reached it in his own search
for a passage through the continent. At first he was cermain that he had
found the paso, but his hopes were soon dashed when he discovered that
the broad channel was nothing but the mouth of a river. As the German
broadsheet apparently spoke of La Plata some eight years earlier, it looks
as if a Portuguese ship had reached it long before the Spaniards. Since, in
1504, Manuel of Porrugal had forbidden on pain of death the publication
of any information ahout navigation, so that foreigners could not derive
benefit from Portuguese discoveries, it is not impossible that this earlier
voyage had been kept a secret. In any case the River Plate itself was not
marked on any old maps; hence Magellin's error, but also his confidence
in his enterprise.

Apart from Columbus, Magellin is always the most widely quoted
example of the fact that tremendous successes are sometimes the result of
mistakes. Ingenuous people conclude from this that it makes very little
difference whether the matives of an action are objectively correct or not,
it is action alone which counts. Supporters of this thesis conveniently
overlook how relative are truth and error in our world. At a simple level,
it is easy enough to separate them but, seen in the prism of a great per-
sonality, they intermingle and the difference between them is so finely
graded that truth may arise from error and error may give birth to truth,
We know that faith can move even mountains, and here the faith of one
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brave man, so to speak, broke a passage through the Cambrian formation
of Patagonia, the hardest rock on earth. Tt was because of this faith alone
that what had been a stupid error was mumned into an accomplished fact,
ﬂmlhuughﬂnspnw,lhﬁpassage,dldnm open up where his burning
faith had seen it. Ironically enough, Magellin discovered it at the southern-
most tip of the gigantic American continent, so that he might just as:
quickly have gone round Cape Horn. But the discovery of the passage had
to come when it did for, as we shall see, if it had been put off by as linte as
one day, Magellin would probably have had to turn back.

Narurally considerations of this kind were never part of Magellin's way
of thinking. They are retrospective in the fullest meaning of the word, and
anyone reflecting thus in his presence would not have been allowed to
pursue such thoughts for long. Magelldn was a man of purpose, of reason
and cool calculation, who left nothing to accident, to mere intuitions or w
inspiration. He was concerned with realities alone. Everything that he did
was most carefully planned down to the last detail. When he crossed the
border into Spain in 1517, he already had some good connections there,
which he inteded to use to better his fortunes. About a year later he
married Beatrix de Barbosa, daughter of the Director of the Arsenal of
Spain —no shining beauty but endowed with 600,000 maravedis. She not
only brought him a dowry of money but also Spanish citizenship and
direct connections with the Domus [ndica, the famous India Office in
Seville, for naturally Diego de Barbosa, his father-in-law, was in good
standing with the officials there.

When Magellén knocked ar the door, he was no longer an unknown
name. All the same, he found ir difficult at first to arouse interest, but in the
end the India Office accepted his project. The counsellors submitted the
plan to Charles V, and the Emperor looked favourably upon Magellin's
plans. Even though he was normally not in the habit of giving Conquista-
dors anything but his imperial blessing, he made a grant of 6,454,209
maravedis (about six to seven thousand pounds) to the Porruguese
discoverer. True, a considerable share of the cost was left to private finan-
ciers, namely the Dutch shipper de Haro and his friends, while the
Emperor made sure of the lion’s share of possible discoveries for himself
This procedure had often proved successful. If private circles were pre-
pared 1o gamble their money on such risky enterprises, the Crown was
quite prepared to accept it. For after all the Crown would have to incura
great deal of expenditure in later years. Time after time the State had had
to intervene when its subjects had come to a dead end. Nobody could
blame Charles if he kept a cool head in face of such daring enterprises, and
it was remarkable enough that the Emperor had declared himself ready, on
behalf of Spain, to share in financing the expedition.

On the 2and of March 1518, the decisive agreement was signed in



100 The World Unveiled

Valladolid: Charles V undertook to provide five ships and all supplies for
two years. He appointed Magellin adelantadn and gobernador, and gave
him 2 salary as well as a share in the profits of the voyage. Magellin, for
his part, was to discover ‘in the realm of the oceans helonging to us,
islands, continents and rich spices’. One has to admir that all nisks in this
undertaking were borne by the Crown and the private financiers; if
Magellin had discovered nothing then the invested capital would have been
lost. This would have meant a great deal to a business-minded ruler suchas
Charles V who was constantly hard pressed for money. It must also be re-
membered that he was besieged daily with similar projects and that he,
more than anyone else, must have been sick and tired of grandiose plans.
Therefore if he pledged himself to give financial aid to this particular
expedition, it could only have been becanse he was convinced by the
unshakeable faith and determination of this ugly, limping, former Portu-
guese officer. Magellin despite his awkward manners had managed 1o force
Charles V, # pessimist by inclination and vocation, to do his will. Thus
His Imperial Majesty confirmed:

It is our will that in recognition of the efforts and costs of this voyage, from the net
profit you bring back, and after due deduction for the cost of the Aeet has been made,
you will be allowed to retain 2 fifth parr as a reward. So that your vovage be ensured,
end 5o that you may fulfil your plan, I promiss you five ships: tovo of a hundred and
thirty tons esxch, two of ninety and one of sixty tons, with crews, supplies and arma-
ments sufficient for rwo years and for two hundred and thirty-four heads, including
captains, officers and sailors of the fleet.

This 1 promise you and you have my royal word that [ will protect you, a5 1 hereby

give the signature of my name.
Valladolid, on the 2and March, 1718, 1

the King.

True, another year was 1o pass before the crew had been hired and the
ships equipped. Although the Crown had shown itself astonishingly mag-
nanimous in signing the agreements it suddenly began to quibble. The
five sailing ships which it had agreed to supply turned out to be very old
and unseaworthy, and Magellin had to overhaul them completely. Stefan
Zweig, some years ago, when writing his fine book on Magellin, looked
up the accounts for equipping this fleet and there, among other things,
were the following items needed for making the best of what appears to
have been a very bad job indeed:

175,098 maravedis for the wood for beams and planks.

104,244 maravedis wages for the work of the carpenters.

6,790 maravedis wages for the sawing of the planks.

142,532 maravedis for the iron-work of the ship.

129,539 maravedis wages for the caulking of the ship.

149,076 maravedis for obtaining 173 pieces of canvas.

324,170 maravedis for 221 hundredweights of cables, splices and hemp.
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These figures show clearly thar the ships of the Crown of Spain were by
no means in the best possible condition. Apparently, they lacked both top-
masts and yards; in any case Magelldn allotted a further 37,437 maravedis
to this purpose. Pumps and rudders were missing, the hulks were com-
pletely rorten and not even anchors were provided —quite obviously,
Charles V's counsellors must have chosen indiscriminately from the ships®
graveyards, so as to fulfil the contract with the least possible cost to the
Crown.

The rest of the equipment, as the accounts show, was also extremely
poor and the human material quite pitiful, It consisted of thirty-seven
Portuguese, some thirty Italians and nineteen Frenchmen. In addition
there were Flemings, Basques, Germans, Greeks; Englishmen, Negroes,
Malays and above all, Spaniards. Many of them were desperadoes and
criminals who hoped to regain freedom and whiten their reputations by
taking part in this expedition. Most of them had never seen the sea, and
had no idea of navigarion. It is most surprising that any of them ever got
back alive from this expedition. While the de Haros of Antwerp had done
their best, it cannot be said that the Spanish Crown ever fully overcame its
proverbial stinginess. When all is said and done, it did no more than pro-
tect Magellin against attacks by the Portuguese. This was necessary
enough, for when Lisbon heard of the reasons for Magellin’s alliance with
Spain, and when it discovered that he could not be bought off by money or
honours, Portugal had recourse to the gangster methods of the Renais-
sance, which, in accordance with the general mores of the time, were quite
permissible even for the State and the Crown. However they did not
manage to get Magellin out of the way, and on the roth August 1519, the
Molucca fleet, flying the flag of Spain ar its masthead and next to it
Magellin's coat-of-arms, argent, three bars checky, sable and gules, set sail
from Seville down the Guadalquivir.

Even before the departure, unpleasant incidents had taken place with
the other captains and this made clear Magellin’s very difficult position,
despite his official protection. The captains of the four other ships were all
pure-blooded Spaniards,; some of them even noblemen, and they were very
unwilling to take orders from a Portuguess; the Captain-General was
finally forced to intervene physically to keep discipline and nip the
incipient mutiny in the bud. With his own hand he placed the captain of
the San Anconio, Vice-Admiral Cartagena, in irons and left no doubt in the
mind of the whole fleet that there was only one person who was giving
the orders. It can easily be imagined what effect this had on a crew thrown
together from almost all the nations of Europe, and what energy Magellin
needed to exert his authority over them.

Magellin achieved the impossible and the first stages of the voyage were
accomplished without incident. At the end of November 1519 the fleet
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reached the shores of Brazil, near what is today called Recife or Pernam-
buco, and on the 13th December, afier a voyage of eleven weeks, it
dropped anchor in the bay of Rio de Janeiro. The tired seamen were as
happy as if they had been in paradise. Actually they had made an un-
authorized landing. The instructions of the King expressly forbade them
to set foot on land within the Portuguese sphere of control, but since their
cousins from Lisbon had nor yet founded a sertlement there, and since
thar enchantingly beautiful bay still belonged to no one, the Spaniards
could quite happily send their boats ashore. Magellin’s crew tasted the
strange fruits, the ‘large round pine-cones' which the brown-skinned
natives called ananas (pineapple) and which were 5o extraordinarily sweet
and tasty; the batara, a farinaceous fruit resembling the chesmut, and
finally the sugar cane which at that time was still very rare, even though it
was being cultivated all over North Africa and in many places in Spain and
lialy. Other things, such as chickens, geese and parrots, were equally in
demand, but naturally very high on the scale of delight came the young
girls of Rio de Janeiro! * They wear’, as all the diaries of the voyage report,
*no other clothes than their hair, and in exchange for a knife or an axe, we
could obmin two or even three of these daughters of Eve, so perfect and
well-shaped in every possible way.” This may sound very ungentlemanly
and mercenary; and the majority of that bunch of near scoundrels thar
formed Magellin’s crew must ar first have thought of nothing but their
lust. Yet if we read between the lines of their reports we see that even these
rough men were deeply touched by the natural nobility that has always
been so characieristic of the girls and women of this most beautiful of all
larhours.

Magellin was terribly impatient 1o be off again. He had determined,
by means of the astrolabe, that they were at about 24° S. The passage was
supposed to be at 40° S. Thus only 16 of latitude separated him from his
objective. He tried to hurry up preparations for departure, but after an
eleven weeks' voyage, algae, barnacles and weeds had artached themselves
to the ships and had to be persuaded 10 leave, the sails had to be resewn
‘and trimmed and ends spliced —in short, two weeks had to go by before
the fleet was again reported seaworthy. On the 26th December, Magellin
started on what he assumed to be the final and decisive stage of his voyage.
Since the wind was favourable, he ordered every available inch of sail to be
set and at high speed the armada raced towards the south. After only four-
teen days of sailing it had covered some twelve hundred miles of coastline.
With much joy the Admiral norticed that the shore at starboard was slowly
seceding towards the west. At the Lobos islands, shortly before reaching
the Montevideo of today, the strange coast had made way for 2 bay, almost
at right angles. Simultaneously there opened up the full width of the
gigantic estuary formed by the River Plate. Anyone reaching here and
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fiernly believing that he had found the rosd to the Mar del Sur, to the-
South Sea, would find his heart beating faster in his excitement. Soan the
‘whole fleer knew that they had reached the paso, and in view of the gigantic
waters which stretched endlessly towards the west, everybody, including
the rebellious Spanish captain, was clearly convinced that within another
few days they would be making their way to the rich Cathay and the
golden Cipangu.

Qddly enough not a single one of Magellin®s crew of two hundred and
seventy seems to have had the common sense 1o throw a mug overboard
-and to taste the water, He would have discovered that, even far ourside the
La Plata estuary, it was still sweet, for he would have masted fresh nver-
water. Even the yellowish colour of the sea raised no doubts in them, so
sure were they of their cause. Thus two weeks passed during which
sailing operations became more and more difficult; men were sent in the
long-boats to explore, and finally the truth was known thar there was-no
passage. The gigantic bay was the mouth of a tremendous river and the
route to Asia over the southern ocean was no nearer.

must have been sick to death when he realized this, and when,
on the and of February 1§20, from the bridge of his ship he gave the order
to set off again, dozens of pairs of eyes must have stared at him with ill-
concealed hostility, But not a muscle moved in his face; the sails went up
and, before a fresh northerly wind, the armada continued its course to the
south. The Admiral still had one loophole through which he could hope
to save himself for the time being. The old reports had said that the passage
at about 40° S., but so far he had only reached 35° 5., and many
miles still separared him from his objective or from the complete collapse
of all his hopes. Was the Captain-General then really so certain, so full of
faith and confidence as his contemporaries believed? Or had he some
doubts from the very start?

In the India Office at Seville the experts were shaking their heads when
they checked Magellan®s supply accounts: 21,383 pounds of ships” biscuits,
480 pounds of oil, 570 pounds of pickled meat, 1,120 pounds of cheese,
200 barrels of sardines, 238 dozen dried fish in bundles, and 1,700 pounds
of dried fish in barrels. He had raken all these on board. In addition there
was a tremendous cargo of beans, peas, lentils, flour, rice, sugar, garlic,
onions, misins, currants, figs, capers, salt, honey, etc. This was far, fir
more than was customary, this was enough to nourish his whole fleet for
two full years! Why did this foreigner, this caprain from Pormgal, need
s0 many provisions? What was in his mind? And people started 1o whisper
and murmur in the India Office. But what could be done againsy the
Emperor’s favourite, against the son-in-law of the Director of the Arsenal?
So nothing was said, and Magellin alone on board knew how well his
enterprise was supplied with provisions.
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Had the Adumiral left himself a way for escape here? It is cermain that his
supplies were sufficient for two years. It is also certain thar M pt
the extent of his provisions secrer, for had he told his sailors that they
would have to reckon with a two years’ voyage, he would have had 10
press-gang and drag them aboard ship by force. Such things Az 1o be kept
secret, and anyone in Magellin's
=\ ] position would have done like-

A4 wise. While the Caprain-General
might well have suspected tharhe
was setting out on a long voyage,
we would be wrong to infer from
this that he was bluffing all the
way.
On the 24th Febrnary 1520,
three weeks after the hasty depar-
ture from La Plata, Magellin had
sailed down the coast as far as the
Golfo de San Marias. He was
making rather slow progress,
probably because he examined
every bay and recess carefully.
His officers and crew were begin-
ning to abandon all hope of
success. Then suddenly, just after
the Punta Vermeja, the entry 1o
the Bay of Saint Matthew, had
been rounded, nomaoreland could

s be seen from the crow’s nest
L Magwj:;rﬁﬂgg i During the next twelve sailing
hours hopes ran high once more.

By the evening of this 24th February 1520, Magellin was to know that
even this last hope had been in vain, There was no passage, but only a
large bay. His face not showing a trace of his emotion, the Admiral went
down to his cabin, realizing that from now on he was his own prisoner.
Should he call his caprains and tell them he had been wrong all along about
the paso? No, they would clap him in irons, they would break every bone
in his body, if he told them that.

That night Magellin must have decided to sail on, come what may, and
at whatever cost. Possibly he might have to forfeit his own life, pc.:l:uaps it
would cost the lives of the whole expedition. What of it! It was not the
spiric of adventure alone which was driving the Admiral to continue his
VOyage at any price; he must have continued ro hold fast to his belief in a
passage, even though the secrer maps had proved inaccurate.
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We know nothing of what happened on that fateful night. Even if in
our inner eye we can see the Captain-General pacing up and down in his
narrow cabin, we may be wrong. It is equally possible that Fernando
Magellin slept soundly for eight hours that night, and thar he was com-
pletely untouched by the tremendous scope of his decision. It must be
granted that geniuses and maniacs live in a different spiritual climate from
that of the ordinary man, and that it is difficult to draw a dividing line
between them.

Thus the voyage continued, until on the 31st March 1520, as the anchors
were rattling down from the Hows of the Spanish ships in the bay of Port
San Julidn, Magellin informed his crew that he intended to pass the winter
there. At the same time he ordered that the daily rations should be cut by
one-half. This was an open challenge and two days later, as the Captain-
General had expected, mutiny broke our.

Detailed reports of the events of this mutiny have been preserved for
us in the journal of Antonio Pigafetta, a young nobleman from Vicenza, in
Italy, who had left his respectable wealthy family to see the world. It was
customary in those days for the sons of noble houses to make an educative
tour, via Rome and Paris 1o the Imperial Court, in order to see something
of the world. This young Iralian nobleman appeared one day in the train
of the Papal Protonotary at the Royal camp of Charles V in Barcelona, and
hardly had he heard of Magellén and his secret expedition, than he made
an immediate appeal to Charles V to be allowed to participate in this
magnificent enterprise.

No one seeing the bust of the youthful Charles V, modelled by Konrad
Meit in 1517, which portrays him as having been an open-minded,
mquiring young man, can doubt that an equally adventurous and eager
youthsuch as Antonio Pigafetra almost immediately obtained the favour he
was seeking. Antonio Pigafetta soon held a magnificent sealed document
which, in many complicated, courtly turns of phirase, appointed him
Magellin's private secretary, in which capacity he was to join the expedi-
tion.

It is thus that our callow youth found himself in the midst of that throng
of professional adventurers, clerks, unscrupulous business men and old
salts. Never in his home had they spoken of money and profits, nor had it
been suggested that different ways of behaviour existed from those prac-
tised in his own circle. In short he knew little of the real world in which
cunning and strength reigned supreme. His race had long since forgotten
that it was because of these very qualities that primitive man had
to survive and lord it over the rest of the creation, and that the ideal of 2
gentleman could only exist when man had become supreme, and his
supremacy unthreatened.

Many others in the place of Antonio Pigafetta would have quickly run



their journey to Paris, but the young Ialian patrician was made of sterner
stuff. Though he frequently had to bite his lip, he remained on hmr&,
and took part in the whole voyage from the first to the last day. He was.
‘one of the few survivors who managed to get back and the only one who
‘made any written reports during the voyage. Since he knew that he wasa
greenhorn, he kept away from difficult, complicated things. He noticed
the sparks of dissatisfaction berween Magellin and his capains, just as
everybody else on board had noticed them, but he knew that he was 00
inexperienced to fathom clearly the complicated situation of intrigue and
slander, mutiny and plot, and so he kept silent and restricted himself to
facts, to immediate events. These, however, he recorded with photo-
graphic fideliry,
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10. Seamen and soldiers found writing difficult, as can clearly be seen from
the signatures of Magelldn's officers.

For five months we stayed in the harbour, which we called the harbour of San Julian.
Here much dissatisfaction and distrust rose up against Magellin, Immediately afier we
fad dropped anchar in this harbour, Mapellin gave arders for dwellings to be erected
on land. He also ordered the daily rations 1 be cut so that they would last for a longer
period of time. The erews and also the apmins objected 1o both these commands. The
dissatisfied demanded to return home., Magellin refused even 1o discuss the matter and,
wihen kiis crew persisted, hie hiad some of the worst offenders arrested and punished,
Bu this only exaspersted the men. On the tst April, 1520, when Magellin had ordered
us all to go ashoreand to atrend Mass, the captains Juan de Cartagena, Luis de Mendoza
and Gaspar de Quesada did not appear. Open mutiny broke out not long afrer, Juan de
Cartagena was the ringleader. In the night between the 1=t and snd April, he went on
board the San Anronic and 1ook prisoner its captuin, who had remained fairhful o
Miagzllin, snd dissrmed the crew. On the moming of the and April, the mutineers had
three ships in their power, the capmin of the Fictoria having sided with them also,

Magellin, apart from his own ship, the Trinidad, only had the Saniiagn under captain
Serrano on his side. Through a ruse the Admiral managed o mke possession of the
Ficzoria, then he placed his three ships at the exit of the harbour. During the night, the
San Anzonio, whose crew was on the side of the mutineers, hroke anchor and drifted
close to the flagship. The San Anconio was quickly taken, particularly since the crew
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immediately declared themselves in favoar of Magellin. As a result, Juan de Ca =
and the Concepeida, his ship, had 1o submit 10 Magellin, Their punishment was speedy.
At first the ringleaders were put in irons, Caprain Mendoza, of the Péewria, had been
killed in the unexpected attack which had given Magellin possession of the ship. Juan
de Cartagena and a chnpl:mwlmhnd]mmdtbemuuuymmmndmdmm
their fate. The crews who had participated in the mutiny were pandoned. . .

These then are the facts thar Pigafetta witnessed and described. As we
have seen he tells us nothing of the psychological factors, how the anger
of the caprains rose to boiling point, how Magellin saw which way the
wind was blowing, and how he waited for the crucial moment when fate
was to offer him success. Justice, when it is purely concerned with estab-
lishing guilt and passing sentence, has no need for an elaborate setting.
Courts-martial require only the post to which the offender is tied and the
sandheap to receive his body. But whenever it is not only a question of

avenging and judging, but of influencing, of stressing the terrible sanctity

of law, justice requiresanexperienced stage-managerand effective scenery.
Magellin knew only too well that he would require a suitable stage for

his plan, and that he would have to wait for the sparks to become flames
before quenching them once and for all. The harbour of San Julidn sup-
plied the ideal setting for the drama: heavy storm clouds, threatening rocks
and icy desolation made a fitting theatre for the dénouement of that clash
of wills. Two of the ringleaders were maroaned. Nothing has ever been
heard of them. The third ringleader, captain Gaspar de Quesada, was be-
headed. Because he was a particularly capable and trusted officer of the
Spanish Crown his execution had to be turned into a spectacle. The
record of the court as preserved by the escribanos, the official recorders, is
many pages long. The judgement, expressed in the formal verbiage of the
Spanish homeland, was a foregone conclusion. The execution itself seemed
to have been rehearsed: a semi-circle of rocks rising as in an amphitheatre,
a semi-circle of motionless men and officers, black clouds from a threaten- .
ing sky. In the centre of the stage the executioner’s block. In front of it
the grim lord of life and death —the Admiral himself, his greying hair
falling deep over his forehead, a shori-legged, lame man with eyes
ﬂashmg nervously over the wholr: scene. Cold shudders ran down the
spines of the spectators, but not from the icy wind. The ‘old man" had
thought out some fiendish refinement. For next to the block where Gaspar
de Quesada was to lay his head, stood Luis de Molino, his own servant
and foster-brather. Magellin ]md promised to pardon l:um on condition
that he took the life of his master. And Molino had accepted the devilish
order, The head of Quesada fell under the sharp, heavy axe, the smashed
vertebrae crunched gruesomely, the red flame of his blood gushed out like
a torrent from the open pipe of his throat, and the bestial yells of Luis de
Molino re-echoed from the rocks.
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Pigafetta, the private secretary and confidant of Magellin, stood ar his
side, along with the other high-ranking officers of the fleet. He viewed
the dissenting captains as common mutineers, but were they so in fact?

Magellin knew better than thar. Despite his fanaticism, he was an
honourable and just man at heart, and he must have known that at root
his opponents were no mutineers at all. In the first place he, as an old
soldier, must have been impressed by the fact thar their enterprise was
planned and carried out with military precision. To checkmate him by
means of a lightning attack against the San Antonio, was a masterly piece
of straregy. There was no doubt, they were able fellows. Furthermore, the
King had expressly confirmed them in their offices of inspectors, treasurers
and accountants of his enterprise. When, for the sake of the expedition, he
had to push them completely into the background, they had an undoubted
right to resist. He had excluded them completely, he had been forced 1o take
the measures he did. The fact that they drew their swords in order to
defend the property of their King against what they considered a maniac,
could not be considered a crime.

Magellin was faced with a difficult decision. Nobody knows how he
fought his way through it, since not a single line from his or anybody
else’s hand concerning this dilemma has come down to ns. We can only
refer to the general picture of the man thar history has preserved, which
leads us to assume that he himself was deeply aware of the tragedy of his

~situation. He, a Portuguese nobleman, who had been forced to emigrate
from his native land in order to carry through his great plan and so had
been dubbed a tumncoat, and who for this reason alone was bound to do
his utmost to obtain his goal, was opposed by Spanish nobles who had
sworn a holy cath to their King and whose sense of duty forced them ta
fise up against an Admiral whom they considered an irresponsible
foreigner. By human standards, the scales were equally balanced.

But this tumcoat, this stranger, this maniac, was no longer himself. Sa
long as there was still the slightest possibility of discovering the passage,
50 long as his ships were not impeded in their voyage towards the south by
the same thick barrier of ice which, twenty years previously, had barred
the way to Giovanni Caboto in the north-west, he would remain a
prisoner to his task. What others considered their sworn duty 4ad to be
treated as mutiny and punished accordingly. This he did with wellni
diabolic cunning, planning every detail and calculating the result of
action, A few hours after the outhreak of the mutiny, Magellin had
regained complete control aver his fleer,
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As an old sailor Magellin knew the enemy that would face him during
the winter months. This enemy was not hunger, but idleness. Not so
many years had passed since the Admiral himself had been a simple sailor
below deck. He had had experience of what happens when hundreds
of men are herded together in a cramped space, lounging about without
anything to do, forever retelling the same old jokes and stories which
everyone has grown heartily sick of. He knew it would lead to friction and
finally 1o mutiny —mutiny from below. The danger was particularly great
on that uninhabited, desolate coast swept by continuous storms, where
winters were dark and long. Thus he hounded his men until they dropped
with fatigue; for almost five whole months he hunted them as the pack
hunts the stag. Trees were felled, beams and planks were cut and sails
renewed, ballast was restowed. Slipways were built, gigantic winches
heaved the ships ashore, the keels were repaired and ronen places in the
hull made good; everybody was busy carpentering, hammering, drilling,
caulking, sweeping, scrubbing and painting, as if the fleet were due to sail
the very next day.

Magellin’s men swore like troopers at their Admiral’s ‘occupational
therapy’. But they did not rise up against him, they remained healthy, and
above all their ships were seaworthy once again.

Magellin’s own position was difficult, too. He did not know what the
future held. He had allowed it to be known thar he would sail south, skirt-
ing the coast, as far as 75° S., when, if the passage should still elude them,
he would turn east and make for the Moluccas on the usual route. While
this was a concession to his captains it was also a sign of Magellin's own
uncertainty, and thus another challenge. But there was no mutiny, for fear
still held his men by the throat.

Nor was there mutiny when Magellin, in his impatience, pressed on
much too early. At the end of May 1520, he sent the corverte, Santiago, out
into the darkness and the storms with orders to reconnoitre to the south.
Caprain Serrano left without protest. Weeks passed by without any news
and then, one day, rwo men weakened by hunger smggered down the
hills to the harbour of San Julisn. They were sailors from the Sanmago
and they brought bad rtidings: their ship had foundered, and the
survivors were waiting a few days’ journey further south, in a deplorable

light.
E gAhsuange event came to break the tension caused by all these mis-
fortunes. One day, a strange man-like being was seen skulking on the
slopes surrounding San Julidn. To the relatively small-sized Spaniards, it
appeared larger than life. They especially noted the enormous size of its
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feet and called it Paragon, *big feet’, and the land in which these giants
lived, Paragonia.

The gawky fellow who had appeared from nowhere was in a good
mood, for he danced and sang. Pigafetta, who had not found anything

11. Magellén's compass.

worthy to reporr in his diary for a long time exploited this scene like a
born journalist. He missed nothing, He noticed the red and vellow circles
which the savage had painted around his eyes, as his tribal colours. He
added that this strange being was clad in the skins of some unknown
animal, skilfully joined together. We know now it was the fur of the
guanaco, which Patagonians sill wear 10 this day. In a light-hearted vein
he told how the Admiral ordered one of the sailors to dance and sing, and
to throw sand over himself, just as the savage had done. To the great
amysement of his comrades the sailor proved 1o be so skilful thar the
native seemed to understand the strangers wished him no harm and he
approached them peacefully.
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Hé was quite to be hrought to the small island 10 which the captain and i
mmﬁm in the meanwhile. The Patagonian seemed glad mwu_t;,ﬁ
kept on pointing to the sky, obviously to express his conviction thar we had come from
there. The feliow was so tremendously large thar our heads resched up to his walstat
most. The capiain gave orders for him 1o be given food and drink, and amongst other
things he made him a present of a small mirror, When the giant ssw himselfin it, he was
s frightened thar he stumbled backwards suddenly, knocking down four of our sailors,
who by chance were standing close behind him.

No Spaniard had ever seen such primitive people and when, artracted
by the noise, some more Patagonians, including some female gi
appeared, the Spaniards were overjoyed. They would gladly have caught
one of these tremendous fellows and taken him to Spain. To see him
devouring live rats, swallowing half a loaf of bread in a few bites and
handling the mirror and the little bells with which he had been presented
was a spectacle they fain would have shared with those back home. But
not even the toughest of the sailors dared to touch him. Then he was
shown some handcuffs and was made to understand that they were a
beautiful, jingling omament. The unsuspecting savage fell into the trap,
the steel snapped close; the giant was defenceless and caught, and he was
dragged to one of the ships where soon he perished like an animal.

Magellin had received express orders from the India Office to bring
back specimens of all men, animals and plants, which he discovered on his
journey. However, he heartily disliked unnecessary violence or cruelty,
and had not harmed ane hair of the natives in the bay of Rio de Janeiro.
He was deeply troubled that one of these poor souls had perished now,
and he felt that evil and death hung over the harbour of San Julidn, They
must sail away from it arall costs.

They finally did so at the end of August 1520. Magellin’s fleet was now
reduced to four ships. It proved to be no pleasure cruise, since it was still
the season for the sudden spring squalls which whip over the sea from the
highlands and which even now can endanger shipping. Here and there ice
floes were drifting in the water, the days were still short and the dark
stormy nights interminably long. The loss of the Sansiage was felt 1o bea
wragedy. She had been the smallest ship of the Aeet, but also the most agile
and the one with the least dranght. Whenever reconnaissance work had to.
be done, whenever the dark uncanny fiords had to be explored, the small
corvette had been called upon, but now Magellin had to use one of his
large, heavy ships for this purpose. After two days he had had enough of
it. The Captain-General called a halt in the mouth of a river discovered by
the Sanziago shortly before she went down, and on the 26th August he ser
up winter quarters for another two months.

Fate here played him a shabby trick. For only two days’ voyage further
south lay the paso, the cherished passage, between walls of gneiss and
granite. It was a mere stone’s throw in comparison with the distance they
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had covered, but Magellin did not even send out a boat, His intuition,
which so far had led him over all obstacles, had deserted him. His con-
fidence had died, and hopelessness and despair seemed to paralyse him.
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XV Map of the Sirair of Magelidn (1586).

But still he forced himself 1o carry on. On the 18th October 1520, they set
off again and, after a short voyage, the fleet passed a large, deep bay, south
of a projecting headland. ;

It was the 215t October, the day of the Eleven Thousand Virgins, and
they had reached 52° S. The weather was uncertain, with scattered squalls
and a choppy sea. The bay looked like all the other bays they had explored
in vain, and thus neither pilots nor CapIains saw any reason 1o investigate
it further. Magellin too must have been doubtful and undecided. More
than & year had passed since he had left Seville, more than half his supplies
had gone. Even under the most favourable arcumstances he would haye
1o continue sailing for many 2 month. Time was runming out, every day
was precious. Then he gave the decisive order. The Szn Antonio and the
Cancepcion were sent off with orders 1o return in five days’ time, at the
latest. This was the maximum that Magellin was willing to risk. T"he wo
shiips, driven by a fresh breeze, soon disappeared behind the cape. They
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were hardly out of sight when a hurricane hit the bay. The Trinidad,
Magellin's flagship, and the Ficroria just managed to mke refuge in the
roadstead, bur the other ships were already too deeply engaged in the
strait. The storm must have hit them full on and there could be no doubt
that they must be considered lost.

Once again Pigafetta faithfully recorded the events of these days. But
he wrote not one word about the dramatis persanae, the active and suffer-
ing witnesses of this tragedy. Events were more important to him than
people; and he noted laconically:

The rwo ships had been driven further into the bay by the sudden storms. Those on
board feared cermin shipwreck on the rocky shores, when suddenly they noticed thae
the bay opened up on the other side also. They followed this new passage and came 1o
2 further bay and thence into yet a third one. They then tumned back o carry this
promising news to Magellin as speedily as possible. They were under way for two days.
We had taken it for granted, since we could not see them, thar they had foundered in
the storm. When we saw smoke rising from the shores we thought that this was a
signal lit by the survivors to arract our sttention. Then both ships came towards us
from the bay with billowing sails and Hying flags. Cannons roared and shouts of joy
could be heard. . . .

We can imagine, bur not describe, whar this moment must have meant
for Magellin. True, he was not yet certain that the long channel would
lead to the Mar del Sur, and that in this grey, rocky wilderness there lay
the passage to the sunny shores of that South Sea which Balboa had dis-
covered a few years before. Bur no other breach had led so far inland as
this. Could it be tke passage? The crews and the caprains of the other ships
insisted that it was, since the water was salt, and since the effects of the
tides were felt so strongly. Magelldn sent a longhoat on reconnaissance,

Then came the order for the ships to follow. The sails were unfurled
and the anchors weighed. The breeze filled out the sails and the four ships
slowly gathered way, threading the narrow channel into which the long-
boat had disappeared. Desolate, rocky cliffs threatened them from eithes
side. There was no sign of life, human or animal, but ar night innumerable
fires could be seen everywhere. They called this strange, uncanny land the
Tierra del Fucgo, the land of fire. They did not know that in this estrechs,
this strait, their ships weré not only crossing from ocean to ocean, but
were also passing from one age to another. They had voyaged back hun-
dreds of thousands of years, to a time when men did not yet know how o
make a fire and had to0 guard a flame jealously day and night, lest it should
go out for ever, for the tribes that lived there —people of European origin
according to Omto Menghin's recent statements —still lived in the early
Stone Ages. Like their early blood relatives in Spain and North Africa,
they made red and black tracings of their hands on the walls of deep caves
and caverns, and like them also, they scratched geometric figures, artistic
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maze-like designs and the tracks of the animals they hunted, into the hard
rock. They were, however, even more primitive than the early E ¢
They knew the usefulness of fire, and used it in their daily lives, but they
had 1o tend and feed it carefully so that it did not go out. And thus, in
that bleak wilderness, where the night wind whistled over the weather-
beaten rocks, thousands of ghost-like, fiery eyes glowed on the heights. It
Was an ecrie journey.

The eastern entrance revealed nothing of what lay in wait for the
expedition. At first gentle green slopes ran down to the beaches but as
soon as the first bends in the narrow channel had been rounded, the
mountains on each side seemed to rise to immeasurable heights, enclosing
the passage within walls of naked rock some 6,000 feet high. The sea, as if
resenting this restriction of its domain, boiled and seethed angrily around
needle-sharp rocks. To add to these dangers impenetrable mists would
blanket out visibility. Countless ships of all nations have found their end
here, It is a miracle and a tribute to Magelldn's nautical skill that he con-
quered this distance of 375 miles without losing one ship.

The pilot of the San Antonio, Estevio Gémez, a relative of the Admiral,
lost his nerve. He pointed out to Magelldn that most of the food had de-
cayed and that they were threatened by smrvation; the condition of the
ships, t0o, gave much cause for anxiety. Under these circumstances he
thought it was wrong to sail on to the Moluecas, They could retum to
Spain very honourably now, and a second expedition would then make
for the Moluccas without any danger. Bur Magellin remained unmoved.
He ordered the voyage to continue and in a secret proclamation to the
captains, he threatened anyone informing the crew of the shormge of
supplies with death. They would continue even if they had 10 eat the
leather covering the yards.

This was too much for Estevio Gémez. Sincerely worried about the
unseaworthy condition of the ships and the lack of stores, he plotted with
the crew of the San Antonia 1o overpower their captain and turn back for
Spain. Five months later, while his comrades were lying at anchor in the
Philippines, in the opposite half of the world, the San Antonis entered
Seville with some dozen deserters on board. Their escape had been carried
out secretly in one of the many southward inlets of Admiralty Sound,
which the Concepcidn and the San Antonio had been sent to Investigate.
They had turned mil at the very moment thar the Admiral’s longhoat
returned, the sailors in it waving and cheering: the South Sea had been
sighted | The estrecho had in fact led them to the other ocean; Magellin had
been right|

Magellin, looking rather emaciated, his hair having rurned :
the last few months, stood on the castle of the T rﬁ-ul:’gm’ as the gﬂ ig:lg
‘were jubilantly announced, Suddenly the sailors stopped shouting and
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looked at each other, embarrassed. The man up there had covered his face
mthhﬁhmﬂsmdmmm&ummm&nmﬂt
murned away sobbing. The sailors could not understand: their Admiral,
who had seemed 1o be made of iron, was sobbing like a baby, por alégria,
out of joy, out of deep happiness and gratitude.

Then came the news of the disappearance of the San Antonio. Magellin
was deeply affected, Fate had dealt him many blows, but this was by fas
the worst. The San Antonio, his largest ship, had been carrying the greatest
proportion of the provisions, Search parties were sent out, but could find
nothing: neither dead, nor débris. Since the weather had been fine, there
was only one possible conclusion: the San Antonio had deserted. Magellin
would not believe this. Bur Andrea de San Martin, the astronomer and
astrologer of the fleet, confirmed it. It was written in the horoscope, the *
stars had said so and stars did not lie!

Perhaps this was Fate's last warning to Magellin. Had Estevio Gémez
been right in his advice to be contented with the discovery of the passage?
True, Charles V had been promised in writing that the western sea-route
to the Moluceas would be followed to its precious end, bur the ships were
not much good now and their provisions were inadequate. To redeem his
pledge Magellin had to gamble with the lives of them all.

He hesitated. Then he had it made known to all his captains:

*Fernando de Magellin, Knight of the Order of St. Jacob, Captain-
General of the fleet sent out by His Majesty to discover the Moluccas, to
Capuains, Pilots, Mates, Boatswains:

*1 know that my intention to continue our enterprise makes you fear
that you may be exposed to the gravest dangers, without any hope of
success. You believe that we have too little time for the completion of this
Voyage.

*I have never rejected any opinion unheard, never despised any advice;
matters have always been discussed in the open, and, during all our dis-
cussions, each one of you has been able to voice his opinions freely. But
after what happened in the harbour of San Juliin, I deemed it more
advisable to liear your opinions individually than to call a meeting.

*“Therefore 1 ask you to put down in writing anything that you con-
sider of value for the safety of this fleet and for the service of His Majesty.
I require you particularly not to give counsel that runs counter to the
intentions of the King our Sovereign, and to the oath which you have
sworn to me. In the name of the King, and as your Admiral, [ order you to
inform me of everything that you consider might contribute to a good
voyage, and that you put down your reasons in writing, without keeping
anything from me. [ shall then let you have my own opinion and my
decision.’

This order of the day was a master stroke of diplomacy. Magellin
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really was at a loss what to do; he was thinking of the return voyage and
what the India Office would say. The San Anwonic would have arrived:
first with the news of the events in San Julidn, and the deserters would
doubtless have complained of the Admiral’s fanatical severiry. This had
to be countered, not when they returned, but here and now. His officers
might well smile sceptically as they read that Magellin had never rejected
any advice and had always discussed things in the open. They knew that
this was untrue. But written evidence is permanent and those who, like
the Admiral, were thinking they mighr have to face a military court did
well to furnish them-
selves with an excuse. He
himself could not let them
know how bad things
really were, hence his con-
clusion: ‘1 shall then let
you have my own opinion
and my decision.’

Turns of phrase of this
kind are not well suited

XVII. Magellén's crossing of the Pecific 10 evoke confidence, let

Océan. alone to reawaken lost

faith. Thus the officers

sent a reply cloaked in' yeas and nays, in ifs and buts. All of them were

thinking of San Julian. They were not surprised when on the 28th

November 1520, they received the signal from the flagship: *Set saill
Follow mel”

After thirty more days, the Cefo Deseado, *the Cape of Hope’, at the
Pacific end of the Straits of Magellin disappeared from sight. The fleer
sailed westwards with a fresh breeze. They were now entering hell itself.
At first they were sailing through a world of brilliance and beauty. The
sun shone gloriously. Light summer clouds floated merrily across a silken
Blue sky and the ships danced along over the white crests of the waves.
The Spaniards christened this new ocean, so pleasantly different from the
furious might of the Atlantic, £7 Pacifico.

Monthis passed and still the same wind blew, still the same waves fol-
lowed the ship, still the same clouds crossed the skies —and over them the
same sun poured down its blinding, scorching rays.

This was worse than purgatory. As the miles and davs went by, the
Spaniards seemed to be getting ever deeper into Satanic regions. The single
sip of water which was their daily ration, and for which they longed
avariciously for rwenty-four hours a day, stank like the pestilence. They
had to hold their noses when they drank ir. The ship’s biscuits were alive
with lﬂng, far THagprols, which had so riddled the hard chunks a5 10 Tum
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them into repulsive dust, and to top it all hundreds of rats had left their
droppings over all the stores. The men had to force themselves to eat,
even though they were ravenous. The meat, above all, had gone so rotten
that it glowed in the dark and the sailors preferred o hunt the rats and
eat them instead. When skinned and cleaned they did not taste too bad.
The price for a roasted rat rose from a few maravedis to a whole golden
ducat. But since it was not always possible to catch the beasts, which the
fear of death had endowed with wings, the leather covers were taken off
the yards, soaked in seawater, boiled and devoured.

We know all this and many other details from Pigaferta, who coneluded
his report as follows:

In three months and ewenty days we cavered almost fouir thousand leagues. At night,
five brilliant stars could be seen in the western sky armanged like a coss. Nowhere could
we see land apart from two little uninhabited islands on which there was nothing but
trees and birds. It was not possible to anchor near them. The warer round them was
teeming with sharks. We therefore called them the ' Unhappy Islands’. They are twa
hundred leagnes apart, the first i at 15° 5. and the nextat o° S.

We continued sailing in a north-westerly direction until we came 1o the Equator,.
After we had crossed it, we rurned west, keeping 1o a course berween west and north-
west. We continued constantly westwands for two hundred lesgues and then we
changed course again and sailed towards the sourh-wrest until we reached 137 N. When
we had siled some seventy leagues along this latitude we discovered a lintle islind at
N....

Even the most hellish times must come 1o an end. Their journey through
Hades had now lasted a full 110 days. Fate had led them through the
clusters of Polynesian islands without their seeing more than a few cliffs
and reefs. Finally on the 6th March 1521, thick cumulus clouds could be
seen above the horizon. We know today that these are caused by convec-
tion currents rising from sand and naked rock glowing in the hear of the
sun, and never from forest and sea. These bulging masses of cumuli
towering high in the sky usually indicate that large sand surfaces or rocky
islands lie below them. Magellin’s Spaniards did not know that Polynesian
sailors had kepra look out for such clouds on their long journeys across
the ocean since time immemorial. Consequently the Spaniards had no idea
what they meant, and when the lock-out in the crow's-nest reported land,
the whole ship was taken by surprise. Even the sufferers from
covered with sores, dragged themselves on deck. Land, land, land!

The fine, delicate lines on the horizon, discovered at dusk on 6th March
1521, proved next morning to be fertile islands rich in coconut palms and
banana groves, like magic gardens planted in the sea. While fresh food and
fresh water were uppermost in all their minds, a punitive expedition had
first to be sent ashore, The natives, who swarmed round Magellin’s fleet in
their canoes, were stealing everything that was not battened down and had
even managed to remove the longboat fastened to the stemn of the Fictoria,
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The Spaniards took rather *Platonic' revenge by calling these groups of
islands the Ladrones, * The Islands of Thieves’.

About a week later, on the 16th March, the fleer discovered land once
more. in’s heart beat faster for, according to his calculations, these
new islands could be nothing but the Moluccas, the fabulous /lhas das
Especierias, He approached the shore very carefully and dropped anchor
off an uninhabited island. There might well be long established Portuguese
outposts there, and he had no wish to be artacked by them or even by the
natives, since all his three ships were nothing but floating hospitals, and
those of the crew who were not suffering from scurvy had become so
weakened by hunger thar they could not possibly hold a crosshow.

But nothing happened, The natives, who crossed over from the
neighbouring islands, were good-natured and friendly. Much to Magellin's
relief, they knew nothing of the Portuguese. On the other hand, the .
natives had little understanding of Malay —it was obviously not their
mother-tongue. These islands were not then the Moluccas. The Admiral
rushed below deck to fetch the ship’s quadrant. He sighted the sun, The
pilot, next to him, read off the degree and Magellin had to admit to him-
self that none of the calculations he had made at sea had been right. He was
a full 10" too far to the north, and thus the islands before him must be
uncharted territory.

He could do nothing for a time. The most important thing was for the
sick to recuperate. The officers and men threw themselves on the delicious,
strange fruits that the natives brought them by the boat-load: bananas and
cocanuts, which received high praise from Pigaferta. Furthermore, there
was no lack of pigs and chickens; and the natives even had a kind of wine:
palm wine, the fermented juice of the coconut palm. All these delicacies
could be had in abundance for a few little bells or a mirror. But the most
beautiful thing was the water, pure, fresh, cool spring water which, as the
spailed patrician’s son Pigafetta reports, was held in greater esteem by the
sailors than even the most precious wines ar home. And in all these frash
fruits and vegembles, in the new wine and the meat, was hidden some
strange medicine. The Spaniards not only filled their bellies, they became
bealthy again. Stinking, festering boils disappeared, loose gums became
firm and ulcers cleared up, water which had caused all the limbs 1o swell up
hideously, drained away from the body, and the dizziness which had
troubled them continually ceased. In short, almost overnighr, they had
become as newbom, and it is characteristic of Magellin that he christened
these islands the Lazarus Islands, after the parable in the Gospel. This
mame, like that of the Ladrones, has today fallen into disuse. While the
latter were renamed the Marianas, after a Spanish Queen, the Lazarus

Islands are now known as the Philippines after Crown Prince Feli
Iater became Philip 1T of Spain, ; i



The Earch is a Sphare 119

Hardly a week later, t]‘aamlmnngftﬂymmtdhym,uagaﬁiu
sailed across to Cebu, chief island of the Philippines. He wanted to lay in
an ample supply of food for the rest of his voyage to the Moluccas and;
after some initial difficulties, all went extremely well. The Sultan of Cebu
pledged his brotherhood with Magellin and took an oath of fidelity to the
King of Spain. He even gave the ships’ chaplains an oppormunity to satisfy
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XFIH. A wrld-goose chase berween the Ilhas das Especierias, the Spice Islands.

their great zeal by arranging a mass baptism in which 800 men and women
became converted to Christianity. Naturally —and how could it be other-
wise? —the friendship of the natives and their desire for conversion was
due to their recognition of the technical superiority of the strangers. The
sound of cannon is an argument that is difficult to counter. But no naked
force was used. Magelldn let it be known expressly that those who did not
wish to be baptized had no need to do 50 and that no harm would befall
them. Narurally, Christians would be treated better.

Then, & if with one mouth, they all declazed that they wanted to become Cliristians,
not from fear and not from servilicy but of their own free wills, They put themeslves
completely in the hands of the Admiral, so that he might deal with them as he would
with his own men.

This is no cynical allusion to later times and to quite a different style of
re-education. The words quoted are by Stefan Zweig, and Pigafena
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12, Magelldn's death.

himself expressed the same thoughits in similar terms. It is certain thar the
whole process took place more or less as tradition has described it This
redounds to the credit of Magellin, who was a contemporary of those
bloedy conquerors, Cortés and Pizarro. Although he 100 could be harsh
and severe, he was always intelligent and humane when dealing with the
vanquished.

Magellin was undoubtedly a firmly convinced Catholic, and it is cer
tain that such scenes of religious conversion satisfied him deeply, but it
was not these alone that made him feel the terrible weeks and months
behind them had not been in vain. Since the islands he had discovered were
completely unknown in Europe and were frequently visited by Indian and
Chinese merchants, he knew that his grear objective, the Spi:l; Islands, lay
immediately before him. In his westward voyage across parts of the world
that had never heen navigated before, he had crossed the same longitude
that the Portuguese had approached two years earlier sailing east. We can
imagine the triumph felt when he realized this. The spherical shape of the
earth, previously a mere theory, had now been finally proved.

He was not 1 survive to enjoy recognition for this supreme achieve-

ment. The chieftain of the neighbouring island of Maran refused to recog-
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nize the stranger and to follow the example of the Sultan of Cebu.
Magellin led a punitive expedition, bur suddenly found his fifty poorly
armed sailors ambushed by an army of 1,500. Mortally wounded by a
poisonous arrow the commander ordered a retreat. This med into a
headlong flight and Magellin's body had to be left behind. Deeply moved,
Pigaferta noted:

They had killed our mirror, our Hght, our succour and faithful guide. Even when

they had wounded him, he kept mming 1o the shore 1o see whether we had reached the
boats safely,

Elsewhere he wrote the following epitaph:

His main virtues were constancy and perseverance even in the most difficult situs-
tions. Thus, for instance, he bore hunger better than all the rest of 1. He was well
versed in the an of reading nautical maps and be understood navigation better than all
the pilots. The best proof of his wonderful intuition is the fact that he circumnavigated
the world —for he had as good as completed his aim when he died —no man having
preceded him in this.

These few words sum up everything that can be said to the glory of this
unique man: he had forged the passage that Columbus had hoped for; he
had proved what the Genoese mariner had believed and suspected, that
the earth was round. What remendous force was radiated by this con-

of the earth is shown by a report of the English geographer Craw-
furd, when he wrote that the name of Magellin was held in great honour
in the Philippines, and that, even so long after as the middle of the last
century, the Matanese were held in general disfavour for having killed so
worthy and deserving a man.

The death of the Admiral seemed 1o seal the fate of the whole ex-
pedition. During their stay in Cebu, twenty-five officers were butchered
at a banquet given by the Sultan. A hundred and fourteen men of the
two hundred and seventy who had originally left Spain were left, but only
a handful of these were to reach Europe some eighteen months later, That
they survived at all after endless months of the most terrible privations was
only possible because Magellin’s personality was siill felt, and because the
few survivors of his voyage had become his spiritual heirs through con-
tinuous contact with him. In their honour, we wish to relate their further
history very briefly.

A few days after Magellin’s death, his fleet weighed anchor, but con-
stant changes of course were necessary among that treacherous maze af
islands. It was soon seen that there were not sufficient sailors to man all
three remaining ships, and the decision was taken to put fire to the oldest
of them, the Concepcidn. The men on the Trinidad and Ficroria stared
silently at the burning ship. Gaspar de Quesada had once been its captain
and he had been executed for his part in the conspiracy so mercilessly
stamped out in San Julidn. Was it an accident that the Cancepeidn too had
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to go down, or had the arm of the Admiral reached out once more from
the beyond? When the bumning pitch of the caulking poured bloodily
into the sea, ghastly memories were conjured up, and ne one on board
could find sleep that night. o

The Concepcidn sank before the island of Bohol in the Philippines, some
four days' journey away from the Moluccas. But instead of sailing to the
south-west the Spaniards cruised about aimlessly. Soon they were faced
by the old enemy: hunger, and finally they reached the point when they
thought that their end had come. They dropped anchor off an unknown
island that had suddenly appeared. Both crew and officers intended 1o land
there to await death with stoic, Spanish grandeur.

Juan Campos, an ordinary rifleman, jumped into a boat and rowed
ashore to retum 2 few hours later, his boat packed to the brim with pro-
wvisions. A good-natured chieftain had given him the most necessary food-
stuffs. He even gave the Spaniards a pilot to guide them to Borneo. Aftera
few days' rest, they sailed on and, towards the end of June, they arrived
in the harbour of Brunei on Borneo which was already in the Portuguese
sphere of influence.

Pigafetta tells us that they were received with a sumptuous banquet.
Thirty different dishes were placed before them by the Sultan and the rice-
wine, a drink as clear as water which the natives called arrack, was flowing
in streams. Bur despite the friendly reception the Spaniards remained on
their guard, for when the Sultan of Brunei's navy next day tried to
-approach the ships of the Spaniards, it was welcomed with 2 salute of fire.
The gun ports were opened and the cannons poured a hail of lead and
stones down on the natives. The Spaniards thought it best to leave this
treacherous place a5 quickly as possible, and in order not to waste any
time, they hacked through the ropes and left the anchors behind.

Terrible weeks followed. The Spaniards drified up and down berween
the islands. Once again hunger was to descend upon them. Since they did
not dare to land, thay attacked all junks they encountered, robbing them
of provisions, spices, gold and men. One of the captured Malays came from
Temate. He knew the route there and told that Francisco Serrio, Magel-
¥n's old friend and comrade, had died in the meantime. The Spaniards
forced him to become their pilot. On the 6th November 1521, five moun-
tainous islands crowned by volcanoes were sighted. The expedition had
reached its goal: the Moluccas!

This is how Pigafetta described the delights of these islands:

Cloves, =go, ginger, cocomuts, rice, almonds, bananas, sweet and sour pomepra-
mates, sugarcane, nut and sesame-cil, cucumbers, pumpkins and pincapplés—an
enmordinarily refreshing fruit about the size of our waer melons—could be found
Bese, a3 well as & peachlike fruir called guava, and many other edible plants. Further=
mare there were goais and pouliry in abundance, and honey, gathered by bees the size



The Earth is a Sphere 123
of ants in hollow trees, was plentiful. White and coloured parroms fiocked in the mrees;
the red anes were most soughr after, not because they were edible, a5 one might have
supposed, but because they were the quickest to learn to speak.

These were not the only things that interested our reporter. He listedin
detail the price of fabrics and utensils, and of an abundance of other
articles including gold and jewels.

Furthermore, for each island he gave the exact geographical position
and the best course to approach it, and his information was to be of great
value to the cartographers of his time. Pigafetta also commented about the
women of the Moluccas; contrary to all later European experience he
denied them any beauty and declared, moreover, that the men were so
jealous that it seemed ‘thar they were possessed by the devil’, Reading
between the lines, the reader might well conclude that our reporter had
received a telling rebuff, which, in fact, turned out to be for the best, since
later on he stated that on all these islands *the venereal plague was more
widespread than anywhere else in the world”. This was due to the *lechery
which these poor heathens practise”. Bur in addition ro rich foods, parrots
and ugly women, there was a whole host of other remarkable things: for
example, a tree whose leaves, as soon as they fell to the ground, began to
crawl as if they were alive, Pigafetta relates quite seriously:

On each side of the leaf they have some sort of organs, which look like rwo shore
pointed feet, vet if they are cut off, neither blood nor sap drips from the wound. I pre-
served one of these lesves in a bow! for eight days; but when [ tied w rouch ir, it began
to run about in the bowl. T fil 1o uniderstand what these leaves live on. T assume it ison
air. Similarly there are certain birds, which according to the description of the natives,
are much like our own jackdaws. These birds fiy out w sea where they are swallowed
alive by whales. Once inside the stomach of the whale, the bird anacks the hearr of the
fish and begins to consume ir. Naumlly the whale dies and is carried ashore by the wind
and waves, and is then cut open by the Indians. They discover the bird alive, sill
busily swallowing the heart of the whale,

He shows more sense when he says that the Portuguese had deliberately
invented the legend *that here the sea was so shallow and the darkness and
fog so impenetrable that sailing was impossible’, because it was a way of
*keeping other people away' from the Moluccas.

On the whole, however, Pigafetta repeats everything he is told without
showing the suspicion of a doubt. The magic of the tropics had made him
only too willing to believe in even the most incredible things, though,
now and again, he states that he considers the natives” stories as fairy-
tales. He did not believe when they told him that not far to the north of
these regions, in the Bay of China, there were birds large enough to carry
off grown men and even the largest of animals, or that on one of the small
Malucca istands there lived dwarfs hardly two feet high, yet whose ears
were so big that they could comfortably lie down on one while covering
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themselves with the other. In contrast to his normal gullibility, he found:
it difficult to believe that in Java widows were burnt alive.

Thus his diary is 2 mixture of truth and falsehood: a judgement which
we can apply equally well to travel stories of our own day. The fictitious
parts need not detract too much from the value of the whole, provided
only they are colourful and entertaining and provided the author is careful
to arrive at the truth in the body of his report. How difficult it is to main-
tain one’s balance when writing about the tropics, is known by all who
have been there. We cannot blame Pigafetta; his diary is one of the most
readable of travel reports. He considered the main importance of a travel
report to lie in the descriptions of people and social conditions of the
countries he visited. We get a clear impression that when he was giving
information of a political or mercantile nature, he was merely fulfilling a
task which did not interest him greatly. It is unfortunate that we have not
the space here 1o include additional lengthy quotations from his diary; but
thiese passages may perhaps serve to give a taste of the natural narrative
talents of this ‘roving reporter” as we would call him roday.

Their visit to the Moluccas was on the whole successful. They achieved
their objective of trading profirably, and the Ficroria and the Trinidad
were soon filled to the hatches with precious spices. In the end the sailors
removed even their trousers, shirts and coats in order 1o acquire as much
treasure as possible, and on the 215t December 1521, St. Thomas's Day,
the homeward journey began.

The return voyage, like that from Spain to South America, did not take
place under a lucky star. The Trinidad began to leak and the Ficroria left
her behind for repair. Later the crew of the Trinidad tried to return 10
Spain through the Strait of Magelldn, but they were delayed so much by
storms that in the end they had to abandon the idea and make for the
west again. All the men on board, from the captain down to the last cabin-
boy, were so completely exhausted from their exertions that the Portu-
guese had little difficulty in capturing Magellin's former flagship. In order
to demoralize the desperately sick crew even further, the Portuguese in-
terned them in the most unhealthy harbour place possible, Only three or
four of them managed to reach Spain many years later. This too can be
ascribed to the mockery of Fate, for the commander of the Trinidad was
Magellin's former armaments officer, Gémez de Espinosa, one of the few
who had remained faithful to the Admiral in the fatal hours in San Julidn.
It was his dagger that had been plunged berween the ribs of Luis de
Mendoza, the rebellious captain of the Freroria. Now he himself had be-
come captain of the flagship, and she was dragging him down with her.
The other captain, however, the rebellious Basque Sebastidn del Cano, had
merely been a simple sailor, and this fact had saved his life. Now he,wns
standing on the bridge, captain of the Fictoria. Destiny, instead of destroy-
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ing him for doubting of the possibility of sailing round the world, covered
him with the full glory that, by right, belonged 1o Magellin. Primus
cirumdedisti me! is the motto inscribed over the globe of the world, which
Charles V ordered to be set into del Cano’s coat of arms, and not mmth:
real hero's. However it must not be thought that the Fictorin hiad had an
easy time of it. Its caprain must surely have beena good second to Magelldn
in hardness and toughness, Afier three and a half months the ship reached
the Cape of Good Hope. The supplies were either completely finished or
completely rotten. The sick begged to be set
ashore in Mozambique, but as that was a Pormu-
guese settlement, del Cano refused. Pigaferta
noted:

Since most sailors valued their honour more than their
life, we decided to risk everything in retumning to Spain,
no matter what dangers might befall us.

Thar the Pictoria finally struggled back to
Spain was entirely due to the courage of its
captain. Forty-seven white men and thirtesn
natives had started the voyage to Spain on his
ship: only fifteen Europeans and three natives
were to reach the goal. All the others had died
and, in accordance with the custom, their bodies , .
were committed to the deep, Pigaferta relates '*E: s
the following particular: oo G

The bodies of Christians went down with their faces upwards, while the Indians
sank with their faces averred, If God in his mercy had nor finally granted us favoursble
weather we should all have perished of hunger,

On the 6th September 1522, almost three years after the departure of the
fleet, the Fictoria, more a wreck than a ship, finally arrived at the coast of
Spain. The survivors of this first voyage around the world went bare-
foated to the nearest holy shrine to give thanks for their happy salvation.
Their mood however was not happy. The losses had been too terrible,
the memories of the horrors they had suffered during the voyage too grue-
some. To cap irall, they were shaken by one seemingly inexplicable fact.
According to their most reliable logbook, they had landed on the 6th
December, but to the whole of Spain and the rest of the Christian world,
it was the 7th. God seemed to have been so incensed by these impudent
voyagers that he had struck out a whole day from their lives. To make
matters worse it was quickly realized thatall feast days had been celebrated
wrongly during the voyage, and that none of the holy commands of the
Christian religion, such as not 1o eat meat on Fnda}r, and to keep the
Sabbath as a day of rest, had been observed.




Only weeks later, after diligent astronomical studies, did
manage to find the solution to that riddle which the Arbs had alrea
answered two hundred years earlier. When one sails round the
rowards the east, the sun rises four minutes earlier with each new degree of
longitude. Three hundred and sixty degrees of longitude means a toml of
1,440 minutes, or a whole day. If, on the other hand, one sails towards the
west, the sun rises four minutes later with each degree of longitude so tha
after circumnavigating the world a whole day is lost. This proved the
century-old hypothesis that the earth was spherical, and perhaps therein
lies the chief importance of Magellins expedition. In this respect, it has
only one counterpart in the whole history of the conquest of earth by mans
Columbus's voyage to America.

Magellin’s achievement proved to be of little other value. It is true he
had discovered the southern passage through the American continent, but
it lay in such a dangerous zone that its value for sea-traffic was question-

‘able. The need for a sea-route across America in the middle latirndes
remained unanswered and was to remain so until the building of the
Panama Canal four hundred years larer. Magellin's circumnavigation of
the world had a quite different significance from the point of view of the
Spanish Crown. In the first place, it appeared that the six hundredweight
of spices on board the Fictoria, despite the losses caused by water entering
the hold, were valuable enough to cover all costs. Furthermore, Magellin
had brought incontrovertible proof that the Moluccas lay in that part of
the earth which Papal decree had adjudged to Spain. Thus the economic
monopaly of the Portuguese was broken and the daring voyage of a single
man marked the beginning of a new chapter in the history of the world.
The period of Spanish hegemony had started.




PART THREE

THE WHITE GODS CONQUER MEXICO

Of the weakness of numbers - Of dragons that can neigh - Quezpaleoatl, the * White
Saviour' - The Cross as the religious symbol of the Indians - Bapiism, Confession.
and Holy Communion in Aytec Lands - Monteguma's address from the throne -
Coreés falls off the wall of a young ladies” boarding school - Marriage or gaol - Dofia
Marina, Princess and Saint - The * Foran" legend of the Mayas - Science sayz
*No' - Do solar" gods have fair hair and bluc eyes? - The dogma of *Convergence® -
Short discourse on wheeled toys and ancient Indian highways - Of the cotion
ehramosomes » Of women, gold and ocher trifles - Of the usefulness of Latin far
committing arson - Of man-eazing gods - The conquest of Popocaseperl - Entry ints
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pronounces on Mexican art - Of the tribute exacred by the Agrec occuparional power,
and of the ' Fifth Column’ - The floating gardens of Iqtapalapan - The Babylonian
turress, and the temples of Mexico + Secret incursion into the Emperor's treasury «
Cortés pulls a fast one on kis men, and Monteuma is caprured « Rior in Tenocheit-
lan » The Emperor's death, the mass rising and the "noche trisee’ - The strange
prophecy of Crosshowman Botello - The mountain-fleet of the .S'pnnmn{: - Coreds's
aricles of war - Siege and conquest of Tenochtitlan « The treasure is gone « Of
Mexizo City's descent to hell, and of the results of muscegenarion - Expedition 1o the
Pacific - Whkere is the passage? + Coreés’s death.






T was unbearably hot, and yet the calendar only read the 25th March
Its 19. At home in Spain, spring would now be in full blossom; the trees,

the meadows and the fields decked with flowers and fresh leaves, and
gentle breezes would be blowing from the mountains across the fertile

lains.

: Here it was like an oven. The sun, like a disc of molten lead, seemed 1o
bear down on the earth from the dusty sky. The outlines of the land were
distorted by currents of hot air rising from the scorching sand and from
the mangrove swamps. The eleven ships of Hernando Cortés were at
anchor in the mouth of the Tabasco, known today by the name of the
Grijalva River in the Bay of Campeche, only a few degrees north of the
Equator and always hot and feverish.

The monotonous rumble of drums could be heard from inland,
penctrating in some mysterious way the thickly-matted jungle. The rolls
on the drums were punctuated by shrill yells that seemed to issue from the
throats of some strange beings, suffering the torments of hell. The
Spaniards were to leamn that these sounds were produced by conch shells
which the Indians used like trumpets when their armies were advancing
10 bartle.

Hemando Cortés was ar the head of six hundred and sixty-three
intrepid adventurers. They had come to these foreign shores to seek their
fortune, but as they slipped on their thickly padded buff-coats and chain-
mail, protection against the enemy’s arrows, and tightened the straps of
their helmets, they knew they would have to give bartle and wondered
whether it was worth it after all. They had a premonition that the New
World would prove difficult to conquer, and they were right,

They were facing ten thousand disciplined Indian fighters, who not
only scorned death but even sought it gladly. Yer, although the Spaniards
were hopelessly outnumbered, other factors were operating on their side
which were 1o turn the scales in their favour.

Since horses were unknown in America, the Indians obviously had na
cavalry. The natives of Haiti and the Antilles had simply gaped when the
strangers had jumped on their horses and had started 1o ga"op, but here in
Yucaman, when the sixteen mounted troopers which formed Cortés’s

: 129
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cavalry came thundering along, the harness on the horses glittering and
jingling, their lances at the ready, the Indians were filled with horror.
They thought that horse and rider were one being, a kind of centaur,
(When Pizarro landed in Peru, some years later, the natives believed
exactly the same thing about Ais cavalry.) And when one of the riders fell
from his horse, the indios were convinced that this strange being had split
into two. Why were they subject to this hysterical fear, which had not
occurred elsewhere?

Gunpowder, too, was unknown to the Indians, and naturally they had
never seen cannons or muskets. They were seized by wild panic when their

best fighters were mown down, row after

row, by the inexplicable thunder and
lightning coming from so far away. Despite
all this, it is difficult to explain the fact that
the Spaniards were victorious at the first
skirmish, and that they later managed 1o
conquer a state that was larger and richer
than Spain. The reasons for this were largely
irrational, and although most of them have
been lost with time, we are certain of twos

. Quergalcoat! —from the :
Fa&g ﬂ}ugﬁmc{m in One was called Quetzalcoatl and was a god;
Flirence. the other was called Marina and was a very

beautiful, clever and lovable woman.

From the reports of Columbus, we know that a strange legrend was told
and believed along the eastern shore of the new continent. Once upon a
time, the legend went, a host of white gods had come across the ocean
from the East. It was not known where they had come from or what be-
came of them, but in 1492, when the Spaniards landed on the Antilles,
they were received and hailed as ‘white gods’. And later Magellsn re-
ported from the southernmost point of the New World that, there too, he
and his crew had been taken for gods. So far the belief had remained little
more than a myth to which only lip-service was paid, but when Cortés
started on his campaign of conquest, it was soon obvious that the Aztecs
still revered the leader of that host of unknown white strangers, They
spoke of him as a fair, blue-eyed and bearded god, and had called him
Quetzalcoatl, after the glowing plumage of the quetzal bird, Cortés was
told that a few centuries before —it has since been discovered that it must
have been during the eleventh or twelfth centuries —this stranger had
suddenly appeared in Mexico from the wide regions of the East. He
appeared clad in a garment of coarse black cloth, with a round neckline;
his cloak had short broad sleeves and hung open in front. Cortés did not
recognize the description: it did not resemble a priest’s cassock such as he
was familiar with, but such a style of dress had existed in early Europe and




was worn as Lite as the sixteenth century in the part of Greenland settled

iy St ¥ ikings: s ol
Cortés was very surprised and greatly affected to learn from the indios

that this unknown god had proclaimed a new religion and new moral laws.

15. Town plen of Mexico.

He had apparently been gracious and kind, enlightened and of great wis-
dom. Whenever there had been ralk of war, he had stopped up his ears,
because he hated bloodshed and violence so strongly. For a long time the
Indians had remained faithful to Quetzalcoatl, ‘the god through whom we
live, the all-present, the invisible, the only god of complete perfection and
purity’. Even now, no other offerings than flowers and fruit were made
to him on the huge pyramid temple of Cholula, where stood his altar under
the sign of the Cross, while the war god Huitzilopochtli demanded living
beings for sacrifice. Their forefathers, however, had risen up in rebellion
against Quetzalcoat] and he had fled East before the bloody deeds of
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Huirzilopochtli, from Tabaseo across the infinite ocean into Tlapallan, the
land of dreams; but before leaving he had prophesied that his angry v
brothers would one day return to Mexico to conguer the land. _

A little later the Spaniards found stone crosses at which offerings of har-
vest and field fruits had been made. They also discovered several great
caves, decorated with carefully hewn stone slabs arranged in the form
of a cross, and found, to their great astonishment, that temples and altars
were embellished with representations of a fish and a bird like the dove,
very similar to those found in Christian Enrope. They were surprised to
find that children in Mexico were baptized, and were amazed when the
pagan priest sprinkled a child with water, moistened its lips and implored
the gods that the drops of water might cleanse the newborn infant from
original sin.

Even confession and communion were known to the Aztecs. After con-
trite confession of his sins, the penitent was told to perform certain self-
castigation rites and was then declared absolved and given idols of dough,
‘which he ate and so became reconciled with the heavenly powers whom he
had offended. ‘Oh God, Thou knowest’, ran the Aztec prayer of con-
fession, ‘that this poor man has failed, not wantonly but from original
sin.” Ar the end of the ceremony the priest would dismiss the faithful
with these words: * Clothe ye the naked and feed ye the hungry, and count
not the cost to yourselves. Remember that their flesh is like yours and
that they are men like you."

These beliefs presented obvious similarities with Christianity, and when
the Spaniards heard that after penitence and communion each penitent was
given a certificate by his confessor, in ather words a Leuter of Indulgence,
protecting him from the consequences of his misdeeds, even with respect
to offences against the State; when during the ‘divine services’ they heard
the priests utter such sentences as: * Thou shalt suffer humiliation meekly,
for God sees all and is thy avenger!” when they heard the part of the
Aztec *catechism® which said: “Whosoever looketh upon a woman with
100 much curicsity has already committed adultery with his eyes’, then
they could no longer avoid the conclusion that the indios must believe
them to be the successors of an unknown Christian saint and missionary,
who had somehow come to the New World,

Almost at the same time that Cortés realized this, a meeting was being
held at the Court of Montezuma T, the last of the Aztec Emperors. He had
summoned all his dignitaries, both spiritual and secular, and the heads of
all the noble families in his realm to his gigantic residence, whose support-
ing pillars rose our of a lake. Bluntly he informed them of what his spies
had discovered about the strange foreigners who had recently approached
the shore of Mexico in large *Boating houses®, whose glittering sails gave
them the appearance of great swans.
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The Aztec leaders were decply impressed. Only recently had their poets

sung the following lines which had instantly achieved great popularity:

Alasl Woe the unhappy times |

Our country’s doom is sealed.

The starlight is spent

And the fair city of flowers and wisdom

Wil perish,
Then the spies’ report was read to the assembled company of lords, barons,
generals and priests, who all knew the traditional sayings predicting the
return of Quetzalcoat] in the year One Reed and, since according to the
Aztec calendar with its period of fifty-two years, the year One Reed had
just returned, they were all depressed, dejected and full of evil premoni-
tions. They knew only too well that the Emperor’s spy service was utterly
reliable and thar the accuracy of its reports was unquestionable. The spies
had submitted drawings to bear out their reports, skilfully depicting the
foreigners’ ships with their gleaming white sails, and also the strange
four-foored dragon gods used by the enemy. The spies had also shown the
long pipes with their round, threatening mouths which spewed forth
lighming thar could kill ar a great distance, the glittering cuirasses, the
ominously lowered visors, the lances, crosshows and swords: in short,
these sketches performed the same task that was to be fulfilled five hun-
dred years later by television, of making distant things, so to speak,
present.

At last the Emperor’s spokesmen stood up. Montezuma 11, who had
ascended to the throne seventeen years before, in 1502, wished the follow-
ing to be known:

*Beloved brethren ! Dear friends! You all know that our forefathers did
not come from this land in which we dwell, but that they were led to this
country by some mighty prince from far distant shores. This prince left
this country, accompanied by a few of his followers, but returned after an
interval to find that our ancestors, his subjects, had built new cities, had
taken unto themselves wives from among the daughters of this land and
had made their homes in this country. Therefore they had no wish to leave
their homes and their new country and return with him, and since they no
longer wanted him as their lord, he departed unattended, declaring that he
would yield for the time being, but would return one day with a grear host,
or would send another in his place, to claim his due. You all know that we
have long awaited him. From all that we have just heard of the foreign
general and of the emperor on whose orders he has crossed the sea to find
us, coming from his own land where the sun rises and where the prince of
our ancestors had once returned, T am persuaded that he is the great lord
whom we have awaited, especially as he let it be known that he himself
has always known abour us. Though our forefathers rejected and denied
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their lord, we wish to hanour him'and give praise and thanks ro-the gods,
that at long last he, whom we have so long awaited, has appeared. Thus 1
pray you to respect him as our own hereditary lord. . . .*

Cortés naturally knew nothing of this meeting. He was just an ordinary
Spanish nobleman bent on conquest and developing trade with foreign
lands. He was thirty-four years old and most of his life had been filled with
daring escapades, amorous intrigues, and other diversions befitting 3
knight. He came of an excellent family, owning a small landed estate near
Medellin in the district of Estremadura, which was quite sufficient for their
needs. His father, Martin Cortés de Monroy, had been a captain in the
infantry and would often tell of his experiences to the family gathered
around the fireplace.

At first, Martin Cortés had little hope that his son would follow in his
footsteps. He was a delicate child who seemed to be better fitted for the
rdle of priest or courtier. When on his seventeenth birthday Hernando
Cortés asked his father's permission to become a soldier, Captain Martin
Cortés was both surprised and relieved. He had not seen his son since that
day, three years earlier, when he had sent him to a College in Salamanca in
the hope that they would make a good lawyer of him. Now the boy stood
before him: a head taller than himself, broad as a tree-trunk, slim in the
hips like a blade from Toledo; in short, the very picture of a man. True,
Hernando's account of himself was somewhat less satisfactory. He knew
Latn fairly well, his prose style was adequate, and he could manage to
string verses together, but it seemed that he had learnt very little else, and
his academic record consisted mainly of pranks and escapades.

Thus Martin Cortés welcomed his son’s wish to become a soldier and
his son did not let him down. It seems that Hernando Cortés took to his
new vocation from the starr; in addition ro acquiring the necessary skills of
riding, fencing and shooting, he studied the history of Rome and the art
of war and generalship. When Columbus started on his fourth voyage to
America in 1502, Hernando Cortés was honoured by being asked to
accompany the expedition. This was what he had been longing for, but in
this hour when fortune seemed to smile on him, Cortés experienced the
fickleness of this classic turncoat: a few days before the departure of the
ficet he slipped off the garden wall of the most fashionable boarding
school for young ladies of noble birth in Madrid, where he was having a
most gallant affair. Thus, when Columbus weighed anchor, he was in
hospital with 2 thickly-bandaged broken leg.

It was nnl}r WO years lnmr, in 1504, that l;l:l;e*_r,ruung man, NOW nineteen
years old, managed to ger "across” to the other side. For seven years he led
the life of a hacendado, then, in 1511, he became private secretary to Don
Diego de Velisquez who, during Columbus’s second expedition (1493~

1496) had acquired a considerable fortune in Haiti and had later been
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Veldsquez overlooked many of his faulis. Bur when his private s
seduced the beautiful Dofia Catalina Sudrez, one of the four daughters crf:
Don Diego Sudrez, Veldsquez exploded. He had his young colleague
locked up in prison a0 only let him out when Cortés agreed to go 1o the
altar with Dofia Catalina.

Now as Cortés was standing on the quarterdeck of his flagship, the
Capitana, he felt well pleased with himself. As he looked back over his past
life he could feel that not a single hour had been empty or wasted. True
the last years spent as a Cuban Aacendads, in charge of a large farm and as
councillor of the small town of Baracoa, had been a little boring, but that
was now past history as he had been fortunate enough to escape from it.
When Velisquez first heard the rumours that there was land west of Cuba,
and when the first expeditions returned bringing confirmarion of them,
Don Diego remembered the restless gallant who had once been his
secretary. He quickly appointed him chief of the new expedition which
was to explore the unknown shores and to bring back as much gold as
possible.

It is most probable thar, untl the evening after the battle on the
Tabasco, Hernando Cortés had envisaged no other future for himself. Tt
was then that an unexpected turn of events was 1o force the leader of the
enterprise out of his complacency into the limelight of history. History
used as her agent a quite unknown Indian woman who, flashing like a
‘meteor into the annals of history, at the point when two very different
cultures were meeting in head-on collision, was later to disappear into
abscurity just as abruptly.

Twenty young girls and women had been sent by the chiefrains of
Tabasco and the neighbouring regions with friendly greetings to the
victorious foreign general. Experience had raught thar this was the surest
way of pacifying even the wildest of men. If only Quetzalcoatl, the *God
of the temperate air’, might grant that the violent young foreigner might
also become more temperate through this gift] This prayer was granted.
Afcwdayslaterrhesaﬂsmfuﬂedanmeﬂﬁps of the white gods, and
soon the swans’ wings disappeared below the horizon. The chiefs rubbed
their hands with relief; they had been right again. In their gratitude
Quetzalcoat] was given a particularly beautiful nﬂ'ﬁ“mg

The wise priests, however, were wrong for, on the contrary, by means
of their gift they wumed an ordinary young Spanish nobleman into a con-
queror who was going to unhinge their world.

When Cortés examined the young ladies who were sent on board his
ship, he noticed, amongst the shy, tearful Indian women, a light-brown,
commanding young girl who seemed to come from different stock. The
interpreter soon learned that, unlike her companions, she was a mere slave
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and that she was not from Yucatan but from Mexico where her father had
been prince of the province of Coatzalcualco, on the south-eastern hor-
ders of the Mexican empire, and also general of the Mexican army in
Painalla, the capital of the district. Her name, it appeared, was Malitzin
Tenepal. _

When, fifty years later, the knight Bernal Diaz del Castillo, regidor of
the city of Guatemala in Nova Hispania and an old friend and comrade-in-
arms of Hernando Cortés, wrote his memoirs, he had this to say about
that strange brown girl: *She was a noble lady, used to ruling land and
people and this could plainly be seen. . . .* This observation must stand to
Bernal Diaz’s credit. Although himself of humble origin, he could recog-
nize true nobility, and had been impressed by the strange slave-girl. We
may safely conclude thar Hernando Cortés himself could not have failed
to be deeply touched by her.

The day after thicir arrival on board the twenty Indian women were bap-
tized by the priest, Bartolomeo de Olmedo. Bernal Diaz tells us that ‘ with
the help of the interpreter, Bartolomeo de Olmedo delivered a sermon in
which he told them of the glories of our holy religion and of the evil of
their own idolatry. The woman of whom 1 have already spoken was
christened Marina.” Thus the beautiful young Indian girl, who was to be-
come Cortés’s partner in life for six decisive years, became known to
posterity as Dofia Marina. Bernal Diaz is the main source of our informa-
tion concerning her. She had been sold into slavery after her father’s death'
and her mother’s almost immediate remarriage, and had thus reached the
Court of the Prince of Tabasco. There she had learnt the Maya dialect, so
that she could speak it as fluently as her Aztec mother tongue. This fact
must have drawn Cortés’s attention to the young girl. He could make him-
self understood to the Mayas through interpreters, but the strange Aztee
sounds, which could now and then be heard here on the borders of the
Mexican empire, had defeated all efforts at comprehension. Hence Marina
now had an important réle to play, and she must have done more than
merely interpret. She gave Cortés information concerning the nature of
Aztec government. She confirmed and explained the mysterious stories
abour El Dorado, and spoke of the tense relations that existed berween the
Aztecs and their allies in Cempoalla, Thixcala, Texcoco and Cholula.
Cortés was later able to exploit these rifts in the Aztec alliance of states,
‘and so conquer a whole empire.

_ This might smack of hatred and treason, of revenge and resentment,
but such could hardly have been the case. Obviously Marina must have
loyed Hernando Cortés deeply, and since she had grown up in a theocratic
world, she must perforce have looked upon the Conquistadors as God's
ambassadors and upon their enterprise as a kind of crusade. In any case she
believed firmly in the missionary ideal of the conquest, and became a sin-
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cere Christian. Tt seems that, despite all their faults; the rule of the return-
ing white gods would be more beneficial to her people than the rule of
Huitzilopochtli and his priests. So convinced of this was she, that in 1525
she went, accompanied by Cortés, 1o Coatzaleualco to visit her mothier..
The princess was terrified when she finally recognized her daughter, for
she thought she would now be called to account for her former inhuman.
behaviour, and both Spaniards and Indians were fully of the opinion that
she had deserved whatever punishment she would reccive. Marina, con-
trary to all expectation, went up to her mother and embraced her tenderly.
Then she turned to the crowd and said in accents poignant with emation:
*My mother did not know what she was doing when she sold me. Sinee
that rime I have been instructed in the Christian faith and am infinitely
happier than 1 have ever been!” This scene of reunion and love was so
moving, and touched the hearts of all so deeply, that even fifty years later
Bernal Diaz, the tough, mercenary soldier still swore: ‘Y todo esto que
dijo, se lo of muy certificamente y se lo juro, amén!*

Marina acted as translator for her own people, just as she had done for
the Spaniards, and again added her own wise comments and explanations.
Although she often had to admir failure, she tried invariably to glleviate
unnecessary severity, to see that justice was administered fairly, to prevent
senseless cruelty, and there is no doubt that she saved much of Mexico.
This position of mediator between the two peoples gave her enormous
influence and, two generations later, Bernal Diaz del Castillo had to con-
fess: Her power in New Spain was very great. She could bend the Indians
fully to her will and thus she was of the greatest impormnce to us, for only
through her influence, and with the help of God, could many things be
managed. Without her, we should never have been able to understand the
Mexican tongue and weshould never haveaccomplished as much as wedid."

The indios seem to have respected her more than even the Mother of
God, whose image the Spaniards took everywhere with them, placing it
on all their altars. When that lovely young woman herself bore a child,
who was called Martin Cortés, she became, and has ever remained, an
object of almost religious veneration for her compatriots. The mercena-
ries, buccaneers and pirates of Cortés's army, great noblemen and simple
soldiers from the common people, paid the foreign woman due reverence
by giving her the nable Spanish title of Dofia and calling her Dofia Marina.

But what of Cortés himself? The Aztec woman is mentioned but once
in his letters as ‘another interpreter who is in my train”. This may sound
extremely petty and ungrateful, but he had named her child after his own
father, thus setting a great precedent. While it was later to become quite
fashionable for members of the high Spanish nobility to marry Aztec
princesses (today there is a Spanish family boasting the Emperor Monte-
zuma among its forebears) there could be no question of such a union for

;t
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Cantés, particularly since Marina was rightly considered to be booty and a
slave-girl, and by no means the princess she really was. Bur nevertheless,
when Cortés accepted the son she had given him into his family by
calling him after his own father, he showed her great honour, and we must
therefore conclude that he esteemed and greatly loved his dark-skinned
mistress.

Marina had risen from obscurity on to the stage of history, and aftera
brief period of fame she returned into oblivion. In 1525 she was married 1o
a Castilian knight, Juan Xamarillo, and Cortés heaped valuable presents
o the couple; the deeds of that marriage are still preserved, but after this
date we have no further information concerning Marina.

History pulled down the curtain on her but even today she is still
remembered in the folklore and songs of the indias for her love and self-
sacrifice. The songs and ballads about her preserve the gentle radiance and
calm that once emanated from her. The miracle of her appearance on the
scene of history, just when the fate of two colliding worlds was placed in
her hands, is unforgotten.

2

Itis very doubtful whether Marina continued to look upon Cortés as the
reincarnation of Quetzalcoatl. Yer she must have believed thar the
cruasading idea of the Conguistadors was in keeping with the spirit of
that religious teacher. Thus one may well assume that she told her beloved
Cortés about Quetzalcoatl, and that, quite apart from Aztec traditions, she
probably told him about the folklore of the Mayas, which has since become
famous as the ‘Votan'-legend of the natives of Yucatan. This legend,
which, to quote the German Americanist Hans-Dietrich Disselhoff, is
considered by orthodox investigators to be nothing but ‘a modern fable
based on fancy’, states that once upon a time tall, fair-haired, blue-eyed
men had landed from great ships, which had glistened like the scales of a
serpent’s skin and, when these ships had approached the shore, it was as if
huge, sparkling snakes were crawling across the sea. These unknown men
wore strange clothes and had ormaments resembling coiled
around their foreheads. Now, the Holy Serpent had been one of the most
ancient godheads revered by the Mayas of Yucatan. When these fair-
skinned serpent-crowned beings arrived in their glistening-scaly ships, it
was generally believed that the foreigners were sons of the Holy
and were gods themselves. These “White Gods’ had larer sertled in
mem but the noblest among them had gone on to neighbouring

*Votan' legend of the Yucatan indios is probably based on the fact



The White Gods Conguer Mexico 139
that Mmh&—go&ufmofﬂ:mruﬂnuhﬂlmgh&mhumu?m
Historians, basing their hypotheses on the assumption that the Mayas had
migrated from the jungles of Guatemala to their new home in Yucatan,
only in the year A.D. 1000, have stated that the origins of this strange
legend can be dated fairly accurately, but the appearance of the legend
coincides rather significantly with the time when the Vikings from Green-
land discovered America, and colonized part of the shore of Massachusetts.
More recent research tends to prove that the date A.D. 1000 can no longer
be considered acceptable, and that the Mayas probably migrated to
Yiicatan as early as the fifth and sixth centuries A.p.

In her recent book, entited ZLost Worlds, the American writer Ann
Terry White has some interesting remarks to make concerning the
*Votan’ legend. Her descriptions of the landing of the god are highly
reminiscent of the traditional dragon-prowed ships of the Vikings, lined
with the embossed shields of the crew, which in the sun would make the
ships sparkle like scaly reptiles.

All this could hardly have been of any importance ro Cortés, who cer-
tainly knew nothing of the Vikings and was not likely to have been
especially interested in the fact that white men had reached the shores of
the New World as early as five hundred years before him. But it is all the
more interesting for us roday since it has long been asserted, even by
recent historians, that the whole Querzalcoat! wradition is nothing but 2
Chiristian embellishment of ancient Indian sagas, nothing but * the inven-
tion of the white man who cannot bear to be left out of anything’, as Hans-
Dietrich Disselhoff puts it in his very instructive work on ancient American
cultures. Now it seems to be an established fact that in the original Indian
sagas, which were current long before the appearance of the Aztecs,
Quetzalcoat] was nor described as a white god. Apparently this embellish-
ment was added later on, and thus we may well suspect thar the myth of
Quetzalcoatl was nothing but propaganda on the part of the Conguis-
tadors, for the sole purpose of facilitating their seizure of power in
Mexico.

But is this rather cynical interpretation really justified? Why did net
those Spaniards, who soon after the conquest of the Azrec Empire began 1o
record the sagas and religions of this exotic country, in fact describe the
"White Saviour® as they themselves undoubtedly imagined him to bey
i.e. with dark hair and brown eyes? When a conquering power, superior
in arms and civilization, wishes to impose its religion on subjected peoples,
then the god or gods of this religion will invariably be conceived in the
conquercr’s own image. This, however, the Spaniards did not do, seeing
that Quetzalcoat] was no olive-skinned, dark-eyed and dark-haired replica
of the Conquistadors, but quite the opposite, having fair hair and blue
eves. Were not the conquered people of the New World bound to have
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said: *You Spaniards look quire different from our “God of Light™, in
whose name you have come and in whose name we have received you.
You cannot possibly be his sons!"?

If we assume that the myth of Quetzalcoat] was the invention of the
Spaniards, then we can only say that they proceeded in the most stupidly
clumsy manner possible. Their ‘invention’ was so badly thought out that
its inner contradiction must perforce have moved the Indians ro dis-
belief. Obviously the assumption that the myth of the white gods had
been inserted into the folk-lore of the New World from motives of Chris-
tian zeal is untenable. Once this rather obvious conclusion is admirted,
then it follows that the legend of the White Saviour must have been Indian
in origin, and that white men did in fact reach Yucatan and Mexico some
time during the Middle Ages, and that possibly they were Vikings sailing
to America.

- 'We have dwelt on this subject ar such length in order to arrive at those
results which expert investigators have discovered in the last decades from
logical arguments. To sum up these results: it is unquestionable that some
form of contact between the Old and the New Worlds had taken place at
an early date in the Christian era, though we have very little evidence to
prove this conclusion outright.

It must, in all fairness, be stared that most contemporary historians,
specializing in this period, reject such hypotheses out of hand, just as they
once derided the Catholic investigator, Carl Maria Kaufmann, who, some
thirty years ago, was the first to deal with these strange events in his book
Amerika und das Urchristentum. The Americanist, Walter Krickeberg, may
he taken as representative of this attitde:

_ The siriking parallels with Christian beliefs, found in the American sagas, belong to
the common fund of myths inherited by the cultures of the Old and New Worlds.
Such parallels exist in other spheres 2« well, and their explanation must be left 10 furure

Thus these historians do not really believe in the possibility that direct
cultural contacts were made, preferring to base their opinions on the
traditional concept of convergence, a unique similarity between certain
cultural phenomena which, as the German ethnologist Hans Plischke has
recently stated, is explained by the fact that *since all humanity has basically
the same psychological make-up, it must, when faced by the same pheno-
mena and the same necessities, arrive at the same or a similar solution®.

By adopring this concept we have done nothing but replace one un-~
known quantity by another, for the concept of ‘convergence’ is no
more than a working hypothesis, an unproved premise based on nothing
but the comparatively great diffusion of cultural patterns in the Old
World. When we realize (as, for example, through reading such a work as
Ruth Benedict's Patrerns of Culture) what diametrically opposed cultural
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trends do exist and that frand, deceir and murder, which since time
immemorial have been considered to be morally wrong by the Old

‘World, are elsewhere considered morally acceptable, and that in other

cultures power and the worship of power, which we value so highly, are
considered to be foolish and ridiculous, then we must perforce be some-
what sceptical as regards the above assertion that all humanity thinks along
the same lines.

Americanists, aware that the primitive religions of the Old World also
had deified the Sun, Moon and stars, believed thar they could apply this
knowledge 1o the New World. While there can be no question that in
ancient America stellar gods had played an important role, and thar the
white *gods’ who appeared were taken for the anthropomorphosis of the
great miracle of the Sun, as s seen in the myths and legends of many Indian

ples, Americanists have little justification in miaintaining that the God
of Light, Quetzalcoatl, is of solar origin, and is in fact the personification
of the Sun, which rises out of the eastern ocean, travels calmly over the
earth to sink in the west, and that the white skin of Quetzalcoatl, his bene-
volence and gentleness and the offerings of Howers and fruits, are all due
to this,

If this were indeed the case, how can we explain his blue eyes; his long
beard, the signs of the cross on his clothing, original sin, baptism, con-
fession, communion, his * clothe ye the naked and feed ye the poor!’? —but
our Americanists do not ask such questions. These are part of the *com-
mon fund belonging to the Old World and the New, the explanation of
which must be left to future investigators’ !

This, to say the least, is a most surprising example of dogmatic faith,
and has much in common with the position of the American writer, D. G.
Brinton, who in his work American Hero-Myths, published in 1882,
wrote the following:

By sight and light we see and learn. Nothing, therefore, is more natural than to atmi-
bute to the light-god the early progressin the arts of domestic and social life. Thus light
came to be personified as the embodiment of culture and knowledge, of wisdom, and of
peace and prospérity which are necessary for the growth of leaming. The fir com-
plexion of these heroes is nothing but a reference tn the white light of the dawn. Their
ample hair and beard are the mys of the sun thar fow from his radiant visage. Their
loose and large robes typify the enfolding of the firmament by the light and the winds.

This sounds quite reasonable, at least for inhabirants of temperate zones

who welcome the Sun as a friend, but of course this attitude does not apply
in the case of people living in tropical climates. Moreover the theory is
some eighty years old and dates back to a period when serious archaeo-
Jogical research was non-existent in America, i.e. long before the series of
magnificent discoveries made at the beginning of our century. These finds
of rock-paintings, sculptures, jade carvings, pottery, reliefs on emple



and Yucatan, which, withour exception, show faces with long, well-
groomed beards, proved conclusively that these are nio representations of
mystical and mythical *solar’ beings but of the most mortal of men. Great
numbers of these finds are exhibited in the American Museum of National
History in New York, in the Musée de 'Homme in Paris and in the collec-
tions of the National Geographical Society in Washington.

Paralle] finds were also made in Peru of realistic sculptures, ceramics,
etc., showing men with long beards beautifully curled and groomed. Brin-
ton’s theory that these strange bearded white heroes were derived from

16, Negroid and European Jaces token from anciens Indian wall-paintings
in Chitgen Jtga. 1+

the Sun is far from the truth, and our credulity is strained considerably
when it is asserted that coloursd people, who had never seen a white man,
could, by accident, have gratuitously imagined beards, white skins and
fair hair. If this were so, we might well ask where are the ‘white gods’ of
Africa, for such discoveries would have been most appropriate there.
Similarly, where in Northern Europe do we find *black gods" symbolizing
the long winter night, whose effect must indeed have been terrifyingly
real to the primitive inhabitants of those regions?

Now it might be asserted that these rock carvings, sculprures and relisfs
simply depicted bearded people, for bearded men were occasionally found
even amongst the Indians and Chinese, and thay therefore the theory of

However, this lame point was refuted by the discoveries made by the
Americans, A. Morris, E. H, Morris and J. Charlot, some Twenty years ago,
in the war temple of Chitzen Jrza of Yucatan. They found a number of
more or less well-preserved frescoes dating from the tenth or eleventh
Century A.D., showing a sea-battle between warriors of a dark race and
those of a light-skinned, obviously fair race. These trescoes have nothing



mythical about them at all, but, on the contrary, they depict scenes of
bartle, torture, and death on the sacrificial stone so realistically that they
can well compare with modern photo-reportage.

It is generally believed that these wall paintings of Chitzen Itza are
authentic representations of the battles between the Mayas and the Toltecs,
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the pre-Aztec peoples to whom Quetzalcoat] had originally appeared. We
shall refrain from giving our opinion on this paint since discussion is still
in progress, but we do wish to stress thar the many parallels found between
the Old and the New World apply almost exclusively to those regions of
America which are exposed to the drift of wind and ocean currents from
Europe, and that any water-craft, including Alain Bombard's inflatable
rubber-dinghy, cannot fail to reach Central America once it is caught up
by these currents.

In whatever way we judge and assess the significance of this fact, we
must admit that it was more than a strange coincidence which made Cortés
land at that point in Centrl America where culture was most highly
developed. Nowhere else did such a well-organized and administered state
exist with villages and hamlets, with noblemen, priests and armyj; in shor,
a ready-made empire which, once it had passed into Spanish hands, could
be ruled just like Europe. The Spaniards accepted all this without much
questioning or surprise. They never thought of asking themselves what
would have happened had they entered America at the points where the
vast northern prairies or the jungles of the Orinoco and Amazon rivers
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reach the sea. They never realized that here they would have been sucked
up like a shower in a desert, and that the success of their enterprise de-
pended on their finding a country whose civilization had developed along
similar lines to their own. The fact that they managed to discover such a
land, while in the rest of the huge American continent man continued to
live in a primitive way, argues strongly against the theory of simultaneous
cultural developments. We are forced to assume that in fact very close
contact, though of a transitory nature, berween the Old and the New
World had occurred at an earlier time.

All the above is not invalidated by the fact that the use of the wheel
either in making pottery or for other purposes, of glazing techniques in
ceramics, of ploughs for tilling the land, the existence of stringed musical
instruments, all examples of elementary knowledge which the assumed
immigrants or missionaries must perforce have brought with them from
the Old World —that all these, whose use is so obvious to us, were never
completely adopted by the Indians.

Now it is quite possible to do without stringed instruments, without
glazing, indeed even without the porter’s wheel —as is in fact the case to
this day in the home industries of India and Indonesia —and yet to ataina
high degree of cultural development, but the fact that the inhabitants of the
New World did not use the wheel is quite incomprehensible, and has long
served orthodox Americanists as proof that, until the advent of the
Spaniards and the Portuguese, there had been no manner of contact be-
tween the two worlds. While it ean easily be proved that there was a wide-
spread use of revolving objects such as spindles, drills rotated by a bow,
tops, bull-roarers, etc., in the American cultures, and although heavy
stones used for building purposes in Peru show the marks of the rounded
tree-trunks used for their transpormation, the question whether Indian
architects habitually used some kind of roller in moving the gigantic slabs
with which they built their sacred buildings and castles, has remained
unanswered. The solution of this problem is of major importance, for
archaeology shows that before inventing the wheel and applying it in the
form of vehicles, man first used rollers.

In any event not even the argument of the wheel can be used to prove
the absence of any prior contact with the Old World. Some years ago, the
‘American archaeologist, Gordon F. Ekholm, discovered that children's
toys on wheels, fabulous little crearures that could be pushed or pulled
along, had been known in Central America,

Strangely enough, this knowledge was never applied to transport and
industry, though it would have been the obvious thing to do so. True,
deaught animals were not known in the New World (the horse, for
example, was only introduced into America by the Conquistadors), and
the idea of training dogs to pull carts, as their Eskimo cousins had done



with their sleigh-dogs in Greenland and Canada, might simply not have
occurred to the Indians, nor that of hamessing men 1o pull the royal
palanquin along in ceremonial processions, But on the other hand, as
Ekholm has pointed cut, excellent roads had existed since ancient times. In
northern Yucatan, between Cobd and Yaxuna, there exist to this day well-
preserved remains of the old Maya road, stretching for more than sixty
miles. These roads are fully ten yards wide and, with their excellent sur-
faces, they are in no way inferior to modern highways.

Be that as it may, today it is certain that the Indians were as well
acquainted with the principle of the wheel as we Europeans, and that they
simply failed to apply their knowledge. A parallel example is given by the
world of Islam which almost exclusively used beasts of burden. This
strange failure to apply the principle of the wheel must be lefrunexplained.
Gordon F. Ekholm believes that it was due 1o a conservative adherence to
old customs, which was in fact a marked characteristic of the Indians, and
thus the cause of the lack of technical development in pre-Columbian
America. This explanation still leaves the question of this tradition-bound
inertia unanswered, just as is the question why Europe had to wait for the
Renaissance before making great strides in the development of technology.
We shall have to be content with simply noting such odd facts, and leaving
it at that.

It may appear that we have strayed too far from our path, that all this
has little bearing on the history of discoveries. Yet all forms of history —
political, philosophic, military, economic, or artistic—are, after all,
nothing but aspects of cultural history, and for this reason the above
diversion was made. At this point the author begs the reader to follow
him on yet another bypath, and to ponder on a book written in 1947 by
three American botanists, which, since it bore the forbidding ritle The
Evolution of Gossypium and the Differentiation of the Cultivated Coteons,
did not become a besi-seller,

At first glance this publication is pretty heavy going, for it deals with
the number and nature of the chromosomes in the coiton seed. The book
states thar all cortons of the Old World have thirteen large chromosomes,
while the wild coron of the New World —as is seen from countless
specimens found in Central America —has thirteen small chromosomes.
Thus it seems certain that two similar, yet clearly distinct types of corren
have existed from earliest rimes.

But the three American investigators discovered more than this, When
they investigated the seeds of the cotton cultivared by the ancient Ameri-
can peoples, long before Columbus and the appearance of Europeans, they
discovered thar there were rwenry-six chromosomes in the domesticated
variety —thirteen large and thirteen small. Thus the two wild-growing
types of both the Old and the New Worlds must have been crossed. But



how had the seeds come from the Old World into the New? Across the
Bering Straits, during the ancient migrations, when the original inhabitants
of this New Continent had streamed into their new home? C. O. Sauer,
who has dealt with this question, considers this impossible. The climate
of these sub-arctic regions has always been so severe that the delicate
warmth-loving cotton-seed could not possibly have survived transparta=
tion across the Bering Straits. It must have entered America via the tropical
or subtropical zones, 1.e. the West Indies or Mexico.

Strange as it may seem, our scientists are most unwilling to admit that
the distance of some sixteen hundred miles between the Canaries and.
Central America is more easily bridged with the help of the Trades and
ocean currents than the distance of some ten thousand miles separating
Asia from America against the Trades, and also, for most of the way,
against the currenis. Consequently they busied themselves searching for
the Old World type of cotton, viz. cotton with thirteen large chromo-
somes, in Melanesia, Micronesia, New Guinea and the Polynesian Islands.
Alas, it was nowhere to be found, and only types with rwenty-six chromo-
somes were discovered. Neither here nor on the path across the Pacific
could there have taken place the import into America of Old World
cotton. Only one route remained: across the Atlantic and thence to the
Pacific.

Could birds have been responsible for carrying the seed? Birds do not
eat cotton seeds. Could storms have blown them across the gigantic
ocean? It is improbable, and furthermore cotton immediately loses its
germinating powers once it is exposed to moist air. For this same reason
‘ocean currents could not have been the carrying agents, What is the real
answer to such an awkward problem?

Very few scientists have drawn the obvious conclusion. We do not
wish to rush in where angels fear to tread, but we could not resist broach-
ing these problems, merely to show that, despite the diversity of fabric,
the essences of all things are deeply related.

3

_ From the day when the Spaniards had sailed out of the mouth of the
Tabasco at the end of March, Bernal Diaz del Castillo had scarcely had a
clance 1o sleep. Corrés had kept the young man up in the crow’s-nest
practically without interruption. The strong country lad of IWEnty-two,
who came from Medina del Campo in the province of Leén, in the
‘heart of old Castile, had been in these strange regions once before. It was
hardly a year since he had sailed under Juan de Grijalva —nephew of Disgo
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far as the modem Vera Cruz in Mexico,

Bernal Diaz was anything but happy crouching up there on the mast,
Neither he nor Cortés could guess that he, a mere peasant lad, would one
day he called Cupitdn General de ln Nueya Eftpma_} Costa del Sur, and
would be addressed as Sefior and Regidor of the city of Guatemala, nor yet
that one day he would write a book of his memoirs. Now, at the beginning
of April 1519, all he did was to curse and bewail his fate while perched up
on high. Every so often the captain on the quarter-deck would ask if he
could see anything, but what was he meant to see? To port he could see
nothing but marshes and sand, while o starboard there was an infinite
expanse of water without a single ship or island. How irrimting it was.
that he could not remember the cutlines of the land of Montezuma where
he had been buta year ago. If only he could catch another glimpse of those
high snowy peaks, the sierra nevade, or the wide lagoon of Alvarado, he
would know where he was.

Bernal Diaz de Castillo was a simple man and he could not have known
that, on his fourth voyage, Columbus had encountered Aztec craft on the
high seas off the coast of Honduras: strangely shaped boats with crews of
brown men, dressed in coloured cottons, possessing copper tools and
queer weapons, who, when asked where they came from, had pointed to
the West. Nor did Bernal Diaz know of the confidential report made by
Grijalva on his return to his uncle Diego Velisquez. This was a rather
sketchy and confused document, for Grijalva had no interpreter with him,
and conversation and trading with the fndios of the coast of Mexico had
proved difficult. Nevertheless the Spaniards had gleaned that somewhere,
far to the west on a lofty plateau, there was a vast city, completely sur-
rounded by water and ruled by a king possessing immeasurable treasures
of gold and jewels. This was why Cortés gave Bemnal no peace up in the
crow’s-nest, but kept on asking if the look-out had anything ro report.

Days passed in this vain search until, early on Maundy Thursday, a light
was seen glimmering high up and far away oo the port side. A little later,
the sun rising from its ocean bed lit up the snow-covered peaks of a range
of mountains, and excitement soon ran through the eleven Spanish ships.
A few hours after they anchored in the vicinity of what is today Vera Cruz,
and the curtain went up on one of the most momentous dramas of all time.

The first scenes were played at breathraking pace. Hardly thirty
minutes had elapsed from the order o drop anchor, when two large war
canoes filled with Indians appeared. They made fast to the Capitana, the
flagship, and a dozen Indians climbed up the rope-ladders on board,
asking to see the tlatoan, the commander, to whom they showed grear
respect and whose pleasure they inquired.

They were following the express orders of Montezuma, the ‘angry
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lord', Emperor of Mexico, who had been priest before becoming emperor,
For many long years he had sat poring over faded picture-writings in the
gloomy cell of his cloister, telling of Quetzalcoat! and the future retumn of
the white gods. He knew the old legend, and had watched the whites. For
years their every movement near his empire had been reported to him, for

17. Coreés recaives gifts from the inkabitants of Tlaxcala.

wherever the Spaniards went, thousands of dark eyes watched them. Mon-
tezuma had given orders that all the strangers’ wishes must be fulfilled.
Should they demand gold in exchange for the glittering glass beads which
they carried with them, and which the Azrecs believed to be jade, then gold
they should have. Should they demand women or other less precious sib-
stances: murkeys, stags, rabbits, bread and the like, their wishes should be
met without question. Perhaps in this way they could be pacified, these
avenging sons of the white saviour, and would return to their own land,

Montezuma was no appeaser, and it would be wrong to look upon him
in this light. He was not yet quite certain whether the strangers were in
fact sent by Quetzalcoat], but even if this were o, the terrible war god
Huitzipochuli would unleash a slaughrer in the heavens with terrible ro-
percussions on earth. Thus, while the strangers must be shown every
courtesy and respect, they must be persuaded to leave again. He knew that
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he could count on his guards, who had sworn their priest-king loyalty
unto death, on his armies and on his people. The white men were few and
could be crushed 2 3 blow, but to take arms against Quetzalcoatl would
be a great sin.

Thus Montezuma was in a quandary, and hesitated just at the crucial
moment. Instead of trusting to his arms, he sent the Spaniards valuable
offerings, and so enticed them to lay their hands on this El Dorado whar-
ever the cost.

Maurice Collis in his recent Cortés and Montequmd tells us thar Mon-
tezuma’s final decision was brought about by a most remarkable co-
incidence. According to the old prophecies, Querzalcoatl, returning from
the East, would land in the year * One Reed’, This year mr:urm&,acnmdmg
to the peculiar Aztec calendar, every fifty-two years and it can be im-
agined with what anxiety the Aztec high priests had during the past
centuries watched the fateful year approach, and how relieved they had
been as it passed. The angry lord Querzalcoat] had not shown himself in
the years 1363, 1417, nor yet in 1467, and once again the year One Reed was
drawing nigh. Now there were portents of the coming disaster. In 1517
the first *floating houses with the wings of swans’ had appeared over the
horizon: this had been the expedition led by Hernandez de Cordoba which
discovered Yucatan and went as far as the Bay of Campeche. The white
gods had rerurned in the early summer of 1518. This time the ‘floating
houses’ had anchored just off the shores of Mexico, and Montezuma's
scouts could observe the strangers from very close quarters. ' They had
white skins, long beards and long hair", they reported to their king. But
the strangers had not stayed for long. A few weeks [ater their swans' wings
disappeared in the eastern ocean,

thnCnrnes arrived, the Aztec calendar read One Reed. The king and
the priests were deeply anxious. In the temples throughout the land monks
senrched their holy books for guidance. It was clearly stated that Quetzal-
coatl would rerurn on the day * Nine Wind".

Cortés, who dropped anchor on Maundy Thussday of the year 1519,
must certainly have intended to go ashore that same day, but since the visit
of the Indians was so protracted, be decided ta land the morning of Good
Friday. Cortés, Christ's ambassador, set foot for the first time on the soil
of this New World oni the day of Christ’s death.

By postponing his landing ‘Cortés had fulfilled the old prophecy, for the
22nd April 1519, according to the Aztec calendar, was the day Nine Wind
in the year One Reed. The Aztec ‘scriptures” were “to come to pass’,
down to the last brush stroke of the holy pictures. On Good Friday, good
Catholics wear black and so Cortés was clad in a black doubler when he
landed. Quetzalcoat] had also been depicted in black in the holy books of
the Aztecs. The white stranger wore a low, black har —thar fashionable
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headgear which can be seen in many early sixteenth-century paintings of
nobles —and Quetzalcoatl also had worn a similar hat. Quetzalcoatl had
sailed away from the region of Tabasco towards his divine home in the.
East, and these white strangers came from the Eastand had landed in the
self-same spot, Tabasco! There had only been a handful of them, but with
their firebreathing dragons, their thunderbolts and lightning they had
managed to overpower ten thousand of their opponents. Only gods could
have done that!

Montezuma’s spy service needed twenty-four hours to cover the dis--
tance between the shore and the residence of their king and so, at about
the same time that Cortés stepped onto the shores of Mexico, Montezuma
received the news that the white

—_— gods had returned. At once he

&g despatched fast messengerstothe

- governor, ordering him to- dis—

= L cover whether in fact these
iy strangers were connected with
Quetzalcoatl in any way. Thus
- oo {| on the first day of Easter 510,
two days after the landing in

XX. The Empire of the Agtecs. Vera Cruz, the Lord Teutlile,

Montezuma's governor for the
border provinces, a man specially devoted and faithful ro the emperor,
paid his respects to Cortés. Bernal Diaz del Castillo has given us a very
full description of this decisive scene:

UnEmnD:y,:htlmﬂT:uﬂﬂctppﬂmdinpnwmﬂanéswdmmdhlm,m-
beaced him, and invited him 1o the divine service, about to begin. Father Bartolomeo de
Olmedo and Brother Juzn Diaz wese celebrating mass. Afterwards the governor and
the noblest in his train sat down 1o eat with Cortés and his officers.

After dinner, Cortls, with the assistance of Dioin Marina, conversed with Teutlile,
dﬁg]ﬁuﬂn:mehﬁsﬁmsmdmnf&ugrﬁm ruler on earth, the
Emperar Charles, and that we had come on his orders to this land of whose existence
and of that of its raler, King Montezuma, he had always known. Thus Cortés
hhmdﬁh%ﬁﬂtd‘em&ﬁmm&mﬂ:ﬁzfﬁmﬂufﬁnm
H:uhdilmgmﬂnmmslmwlﬁm:l‘twymhislordandmasmr,a-ul]mbemulﬂ
pay his respects and proclaim unto him the message of the Emperor.

Teulile replied proudly: *Before you ask an audience of my king, you ‘would

do well to inspect the presemrs | have brought and tell me which of them you have
need of.

Thereupon he opened a wickerwork Gise conmaining a quantity of golden objects of
__ y of white cotton, together with
featherwork-embroideries and other precious things, the desails ey
'5;.5“?‘[? vecall after 50 many years, and also food, particularly chickens, dried fish and
L

Cortés accepeed all these gifts with gracious dignity, and in exchange he presented
ﬁggmnemnrwixhpﬂlhhndgﬂmhﬁdundmh&ohjm from Spain. Heﬂlmfeqm



him to Jet it be known in his province hiar the inbabitants should call at the ships, since

Teulile accepred the presents, declaring that his lord and master, who wasa mighty
ruler, would be glad to receive the message and presents from the grear white emperor.
He would speedily have the presents conveyed and ask for his king’s arders.

The Indian governor had with him some extremely skilful artists and he ordered
these to depict the face, bearing and dress of the Caprain-General, of all officers and
also of some of the soldiers, the appearance of ships and hossss, of cannon and cannon-
balls, and even of our two dogs: in short, of all the people and things that he had seen
on his visit. These drawings also were conveyed to King Montezuma.

To give him some idea of our power, Cortés ordered the guns 1o be charged with a
great quantity of powder and told Alvarado and the other horsemen 10 hang bells pn
all their horses' bridles, and then to mount and gallop past Montezuma's smbassador,

After the cavalcade, the guns were fired. The stone balls made a tremendous nojse
and echoed 25 they whistled over the sands. The Indians were terribly startled and the
artists were ordered to perpetuate this evenralso in their picrures.

One of the Spaniards was wearing a helmet, gilded in parrs. Teutlile, who noticed
this, remarked that their ancestors had wom similar helmets, and that one of them was
preserved a5 a memento in the temple of their war god. Cortés replied that he would
very much like to see it and presented Teutlile with the Spanish helmet, and in doing so
cxpressed the desire for a helmet-full of gold grains which he would fain have sent 1o
his lord and emperor.

Teutlile then took liis leave of Cortés and hastened to the Court of Montezuma to
report and hand him the presents of the Spaniards and show the pictures his artists had
drawn. The King was highly astonished at all he had seen and heard, and when bie saw
the helmet, he, 100, recognized the similarity with that in the temple of thie war god and
he no longer doubred that we belonged to thar people who, according 1o their ancient
lore, would one day come and mle over them.

About a week passed before Teutile appeared again. This time he brought another
chief with him, and more than 3 hundred heavily laden carriers. Cortés received the
two noblemen in the friendliest way possible and invited them to be seated next 1o him.
After long speeches of welcome had been made on both sides the two Aztecs displayed
their presents;

A round disc of gold, on which were depicted symbols of the Sun and Stars, weigh-
ing more than six hundred ounces, a similar disc in silver, the size of 3 wagon-whesl,
showing the Moon and weighing over three hundred ounces, a braceler fashioned of
seven pieces of gold which had one hundred and eighty-three small emeralds and two
hundred and thirty-rwo precious stones similar to rubies suspended from it, rwenty-six
Hitle golden bells with ten bemwiful pearls; eight other golden braceless; a spherical
mirror the size of a man’s Ast made of marcasite and set with gold of the finest work-
manship, a tmuly princely gift; & quantity of golden and silver ornaments; 3 grear many
golden figures representing dogs, lions, monkeys, frogs and other animals; 2 number of
golden medals; a number of jewels in sentings which were more valuable than the

Afier the two chiefs had handed Cortés these treasures, one of them declared that
King Montezuma was highly delighted with the news of the arrival of such great heroes
in his lands. It was his wish to make the acquaintance of the great emperor of whom he
had already heard, bur, becanse of the great distances berween them, he would for the
meantime have to be content with making him a valuable present. The King’s spokesman
added thae Montezuma would be delighted to place at our disposal everything we
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might need during our stay in his land, However, he would prefer not to mest Cortés.

Montezuma’s ambassadors were delighted with the wine served them
during the meal and declared that such nectar was unknown in Mexico. The
Spanish cuisine, too, met with their full approval: the White Gods knew
how to livel However, Lord Teutlile had not come to feast, but had a
mission to fulfil at this banquet. He had to discover whether the Whites
were indeed gods, and, as his contribution to the feast, he had brought
some Aztec delicacies to the table. The Spaniards were highly interested,
but when they discovered that the beautifully arranged baskets containing
turkeys, fish, maize, fruit, shellfish and haked snakes were dripping with
blood —human blood, as Lord Teutlile explained to the foreign gods —
they turned aside from this fare with revulsion and horror. The Aztec
governor had expected this reception, for Quetzalcoatl had declared the
eating of human flesh to be sinful and abhorrent. Yet Teutlile wished to be
quite certain, He told Cortés that he had brought in his train a slave 1o be
used as sacrifice. Should the white god but lift his little finger, the slave’s
heart would be offered him within the instant.

Cortés-Quetzaleoat]l was outraged. He had noticed that one of the
Indians had been warching him very closely, and he asked whether he was
the one destined for the slaughter. Teutlile confirmed this. The man's
interest in Cortés was quite understandable, for he had been told that he
would serve as nourishment for the rerurning Lord Querzalcoatl. Although
this was a great honour for him, he must naturally have asked himself
whether the sacrifice would be performed in the customary manner of
tearing out the heart while it was still beating or whether, in honour of the
White God, a much more painful sacrificial rite would be substituted.

Corés’s reaction told Teutlile all he wanted to know. The strangers
were in fact the sons of Quetzalcoat], and he understood only too well why
Montezuma was trying his utmost to keep them from Tenochtitlan. The
White God would take a terrible revenge, and surely the other gods
would not allow him to return without making some resistance. There-
would be massacre on earth and in heaven. Clearly it was a solemn duty to
avert this disaster. Perhaps it would be possible 1o persuade Quetzalcoar]
to return once more to his heavenly paradise. Consequently Lord Tewtdile
added his own dissuading comments to the message of his royal master.

Cortés was not in the least put off by this refusal of the Emperor.
Smilingly he called across to his adjutants: * This Montezuma seems to be
quite an unapproachable gentleman. We shall have to saddle our horses
and hunt the old fox out in his lair.” Those addressed dutifully smiled
back, but at heart they were deeply upser. They remembered a strange
scene that had mken place one Sunday in Cuba half a year ago, shortly
before their departure, when Diego Velisquez had gone to mass in the



company of Hernando Cortés, his Captain-General. A mountebank by
the name of Cervantes, who had been standing by the roadside, had clled
out to the governor: 'Hey, cousin Diego, what are you thinking of? 1
know your Captain-General only too well! He is aiming high —just you
look out! That one will make off with your whole fleet, he’s as obstinate
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as a mule!” At the time nobody had paid any attention to him, but here on
foreign shores, at the foot of the snow-capped mountains beyond which
lay the rich capital of Mexico, his words took on new importance. Ob-
viously it would be impossible to restrain Cortés now, for if Montezuma
made presents worth a King’s ransom of his own free will, what would he
not yield up if prodded a little? They had found the land of gold, which
Columbus had searched for in vain all his life.

Cortés, too, must have remembered that scene when he noticed the
hesitancy of his officers and instinctively he knew that some decisive
action was necessary. Suddenly the memory of a Latin exercise which he
had been forced to read when a student in Salamanca, flashed through his
mind. It was a passage from Sextus Aurelius Victor, one of the consuls of
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Rome who had also written a history of the Roman Emperors. He had told
the story how, in the year A.p. 363, the Emperor Julian during a similar
moment of hesitation, at the beginning of the war with Persia, had simply
ardered all the ships 10 be burned, thus to impress on all his men that there
was no going back.

The Captain-General smiled at the thought that a classical education
was proving of some value after all. Now he knew what steps 1o take to
force his men to accept his decisions, When some months later Cortés had
to stamp out a mutiny, he realized that the time for action had come, The
Captain-General had the ships of his fleet dragged into the shallow waters,
just before the fortification he had constructed in Vera Cruz, and ordered
torches to be tossed on to the tinder-dry wood. The ships burned down 10
the water-line and then were submerged in the mud. No air could get at
them, and they lie there to this day, preserved as in a museum —the
weapons, tableware, and other objects still in the cabins. Recently a be-
ginning was made to raise the caravels, the mummified witnesses of a
hasty action obviously decided on the spur of the moment.

Immediately afterwards, on the 16th August 1519, the Spaniards began
their march on Tenochtitlan, the residence of Montezuma. They were
entering upon no small undertaking, for although they would be able to
exploit the lack of inner unity of the Aztec empire —originally it had been
developed from the forcible welding together of many small towns and
tribes carried out by Montezuma's great-grandfather against the wishes of
most of its thirty-eight provinces —they were sallying forth to give battle
1o a highly civilized power with a well trained army on its own ground.
The Spaniards, fortunately for them, had superior weapans, for by tech-
nical standards the Aztecs lived in the Stone Age, iron being completely
unknown to them. When they needed a hard curting surface, the Aztecs
made use of obsidian, a volcanic substance resembling black glass which
eould be polished and cut until it was sharp as a razor; still, their
maguakuitls, swords covered with obsidian, were only dangerous during
the first few blows, for they quickly became blunted and ineffective and, in
amy case, they were little use against the armour of the Spaniards. On the
other hand the Aztees’ complete scorn of death made them d
opponents. Their indifference to death was not only the result of the
martial spirit pervading the whole people, but was also based on a religious
attitude.

Like the ancient Germans, Greeks and Romans, the Aztecs too wor
shipped 2 great number of gods. These deities were endowed with many
magical powers and could cause earthquakes and rain, floods and long
droughts —but the victory of the daytime gods over the powers of night
and darkness was by no means certain. As the Mexican anthropologist
Alonso Caso puts it in his book, The Religion of the Ayprecs, the light-
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bringing gods were reborn from the womb of the old Earth Goddess with
the dawn of each new-born day, to die again each evening and illuminate
the dead underworld with their light. When, with the light of the golden
morning, they emerged once more from mictlan, the land of the dead, they
would constantly have to fight for their existence with their Brothers, the
stars, and their big Sister, the Moon. Armed with the rays of the Sun, the
‘Serpent of Fire’, they had to put the night 1o flight. Whenever they were
successful their victory meant a new day of life for men.

These notions seem to have been of more recent origin. In earliest
times, the ritual sacrifice of flowers and fruit had probably been more im-
portant, but a ghastly event, of which we know no details, was perhaps the
reason why the customary offerings were felt 1o have become insufficient
and ineffective. According to a legend recounted in the holy writings of
the Aztecs, which has its parallel in the Bible, the Sun once remained
motionless on its course, but had halted on the night, not the day side of
the world, and for three whole days, it had remained invisible. The Aztec
calture, which accepted superstition and magic, is not likely to have
reached the conclusion that a volcanic eruption had completely hidden the
light of the Sun by its ashes, but there are modem reports which prove
that this is indeed a very possible explanation. The Aztecs believed that
the Sun had become involved in a struggle for life or death and that his re-
appearance was only due to the happy outcome of this struggle. It was the
duty of all humanity, they concluded, to help the Sun and all the good
spirits in their struggle to return and to live, so that this terrifying black-
ness should not recur. If the statues of the gods were given human blood,
cheywmoﬂ’eredbeaﬁnghemtnmfmmlivingbodiu,thmﬂ:
power of the sacrificed passed into them and helped them in their struggle.

Just as the Aztecs, Mayas and other Indian tribes believed they could
fortify and increase their own courage and wisdom by absorhing the flesh
and blood of their prisoners, they thought that the power of the gods also
could be increased by human sacrifice. To be a victim and be offered to the-
gods was a pious deed and a high honour, for the souls of those so
sacrificed and those of fallen warriors were certain to pass into the
beyond. They would accompany the Sun to its zenith, and at nighe
wm:ldspa:klcinthemma]hmmlikgmﬁﬂmhﬂmom]s,m
ever, would descend to mictdan, the underworld. Thus by their own
consent men were shughtered in their thousands. Nevertheless the fear
remained that this was insufficient and that the supernatural powers would
lose their might, and thus the Aztecs had to look beyond their own
people for victims to the debilitated gods. The Aztec ‘empire” was builton
this metaphysical fear, for its warriors were not promoted according to
the number of enemies they had killed but by the number they had cap-
tured. Times of peace, with their inadequate number of offered-up heasts,
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meant petiods of great danger, and so their peculiar beliefs forced the
Aztecs 1o wage war incessantly.

Bishop Zumarraga, one of the first spiritnal High Dignitaries of Mexico,
reported sacrifices of more than twenty thousand men a year. Perhaps this
figure is exaggerated to make the venerable gentleman’s own achievements
shine all the brighter, but it is quite certain that wars were often waged for
the express purpose of capturing people and that ghastly massacres of
prisoners usually followed the successful termination of hostilities. If we
stress the horrible decimations caused by the Spaniards, it must be remem-
bered that they had witnessed even mare horrifying cruelties, and thar the
thought of freeing the world of such bloody monsters as the Aztec priests
must have weighed heavily with them. We are told that 136,000 skulls,
thickly crusted with blood, were discovered in the great temple of Tenoch-
titlan. To the Spaniards this was the acme of horror and barbarity, and
people with such beliefs had no right ro live.

The Aztecs considered that life was pain and torwure and that death
alone was delivery, It is obvious that people with such a credo would
supply the material for an irresistible army. In fact, not a single Spaniard
would have remained alive had the Aztecs, 50 1o speak, meant business,
Compared with their numbers and their willingness to embrace death, the
superior weapons of the Spaniards would have been as naught. Cannons
had to be cleaned, charged, levelled and fired, and these operations could
take anything up 1o thirty minutes; the rate of firing of their blunderbusses
was hardly more rapid. The Spaniards’ fire-arms had more of a moral than
anactual effect, and this could not last for ever. Even though the Spaniards’
erossbows, whose bolts would cut clean through Aztec shields and armour
—thus aking their toll much more quickly than blunderbusses and can-
nons —proved to be most effective, and although the long lances of the
Spanish cavalry proved their worth to such an extent thar Cortés lager
equipped his infantry with them, the Spaniards’ victory was the result of
nothing but the enemy’s internal dissensions.

The head of the Aztec army was the King-cum-High-Priest, the Aztec
state being based on the priesthood and the army. As in all more primitive
societies, the state stood high above any personal rights and claims, and as
in ancient Egypt, rigid regimentation deliberately suppressed all indivi-
duality and only the arts allowed a certain scope for personial enterprise.
There was a strong tendency towards the stereotyped, the ostenmtious,
the exaggerated in official art, but there also existed other forms of art which
created such wonderful things that even the gold-hungry Spanish mer-
cenaries treasured them more for their artistry than for their gold. They
would have agreed with Albrecht Diirer who had said, afier inspecting a
collection of Mexican art treasures in Brussels in t520: “They are all very

precious indeed. All my [ife long I have seen nothing that so gladdened my



heart as these wonderful artistic things produced by the subtle genius of
men in foreign lands.’ _

Although the Aztec empire was technically backward, artistically and
administratively it could bear comparison with quite advanced culuures.
The Aztecs used excellent maps, their postal services were as highly
developed as they were in the China of Marco Polo, a legal code existed
and was applied without regard for mank or person, their astronomers
produced remarkably accurate calendars and their technicians magnificent
roads and noble bridges. Drawing and sculpture were highly esteemed,
though painting seems to have been rather neglected. By contrast, the
pictures they made with featherwork were very impressive, and the
Spaniards admiringly reported of the existence of feather paintings that
could compare favourably with the great European masterpieces of art.

This then was the state which Cortés and his handful of Spaniards
wanted to conquer. True, it had reached a stage in its historical develop-
ment where progress had come to a standstill, it was an empire held to-
gether by means of fear, terror and cruelty, and, in fact, many Azrecs
were longing for a more humane form of government. Cortés was aware
of this and indeed he counted upon the existence of a fifth column in
Montezuma’s empire. To someone paging through one of the old Aztec:
tribute rolls, which chance has preserved, it immediarely becomes clear
that the cruelty of Aztec despotism must automatically have provoked
resistance. In it are shown in detail the fields which certain districts had
ta till for the occupying power, the number of young men who had to be
sent to Temixtitan as recruits; and how many sacrificial slaves had to be
supplied yearly. This meant that the chiefs of villages had to go man-
hunting to pay their taxes, as we should say. In addition the number of
concubines to be supplied, the number of snakes to serve as fodder in the
zoo of the Aztec emperor, the amounts of cocoa and oceli, the intoxicating
drink, of honey and cigars, of resin and timber, copper implements, jewels,
gald and silver, the yellow and white ‘excrement of the gods’, as the
Aztecs were wont to call these two precious metals, which had to be
produced, are all listed in detail.

It required tremendous courage, bordering on madness, and relentless
daring, to attack such a power and, though their main incentive was the
prospect of unlimited wealth, we must admit that the Spaniards were also
inspired by that same fervour that once had proved a source of strength
for the Crusaders, Spain had only just been delivered from the Moors and
now the Cross had 1o be carried beyond the oceans. There is no doubt but
that this incentive, too, had immense significance for Cortés and his men.
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4

In his advance on Tenochritlan, Cortés saw to it that the route passed
Cempoalan, the capital city of the Totonacs which had been recently con-
qlwadhytheAmmdalmthwugh the free state of Tlaxcala which
did not owe allegiance to Montezuma, Their route roughly followed the
modern railway line running from Vera Cruz to Mexico City, and when
the Spaniards reached the foot of Orizaba, a mountain more than 18,000
feet high, they found themselves below those snow-capped peaks which
they had seen in the distance from the sea. They were now on the high

u of Mexico, some eight thousand feet above sea level, and thus had
completed one half of the two hundred and cighty miles journey separating
them from Montezuma’s capital. Since the siates to the east of the capital
were either independent or had but recently been annexed, there was no

‘serious resistance, particularly as Montezuma had decided to let the
strangers approach him,

This enemy was burdened with all kinds of spiritual excess luggage.
Not only had Cortés given express instructions that the Indians were not
1o be harmed, but he insisted that they were to be treated in 2 humane way,
thus converting them to Christianiry, the religion of love. In his orders
there was not the slightest hint of colonization or war. When war eventually
did break out it was the unexpected result of successes beyond all hopes.

The five hundred and fifty men led by Cortés on that march to Tenoch-
titlin were full of every kind of doubt and fear. Although they were
armed with forty crossbows, sixteen blunderbusses, fifteen horses, ten
heavy and four light cannon, and were thus well prepared by European
standards, once they came to Cempoalan with its thirty thousand in-
habitants they became more than anxious, for they realized that if the
brown people of thar thickly populated ciry, built not of flimsy huts as
they expected but of thick-walled houses, chose to rise up against them,
they would simply be swept away. But here the Spaniards obtained therr
first glimpses of ancient Mexican culture, and it was the material and artistic
wealth which they encountered at every step that finally decided them.

Cortés must have realized that he could not afford to antagonize these
masses, and loath as he was to pass sentences of death, yet anyone caught
stealing even as little as a turkey was summarily executed. For the same
reason he restrained the ferocity of his Indian allies, who naturally were
considerably more aggressive than the Spaniards. When for example a
group of Aztec bailiffs from the treasury in Mexico appeared in Cempoalan
to collect unpaid taxes just after the Spaniards had entered the rown,
Cortés had them returned to Montezuma unharmed, much to the surprise
of the mxpayers of Cempoalan.
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This made the Spaniards’ path much easier. Hard battles awaited the
Spaniards in the town of Cholula, but their victories put to flight not so
much the enemy as the Spaniards’ own fears, and when a further mission,

laden with the most precious of presents, arrived from Montezuma, there
was o more hesitation.

Cortés already knew a great deal about Tenochtitlan, for although
Dofia Marina had never seen this large city, founded in the year 1324, the
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princes of Tlaxcala with whom the Spaniards made treaties of friendship

once their resistance was overcome, gave Cortés the following informa-
tion, as reported by Bernal Diaz:

Montezima's capital lies in the middle of a very deep lake, in which are numerous
dams. Breaks in the dams are spanned by wooden bridges high enough for ships to pass
under. Once these bridges are removed, the remaining dam is surrounded by water lika
an island and the city becomes inaccessible. All houses are fortified sains: atack, The
whale town has adequate drinking water from the source of the Chapultepec, half an
hour away. The water is conducted 1o same houses by means of pipes, and also offered
for sale from boars.

The Spaniards heard this with astonishment, and looked at the coloured
drawings of Mexico which the people of Tlaxcala fetched 10 show, with
great interest. Then Captain Diego de Ordas thought of asking the
Tlaxcalans whether it was possible to see Tenochtitlan from Pﬂpocateped.
The Indians thought it might well be. They themselves had never climbed
up to the peak of the mountain as they feared the wrath of the gods, but

since Mexico City lay at the foot of Popocatepetl, it i

B o i pocatepetl, it should be possible o
Thus it came about that this volcano of 17,887 feer was first climbed, and

that the de Ordas family have since had a voleano inscribed in their cout of

arms. Some Indians went along as bearers as far as half way up but then

19. The advance of the Spaniards across the mountains.
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there occurred one of the regular eruptions of the volcano —particularly
amvtnthum%mthﬂlndmsawmhwand burning lava thrown
up from the seething mouth, they threw down their packs and raced down-
hill. Diego de Ordas continued almost to the peak; below him he could see
the blue lake of Mexico, the great city with its gigantic buildings, it
glittering pyramids, its long dams and the tremendous aqueduct running
right across the lake.

Neither Cortés nor any of his men had ever seen an active volcano,
moreover none of them had ever had the thought of climbing a mountain.
This fashion was to develop much later, Diego de Ordas dutifully reported
that the crater had *a diameter of about a quarter of an hour’s walk', bur this
is all that has been recorded of this first ascent. The sight of Tenochtitlan
was much, much more important. Soon Cortés and his men, after days of
hard marching, were standing a1 the entrance of the broad valley in which
Tenochtitlan was situated. Hardly three weeks ago disaster had nearly
overtaken them in the great city of Cholula, the ‘Rome’ of ancient
Mexico. The Indians of Cholula, though nothing but subject allies of the
Asztecs, had tried to comer and finish off the strangers in their narrow
streets, but their plan had miscarried. Cortés overpowered the princes,
priests and generals of the city and then, when it was without leaders, he
artacked with such ferocity thar after a few hours the great city was in his
hands.

When he heard of this, Montezuma immediately sent a host of ambas-
sadors to welcome Cortés into Mexico, Everybody, including the chiefs of
Tlaxcala, the princess of Cholula and even Dofia Marina cautioned the
Capiain-General that Montezuma wanted to entice the strangers into his
city, then, under a show of friendliness and peaceful intentions, to attack
them after the example of Cholula. Cortés himself knew only too well the
dangers lurking in a city of lagoons and how desperate a venture it was to
march into the capital city of the Aztecs. But now there was no going back
—he was oo deep in the land of the enemy. Vera Cruz and its small
fort were two hundred and eighty miles away, and he could count on no
help or assistance on the way back to it. If he turned back now his army
would not get very far. The brown devils would throw themselves in their
thousands on him and his soldiers. Sharpshooters would snipe at them
from every house, rocks would rain down on them from every mountain
ledge, every pass would have to be cleared with blood. It could not be
done. The order for the day must be: Forward !

In the early hours of 8th November 1519, three months after the begin-
ning of their march, the Spaniards stood on the south-east banks of the
Lake of Mexico, at the foot of the long, broad causeway leading to
Tenochtitlan, They spent the night in a gigantic palace, gloriously fur-
nished with ceilings of sweet-smelling cedar-wood and costly tapestries

G
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that outdid in splendour all the palaces of Spain. They had seen the won-
derful floating gardens which Cuitlahuac, Montezuma’s brother, had
planted with the aid of the famous gardeners of Tabasco: miracles of
scent and colour, such as the West had never known.

Floating gardens —in fact they were gardens originally laid on closely
woven wickerwork floats, similar to those in southern China, Kashmir and
Burma. In a manner of speaking, Cuitlahuac had anticipated the modern
science of hydroponics, discovering that plants could bud, blossom and
bear fruit without soil, if only their roots were in water. Following an
ancient tradition of the valley of Mexico, he had created floral floats in the
Lake of Itztapalapan. Soon roots sprouted from the thin layers of humus
on the wickerwork and anchored them to the bottom, thus turning them
into artificial islands, those chinampas, known from ancient times, even
long before the Aztecs marched into Mexico. Today, just as five hundred
years ago, lovers glide in narrow gondolas along the canals separating the
well-tended gardens, but instead of the sacrificial pyres burning on the
altars, the reocalli, those gigantic, truncated pyramids of ancient Mexico,
today neon lights from the surrounding skyscrapers spread their glow
across these gardens; instead of throbbing drumbeats on human skin, the
drone of huge aeroplanes can be heard, and instead of the shrill sounds of
the Aztec conch shells we now have the jangle of electric guitars and the
tearful wail of jazz trumpets emerging from countless portable mdios.

When the sun appeared over the eastern mountains, the temples and
castles of Montezuma, and the tall houses of Tenochtitlan rising from the
blue waters, were within easy reach of the Spaniards. The brilliant light
reflected by the white stucco of the buildings seemed to welcome the

strangers.

The holy places of the Aztecs, like the famous temple-towers of Ur and
Babylon, were built in the shape of truncated pyramids, on top of which
stood the sacrificial altars to the gods. Whereas the pyramids of Egype,
including even the ancient terraced pyramids of the Pharaohs Zoser and
Seneferu, were built as royal tombs, the pyramids of the New World
served the gods and life. A certain doubt was cast on the latter assertion at
the 3oth International Congress of Americanists, held in autumn, 1952
Previously it had been believed that the pyramids of the Aztecs and Mayas
had not been intended as the graves of kings and high priests, but at this
congress the Mexican archaeologist, Dr Ruz L'Huillier, made the startling
announcement that he had discovered the grave of a Maya prince in one of
the pyramid temples investigated by him in Palenque. Further excavations
have proved that the pyramids of the New World were intended for use
as tombs as well as temples.

Naturally on that moming of the 8th November 1519, the Spaniards
mdcmnmhreﬂﬂﬁuns.ﬂn]yafewmikasepmmeddmmfmmthe



The White Gods Conguer Mexico 163

fabulous buildings of Tenochtitlan, glittering in the early sun. The
eighteen-year-old Bernal Uiazddﬁmﬂﬂuwmmuckspdlbomﬂbyﬂmr
beauty: * When we saw this miracle, we did not know what to say, oreven
whether the things we beheld before us were real. There lay the grear dity,
and we were not even four hundred men strong.’

The Spaniards’ hearts were beating excitedly as they advanced in battle
formation along the dam leading from the mainland to the city. The
causeway was crammed with people and on both sides of it the lake was
covered with canoes, so crowded that they were near to sinking. The
Indians had come in their thousands to witness the entry of the white gods
and the Spaniards could hear them murmuring words that sounded like
* Teules, Teules”, the Spanish version for the Aztec plural of reorl, god. We
can see how attentively Cortés watched every detail from the report he
sent 10 his Emperor one year later, on the joth October 1520.

Half a mile before the city, there begins a paved road leading on to the dam from the
left. At this paint is built 2 strong csstle called Xoloc, surrounded by a wall the heiglic
of rwo men, and fortified by turrets, a keep and two other 1owers. This castle has but
two jzates, people entering by one and leaving by the other.

Shortly before reaching the city, we crossed a wooden dmwbridge, spanning a gap
in the dam ten feet in width. Even inside the city there are many such drawbridges, so
that the different parts of the town can be better defended.

Once across the bridge, I was met by the mighty lord Montezuma. . . . Hewalked in
the middle of the street berween his brother and his nephew, the princes of Ixtapalapan
and Texcoco. . . . All three were dressed in the same way, excepting thar the lord
Montezuma wes wearing shoes, the athers gping barefoor, albeit the generml custom in
those parts was to be shod. | approached him on horsehack and dismounted a5 soon as1
drew near him, stepping forward 10 embrace him, but those next 1o him signalled me
not 1o touch him. . ...

The Spaniards had marched across the dam with mixed feelings and had
looked at the many drawbridges with suspicion, for they knew that once
they were inside the city their fate lay in Montezuma's hands.

Montezuma was wearing a silmacli, the customary square cloak made of
coloured cotton and richly set with jewels. His shoes had soles of gold and
even the laces which wound about his ankles were gold-plated. His mien
was serious but not downhearted, and his whole bearing was that of a
mighty ruler, canscious of his great dignity.

Montezuma must have been about fifty years old. His body, though slightly buils,
was well proportioned, The colour of his skin was rather lighter thun that of the
majarity of the Indians. His hair was not very long, reaching fust over his ears, and his
dark beard was well trimmed though rather sparse. His face was oval in shape and his
eyes were gay and mild in character. His whole being gave the impression of benevio-
lence, but promised severity if the need arose. He was well groomed and very clean,
and used to bathe every afiernoon, He hind many daughters of the nobility as his con-
cubines, and rwo princesses 2s his legitimate wives. He would visi them secredy, so
that only a few servants kmew of it. He would discard his miment after wearing it for no
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more than two or three days. The rwo hundred caprains of his bodyguard lived in the
halls next o his own. Not everyone could address him, this privilege being reserved for
a very few, and when his subjects were admitted to andience they had to take off their
valuable blankets, serving them as cloaks, and their sandals, before approaching him,
their eyes cast down, it being forhidden to lock him in the face. They would bow
reverently three times repeating all the dme: * Lord, my lord, my great lord 1*

The Spaniards were much interested in that strange dty, and noted
that, while the houses of the poorer people were simple structures of reeds
and clay, the nobility lived in magnificent stone mansions, The agoreas,
the flat roofs, were all fitted with turrets and embrasures. Every house,
though embellished with flowers and surrounded by garden terraces, was
fortified; even the palace which Montezuma allotted the Spaniards for
their quarters was such a fortification. It had been the residence of his
father, Axayacatl, and had been built some fifty years earlier near the
modern site of the cathedral in Mexico City. Cortés inspected the building
very quickly and placed his guns so that they covered the gates and all the
approaches, and established a rota of guards and watches, The Spaniards
knew that only time would tell if the peace was genuine; in the meantime,
while they were in a besieged fortification, they were not powerless and to
make this clear, they fired a few salvoes from their guns. Their fire
pierced the dark of night, and their report rolled like thunder over town
and lake.

Otherwise, the night passed peacefully. The Spaniards had eaten well
and were looking forward 1o breakfast consisting of tasty chocalas! (a
frothy chocolate drink favoured with vanilla, considered to be an aphro-
disiac) and the dried tobacco leaf, with which the Spaniards were already
familiar from their stay on the Antilles. The Aztecs * drank" it from golden
tubes, the forerunners of our pipes. The Spaniards were very chary of
eating meat. During their advance on Tenochtitlan, they had often en-
countered small wooden cages conmining men and women being fattened
up for the next great feast. This generally took place on religious occasions
only, but the palace in which they lived was holy territory, and the
Tlaxcalans had told them often enough that Montezuma quite often ate of
the flesh of small children for breakfast. After breakfast the Spaniards
diverted themselves in the broad courts of the gigantic palace. They
climbed on to the roofs and looked down with astonishment on the streets
teeming with people, bur they did not venture outside. Cortés had for-
bidden them on pain of death to leave their quarters,

Bernal Diaz was allowed out once, to join Cortés and a small group of
Spaniards on an official tour of Tenochritlan. The report he has given of
this tour is colourful and interesting, pride of place going to the great
market of Tlatelolco situated in the west of the city, at the foot of the
gigantic temple pyramid of Huiszlipochtli. This is how Diaz described it:
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We beheld with astonishment that mighty square, the many wares exhibited, the
teeming mass of peaple and the order which prevailed everywhere.

Everything deserving our attention was pointed out to us by the noble londs from
the court of Montezuma, who were accompanying us. The market was divided up
according 10 the goods sold. We inspected gold and silver work, jewels, beauriful
materials, other lixuries, and men and women slaves who were sold in grear numbers,
just as the Negroes from Guinea are sold in the Pormuguese slave market.

Then there were less valuable wares: coron, texdles, yarn and cocoa, in short, all the
products of New Spain could be found. 1 was constanily reminded of the fair in Medina
del Campo, my birthplace, where every different type of merchandise has its special
street. In one place there were textiles and fabncs, ropes and shoes, in another cooked
sweet roots; here, skins of tigers, lions, jackals, otters and other animals, there, fruit,
cakes, honey and other deliciciss. Yet another section was taken up by the carpenters
who were offering mbles, chairs, cribs and other articles for sale; the porters came next,
followed by the merchants selling paper, tobacco, swest-smelling cintments and pow-
ders. Even buman excrement was being sold from boats since, according to the Mexi-
cans, leather could not be properly manned without ie. However fantastic and unplessane
this may appear, it is nevertheless true, and to gather this valuable substance structures
of reed and grass were erected in all the streets to hide those making use of them from
the glances of the passers-by. In addition, inscruments of copper, brass and tin, and cups
and jugs of painted wood were displayed. We saw mraders selling gold just as it came
from the mines, packed in tubes fashioned from the bones of geese. In short, there
were o many things that [ cannot deseribe themall. . ...

Continuing their tour, the Spaniards passed steam baths with most art-
fully contrived hot-water conduits. They had their hair cur and their
beards trimmed in public hairdressing saloons, they inspected botanical
gardens and the zoo with its many cages of wild animals, they visited
jewellers and feather workers, and met the couriers of the imperial post and
the sergeants of police. They were greatly impressed by all these things.
They tasted of the dishes of the market kitchens, where they were given
turkey and a tasty drink called octli or pulgue, a milky-looking wine made
from the agave. Chocolasl was sold everywhere in the streets,

The Spaniards made but this one excursion into the town, and for the
rest of their stay they remained in their quarters. They examined every-
thing in the halls and rooms of the remendous building and with the
practised hand of old soldiers, they lifted the tapestries, and knocked
against the walls to see if by chance a hollow echo would reveal some
secrets hidden between the apparently solid walls. Soon their efforts were
to be rewarded; one of the walls, when tapped, betrayed a caviry behind it.
The Spaniards were not long in discovering that a door had been blocked
up recently. Cortés was called, and Alonso Yannez, the carpenter who had
discovered the hollow space, was ordered to break it open. The Spaniards
entered, to find themselves in Montezuma's private treasure house.
were dazzled and covered their eyes with their hands: a long, lofty hall
opened before them, shining and glittering with all the colours of the
rainhow. Here there lay heaps of precious stones and beautiful jewellery,
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while bars of gold and silver and bales of rich materials were stacked high
up to the ceiling. Bernal Diaz was allowed to enter and was overcome by
the sight. ‘I did not think, being the young boy I was then,” he wrote
many decades later, * that the whole world conmined such riches.”

They walled the door up again and took an cath of absolute silence, but
the thought of those treasures would not let them rest. They had but to
stretch out a hand to become wealthy beyond measure, and yet, being
prisoners, they could not move. The treasures were worthless as long as
they were surrounded by hundreds of thousands of Aztecs. They brooded
over their situation and since they were the children of their age, they soon
had the Machiavellian idea of overpowering Montezuma. He was the head
of that centralized state, being King, high priest, and war lord of Mexico
in one person. He was the head of the feathered Aztec serpent, and once
that head was cut off, all that would remain would be the soulless empty
skin, easy to deal with.

Four captains and rwelve subalterns approached Cortés and discovered
their chief had had similar thoughts. They decided ona trick to overpower
Montezuma and planned its execution for the morrow. They spent the
night sending fervent prayers to God and the saints to help them in their
treachery.

Events began to move the next morning, the 14th November 1519, The
wily Cortés not only trumped Montezuma but his own people too. He
politely suggested 1o the Aztec that he move into the Spaniards’ head-
quarters. The Emperor refused and long speeches of invitation and refusal
followed. Finally the officers accompanying Cortés intervened.
threatened Montezuma bluntly with death if he did not accept the “invita-
tion” of his friend Corés. The Emperor had no choice. He stepped into
his litter and, together with all his women and servants, he went into
Spanish captivity.

Cortés smiled to himself for the action had been unavoidable. The
Aztecs had only to pull down some of the bridges for the Spanish head-
quarters to become completely isolated, and it was ohvious that
could not have held out for long without water and food. Thus while the
taking hostage of the Mexican priest-king had been a political necessity,
Cortés was delighted to have managed it that his men, and not he himself,
had threatened Montezuma with death: The Emperor would now trust
him alone, unwittingly making him the sole ruler over that gigantic empire.
Cortés had foreseen that the Aztec dignitaries would never forget that
their king had preferred captivity to death, and that Montezuma would be
forced to destroy his own leaders. Montezuma, still hoping that the stran-
gers would leave one day, and that he might again become the leader of his
people, was loath to carry out the bloody deed himself, and preferred 1o
deliver his friends of yesterday into the hand of the Spaniards, just as
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Cortés had foreseen he would. This treachery was carried out a few days
later, and with one stroke Cortés had made further resistance to the
Spaniards impossible.

At the earliest possible opportunity he made his noble prisoner take an
oath of loyalty to the Emperor Charles V and offer the distant overlord all
his treasure. Once again the walled-up door was opened and, for three
whole days, Montezuma’s attendants dragged the treasures from their dark
hiding-place into the Spanish headquarters, where they were divided up
among the soldiers.

But our Conquistadors were not allowed time to contemplate their
wealth, for the news soon reached Cortés thar Diego de Velisquez had
finally decided to punish his former private secretary for his desertion,
Cortés was informed that nineteen ships, carrying nine hundred soldiers,
twenty cannon, eighty horsemen, a hundred and twenty crosshowmen and
seventy musketeers had anchored off the coast of Mexico. Cortés did not
wait and, although things were far from settled in Tenochtitlan, he set out
for Vera Cruz in the first week of May 1520, with a company of two hun-
dred and sixty chosen men. He reached the coast by a series of forced
marches, and there, in a midnight battle, fought on Whit Monday of the
year 1520 under tropical rain, he managed to defear a punitive force almost
five times his own strength, many soldiers of the enemy suddenly
deserting to his side. Thus Cortés returned to Tenochtitlan at the head
of an army of a thousand infantrymen, ninety-six mounted soldiers,
eighty crosshowmen and the same number of musketeers,

This was a considerahle force and Cortés was soon to need it all. The
Aztec secret service was functioning as before, and Montezuma was told
why Cortés had left for the coast in such a hurried manner. During the
absence of the Captain-General there were bloody disputes in Tenoch-
titlan and though everything was peaceful on the 24th June 1520, when
the Spanish army marched into Mexico for the second time; it was an
uneasy peace, the peace before the storm. Not a soul came out to meet the
victorious commander; the streets were empty and echoed to the steps of
the Spaniards. To divert the attention of his men, Cortés ordered the band
to strike up, but the piercing sound of the homs merely resembled a death
cry, the shrill flutes sounded anxious, and the grear drums were soon over-
shadowed by the evil throbbing heat of the blood-encrusted kettledrums
standing on the remple pyramids. Cold shivers ran down the backs of the

3.

‘What had happened? Possibly Montezuma had meanwhile made con-
tact with the priests of the Huitzlipochtli temple, on the site of which
Cortés had ceremoniously erected a church. If this had indeed heen the
case, then the Aztec priests had been much shrewder than the other
leaders. They must have inveigled Montezuma into believing that they
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were still faithful to him, thus preventing the King from going over to the
Spaniards completely. In fact, Montezuma was to tell Cortés that if he so
much as lifted his royal finger, the whole country would rise up against
the invader. Cortés was not deceived, but his guards were ordered to sleep
in their boots, sward in hand. If the Aztecs did rise up, it would of course
have meant the end of the Spaniards.
Formunately Cortés knew these threats were
idle and that, whatever the outcome,
Montezuma for one would be the loser.

In fact the last thing Montezuma wanted
was to fight, and he was no doubt sincere
when he sent a messenger to assure Coriés
of his friendship. But his rule and authority
had been broken—his people heeded their
King no longer.

The Spaniards reached their headquarters
unmolested, but next morning the storm

20. Drawing of a Spaniard broke. The streets and squares, so empty

on horseback. the day before, were now teeming with

armed Indians; arrows whizzed into the

Spanish headquarters from the agoreas, the turreted roofs of the neigh-

bouring houses. Some Indians foaming at the mouths like madmen tried

to set fire to the palace of Axayacatl. The mass uprising, the national

upsurge of the Aztecs against the foreigners which Cortés and Montezuma
had tried to prevent, had at last begun.

§

The situation looked very bleak for the Spaniards. They could hold out
for some days in their headquarters, for there were fair stocks of food and
water and enough ammunition for the crosshows, the muskers and the
eannon, but it was more than twelve days' marching from Tenochtitlan 1o
the coast, and they would have to fight every inch of the way against
countless hordes of brown devils,

Cortés himself believed that the anger of the people would soon be
exhausted, and that although there would be bartles they would not be
very serious, He based his belief on the fact that with few exceptions the
leaders of the Aztecs were in his power, so that large-scale attacks could
not be properly organized. He also doubted the resolution of the Aztec
soldiers, thinking they would not risk their skins for so inhuman a regime.
If only the Spaniards could hit back and show thar they were not afraid
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then the howling mob ourside would change their tune. Thus he decided
10 make a sortie. _

The following day, the 2and June 1520, after first having cannonaded
the town, the Spaniards sallied forth from their headquarters and met with
apparent success. Yet the decisive victory which the Caprain-General had
expected did nor materialize, for the Aztecs soon reassembled, and there
was no doubt that it was they who were masters of the field. To add to the
dismay of the Spaniards, there was now much greater order in the enemy
ranks. Officers of the Aztec army, wearing copper armour plates on their
chests, red headbands in their hair and epaulettes awarded them by the
Emperor, had taken over the command, supported by the priests. Each
unit carried its own banner, and high ahove thar sea of colour there
waved the Aztec national flag: the feathered eagle grasping a coiling ser-
pent in its talons. It seemed thar the whole population, as well as the
tegular soldiery, had taken up arms. The Spaniards, anxious as they were
to reach the comparative safety of their camp, were much impressed by
their opponents’ absolute contempt for death. The Aztecs clung to the
Spanish horses, trying to dislodge the riders from their saddles; armed
only with their primitive wooden spears they rushed against guns and
muskets, and fought with fanatical courage.

Towards evening, Cortés sounded the retreat. The Spaniards managed
with difficulty to make their way back ro their quarters. The second night
passed without incident. The Aztecs did not like to fight in the dark, but
they kept up the siege. Cortés could see that the position was desperate.
His easy successes during the advance into Mexico had made him over-
confident, but since hie was not sitting in the generals’ quarters far behind
the front, but actively participating in the action, it was not too late to take
steps to remedy the situation.

He still had one trump card left —the Emperor Montezuma. Cortés
knew only too well that this card was no longer very valuable, but he had
litele choice in the matter. His noble captive was placed on the turrets of
the headquarters in full regalia, the white and blue rilmarl, the Emperor’s
cloak, the xiukuitpolli, the *headband of turquoise mosaic”, as the Mexican
crown was called, and the golden sceprre, and forced to plead with the
multitude. As Montezuma began to speak, a hush fell over the crowd, for
they were still in the grip of a century-old tradition and they bowed their
foreheads to the ground. This obeisance seemed to reassure the unhappy
Montezuma who was playing the role of monarch for the last time. But
soon the erowd, incited by the officers and priests, began to murmur, and
as their anger motunted, stones and arrows were loosed against him, Hit
many times, Montezuma sank to the ground. He was not fatlly injured
but his heart was broken. He tore off all his finery, and erouched in a cor-
ner of his palace. A few days later he was dead.

[ v
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The last hope of Cortés had collapsed. Now there was no alternative bue

to fight for every inch of the dams leading to the mainland. This is how the
Captain-General reported this stage of the adventure to Charles V:

1 reflected on the grave danger in which we stood, on the great losses that the enemy
had caused us day after day, and I was in great anxiety lest the last stone dam should be
destroyed like all the others. Had this been the case we should al| have died of unger.
My men begged me to make a sortie from the city, as many of their comrades were
wounded and no longer fit for baule. I decided to comply with their wishes in the.
following manner. _

1 had as much gold and gems as we could carry away packed in sacks, and entrusted
these to a number of afficers, admonishing them, in Your Majesty's name, 1o do every-
thing in their power to take these treasures with them. I also gave them a horse and
some foot-soldiers as support. . . . The rest of the gold | distributed among the Spanish
saldiery. ...

When we came to the remains of the first bridge, destroyed by the Indians, we setup
the emergency hridge which I had previously ordered to be constructed, and we met
with lirtle resistance while doing so. However, a few Axztec guards on watch raised such
a clamour that before we had reached the next bridge, & great crowd of Mexicans had
eollected and began to attack us on all sides, from boats a5 well 25 from the land.

With five horsemen and a hundred foot-soldiers I burmiedly crossed the dirches be-
tween the lust three bridges, leaving the foot-soldiers there 2s an advance guard, as 1
myself hastened to the rear-guard which was now on the third and last bridge, where it
was waging a violent battle and suffering heavy losses. A grear number of Spaniards
hiad lost their lives, and 50 had almaost all the Tlaxcalans, our alliss, Many women also,
who had been serving the Spaniards, were killed. Many horses, all the gold, treasure,
clothes and a quantity of other things which we had wanted to bring away with us
were lost, including all our cannon,

Those who were still living rallied and began 1o advance. I covered them with five
horsemen and seventy foot-soldiers. Step by siep we advanced, fighting every inch of
the way until we reached the town of Tacuba, lying a litde in fromt of the end of the
dam, . . . The lake lay on both sides of our route and the enemy could atack us from
their boats without suffering damuge themselves. Those of the enemy who aracked us
from the land were repulsed and quickly hastened back to the warer. Thus their losses
were small except for those crushed to death in the congestion. With much trouble and
anguish I managed to lead the rear-guard 10 the above-named town. , . .

On the night of the 3oth June 1520, at the point where the short dam,
running across the lake to the west, reached the mainland near Tacuba,
Cortés called his famous nocke sriste, his first halt, and then collapsed under
a cedar tree that is sill standing there today. Completely exhausted
physically, bleeding from many wounds, facing the collapse of his whole
enterprise, and bearing the heavy responsibility for the death of hundreds
of braye Spanish soldiers, he covered his face with his hands and wept.
Perhaps nothing else so much gained him the unquestioning loyalty and
devotion of his old guard as this moment of his spiritual breakdown,
Those simple soldiers were deeply touched when they saw that their
leader, the unapproachable Captain-General, had burst into tears for his
fallen comrades and was showing simple human feelings just as they had,



The enemy a:ttanhhadtah.nabeavytull. Four hundred and fifiy
Spaniards were missing, eighty horses and all the cannon had been lost,
almost the complete booty of gold and ;Ewclsmd some three thousand
men of the auxiliary troops from Tlaxcala were in the hands of the Azzecs.
If the Aztecs had immediately followed up their success, then not a
Spaniard would have lived to tell the tale.

The Spaniards made their way to the coast along byways, but this only
delayed the inevitable from happening: on the 8th July 1520, the exhausted
Spaniards were met near Otumba by the entire Aztec army, determined to
prevent the hated Spaniards from escaping and to destroy them utterly. At
this point the ‘White Gods" rose to their old heights. The Captain-
General knew that the Aztecs would consider the battle lost once their
national flag was wrested from them. He peered over the heads of the
howling masses of the enemy, and there in the distance floated the
Mexican banner in all its glory. In the bright sunlight he could clearly see
the feathered eagle with the serpent in its talons. One of the Aztec generals
was bearing the emblem on a standard fastened to his back. Almost
automatically Cortés dug his spurs into his horse, and followed only by
the youthful ensign Juan Salamanca de Ontiveros, whose cream-coloured
mare was almost as fast as the stallion of his commander, he started on his
ride of death right across the thick masses of the indios. The improbable
happened: the Indian general fell after a short struggle. In wild triumph,
Cortés raised the Aztec national banner rowards his men, and in utter con-
fusion the Indians rook to flight. Cortés, who had felt himself to be the
messenger of Chrise, was now quite convinced that he owed his victory to
God the Son, and the Aztecs felt cermin that Quetzalcoat] had at last van-
quished the other gods, and that to continue the struggle now was useless.
Cortés-Quetzalcoat] could not be conquered by any human means. Bernal
Diaz says of this moment that *it was as if we had no wounds, no hunger,
no thirst, and no fatigue from the work of war’. A few days later Cortés
and the remainder of his men reached the land of Tlaxcala.

Luckily the Tlaxcalans kept faith with their Spanish allies. They knew
whar had happened in Mexico, but they also knew of the battle of Otumba,
Their bards and balladiers were already singing of the courageous charge
of the Captain-General, of the death of the Aztec commander and of the
bravery af Juan Salamanca de Ontiveros. The iadias whispered that the
owner of the holy banner of Tenochtitlan must indeed be invincible.

The people of Tlaxcala knew even more than this. Throughout the
length and breadth of the land, they were telling of the strange prophecy
made by an Tralian crosshowman named Botello belonging to Cortés’s
army. At the time, only those in Cortés’s closest confidence were told of
ﬂusprophccybutnwﬂw:sun:m}fmshps.muﬂiﬁen went so far
as to say that it was in fact this ordinary soldier who had been responsible
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for the successful escape from Tenochtitlan, on the night of the joth June
1520. He had prophesied thar no one would be saved if the departure were
delayed beyond that date. He had also added that it would make no differ-
ence to him personally, since both he and his brother would fall anyway,
but if the Captain-General were to follow his prophetic advice, he would
spon become a mighty ruler.

The Tlaxcalans pondered over this, and when investigations were made,
it was found that both Botello and his brother had fallen during the nocke
sriste. This made a deep impression; obviously the gods were on the
strangers’ side. On top of all this there were the advantages to be drawn
from alliance with the Europeans against the Aztecs, One of the Elders

~speaking in the Great Council, held to decide what attitude to adopt

towards the Spaniards, pointed out these benefirs, and his speech met with
warm approval:

If you go back even more than a hundred years, do you remember a time when Tlax-
cala was as rich and mighty as it has been since the days when the white strungers first
came 0 us? Never before have we had gold, fabrics and salt, for formerly we could not
obain these things, Wherever our warriors go in the company of the strangers, they
are held in high repute. Even if many of them have recently fallen in Mexico, had not
our ancestors of vore declired that men would come from the East to subject us?

Considerations of this kind must have weighed heavily with the people
of Tlaxcala. This was very fortunate indeed for Cortés, for it meant that
he could soon reform his army, and this was essential if he were to vindi-
cate himself in Spain. Veldsquez must long ago have told the India Office
how uncivilly Cortés had treared him, and that his independent action
against the Aztecs was a breach of His Imperial Majesty’s express orders.

If only Veldsquez could be kept in ignorance ! Cortés despatched a fast
messenger to Vera Cruz with orders to the governor, whom he himself
had appointed, not to allow any ships to leave for Cuba, and to send him
post-haste the crews of any ships that might land. As ever, the Captain-
General was full of grandiose plans. With ceaseless energy he busied him-
self with reorganizing his army for the conquest of Mexico, and in fact he
managed to persuade his men to return there. As he wrote in a letter to the
Emperor during these critical days, he was more than ever convinced of
the truth of his old motto, that fortune smiled on the brave alone. In any
case, he had no choice in the matter, for should the Indians notice that his
faith in his cause and its ultimate success were weakened, he would never
be able to reach the coast.

Fortune did continue to smile on the brave. A number of ships had
arrived at Vera Cruz full of Spanish mercenaries and adventurers, armed
10 the teeth and determined to get rich quickly in the Mexican *gold rush”,
Cortés quickly enrolled them in his army and soon found himself before
Tenochtitlan at the head of five hundred and fifry men, including eighty



to the artack, he received unexpected reinforcements from Hairi, so that
his strength was increased to almost eight hundred men, including eighty-
four horsemen and a hundred and ninety-four crosshowmen.

In addition to this considerable fighting force the Spaniards had a fleet.
Before beginning his second march, Cortés had ordered thirteen brigan-
tines to be built in Tlaxcala, far away from Mexico. When they were ready,
they were dismantled and carried in sections by Indian porters as far as
Texcoco, some sixty miles away, where the lake begins. There they were
reassembled and launched on the 28th April 1521, the second day of
Pentecost. The launchings were celebrated by High Mass followed by a
parade. As the flags went up on the ships, Cortés had the order of the day

read:

No one, under grave penaliies, may dishonour the name of Our Lond Jesus Chirist,
of His Blessed Maker, of the Holy Apostles and of the Saints;

No one may ill-treat 2 single one of our allies, who are accompanying us only for our
sake, ar deprive them of their booty be it gold or anything else;

No one may leave his quarters by night or day to go to a camp belonging to our
allies;

Every soldier must take good care of his arms and keep them ready for battle;

No one, under grave penalty, may gamble for arms or horses;
No one may sleep unarmed or barefoor, unless, in exceptional cases of illness or
injury, permission has been granted.

Apart from this, the general rules of war were read out once again,
according to which all those who fell asleep during watches were threat-
ened with death; the same punishment to be meted out to those who left
their posts without their captain’s permission, who abandoned their com-
rades during battles, or ran away.

The soldiers knew why Cortés had these things announced; the final
battle was about to begin. On the 3oth May the Spaniards surrounded
Mexico and cut off its supply of drinking water. The thirteen brigantines
patrolled the lake constanily. The siege lasted for seventy-five days, until
the 13th August. In a series of desperate battles, the Aztecs lost over rwo
hundred thousand soldiers, the Spaniards more than a hundred. When
Tenochtitlan finally surrendered on the 13th August, it was 3 heap of
smouldering ashes, Cortés had made several offers of peace to Monte-
zuma'’s successor, young King Guatemotzin, the* Swooping Eagle”, but the
priests of the Huitzilopochtli Temple had forced their rejection. It has often
been asked why these offers were not accepred, since even the most
fanarical adherents of Huitzilopochtli could see that the cause of the old
gods was lost, The Spaniards advancing from three sides along the dams,
and cutting off the fourth side, the lake of Tenochtitlan, with their brigan-
tines, were inexorably drawing nearer yard by yard, and it was only a ques-
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tion of days before they would be storming the holy city. Bu, as Maurice
Collis has pointed out, such rational questions really miss the point. The
Azecs, believed implicitly in magic and astrology, and events in the
heavenly vault gave the priests new hope and courage. For them Quet-
zalcoat] was represented by the planet Venus, which every 584 days isin
conjunction with the Sun, so that the light of the *White God’ becomes
invisible immediately after sunset. What conclusion could be more

21. The stege of Mexico.

obvious to the Aztecs than that the disappearance of this planet signified
the overthrow of his human image retumed to earth? The Indian auxil-
faries had their astrologers too, whose interpretation agreed with that of
the Aztecs, and thus Cortés lost his Indian allies, all of whom laid down
their arms and disappeared into the mountains. This strengthened the hand
of the priests of Huitzilopochtli, and of course they refused Cortés's offers
of peace. The fighting became increasingly bitter. Whenever a Spaniard
weas captured, he was mercilessly sacrificed —some seventy in all suffered
this fate. Cortésand his men were horrified when, day after day, they had to
listen to the bloodcurdling screams of their unfortunate comrades, whose
hearts were torn out of their living bodies by the priests, while the Span-
fards were powerless 10 help them in their agony.

In the end the Spaniards had to fight their way right up to Guatemot-
zin's palace, built in isolation on the lake. The King knew that all was lost,
and, towards nightfall, he tried to escape with his family across the lake in
fifty large canoes. But Conés’s brigantines were faster. Captain Garefa



Holquin was the first 10 overtake the royal fugitives; he ardered them to
stop, and when this order was disregarded he let loose a hail of crosshow
and musket fire. Guatemotzin rose up in his canoe and in stentorian tones
addressed his enemies:

*Do not shoot. T am the King of Mexico. Do not touch my wife and
children nor anything I have with me, take me alone to Cortés." His re-
quest was granted. Cortés gazed closely at the man who had offered him
such tough resistance. Guatemotzin was an imposing figure; lighter-
skinned then his compatriors, he had a friendly, oval face with large
expressive eyes, and despite his mere twenty-three years, he already had
the dignity of his position.

Now that the war was over, the Spaniards could amble through the city.
They clambered up on the blood-crusted pyramid of Huitzilopochtli, and
turned away in horror when they recognized the heads of many an old
comrade ranged on the beams of the altar chamber. They walked through
Guatemorzin's palace, still strewn with carpses. The banks of the lake,
streets and houses, markets and gardens, all were covered with the dead.
Bernal Diaz reported fifty years later:

The fetid stench caused Guatemorzin to request Cortés that the inhabirants of
Mexico be allowed 1o leave the city. As soon as permission was granted, long rows of
men, women and children began ereeping across the dams. For three days and three
nights the evacuation continued and the plight of those who had survived the fighting
was sa terrible that we were moved to great piry. When ar last the city seemed empty,
Cunhsmﬁnupnnynfmmmponmmndiﬁmdmﬂmtmh&m-
where —the only living creatures left in the ciry were a few, poar people, too old and
infirm to drag themselves across the dama. The streets and squares scemed to have been
plu@ﬂugfmﬂmﬁgh&hiwhﬂmmhﬂﬂmﬂfmm
1heyha&tvmurﬁppadﬂmhnkuﬂf:h=mmg:wmthﬁrhmm11mmm
ﬁrshwmlzf:mdminﬂmdapafudﬂum;nuwimdmm&tﬁﬁh.d

Mesxicans but only that of the enemy. Truly no other people on earth has had to suffer
hunger, thirst and the horrors of war like the people of this city.

Cartés’s first order to Guatemotzin, whom he had confirmed as the
ruler of Mexico, was that the three mile long pipe-line, supplying Tenoch-
titlan with drinking water, should be repaired as quickly as possible,
Secondly he charged the Aztec to have the many dead burned and to see
that order was restored in the city. When both these things had been done,
the Spaniards started searching for loot. What they found did not sarisfy
their expectations, and so they decided to torture Guatemorzin until he
hcmycdlﬁsﬁemtneasu:ehouse. His feet were soaked in oil and then
roasted over a slow fire, The Aztec’s lips remained sealed and he suffered
this ghastly agony without a cry. Cortés himself had been loath to descend
to these means, but he had no choice. He was well acquainted with the
Imperial Court of Spain, and knew that if he protested he would be
arraigned on suspicion of having made a secret pact with Guatemotzin, and
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of having kept the treasure for himself, Finally, in 1524, during his cam-
paign against Honduras, Cortés had the 'Swooping Eagle® beheaded, on
the grounds that he had been preparing a conspiracy against the pawer of
Spain.

Onee victory was finally assured, the Caprain-General began the rask
of rebuilding the badly destroyed city. It rose, completely changed in
character, but as beautiful as ever. The lake which surrounded Tenochtit-
lan was drained by the Spaniards as a precautionary measure against
possible attacks, and the ground regained was levelled by using the debris
of the old fortifications. When this had been done Cortés sent for architects
and masons to build a cathedral on the foundations of the temple of
Huitzilopochtli. This cathedral is the largest in the whole American con-
tinent and the square before it is the second largest in the whole world,
‘being just a fraction smaller than the Red Square in Moscow. The largest
bull-fighting arena in the world, the largest theatre on American s0il and
the widest triumphal arch ever constructed in the New World were added
to the gigantic buildings of the conguista in the ensuing centuries.

This taste for the exaggerated and the colossal was an offshoot of the
megalomania cultivated by Montezuma and taken over by Cortés. Tt can
still be seen very clearly in the Mexico City of today. Nothing is sufficient
unto itself, everything must be bigger, waller, more imposing, more
gigantic, more tremendous than anything else in the world. It is as if a
curse lay over the city.

And in fact a curse does lie on it. Mexico City is built on mud, not on
solid rock and, as long as this mud was kept moist by the waters of the
drained lake it could support the weight of the gigantic buildings. But
when the lagoon was allowed 1o dry up the mud became desiccated, and it
caved in. Mexico City began to sink; at first it sank by some eight inchesa
year, then eleven, and now by some twenty-three inches —a descent into
the inferno that cannot be arrested.

If only the lake could be restored, then perhaps the curse of the Aztecs
might be lifted. If only one of the rivers gushing down from the mountains
could be diverted into the subsoil of the sinking city, to moisten and so
_strengthen the mud foundation ! Thousands of deeply sunk wells drain off
the underground rivers, and fagades continue 1o tlt, towers to lean,
gaping rents appear in domes —the whole town with its glirtering sky-
scrapers of glass and steel, its towering churches and noble palaces, is
inexorably sinking into the depths. This is the visible punishment for the
White Gods” crime of allowing the lake to flow away.

‘The curse of the Aztecs is expressed in yet another way —through mis-
cegenation. Through an increase in the birthrate of the red race, the level
of European blood is becoming lower and lower. Tt seems that the sinking
city is an ironical symbol of this. Already there is proud mlk of ‘Indo-



American countries’, and Aztec, the ancestral language, is again spoken in
the land once ruled by Huitzilopochtli.

Be that as it may, Mexico City is a fabulous place and Cortés could
rightly be proud of the fact that he had recreated it with its beautiful
baroque gables, dreamy gardens, resplendent gateways and bubbling
fountains. Bur these acts of peace did him little good. The proverbial
ingratitude of the House of Habsburg towards its faithful servants was to
be his lot as well. He fared little better than Columbus.

Not long after Cortés had raised Tenochtitlan from its ashes and once
more made it a worthy capital city for Mexico, the order for his arrest
arrived in Vera Cruz. This was no easy matter, for who would have
dared to arrest the victorious commander, surrounded as he was by soldiers
faithful to him unto death? Thus nothing came of this and an imperial
repeal arrived a linde later with the solemn confirmation of Cortés as
Governor of New Spain. Nevertheless the Capmain-General thought it
advisable to make personal contact with his Spanish homeland. But before
doing so, there still remained a number of ventures he wished 1o carry out.
Thus he wrote, in 2 letter to Charles V, dated the r5th May 1522:

W}mmﬁnﬂwfarmmnﬁdﬂﬂblﬁﬂmlhwhaﬂmpnmnfﬂumhemr
diligently made inquiries whether one could reach its shores by land. _

Tlearned that the ocean beyond could be reached by & journey lasting rwelve to four-
teen days. It was obvious 1o me that the discovery of the ssid ocean would serve Your
Imperial Majesty’s needs well, seeing rhar it is sure 10 contain many islands rich in gold,
pearls, precious stones and valuable spices and also in other wonderful and rare things.

Therefore I dispatched four Spaniards, two on one, and rwo on another route. After
I had instructed them in their duties and given them some friendly Indians to serve as
guid:s,lh:ymautnn&wirmwﬁhmdmﬁnmmnmmmummdwyhd
rﬂdmdﬁ:ommdmﬂzyhddmlmeﬂhﬂthlmﬂmﬂmpﬂnnffnﬂrlmpuhl
Majesty’s domain. ]

Two of these Spaniards travelled a hundred and thirty miles to the ocean without any
hﬂpedimmrandihmughglmiouslmd;,mdﬁmm:h:ahurﬁthffmmdimmh:
of crosses 3s tokens. The other two were away a lintle longer secing that they had to
;vi;l;mdmdmdﬁfqmﬂmh&mﬁd@g:hnmﬁuﬂwm&pmmﬂ

there.

Thﬁeapediﬁummﬂmmﬂuﬂhcpadﬁcpamdlhewayfmﬂmdh-
covery of California, the southern tip of which was reached as early as
1§33, though only in 1539 was it realized that it wis not an island. About
the same time Cortés sent expeditions to the east in the direction of Florida.
These enterprises had the object of “advancing as far as the cod fish”, for
the existence of a strait stretching to the South Sea was held to be certain.

In May 1528, twenty-four years after he had left Spain, Cortés stepped
ashore on the soil of his homeland. He was received by the Emperor with
all graciousness, but the governorship of Mexico was not returned to him.
Charles V thought it advisable to vest nothing but military power in the
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hands of so domineering a man and thus to force him to satisfy his urge
for action outside Mexico. Cortés could obviously sée the intention behind
this action and it is certain that he was deeply hurt and offended, though he
never protested. After some time spent in looking after his estate, he ser
off on further military enterprises which took him as far as California. His
object was to find a passage across to the Pacific Ocean, a hope that had
haunted him for years. On one occasion he even sold his wife’s jewels 10
equip an expedition to seek out this passage. In an age interested onlyin
material values, this persistent devotion to an idea gives us a clue to the
vision and greatness of a man, whom ignorant writers have seen fit to
brand as a cruel criminal.

His personality cannot be assessed by the ordinary bourgeois yardstick,
for no truly grear man fits into the limited scale of that perty measure,
either in greamess or in depravity. He was nineteen years old when he
came 1o the New World, wilful, born and trained to rule, and during the
first few years in his new home he did not perhaps reveal the lighter side of
himself. Las Casas’s complaint that Cortés’s wealth was acquired at the
cost of many Indian lives is perhaps well justified. But when, in November
1518, he weighed anchor off Cuba and started on his voyage towards the
West, the onus and the responsibility fell on the shoulders of a man worthy
of their magnitude. Cortés had always possessed the magic power, com-
mon to all great commanders, of being able to take a band of ruffians and
tumn them into a disciplined, devoted company. In the last analysis, how-
ever, Cortés remains an inexplicable, uninterpretable historical pheno-
menon.

In 1540 Cortés once again landed in Spain where he remained for seven
years, a highly esteemed but a powerless man. He had just decided to
return 1o Mexico when he fell ill with dysentery and died in Seville on
Friday, and December, 1547, at the age of sixty-three.

It was be above all others who had made Spain great, yet it is doubtful
whether he had rendered a real service to his motherland. The nation was
much too small, too poor and too divided to be able to cope with the
tremendous lands which Columbus, Cortés and other courageous indi-
viduals had won for it. Spain, during this period, constantly produced
individuals for whom Europe was too small, who needed the whole globe
to work out their destinies, and the Stare had no option but to place its
protective hand on the new continents annexed to it, appointing for their
administration the best people at its disposal. The Spaniards could not
settle their new passessions as the Roman State had done and as the British
Empire was to do later, and so they had no alternative but to rule by force,
That this policy was bound to come to grief was clear 10 far-sighted
observers even of the time, although they could not possibly have sus-
pected the enormity of the fall that lay in wait for Spain.
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in staid old Spain across the ocean! True, in Spain he, Nufiez de

Balboa, would not have had o skulk behind crates while waiting
for that idiot of a watch on the Sanza Berbara to turn his steps towards the
quarterdeck. At home he would by now have been captain or perhaps even
a colonel, but in any event no stowaway. Here he was nothing bur a bank-
rupt planter to whom nobody would lend a brass farthing. He was played
out for the time being; tomorrow morning they would come to lock him
in the debtors’ prison, and his debts were such that sitting there for two
generations would not be sufficient to pay them off. There was nothing for
it, he had to get away!

His was no gentlemanly leave-making, he had to admit, half amused and
half angry. It was a disgrace that after thirty-five years of his adventurous
existence on earth, things had now come to this pass. Bur, the devil mke it,
there was no point in complaining, He was still young and with luck he
might yet accomplish things.

Ah! ﬂleladuglthuﬂ finally moving to the other side of the ship.
The long-awaited moment had come at last. Slowly Balboa climbed up the
rope hanging from the forecastle of the Saara Barbara into the water. One
of the harchways on the upper deck was open and this was obvionsly his
best way in. Now he was level with the gallery; he silently prayed that
there was no one in it. He stood for a moment listening at the hatch, and
then he leapt. There was a slight thud as the hatch closed behind the
fugitive.

Tt is thanks to the fact that nobody on the Santa Barbara had yet re-
turned from shore leave that Peru was discovered by Europeans. How-
ever surprising this may sound, it is an established fact. Somehow it scems
a fitting beginning for so unusual a story as the conquest of a well-
organized state by an army of a hundred and seventy-one badly-armed
Europeans, led by a man who could neither read nor write and never
even learned to sign his own name.

This is how the story started: The lawyer Enciso from Haiti had, at the
beginning of the year 1510, decided to go into parum}_;ip wi:h_DorE Pedro
Ojeda, 1o whom the Crown had g::;;nrcd comprehensive trading licences
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covering the northern coast of what is today Colombia. To this end he
chartered a ship, hired men, bought supplies and made a voyage 10
Uraba in Colombia, the operational base previously established by Ojeda.
It was this voyage that Nufiez de Balboa had joined albeit as a stowaway.
This did not worry him overmuch, nor was Don Enciso particularly
upset whenafter two days” sailing Nufiez de Balboa made a sudden appear-
ance from the hold. This happened at the very moment when Enciso had
begun to regret the whole enterprise, those two days having been more
than sufficient to give him the worst possible opinion of his crew and of
his own ability to lead such a motley gang of unsavoury desperadoes.

Nudiez de Balboa seemed to be ideally suited for just such a rask as this.
He was tall and tough as nails, though a bit of a windbag, and he hated the
dull monotony of a quiet bourgeois life like the plague. Enciso was glad
to receive him, and thus Balboa was suddenly promoted from stowaway
to leader of the expedition. Later he was even appointed mayor of the
newly founded town of Darien over the head of Enciso who returned to
Spain in high dudgeon at this affront. The sudden rise in his fortunes,
from bankrupr ne’er-do-well to mayor, and finally even to Govemnor and
Captain-General, worked wonders for Balboa. The former braggarr and
show-off became a mature leader, fervently admired by his men, and,
despite fever and the poisoned arrows of the natives, he managed to roam
through the length and breadth of the country.

Balboa made systematic contact with the Indian tribes, and since he did
everything in his power to prevent injustice and violence, he soon
managed to gain the confidence of the natives. They supplied the labour
force, gathered and washed gold for the white men and provided them
with food. When at last the Spanish Captain-General married Careta, the
daughrer of an Indian chief, peace was fully established.

It was this friendly relarionship thar enabled Balboa to uncover the
greatest secret of the New World. The Indians told him that not far away
in the west there lay a vast “Blue Ocean” never beheld by European eyes.
Balboa was all ears; he was not simply a prospector, a professional
digger and unscrupulous adventurer. True, he was pleased when the
Indians added that further towards the West there was more gold to be
found, but the news of the ocean excited him just as much as the reporrs of
gold-bedecked indios, with their palaces and castles set amid gigantic parks
and long palm avenues. He knew at once what this meant, for the prob-
lem of where Columbus had actually been had never been solved. The
unknown ocean, a very short distance to the West, supplied the final proof
that it had not been Asia; but a new Con&nmrlhatthegmﬂmnese
seafarer had discovered.

Balboa was restless with impatience. That very night he jumped on a
horse and galloped through the spacious mwnofDuimthc.:lsthe
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he had gathered a body of a hundred and ninety men, terribly drunk but
ready for adventure. In addition he had collected a few hundred indios as
bearers and a pack of a dozen slavering bloodhounds. The Indians of those
regions were 1o longer afraid of horses, but they were terrified of the half-
savage man-hunting dogs. Whoever goes exploring the dark unknown
jungle does well to take a few dogs along!

It was a cursed and devyilish enterprise and it lasted only three weeks,
but each week saw the death of forty men. By the time they had passed
through the land of the rich Indian overlords with its temples full of
grotesque masks and its well-defended castles, only sixty-nine out of the
original hundred and ninery were left. Their march had taken them through
bogs in which lurked alligators and poisonous snakes, across precipitous
mountains, and all the way they had to run the gauntlet of arrows and
spears launched by an invisible enemy. Nature proved justas hostile as the
Indians: scorpions, huge ants and spiders, leeches and clouds of mos-
quitoes made life almost unbearable. The men were in a pitiable state and,
as they crossed the oppressive, damp jungle regions, their faces and hands
were swollen from the innumerable bites and some of them were shivering
and sweating with fever. As the fever gained hold of them they became
mad and delirious and would strike out blindly at their comrades, who had
no choice but to tie them up and leave them to their fate. Eventually an
insurmountable rock-face forced the expedition to retrace their steps and
seek another way round. Instead of the tied-up madmen, they found their
remains, either crawling alive with ants or else their bones picked clean.
Afiter thar a dagger was thrust between the ribs. of those auacked by
shivers and fever, for in that jungle hell murder was an act of mercy,

Ponquiaco, the son of one of the mighty chiefs of the regions they were
crossing, joined the strangers. He led them on to a mounmin from which
they could see the ‘Blue Ocean’. Balboa advanced the last few dozen
yards by himself. Crouching on his hands and knees he tore his way
through the thickly matted undergrowth, and at 11 a.m. on the 2and
September 1513, he had his first glimpse of 2 gigantic sea, with tremendous
foaming breakers. This was the peak of his life. He could not foresee that
some months later he would be beheaded as rebel, bur he did know that
henceforth he would be immoral, as only Columbus and Alexander before
ﬁm.ﬂmdaysmheﬂmdmdmﬂmmufﬂmmwmnmdwmﬁug
helmet, armour, and glitering thigh pieces, he waded chest high into the
water, sword in hand. Covered by the foaming spray, he called his com-
rades to witness that he took possession of the new ocean and all the
bordering lands and kingdoms for and on behalf of the Spanish Crawn.

This trip across the Danen Isthmus to the Pacific Ocean had by no
means been Balboa’s first enterprise. Since his arrival in the New World,
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he had time and again made smaller or larger marches into Central
America. It was in 1511, during one of the earliest of these expeditions, of
which Francisco Pizarro was a member, that, according to Prescort,
Balboa had first heard of Pern. One day while weighing out gold with a
native, the larter had thumped his fist on the scale and shouted ar Balboa:
*If you love gold so much and are prepared to stake your life for it, then 1
know of a land where people earand drink out of golden vessels, and where
gold is as cheap as iron is in your land.'

The conquest of Peru, of whose riches and greatness the Spaniards were
soon to learn more, was siill a long way off, but their main fear, thar the
Great Khan of the Tartars might come to the assistance of the Indians,
had been allayed by Balboa's discovery of an ocean which separated
America from Asia, thus making Tanar intervention improbable. It was
not difficult to find some one willing to undertake the long march to Peru.
Francisco Pizarro, an ordinary mercenary in Balboa's army, saw his
opportunity.

This illegitimate son of the small landed nobleman, Colonel Gonzalo
Pizarro, first saw the light of day at Trujillo in Spain in the year 1475. No-
festivities greeted his birth and indeed no one ever dreamed that the son of
a slut of a servant-girl would ever become more than a swineherd. His first
few years of life passed by quite unheroically —Pizarro did in fact become
aswineherd, and is said to have run away to Seville because one of his pigs
had escaped and he feared his father's wrath. Towards the end of the
fifteenth century, Seville had become the employment exchange for the
riff-raff of Europe, waiting ro go to America. Although it might be said
that, even then, Pizarro was carrying the baton of Capmain-General of the
Crown of Aragon and Castile in his knapsack, no one paid much attention
to the raw country lad, and it was only some rwelve years later, when he
had become 2 citizen of Panama and the owner of vast tracts of land, thar
he came within striking distance of his destiny.

Pizarro had a very close companion, named Diego de Almagro, a man
with an exceptional talent for organizing, though, like Pizarro himself,
tainted with bastardy. It is instructive to compare the traditional portraits
of these rwo men. Pizarrois the wller, but by far the more sinister-looking.
The peasant face of Almagro—his father had been a common labourer
in some insignificant hamlet in Spain —reveals only too well the violent
temper and the gross, cruel nature of its owner, though basically it is not
an evil face. Pizarro's expression, on the other hand, while betraying the
utter depravity of his character, shows a certain fiendish majesty and im-
pressive strength, which even today fascinates those who behold his image.

Of all the Conquistadors he cuts the most colourful figure, veering, as he
did, berween mean cunning and heroism, unspeakable cruelty and self-
sacrifice, cold calculation and irresponsible intrepidity. Unfortunately we
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have no portrait of the third parmner, Father Hernando de Luque, curatein
Panama, who played such a large rile in the story of the conquest of Peru.
It was through his personal influence that the whole enterprise was started,
though later Pizarro was to push him completely into the background.

This pack of rogues met towards the end of 1521 and planned to con-
quer and exploit the great, rich land of Biré, of which, by now, more
detsiled news had reached Panama. But even the citizens of Panama, used
as they were to fantastic schemes and people, were somewhat startled when
they heard of the founding of that new firm. Father Ferdinand, who had
invested twenty-thousand gold pesos in the *firm’, was christened ‘Ferdi-
nand the Mad’, and his two partners fared no better. For weeks they were
the butt of jokes made at their expense by the caballeros of the region, and
all three of them found it best to avoid being seen in Panama.

The first expeditions, which took place between 1524 and 1526, were
complete failures. Only about one-third of the men engaged managed to
get back each time —the others died from poisoned arrows, hunger and
exposure. It became increasingly difficult to recruit men for another
attempt, though Pizarro and Almagro —who were both over fifty years
old at the time —remained unmoved and utterly convinced thar one
they would not only discover, but also conquer, the fabulous gold-land of
Biri. So certain were they of this, that in the spring of 1526 they drewupa
regular agreement about the division of the land. Father Luque, too, wasa
party to this contract, and his rwo partners undertook to give him a third
of all the lands, gold, silver, jewels, and other profits of the venture. Since
neither Almagro nor Pizarro could write his own signature, two honour-
able citizens of Panama signed this ridiculous document on behalf’ of the
two illiterates.

The hope of discovering Peru may well have been shared by many
other adventurers in Panama, for to find Peru was after all not so im-
possibly difficult; but the idea of following the example of Cortés in
Mexico and of conquering the place was utterly preposterous. All reparts
of the kingdom of the Incas stressed its high level of administration and
culture. Tt was said thar the frontiers of this state, in addition to the pro-
tection afforded by almost insurmountable mountains, were defended by
tens of thousands of well-disciplined soldiers. An excellent system of roads,
together with a highly efficient intelligence service, connected every point
of this gigantic empire with the capital of the Inca Emperor. It was learned
that every single position of the defence system was strengthened by
mremendous fornifications, that there were hugp storehouses of food in the
capital and adequate supplies of water, so that siege tactics would be
pointless. Even taking into consideration the superior weapons of the
Spaniards, it was presumptuous o hope for success, however shght,
against the forces that this state could muster.
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These arguments were like water off a duck’s back to Pizarro, and itis
this iron resolution and persistence of his, at a time when the world was
writing him off as a madman, that makes him such a remarkable person.
Despite the unsavoury elements of his character, this fanaticism places him
amongst the few men remembered by history. The final success of his plan
was nothing but the confirmation of his personality, which never rose to
greater heights than during those long years of stubborn preparation. Only
in 1531 did he finally set sail for Peru with a hundred and eighty men and
twenty-seven horses on board. In the meantime, a number of episodes had
raken place which we shall not pass over in silence, since they cast a sig-
nificant light on Pizarro’s character.

The Governor of Panama, Pedro de los Rios, perturbed by the fact that
only invalids, cripples and dying men returned from expeditions led by
Pizarro, ordered the old mercenary to cease from all such activity. This
action roused Pizarros ire more than anything else, for when in 1528 the
Governor's order to return arrived during a reconnaisance expedition to
Peru, Pizarro seized his sword our of its sheath and before the assembled
crew drew a line on the sand and said: * Comrades, there to the south lies
our way of suffering. We shall end it in Bird but we shall be rich for life.”
Then he tumed to the north and thundered: ‘There lies the path to a
life of inactivity and poverty in Panama. The choice is yours!® As he
said this, he crossed the line he had drawn, and thirteen of his crew
followed him. It was these outcasts who were later to become the lords of
Peru.

During the summer of 1528, Pizarro turned up one day at the Imperial
Court in Toledo in Spain, having decided to make a personal report to the
Emperor about the coastal towns of Peru which he had seen, and to ask
for financial support. He had chosen his moment well for Cortés happened
to be in Spain at the same time. To bear out his reports, Pizarro presented
the Court with gold and silver, some llamas and also some fine fabrics,
closely resembling silk, though in fact made from vicuna wool, at the time
unknown in Europe. Pizarro took with him the knight Pedro de Candia,
son of a noble family of Crete, whom he had earlier seat 1o Tumbez, a port
in Peru simated a few degrees south. Prescott has reported Candia’s land-

ing in Peru at length:

He was sent on shore, dressed in complete mail, as became a good knighr, with his
mﬂh;.rhhn‘:h,:nd&isnzqmbus:aniﬁsahauldm'I'Irhdimwerenmmm
dazzled by his appearance than by Molima's, 25 the sun fell brightly on his polished
armour and glanced from his military weapons. They had heard much of the formidable
arquebuse from their townsmen who had coms in the vessel, and they besought Candia
*to let it speak 1o them”. He accordingly set up a wooden board as a target, and, making
deliberate aim, fired off the musket, The flash of the powder and the startling report of
ﬂ:pim:,ulhehm:d,srm:khythehnﬂ,mshivﬁadinmsplinma,ﬁllc&ﬁnmﬁvu
with dismay, Some fell on the ground, covering their faces with their hands, and othiers
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approached the cavalier with feelings of awe, which were gradually dispelled by the
Molina; and his description of the marvels of the place, on his retum, fell nothing shore
of his predecessor's. The fortress, which was surrounded by a wriple row of wall, was
strongly garrisoned. The temple he described as literally tapestried with plates of gold
and silver. Adjoining this structure was a sort of convent approprated to the Inca’s
destined hrides, who manifested great curiosity 1o see him. Whether this was gratified
is not clear; bur Candia described the gardens of the convent, which he entered, as
glowing with imitations of fruits and vegetables all in pure gold and silver. He had seen
a number of artisans at work, whose sole business seemed 1o be to furnish these gor-
geous decorations for the religions houses.

Pizarro received an enthusiastic reception at Court, seeing that his news
came so soon after Cortés's reports on the wonders of Mexico, and the one-
time swineherd did not find it too difficult to gain the favour of Their
Majesties., Pizarro, greatly to his discredit, behaved like one of his former
charges and spoke not a word about Almagro, his partner, who had fought
for the common cause no less vigorously than Pizarro himself. It seemed
quite sufficient to Pizarro that Their Majesties should appoint Almagro
Governor of some god-forsaken spot in Peru, while he himself was
appointed Captain-General of Peru. Not a word about Almagro, but the
thirteen faithful, who had stood by Pizarro, were all made kidalgos by an
agreement between Pizarro and the Spanish Crown, dated July 1529. “In
return,’ the Spanish historian Gémara reports, ‘'Pizarro promised great
treasures and lands. To be able to hire men he boasted of far greater
riches than were known to him, yet all he said was nothing compared with
the reality to be discovered.'

This shabby treatment was more than the basically good-hearted Diego
de Almagro could take. He rightly felt that he had been done down, and
his simple peasant mind could never forget this. Pizarro, despite the dis-
loyalty of his action, had behaved shrewdly in Spain. He knew that two
Equﬂlnﬂmwuuldmubeahhtomnqucramwhnd,andﬂ:mAlmaEm
had to play second fiddle to him. Pizarro did not know that his cunning
and double-dealing was later to cost him his own life.

2

Thus was played the prologue to the great drama of Peru. It cost
thousands and thousands of human lives. The promgonists —Pizarro,
Aﬁhualpa,them]crofﬂ:elnms,hishmthﬂ Huzscar, and Almagro—
were all to shed their blood before the fall of the curtin.

Tt seems that the two Inca Kings were the only ones to know in advance
that they had lost the game and would die. Just as Corés’s arrival in
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Mexico had been heralded by dreadful portents, so comets had fashed
across the skies of Peru, earthquakes had shaken the mountains, and fiery,
blood-red rings had surrounded the friendly moon. The soothsayers and
wise men were agreed thar death and destruction were near. Sadly they
gazed at the pictures of the dance of death in their old holy texts, for just as
in the West at the end of the Middle Ages, in Peru, too, there seems to have
prevailed a sad and hopeless mood of dejection, an obsession with the
theme of death.

When in 1527 the then reigning Inca, Huayna Capac, had learnt of the
arrival of white men in Tumbez, he had been petrified with horror. In his
account of the Inca Empire, written not long after the conquest of Peru
and submitted for verification and correction to forty-two leading Incas,
Pedro Sarmiento de Gamboa states the following:

When the Ines ruler learned of this he was so filled with fear and sadness that he
lacked himself in his chamber and did not emerge from it before nightfall. Other fast
messengers, sent by his governors at the coast, amrived to report that the foreigners had
furmdlh:irmyinmuhehmmuﬂpa!am,mdh:dplm&emdﬂmndm&mnw
all the treasure. No force had prevailed against them, and even when they had been
directed to the houses in which the Incas kept wild beasts, they had emerged unharmed,
The King was beside hiroself with astonishment when he heard their story and made
the messengers repeat it. They said: *Inca, there is no more to report, except that the
lions and other wild heasts thar you kept in cagges there, crawled before the strangers
mﬂw:vddmirmﬂsuiftbrymm'ﬂmndxmngwd:mdﬂnmmgus'm
repeat a second time what had happened, for he siill could not believe that such things
could be true.

Some years later Huayna Capac in his official testament, drawn up as he
lay dying, ordered his people not to oppose the will of heaven, and sum-
moning the heads of the Ayllus, the leading families of his empire, he
spoke as follows:

Many years ago my father, the Sun, revealed to me that after the reign of rwelve of
his royal children there would appear a strange people, never before seen in these
regions, who would conquer and subject this empire and many others as well. I believe
thiat he must have been referring to thoss strangers who have but recemtly been sighed
at 522 close to our coast. They are said o be a powerful Face, SUPETior to us in every way.
Now we know thar with me the number of rwelve Incas has been fulfilled and thessfore
Isay unto you: A few years after my home-going, that powerful people will appear and
fulﬁldm:pruphaciuufmfulmr,dem;thqrwi!!mnqwrm&gmmourmpiml
m-derynumobcyindmeLhﬂm,furduymsup:ﬁmmynuhmq way, their laws
are better than ours, their arms invindble

Peace be unto you —I am now going to my father the Sun who has callad me, . . .

How strangely history has repeated itself here | The same scene whereby,
some years earlier, the last E:npcmrofdmﬁzminasurpﬁsingl}r
similar document, had submitted to the white invaders, was now being re-
enacted many thousands of miles to the south in the Empire of the Incas.
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This is, of course, neither accident nor falsification of history. Monte-
zuma's abdication and Huayna Capac’s political testament are both his-
torically authentic. Just as Montezuma believed that he was right to
capitulate, so also the last Inca of the undivided empire of Biri knew that
his and his people’s hour had come.

So far it has proved impossible to discover the sources from which both
these Indian rulers obtained their faal knowledge. We have nothing but
circumstantial evidence, but all of it tends 10 show thar the early Ameri-
cans were more or less cognizant of the superior power of the whites —
just as people in Europe had always dreamed of a strange new continent
lying to the west,

Naturally, Huayna Capac’s arder not to offer resistance to the strangers
paralysed the Incas. In addition the great empire was divided by civil war.
Departing from ancient customs, Huayna Capac, twelfth Inca Emperor,
had divided his realm between his two sons; Atahualpa and Huascar. The
two brothers began to fight for supremacy shortly after the death of their
father, just at the moment when Pizarro began his attack, and indeed with-
out this great stroke of luck Pizarro could never have subdued Peru. As it
was he could ake full advantage of the terrible internecine slaughter that
almost paralysed the country.

At the beginning of January 1531, the Caprain-General finally set sail
from Panama with a fleet of three ships, sighting the coast of Ecuador
thirteen days later. After landing in the Bay of San Mateo, one degree
north of the Equator, he decided to begin ar once with the conquest of the
Inca Empire. Soon the Spaniards were marching in their heavy armourand
thickly padded tunies against the rich town of Coaque. Then they stormed
Tumbez, Almagro’s future seat, the very town that had received the
Spaniards so peacefully four years earlier. Once again the loot surpassed
even the greedy desperadoes’ expectations.

These first engagements in the vicinity of the coast had proved difficult
enough. The land was barren and the Spaniards had to cross gigantic
sand-dunes, endless deserts and completely bare mountains. Not even
when they had conquered the Western Cordillera did their difficulties
cease, As is well known the Andes reach a considerable height, and even
the lowest passes can be as high as 16,500 feet. Once over the mountains,
one comes to the Puna, a high plateau scorched by the sun during the day,
but bitterly cold at night. Apart from occasional rough patches of grass the
Puna is completely bare.

Pizarro had thought it better to leave the less reliable of his men at the
coast, and had started on his journey with a devoted army of a hundred
and two infantry, seventeen crosshowmen, sixty-three horsemen and three
musketeess. His first objective was Cajamarca, the residence of Arahualpa.
The Spaniards passed through many narrow passes and canyons, where a
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handful of courageous men could have held up a whole army, but owing
to the civil war none of the many Inca fortifications in the High Cordillera
was manned at the time. Everywhere Pizarro was received amicably and
supplied with provisions, and so the Spaniards were allowed 1o proceed

unchallenged over the high

EL:DOB EMO ]“M mountain passes until one day

4 they stood before Cajamarca.
Al this did not take place by
accident. Pizarro was just as
well informed of the internal

political situation in Peru as
Atahualpa of the approach of
the Spaniards. In Cajamarca
they had long deliberated
whether an army should not
be sentout to meet the strangers
and destroy them in the moun-
tins, but Arahualpa had just
defeated his brother Huascar

f‘]h’.','.
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_.,._ra_" - decisively, and so felt
?—ﬁ ' enough to entice this new
n enemy into the interior of the
'. country.
- On15thNovember 1532, the
- Spaniards marched into Caja-
S i | marca. On the other side of the

Hrmiremeseyame 3™ valley thiey could see the tents
22. Inca Huescar being caprured by of the Inca camp, the glittering
Atakualpa’s generals. spear points, the lhrea!ming
glint of armour and

thousand battle-tested soldiers, recently returned from the civil war. Per
haps Pizarro realized the foolhardiness of his undertaking, but now thers
was no going back before a decisive victory had been won on the high
platean of Pern. He had ro conquer by fair means or foul, and conquer he
did! His victory was a massacre the like of which cannot be imagined,
and a betrayal of innocent people that only a Pizarro could haye planned.
After entering the completely deserted city, Pizarro halted his forces on
the plaza. In the late afternoon of 15th November 1532, his half-brother,
the legitimate Hernando de Pizarro, educated at the Spanish Court and
thus qualified to appear even before an Inca, rode over to Arahualpa and
invited him to visit his "brother® Pizarro in Cajamarca. Amahualpa did not
move a muscle while he received this message; he did not even raise his
head when Hernando appeared before him, Finally one of the Inca coun-
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sellors explained curtly that the King was observing one of his holy fasts,
and that he would visit the Spaniard in Cajamarca the following day. One
of the cavalry officers accompanying Hemando, who had in the meantime
beéen displaying his equestrian prowess, suddenly galloped right across the
square towards the Inca as if he intended to ride him down, and checking
his horse close to the King, addressed him courteously. The officer knew
what a deep impression these unknown animals made on the Incas and had
hoped in this way to produce a reaction in the King. But Atahualpa re-
mained silent and unaffected. A few of his noblemen who had retreated in
panic before the snorting ‘monster” were beheaded that very evening for
their cowardice.

This first meeting had made a very strong impression on the Spaniards.
They spent the night in prayers and sharpening their swords, for they
were surrounded by the enemy’s army. The odds were that nexr day
would see the end of them all, but Pizarro, remembering the capture of
Montezuma by Cortés, had planned a similar straragem. When on the
next day Atahualpa, accompanied by his leading nobles, priests and guards,
came to visit the Spaniards, he found a deserted camp. Not a Spaniard was
to be seen anywhere. In astonishment, the King asked where the strangers
were, and he was given to understand that they were probably so terrified
of such an exalted ruler that they had gone into hiding. ‘In truth,’ com-
mented Pedro Pizarro, cousin of the Governor, ‘most of us were shaking
with terror.' Then the chaplain, Vicente Valverde, stepped forward and
delivered a speech on the Christian religion, God, the Pope and the
Emperor, which was translated into Quechua, the language of the Incas, by
a Spanish-speaking Indian. This speech ended with the demand that
Atahualpa renounce his power in favour of Charles V and his gods in
favour of Christ. Amahualpa listened patientdy for a long time, then he
sharply rejected the proposal. Seizing the breviary out of the priest’s hands,
he put it to his ear, but when it did not start speaking as he had expected,
he threw it to the ground in rage. What Pizarro had so fervently hoped for
had now happened; the Inca had given him grounds for provocation: the
holy Christian religion had been offended. With the battle cry *St. James
and at them!" he rushed out of his hiding-place with twenty heavily
armed men and overcame the ruler.

At once the thunder of the cannon sounded; trumpets blared, and the
foot-soldiers and cavalry rushed out from their hiding places. When the
Indians saw the horses galloping towards them, they did not know where
to fly for refuge, and were rampled down hyﬂi:omushofthemva]ry.
The horsemen rode down the fleeing enemy and the foor soldiers came up
to finish them off. Four thousand Indians were killed in the space of half

an hour.

This half-hour, this horrible mass-murder of unarmed Indians, saw the
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collapse of the Inca empire. It is advisable to halt the story at this point
in order to cast a brief glance ar the internal politics of that great empire.
Only thus will it become clear how military victory was the least of the
difficulties that Pizarro had to face.

3

Ifit is ever your fortune, or your fate, to travel on the La Paz-Guaqui
line in South America, yon will find that at one point the train begins a
seemingly endless climb. Slowly it toils upwards until at 12,550 feet it
Arrivesat TIAHUANACO —FORJADOR DE CIVILIZACIONES, as the station name
board proudly informs you. The traveller unaccustomed to such heights
finds his heart beating more rapidly than usnal, and he is strangely excited
as if by alcohol. He wonders if anyone can live, in this *forge of civiliza-
ton', amid such desolation.

As soon as the train pulls into the station, tiny children dash alongside
yelling * monolos, monolos'. They are selling small replicas of the strange
monolithic statues that can be seen lining the shores of Lake Titicaca in
the distance.

When, sixty years ago, the Austrian engineer Arthur Posnansky came
to Lake Titicaca and to Tiahuanaco, he was held spellbound by these giant
statues and thought them at least eighteen thousand years old. The *Sun-
Temple” of Tiahuanaco, the Kalasassaya, whose gigantic ruins lie quite
near to the milway track, impressed him especially and he thought thar
here must be the cradle of mankind, the birthplace of all cultures. Present-
day archaeologists afford his theories scant respect. They consider that
Tiahuanaco is only two thousand years old ar the most, thus placing the
beginnings of its culture ar approximately the same time as the birth of
Christ. However, the impact made by the gigantic temple, the richly
sculptured sun-portal, hewn out of a gigantic block of andesite, the
tremendous stone pillars —ten feet high, six and a half feer deep and up to
sixteen and 2 half feet wide, and the huge slabs of the altar, whose frag-
ments still measure rwenty feet in length, thirteen feet in width and five
feet broad —is such, that it is easy to understand why Posnansky believed
thar an unknown people with a highly developed artistic and technological
culture had once lived in these regions.

It is incredible that those buildings, whose magnificence survives even
in their fmgments, should have been erected by primitive narives using
only chisels and axes of stone, which had to be resharpened afrer every

stroke. Yer the pillars and slabs of the sun-temple are mathematicafly
exact, clean-cut and accurately jointed. .

The slabs used to build the temple weigh a hundred tons 2 <% 1 wnd
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Titicaca on rafts. The gigantic blocks must have been dragged into
position by human hands alone, for the people of Tiahuanaco had no
wagons or draughr-animals, and were ignorant of the use of pulleys.

A vast necropolis, covering a hundred and ten acres, surrounds the lake;
and fragments of urns and human bones can be seen everywhere, Human

Tar oy
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XXII. The coast of Peru,

skulls, discoloured and brittle with age, were found in Cuzco, to the south-
west, with strange holes, each the size of a florin, in different parts of the
skull. Had these been injuries, received in banle, they would have led to
immediate death, but seeing that the edges of these holes are regular and
clean and look as if 4 modern surgeon had trépanned them with a bone-
saw, they cannot possibly have been the results of bartle-wounds. Whata
breath-taking discovery! The most difficulr trepanations must have been
performed two thousand years ago, by surgeons using stone files and
obsidian scalpels, and yer so expertly that a modern brain surgeon could
not do better, It sounds incredible, bur it is true!

In La Paz can be seen an ancient tourniquet, used quite recently by

H
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Peruvian doctors in the course of a surgical operation, during which the
patient, mfﬁng&nmmmm'ﬂ,hsthardly'my blood. This was
remarkable enough, but the skull operations presented an even greater
problem. They were apparently per{ormad on living subjects and must

24. Rectanguler and diagonal
mmumdrb-mmafa
fumi.

have been successful since definite
formations of new bone tissue could
clearly be seen on the skulls. This not
only proves that the patient survived
the operation but also that he con-
tinued to live for some years after-
wards,

There is no written evidence of
these miracles; all that is left are the
skulls, hundreds of skulls, from almost
every part of Peru and Bolivia. Many
of them have these new bone forma-
tions, but by no means all of them.
Were it not for the fact that, until a
few centuries ago, similar operations
were performed in the Polynesian
islands in the South Pacific, it might
reasonably have been believed that the
trepanations of South America had not
served a medical, bur some other kind
of purpose.

Yert this was not the case, and since
such difficult surgical operations, like
the huge buildings mentioned earlier
on, presupposea high level of skill and
experience, archaeologists have made
a constant search for the origins of
the Tiahuanaco culture. Although
some believe that the people of Tia-
huanaco belonged to the Aymard
group of Indians, who continue to
live in the Cordillera highlands to this
day, this hypothesis cannot be proved,
nor would it explain why the Tia-
huanaco culture should suddenly have

appeared, ‘ready-made’, and without a trace of intermediate stages of

development.

It is this lack of evidence of any earlier and less advanced stages in the
Tiahuanaco culture which has led archaeologists to seek for proof of
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theory is Thor Heyerdahl, the Norwegian ethnologist who, in his writings
on the subject, refers to the famous * Viracocha Legend”’, still so current in
many parts of South America, where the inhabitants refer to white men
simply as * Viracocha'.

Who and what was Viracocha? According to Heyerdahl, this legend is
obviously a South American parallel to the Quetzalcoatl Myth of the

and Aztecs. Yiracocha, too,
was & white god, old and bearded,
and had appearedin the land long
before the arrival of the Incas. He
too had brought a cross with
him, and had placed it upon a
mountain. He had preached,
haptized, listened to confession,
imposed penances on sinners and
had granted themabsolution from
their sins. He founded the city of
Cuzco, taught erafts and all forms
of higher morality, and then with-
drew to the Sun-Island on Lake
Titicaca where, the story goes, he
established his capital. Later he
quarrelled with Chief Cari from
the valley of Coquimbo., Cari
vanquished Viracocha, killing
most of his white men, but
sparing the women and children. 25, The tumi, &y means of which the
The White Saviour himself Incas carried out skull aperations.
escaped miraculously, and
followed by some of his closest disciples, he turned to the Western Ocean
where, sitting on his magic cloak, he had disappeared across the waves,
But before leaving he had preached for all the world to hear thar when in
the far distant future the time was ripe, he would send his messengers,
‘bearded white men”.

Heyerdahl quotes as his source Cieza de Ledén's Crdnica del Peré,
written in 1553. Cieza de Ledn was a comrade-in-arms of Pizarro, bur his
Crénica, as Americanists emphasize, is nothing but second-hand informa-
tion. Viracocha, they stress, did not belong to the Inca pantheon and de
Leén's mles were nothing but superstitious Inca myths. Nevertheless
Pizarro’s men were astonished. Only recently Mayas and Aztecs had hailed
Cortés and his men as the long-awaited *White Gods’, and now the
Spaniards were being treated in the same way in Peru! The Incas, too,
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must have &nown of the existence of light-skinned, fair-haired people. Thus
white messengers must somehow have reached America from the world of
the Whites, at some period in the past.

Cieza de Ledn himself did not draw this conclusion, bur he could not
ignore the fact that when in 1527 his men, amongst whom were many
blue-eyed and fair-haired descendants of the Goths and Vandals, entered
Peru, théy were greeted with shy reverence by the indios. As the Swiss
traveller, Siegfried Huber, recently pointed out in his book, fm Reich der
Inka (In the Empire of the Incas), *this behaviour can only be explained by
the existence of a legend, telling of the visit of some fair-haired and fair-
bearded strangers to the country, and prophesying their return’.

Naturally the Spaniards were very interested when they discovered
that the Incas not only confessed regularly to a high priest, sworn to ob-
serve the *secrecy of the confessional’, but that they also knew of penance
and absolution. They were amazed to find in Cuzco an idol repre-
senting the *Lord of the Sun’, the *Son of the Sun’, and the *Brother of
the Sun’, since they could not fail to notice the striking analogy with
the Christian Trinity. Furthermore, the Inca religion had different orders
of monks who practised flagellation and observed regular and strice fasts,
and just as in the Old World, there were many saintly hermits living in
absolute solitude.

The remarks of the Finnish Americanist, Rafael Karsten, concerning
the religious thought of the Incas are very interesting. He has emphasized
that the Incas, like all other Indians, were in fact polytheists revering a
number of gods. Over this whole pantheon of gods, who were, in a sense,
entirely man-made, reigned a divine overlord who, in a completely un-
Indian way, was understood as a spiritual, incorporeal being: God the
Creator, Viracocha. The Incas had learned of the existence of this su
deity from the Tiahuanaco culture. Viracocha stood high over the Sun and
was “the eternal lord, symbol of the world and its unchanging foundation
- - the Son of the Sun . . . the creator of the world. . . .' of one of the
oldest of Inca prayers.

This is a very significant discovery. It makes it likely that Viracochs,
like Quetzalcoatl, had in fact been a white Christian missionary coming
from the West. This theory is backed up by the fact that, ar the time of the
Spanish conquest, many Peruvian nobles had fair hair and white skins.
Particularly the Coyas, the *Beloved Women', as the female dependants of
the leading Inca nobles were called, frequently bare a striking resemblance
to European women. This is very surprising, since the Incas belong to
the same ethnological group as the Quechua Indians, one of the tribes that
had probably come from northern Peru, but of whose ultimate origin we
know nothing. However, Rafael Karsten has pointed out that anthro
pologically ‘they are one of the exotic races which come closest in type to
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the white race”. Spanish tradition confirms this for, as Siegfried Huber has
recently reported in his Relacidn del descubrimiento y corguista de los reinos
del Peru, Pedro Pizarro, cousin of the mnqm:rﬂr was amazed to see
Indians closely resembling white men, who, in their own opinion, were
superior in mind and beauty to their darker-skinned compatriots.

The people of the kingdom of Peru were light-skinned, their hair being similar in
colour to ripe wheat. The lords and ladies were firer sill, like Spaniards. In this

country | mes an Indian woman with her child, both so light-skinned that they hardly
differed from white people. It is said of them there that they are the children of gods.

Since Pedro Pizarro’s Relacidn is not easily come by we wish also to
cite the Spanish text:

Esta genee del reino del Peru era blanca, de color sriguefio, y entre los seiiores y seiioras
eran mds blancos coma espaiioles. Yo vide en esta vierra una muger india y ua nifio que de
Blancer y rubios easi no vian. Estor declan ellos que eran hifos d los idolos,

This sounds highly improbable and is usually dismissed as an
tiom, but in the preceding chapter of this book we have already mentioned
that the coloured waIl-pammgs in Chitzen Itzd quite obviously repre-
sented a white people in battle with dark-skinned enemies. The evidence
need not necessarily be deceptive, and if one bears in mind the fact thar
marriage between close relatives had long been the custom at the court of
the Inca Kings as a measure of keeping the royal blood pure and un-
pollitted, it is quite possible that at the time of the Conquista the Peruvian
nobility could boast many white-skinned members. Bur even if we agree
to accept the weighty circumstantial evidence that European elements had
indeed been introduced into the American aristocracy, it is by no means
certain where these elements came from. They could have come from
Asia just like the Mongoloid elements among the American natives, in
which case the numerous Indo-European splinter groups in North-East
Asia would be their early relatives. On the other hand, they could have
come to America across the Atantic Ocean. This may sound far-ferched,
but in fact the ocean, with its favourable winds and currents, presented a
much smaller barrier. The colonization of Madagascar and the Malayan
peninsula is an argument in favour of this hypothesis that is difficult to
refute,

Furthermore, * white' Indians seem ro exist to this very day. In 1926 the
American ethnologist Harris, who had studied the Indians of the San Blas
region, reported that their hair was straw-coloured and their complexion
almost white. The English explorer, Colonel Fawcett, F.R.G.S., who died
in 1925 during his last expedition to the jungles of South America, has
given us an account of the journeys he made in those regions berween 1906
and 1921 in his posthumously published book, Exploration Fawcers. In
this book he tells how he and other explorers had frequently come across
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white Indians: ‘People with red hair and blue eyes like a Grings". Such
reports have always been dismissed with the assertion that their authors
had come across cases of albinos, but this explanation seems to be far-
fetched. Fawcett, for one, when describing a blue-eyed red-haired Indian
belonging to the Maxubi, a wild Indian tribe in Amazonia, mentions quite
emphatically that he was not an albino.

Still more explicit is one of Fawcett’s authorities, the French manager of
the rubber plantation Santa Rosa on the Abuna, a tributary of the Rio
Madeira. Fawcett recounts how, during his first expedition, in 19067, the
Frenchman had told him:

There are white Indians on the Acre. My brother went up the Tahuamanu on &
launch, and one day, well up river, was told that white Indians were near. He didn't
belicve it and scoffed at the men who told him, but neverthieless went out in a canoe,
and found unmistakable signs of Indians. The next thing he knew, he and his men were
being attacked by big, well-built, bandsome savages, pure whire, with red hair and blue
eyes. They fought like devils. . . . People say these white Indians don't exist, and, when
it's proved they do, that they are half-breed mixmures of Spanish and Indizn. That's
what people say who never saw them, but those who have seen them think differenily!

Since Fawcett, who had travelled continuously in Amazonia berween
1906 and 1914, and returned to his explorations immediately after the first
World War, later to be entrusted with the task of establishing the border
between Peru, Bolivia and Brazil, was a scientifically trained man, quite at
home among the Indians, it is difficult to ignore the testimony of sucha
witness and when one bears in mind the reports of Pedro Pizarro, it takes

The older Americanists, who used o dwell upon the mongoloid
characteristics of the Indians, gave little credence to Pedro Pizarro. Bur
since the average Indian squaw, by all other accounts, was no great beauty,
the gallant Spanish nobility of the times of Charles V and Philip II must
either have had quite different sesthetic ideals from ours —a possibility
that Spanish art at once refutes —or else we are forced to take Pedro
Pizarro’s description of the Coyas very seriously. In any case it is certain
that the haughty and proud Grandees of Aragon and Castile married Inca
princesses in great numbers, presented them at Court as their equals, and
that rwo generations later, in 1603, a request for remission of tax signed by
five hundred and sixty-seven descendants of ancient Inca families was
handed to the Crown of Spain.

If we had similar evidence concerning the Etruscans or that unknown
equestrian people, the Hyksos of Egypt, it would in all probability be
considered perfectly credible, but the Incas are surrounded by an aura of
doubt and uncerminty. This can be explained by the fact that from the very
ourset the Inca stte had something inherently iridescent, dualistic and
vague in it. Though the Quechua Indians brought a highly developed
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culture with them into Peru, the Aymard had a considerable hand in their
later political and artistic achievements. The Incas were always ready to
assimilate other elements from earlier civilizations into their culture, if
only they found them congenial.

We have already mentioned the Tiahuanaco culture but there was also
the Chavin culture —its earliest traces date back to about 800 8.c. —which
took its name from the ancient
place of pilgrimage Chavin de
Huantar, Like the Tiahuanaco [
culture, with its inexplicably
advanced medical and technical
knowledge, it, too, suddenly
emerged in a fully-fledged fgy
state. The wonderful temples
of this epoch, lasting about a
thousand years, the glorious
ceramics, and irrigation |»
systems won deep admiration
from the Spaniards. Finally
there was the Chimu culmure,
the youngest of the three, | . EZZ721 twe nbore o it o
thrown up by an Indian tribe | 2w
originating in the valley of
Trujillo in the north of the
country, who extended their
influence from Tumbez to
Lima during the second half of
the fifteenth century. Shortly
2;&;: ;h;é pankecs aPUNES PATIA ke Ko o e T
subjected and absorbed by the
Incas, thus giving rise to another foreign element within the Inca culture,

Peru, when conquered by the Spaniards, stretched from Southern
Colombia to Central Chile, i.e. in addition to the modern Peru, it counred
within its borders Ecuador, Bolivia and northern Chile. The ocean in the
west and the Andes in the east formed its namural boundaries. Thus the
Inca empire was tremendously long and narrow. This fact explains why
great importance was paid to good communications, culminating in the
building of tremendous roads, incomparably superior to the famous
military roads of the Romans, which, in their magnificence, can only be
compared with the giant construction of the Great Wall of China. One of
the roads starting from the capital Cuzco ran straight north across Aban-
cay, Andahuylas and Ayacucho as far as Cajamarca and thence via Quito,

5
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the capital of Ecuador, up to Pasto in South Colombia; a total lengeh of
about 1,250 miles. The main road to the south went past Lake Titicaca
and the valley of the Desaguadero to Chuquisaca in southern Bolivia, and
thence as far as Tucumén in the Argentine. The coastal towns between
Tumbez, in the north, and Nasca, in the south, were also connected by
imperial roads which in turn were joined by the high mountain passes.

All these roads, which are up to eight yards wide, contain sections
passing through difficult mountainous country or deserts. Modern en-
gineers are full of praise and admiration for the technical achievements of
the old Indian road builders. The German Americanist Hans Dietrich
Disselhoff in his recent Geschichee der altamerikanischen Kulturen (History
of Ancient American Cultures) quotes this impressive passage from Cieza
de Ledn's History:

Huayna Capac ordered the construction of a road, larger and wider than any his
father had travelled on. . . . Thus was built the proudest and most noteworthy road the
world has ever seen. It ran from Cuzeo vo Quito and joined the road leading to Chilie
This road, leading across deep valleys and high mountains, across monntain peaks,
through sodden marshes, across hard rock and alongside raging rivers, is without
parallel. For long stretches it was cobbled, elsewhere it was hewn out of mountain
precipices, and ran across far-distant ranges. Along rivers it was banked, and its path
was cleared across fields of snow. Along the entire length of it were situated inns, store-
Bouses, sun temples and postal seavions. Did Alexander or any of the other mighty kings
whio rled the world build such a road or construct such buildings?. ...

It must be admitted that these roads were not as a rule suitable for
wagons, although some even stretches serve as carriageways to this day.
Despite their great achievements in many fields, the Incas were ignorant
of the wheel. Thus, when building their roads, they did not have 1o make
them suitable for wagons; consequently they constructed their mountain
roads, wherever necessary, in terraces. Similarly their bridges did not have
to carry wheeled traffic and are constructed with an ease which leaves
modern travellers gasping for breath. Most of these were suspension
bridges, built of tremendous osier cables, and were capable of bearing the
weight of a whole herd of llamas.

Bridges and roads with their raméos, caravanserais, were inspected by
officials employed for this express purpose. Villages were given the task of
maintaining the roads, bridges, rambos and postal stations in their areas in
good order.

A precaution which all authoritarian systems of government must adopt
is the creation of depors for food supplies and military stores. Naturally
this is not done our of neighbourly love but from political considerations.
The police and army must, under all circumstances, be kept ready and
equipped for action, and though the totalitarian state has small concern for
its subjects as individuals, it does try to avert the consequences of a bad

harvest. It was because of these considerations that the Inca paid great
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attention to public economy. In his Hisroria del puevo munds, Bernabé
de Cobo wrote of the food magazines that existed in Peru during the time
of the Conquista:

The supplies stored in these granaries consisted of everything that the people had
delivered in mribute, viz. great quantities of maize, dried potatoes, and other vege-
tables, the dried meat of llamas, siags, and yicuiias, great quantities of the most
diverie materials such as wool, cotton, _
feathers, erc DEDPOCETODELIGA

There were also weapons for equipping |~ 4
the army, whenever it moved from one
part of the couniry o another. Further-
more, thers was a great quantity of all
those things which had been paid as taxes
to the ruler; among them red seachells
wransported from Tumbez 1o Cuzec, more
than thres liundred miles, to be fashioned
into small pears looking like coral.
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In addition to the maintenance of
roads and an adequate level of food
supplies, towlitarian governments
also pay great attention to a rapid in-
formation service. The Incas intro-
duced a magnificent postal relay-
system with fresh runners ar every 7 &
mile or so, so that messages could be e A ——
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delivered as quickly as possible. The 6 Inca T v AL
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Inca post is reputed mhawm‘aeded i of kis offcials;
ten days for a message from Quito to

reach Cuzco, thus covering a distance of over a hundred miles per day.
These figures must be approximately correct; inany case there is no doubt
that these chasgui, the postal relays of the Incas, were capable of a speed
far greater than that of the mounted post which the Spaniards later
introduced.

In view of this, it is all the more remarkable that the Peruvians did not
produce a serviceable system of written communication. Despite the many
ways of communication offered by their Quipu-' writing", consisting as it
did of knots in multicoloured threads, tightly intertwined, this method
served essentially for statistical and numerical purposes. It was an emi-
nently suitable system for recording the strength of troops, herds, the
amount of taxes, tribute, etc., but not for transmitting other kinds of mes-
sages. For * telegraphic' purposes the Incas had to use the primitive method
of smoke-signals. This deficiency is particularly striking in view of what
was otherwise so high a level of civilization, and one is inclined to assume
that the ruling circles were unwilling to give their subjects a means of

Et
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communication that might later on prove dangerous. In any case, private
needs —and the possibility of written communication must be considered
as such—were of secondary importance to the Inca state, which also
explains why they did not use money.

The economic system of the Incas seems to have been based on agrarian
communism, not in the modern but in a strict theocratic-hierarchical sense.
The cultivarion of the soil was a religious task undertaken every year even
by the Emperor himself, the
Son of the Sun, who owned
two-thirds of all the land, the
remaining third being the pro-
perty of the village com-
munities. Although this divi-
sion did not apply equally to all
parts of Peru, nowhere was
there privately-owned pro-
perty. To till the soil and to
provide for a good harvest by
systematic cultivation and
extensive irrigation was not
only a duty incumbent on every
citizen but also an article of
religious faith. The natural
consequence of this was to knir
the village communities closely
together. These village clans
viere the real core of the Inca

— empire, and quite often the
27. The Inca tilling the fand. central power was confronted
by rebellious agricultural and
village commumities. Nevertheless the Tncas never succumbed to the
temptation of abolishing the traditional forms of communal life, As a
rule they contented themselves with appointing the village chiefs and
judges to official positions and gaining their favour by means of presents
and other signs of esteem. All village communities were closely watched
by the rucui-ricuc, which literally translated means see-all, a group of
supervisors invested with extraordinary powers. It must be stressed
that justice was administered with draconian severity, and it is significant
that offences against the state were punished with incomparably greater
severity than offences of a private nature, The guilty were sentenced to be
fiogged or, in case of more severe offences, to penal labour. If 2 village
failed 10 fulfil its quota, collective fines were imposed on it through in-
creased taxes. Sometimes whole village communities were forcibly re-
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settled asa punitive measure or for political reasons —for instance in order
to safeguard a newly-conquered province by means of "loyal peasants’,
Indeed, there is nothing new under the sun!

Nevertheless one would not be completely justified in calling the Inca
rule a dictatorship, for to brand a form of government as totalitarian
implies a faith in the rights and dignity of the individual, and it is extremely
doubtful whether such feelings ever
existed in the Inca swte with its tradi-
tionally rigid agrarian clan society.

It goes without saying that in such a
hierarchical “ant-state’ particular emphasis
was placed on taxation and the army.
Nobility, officers and priests, and men
below the ages of rwenty-five and above
fifty were exempted from taxes. Every-
body else was taxed in that a fixed quota
of labour or production was imposed
upon him. Magazines, i.e. places contain-
ing quipus, the telling strings, by whose
knots the tax assessments could be told,
were located in every provincial capiml.
In smaller places and in the villages, .8 fuco warrior with catapult,
wavelling officials of the treasury saw to shield and elub.
it that the quomas were punctiliously
fulfilled. In view of the tremendous treasures found in the magazines of
the Inca, the Peruvian system of taxation must obviously have worked
very successfully.

The Incas had a very efficient system of conscription in which the
Spaniards were greatly interested. The men of each village, between the
ages of rwenty-five and fifty, were organized in ' Fifties" and ‘Hundreds*
under their own officers. Five “Hundreds’, corresponding perhaps 10 a
modern batalion, and a thousand * hundreds’, perhaps equal to a division,
were the tactical units of the Inca army, whose full strength was about
two hundred thousand men. During times of conscription, armies seemed
to rise up from nowhere, and naturally drill and tactics were equally highly
organized. Pizarro's secretary, Francisco de Xérez, gives some interesting
details about the army of the Incas in his Perdadera Relacidn de la Con-
quista del Pert..

OF the bartle order of the Indians we can sy the following: the advance guard Is
made up of slingers using smooth pehbles about the size of an egg and able 1o kill men
even at 3 grest distance. The slingers bear shiclds made of thin but highly resiszant
boards, and also wear a kind of thickly-padded jerkin & armour. The slingers are fol-
lowed by the scrual army: warriors with cudgels and bartle axes; the cudgels are nine



204 The World Unveiled

feet long and as thick s the lance of a capain. Tle bead of the cudgel is sbout the size
of a man's fist and covered with metal barbs. The battle axes of the Indians are sbout
the same size; the bronze or copper blade is similar in width 10 our halberds. Many of
the chiefs have cudgels and bartle axes made of gold and silver; in the hands of the
Indians both weapons are highly dangerous, This section is followed by another using
lances similar to javelins that are thrown by catapults. Finally the rear guard consists of
pike-men whose lances are some thirty feet long. Atahualpa’s army was divided into a
mutnber of sections, all carrying their own flag. It consisted, without exception, of tall,
battle-tested young men, a thousand of whom would no douht have sufficed to con-
quer every town of this country, even if it had rwenty thoweand inhabimants or more,

It is alleged that the Incas, like all other Indians, achieved far less at sea
than they did on land. This strikes one as odd when one realizes that the
coast-line of the Inca Empire was many thousands of miles long. Now the
Spaniards of the Conquista stated quite the opposite, and unanimously
declared the Incas to have been great navigators. Apparently doubts were
first cast on their navigational prowess by the German-French writer
Adalbert von Chamisso. Between 1815 and 1818 he participated as scienti-
fic expert in the world cruise of the Russian brig Rurik, and soon after his
return he published a brilliant report on his experiences, which makes
fascinating reading even today. Here we find the glib assertion: ‘No
American people was ever a people of sailors.” Since his work was one of
the great best-sellers of the nineteenth century, his declaration, which
cbviously did not correspond with the facts, was given credence by a great
many people. This apparent contradiction with the assertions of the
Spaniards is relatively simple to explain, The seafaring people of the Old
World always built their boats on the pattern of the canoe, using a
hollowed-out tree-trunk. Whenever one of the sailors of the Old World
encountered natives using rafts he would scoff ar them, forgetting thar his
own nautical ancestors had once started with similar rafis. It seemed im-
possible that people could travel for thousands of miles on one of these
objects with absolute safety. Chamisso, 100, must have been forcibly
struck by this.

This is only one of the many instances of technol striking man with
blindness. True, a raft is not particularly mmfurmhu;?:?hut if it is kept in
the direction of the wind and the waves by means of a drag anchor it is
much safer than a boat washed by every heavy breaker.

The proof for this assertion was recently brought home by the French
physician, Doctor Alain Bombard, who crossed the Adantic on an
inflatable rubber raft, thus confirming the theories put forward some
previously by the Norwegian explorer Thor Heyerdahl. As is now well
known, Heyerdah! wanted to prove thar Polynesia must have been settled
from America. He did not merely prove this theoretically from his desk,
bur, following the example of the ancient Indians, he constructed the
large rigged raft which he called Kon-Tiki, and entrusting himself and his
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comrades to the merey of the Trade Winds and ocean currents, he landed
some three months later on a small Polynesian island.

At first sight these mafts look gawky, clumsy and fragile. Nevertheless,
even in olden times very long voyages were made on them, and there are
many reports telling us that Indian balsa rafts, carrying women and chil-
dren on board, often stayed out at sea for weeks on end. Not merely the
islands close to the shore, but even the Galapagos Islands, almost five
hundred miles from the mainland, came within the sphere of interest of the
Incas. Cermain finds made by Thor Heyerdahl during one of his recent
expeditions to these islands
seem to corroborate the theory
of an early contact berween
these isolated islands and Peru.
Thus, the story that the Inca
Tupac Yupanqui (1470-95),
Amahualpa’s grandfather, dis-
covered a series of islands far
out in the ocean is likely to be
more than a mere legend.
Although there is no proof that
the islands reached by Tupac
Yupanquiand hisfieet of four hundred balsa rafts were in fact the Galapagos
Islands, on one of the most easterly of the Polynesian islands people still
tell of a great sailor, Tupa by name, who once arrived with his fleet of
rafts ar the island. Thus, there seems some basis for the assumption that,
during his year-long wandering at sea, Tupac Yupanqui did in fact reach
Polynesia. Despite the improbability of this theory, itmustbe remembered
that rumours of fertile islands lying to the West were rife throughout the
entire length of the South American coast at the rime of the Conquista,
and that the Spaniards themselves put to sea in search of them.

Although these balsa rafis fulfilled their purpose excellently well they
must, with all due respect, be considered rather primitive constructions,
and in view of the otherwise high level of Inca culture this cannot fail to
arouse our surprise. Such anomalies existed, however, in other forms as
well. We have already mentioned that the wheel, and with it wheeled
traffic, was completely unknown. The temples (which still have engineers
marvelling how the giant slabs were cut, transported, hoisted into position
and made to fit together so closely that, although no mortar was used, ivis
impossible 1o insert the blade of a knife between them) are covered by
roofs of the most primitive kind. To add to our bewilderment and un-
certainty of what 1o believe, we are told that the Incas knew the secrer of 2
mysterious plant-juice which could *soften” even the hardest of rocks and
make it malleable. Brian Fawcett, the son of that famous explorer who met
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his death in the jungles of South America, has repeatedly mentioned this
plant-juice in his books and articles. '

Another striking peculiarity about the Incas is that, despite their great
political acumen, they made the isolated and almost inaccessible town of
Cuzco the capital of their empire. Only when the province of Quito in the
north and the coastal regions at the foot of the Western Cordillera had
been added, was the traditional centre of government brushed aside —a
symbal of the waning of the central authority. By the time that Atahualpa
chose the centrally placed city of Cajamarca as his capital, it was too late.
As the handful of Spanish adventurers advanced, the outer regions of the
Empire fell away from the central body, until finally even that was con-
quered. Although it suffered the same fate, the Inca Empire proved in-
comparably more stable than its Aztec counterpart, with its conglomera-
tion of states more or less resigned to their subjection, and though here the
horrors of internecine war contributed to its own downfall, the Incas
never submitted meekly to the weight of the Spanish yoke.

4

We take up the story again at the point where Pizarro had just delivered
his knock-out blow. Atahualpa was in his power and his Inca guard
fieeing over the mountains. While the Spaniards were deliberating rtheir
next move, Atahualpa took matters into his own hands, and had his
brother Huascar murdered. He was afraid that the Spaniards might enter
in league with the priesthood and with the vanquished forces of his cap-
tured brother, thus ousting Atahualpa from his position of sole ruler,

As he watched the Spaniards making division of their loot, Atahualpa
was struck by their obsession with gald. The events deriving from his
psychological insight read like a tale from the Thousand and One Nighes.

his fingertips,
if the Spaniard would give him his freedom in retum. Pizarro then ssked how much
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ing, immediately sent messengers 1o his generals ordering them
mﬂnmmﬁwmdhmhdmwi&]gold. i i G

Day after day, a fantstic rain of gold poured into the Spanish ca
Hordes of Indians arrived, all carrying urns, pots and other Eels of prun?;
80ld. The heap grew bigger and bigger, bur the two months were almost
up, and still a considerable space remained to be filled. Then, ar the request
of the King, Pizarro sent three Spaniards into Cuzeo with orders to strip-
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the main temple, Coricancha, the Court of Gold, of its golden panelling and
to bring it to Pizarro.

These three Spanish mercenaries were the first white men to enter
Cuzco. The report they made on their return must be counted as one of
the most amazing documents in the history of discovery. The extract
quoted is from the version published in Lisbon in 1609 by Garcilasso de la
Vega:

The capital of the Incas Is 2 Lurge city lying in @ wide valley, hemmed in on all sides
by mounmins. This valley is extremely fertile and is blessed with an excellent climate
throughout the year, for there are no great variations in temperature. Despire the.
plentiful supply of water for irrigation provided by the mountain rivers, the air is so
dry thar meat remains fresh a very long time. The region is almos: completely froe of
vermin, mosquitoes being exmremely rare. The city, divided into four parts
o the cardinal points, has some twenty thousand inhabitants. Close to the main street
there are two underground water-conduits which are so old that no one knows any-
thing of their origin. The nobles’ houses and palaces, the description of which T shall
reserve for later, are adomed with magnificent ormaments. The fortress is undoubtedly
the most striking building in the town and appears to have been the work of magicians
and demons rather than of humen architects. It was built of stones so gigantic in size
that we could not understand how they bad been fetclied from a distance of ten to i
teen marching hours along steep and perilous roads, for the Indians had neither wagons
nor beasts of burden and must have moved these remendous weights themselves. They
huad neither steel nor iron to cleave the rocks, nor ols 1o shape them, They knew not
the use of lime or mortar and yet these huge slabs are fitted together so closely tharitis
not possible to insert even the blade of a knife berween them. Cranes and pulleys are
unknown to the Indians, and thus we cannot explain how they moved these memendous
blocks measuring some thirry-eight fest long, eighteen feer wide and two feer thick.
The Indians themselves did not esteem this castle most, but preferred the King’s temple,
dedicated to the Sun. In it were stored up treasures passing all imagination, its very
walls being covered with gold from top to bottom, In it wes a magnificent altar on
which stood a massive image of the Sun, fashioned of pure gold. The face of the god
was adorned with flames, extending from one wall to the next, in the same way thar our
painters often represent the Sun. The whole temple contained just this one idol, since
the Incas have but one god, the Sun. On both sides of the Sun were ranged the mummi-
fied bodies of the Inca kings, so artfully embalmed that they seemed to be alive. They
were ssated on golden thrones set on golden dalses. Never have we beheld such a
wondrous sighe.

The remainder of the report made by the three Spaniards of their visit
to Cuzco runs in the same vein, and reading between the lines we are
conscious that despite their greed for gold, they felt some shame at the
sacrilege they were committing, for naturally everything was razed to the
ground. The golden statue of the Sun and the panelling of the walls were
torn down and put into the melting pot. When the Spaniards Iimlly
shared our their loot, it was found that they had gathered some thirteen
hundred and twenty-five pounds of gold in bars. In such quantities, how-
ever, the precious metal lost most of its value, Those who wanted to

debts would hang a whole host of golden urns, pots and other objects
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round the necks of their Indian slaves and, thus equipped, set forth to visit
their creditors. If the latter protested ar the amount offered in payment,
they would be silenced by the immediate addition of further pieces.
According to contemporary reports, the Spaniards were exceedingly
careless in reckoning up the number of gold bars melted down from the
loot, so that the total proceeds of this large-scale robbery probably
amounted to almost double the estimated figure of 1,326,500 gold pesos
(about ten million pounds). This flood of gold brought many disadvan-
tages in its wake. Since there was no iron, horseshoes were made of silver.
Francisco de Xérez tells us the fantastic prices asked for the most essential
things: a horse, costing 6co pesos in Spain, was priced at 2,500 pesos in
Peru; a bottle of wine could not be bought for under sixty pesos and a coat
for less thana hundred and twenty. By the scale of values current in Spain,
the meanest of Pizarro’s mercenaries were rich men, for they received a
minimum of four thousand four hundred gold pesos and 4 hundred and
eighty-one pieces of silver for their part in the conquest, but in Peru they
were little better than

Amhualpa fulfilled his promise shortly before the two months elapsed:
his prison, a room seventeen feet wide and twenty-two feet long, was
filled with gold to the required height. Needless ro say, Pizarro did not
keep his side of the bargain, but treated Atahualpa as the Inca had treated
his brother: he had him killed. It is significant to note that the only two
officers who retained some sense of honour, Hernando Pizarro, half-
brother of the General, and the cavalry officer de Soto, were first removed
from the scene. As soon as this was done, in August 1533, Atahualpa was
murdered. His behaviour when facing death was admirable, and as the
chief assassin’s private secretary admits, ‘he died with much courage,
showing no signs of fear, .. ."

_ Another contemporary report from the hand of one less dependent on
Pizarro states:

Quite apart from their sin before God, the murderers deprived our sovereign the
Emperor, and the Spanish nation itself, of countless tressures that this prince might
will have given them. Moreover, nane of Amhualpa's subjects would have risen up

against us, as happened after his death. Whar is more, it was generally known that the
Govemnor had pledged his word for the safery of Ammhualpa,

‘Atahualpa could have given the Conquistadors still much more,” and
the realization of this was to haunt the murderers. In addition, it slowly
came home to Pizarro thatin removing the King, he had also removed the
whole basis of authority in the country, and that without Arahualpa’s help
he could do very little with such a centralized state. History has rarely
shown such an example of political incompetence on both sides, It was
elear that Huascar’s assassination would be avenged on Amhualpa himself,
and that, in turn, the latter’s executioners would be called upon to pay the
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price of their crime. Blood must be answered with more blood. At first,
however, things went well for Pizarro. On 15th November 1533, the
capital Cuzco was captured. The Spaniards proved so brutal in their
triumph, so ruthless in their search for plunder, so wanton in their venery,
that a general uprising against them was the speedy result of their success.
The massacres which followed were among the most ghastly recorded by
history. The cruelty of the Spaniards was paid our with interest in the same
coin. We are reluctant, however, to dwell upon the bestialities engendered
by these struggles, from which the Spaniards emerged the victors. Their
victory was not due to their superior arms, for hand to hand struggles of
that type gave them no scope for exploiting their artillery and fire-arms,
but must be ascribed to another cause. November is the month for planting
in Peru, and Manco, the leader of the rebels, knew only oo well that his
people would be visited by a far worse enemy than the Spaniards, if the
sowing were delayed any longer. He dismissed his army and carried on
guerrilla resistance against the invaders with a small band of nobles from
desert hide-ours. It was only in 1544 that his enemies managed to destroy
him.

While all these things were going on in and around the capital, else-
where Gonzalo Pizarro, the younger brother of Francisco, was making
great discoveries —for the wrong reasons, we might add.

During the conquest of Peru, the Spaniards had heard ramours that the
great river which they had crossed on the way 10 Cuzeo and which they
had called the Marafion, led to a wooded country in the east, fabulously
rich in gold, emeralds and spices. Naturally enough the rapacious Span-
fards enquired of the Incas if they knew anything of that country, but
although they met with no success from that quarter, they did not let the
matter rest there, and soon the whole army was fired with the prospect of
new sources of loot. In the late summer of 1537 a panting messenger,
bringing news from Captain Luis Daza, arrived in Lima. Daza
that in his official capacity as commander of Latacunga he had received a
delegation from some Indian wibes bringing tribute of the usual gifts, and
he had also learnt that far up in the eastern mountains there lay a holy lake
whose bed was paved with gold and jewels. Apparently it was the custom
in that region, on every important Indian feast-day, to cover the chief
with gold dust which he washed off in the lake, and, as he did so, a gigantic
golden bowl, filled to the brim with sapphires, diamonds, golden bracelets
and emeralds, was emptied into the lake. The name of this chief was El
Dorado, the golden one, and if this report were true, then the riches of the
Incas wereas nothing compared with the boundless wealth 1o be found there.

The effect of Daza's news on the Spaniards, already light-headed from
the thin mountain air and their successes, was electrifying —they swal-
lowed it hook, line and sinker. Gonzalo Pizarro, deeply conscious that he,
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too, must achieve some measure of personal glory, saw his oppormunity;
but he had to bide his time before he was able to go in search of El
Dorado.

By his vigorous conduct of the operation against the Inca guerrilla
leader Manco, he was finally appointed Governor of Quito in 540,
Gonzalo welcomed this appointment joyfully, since it gave him the
opportunity to explore the vast jungles lying to the east, of which rumour
promised so much. It was said that one-eyed people lived there; that there
were powerful states there, led by women; that there were gigantic forests
full of cinnamon and other precious spices; and that that way lay the
fabulous world of El Dorado.

Gonzalo was so eager to lay his hands on this wealth, and so convineed
of its existence, that within the first few weeks of his arrival in Quito, he
persuaded three hundred and fifty Spaniards to accompany him on his
march to the Kingdom of El Dorado. Four thousand Indian auxiliaries
accompanied that well-armed, well-equipped expedition which counted
also on its strength two hundred horses, a gigantic herd of pigs and a
thousand bloodhounds. This unwieldy force set forth at the beginning of
1541, and from the very beginning its progress was highly dramatic, for it
found itself at the epicentre of one of those terrible earthquakes which con=
tinue to make life in the volcanic region of the Andes so precarious even
today. The earth split asunder before the horrified eyes of the Spaniards,
engulfing a whole Indian village.

For weeks they threaded their way through the jungle under torrential
min, sometimes taking a whole day to advance two miles. Although they
found that the rumours of the existence of giant cinnamon trees and of
other precious spices were correct, the Spaniards realized that such things
were quite worthless so far away from all civilization. Bitterly dis-
appointed, Gonzalo was ready to give up and return, when they en-
countered some jungle Indians who told them thar there was a rich, ferdle
land flowing with gold and emeralds only ten days’ journey away.

Thus, seven months after leaving Quito, the expedition finally reached
the Napo, one of the tributaries of the upper Amazon. Since it was im
sible to ford its broad waters, the Spaniards decided to build a ship, and
eight further weeks elapsed before the rough-and-ready craft was ready.
On Christmas Day, 1541, Francisco de Orellana, a knight from Trujillo,
was given command over the ship and ordered to take sixty men in search
of food, The herd of pigs had long since disintegrated: some had frozen
10 death in the high Andes, and the remainder had either been eaten by
delighted alligators in the jungle marshes, or had managed 1o escape, and
s0 the Spaniards were in serious want of food.

Orellana, who had previously been leading the advance guard of the
expedition, finding himself thus elevated to the rdle of independent com-
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mander, decided to abandon Gonzalo and his men to their fate and ravel
down the Napo on his brigantine, the Ficoria, hoping ultimarely to reach
the Atlantic Ocean. Of all the adventurous voyages reported in this book,
this is surely the most unusual|

Scon after his departure, Orellana met some of the Indian tribes living
along the banks of the Napo, wearing heavy wooden pegs in the lobes of

L
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their ears. From them the Spaniards learned that the grear river was only
another ten days’ voyage away. Moreover, it was quickly realized that the
decision to separate from Pizarro and travel down the Napo had been
sight, for it would obviously have been impossible for the Fictoria to sail
upstream against the currents strengthened by the rainy season. They had
na choice but to go on.

A second brigantine, the San Pedro, was quickly constructed, its seams
being caulked with caucho, the sap of the rubber tree, and the voyage
towards the Amazon continued.

Once again the rumours proved to be founded on reality. The river was
so wide that its opposite banks could only be seen as a dark line on the
horizon. Its waters were far from smooth and placid, and the Spaniards
soon found themselves at the mercy of the currents which, even today,
make the upper reaches of the Amazon extremely dangerous. They found
it difficult to keep to the main stream in the bewildering confusion of
creeks, backwaters and islands, but by some miracle Orellana and his men
managed each time to find their way back 1o it. Ar the Rio Negro their
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difficulties were increased by an attack from hostile Indians. Poisoned
darts and arrows whistled over the decks of the rwo Spanish ships, and
under this covering fire hordes of Indians, screaming madly, attempted to
board them. A sudden storm drove the ships through the Indian blockade
of canoes, to the comparative safety of the uninhabited forest wilderness,

The Spaniards interpreted the desperate attempts made by the Indians
to impede their progress as evidence that the Rio Negro was bound to
lead to El Dorado, and that that fabulous kingdom must therefore be close
at hand. So strong was their conviction that it lasted all the way down the
Amazon and across the Atlantic to Spain, and gave rise to numerous fruit-
less expeditions, in the following decades, up the Amazon to the Rio
Negro. Most of these disappeared without a trace, and those human
wrecks who did manage to return could only report that they had been
unable to discover the holy lake and El Dorado, the golden king. It is not
surprising that their efforts met only with failure, for the black waters of
the Rio Negro do not flow into, or even near, the holy lake. The larter was
situated north of Bogord, in Guartavita, within the land of the Chibcha
Indians, who had never been conquered by the Incas. Here, in fact, the
royal high priest, after being covered with gold dust, would step into the
expiatory waters of the lake, the last resting-place of countless wealth,
which is still being sought today with modern salvage equipment. Thus
both Orellana and Gonzalo Pizarro took part in a wild-goose chase which
bore fruit, however, in the discovery of Amazonia.

Further adventures sill lay in wait for Orellana’s expedition —some of
them have remained unexplained to this day. While sdill sailing down the
Napo, many months earlier, the Spaniards had heard that far down the
river there was a kingdom peopled by giant women warriors, the Coniu-
puara. Here again the rumours proved correct, that is if Father Gaspar de
Carvajal, later to be Archbishop of Lima and one of the two priests who
participated in Orellana’s voyage, is to be believed. Carvajal maintains, in
his very sober report, that when they reached the mouth of the Yamund4
they found themselves in the empire of the chieftainess Conori and her
female subjects.

Father Carvajal was not a cultured or a particularly saintly man; in fact
he was mare of a swashbuckler and adventurer than a priest, but he must
have had a sufficient fund of general knowledge to know of the existence
of stories, current during the Renaissance, of isolated regions inhabited by
women only and governed by an Empress or Queen. The location of the
Amazon Kingdom was shifted frequently in antiguity, being thought at
one time in Asia Minor and later in Southern Russia. Even Northern
Europe had its legends of remote islands in the eastern sea, peopled by
warrior women. The Crusaders revived the old fable, since they had heard
from the Arabs of distant islands or regions populated only by women and
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ruled by a most bellicose princess. All these legends srated that the
Amazon states were visited by men at definite intervals, and that the male
children resulting from such visits were returned to the fathers, while the
girls remained with the mothers.

We can fairly assume that Father Carvajal knew of these legends which,
in his time, were said to refer mainly to islands in the Indian Ocean. When

30. Amagons as depicted by Levinus Hulsins (sixteenth century).

the Amazonian Indians called the great river amassonas, the destroyer of
boats, he must needs have concluded that they were passing through the
land of the Amazons.

In view of the fact that stories of Amazon states have existed in every
part of the world, we may well ask whether the assumption thar such
stories are merely the legendary recollection of earlier matriarchal
societies, is an adequate explanation. The problem has never been finally
solved. One fact stands out: such fables were almost exclusively applied to
islands or other isolated communities, where limited food supplies
necessitated some kind of control lest the population should outgrow the
food resources. No such stories were ever current in the North American
prairies or the great fertile plains of Europe and Asia. We have no reason
for branding Gaspar de Carvajal, Archbishop of Lima, as a shameless liar,
and despite an undersandable degree of exaggeration his reports are
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probably basically correct. Even to this day rumours of “arrow-bearing
women" are still rife amongst the indios of Amazonia, as the Swiss
explorer Franz Caspar, who led an expedition into the Marto Grosso in
1949, has reported.

Now Carvajal’s report stated in matter-of-fact tones thar he had learnt
from the hospitable Tupi Indians, who lived in the delta of the Madeira,
a river rising in the Marto Grosso in Central Brazil, thar the empire of
the Amazons ended at the opposite bank of the river, In return for many
presents, the Tupi agreed to provide ten warrior-guides who would lead
the Spanish ships into that realm. On 24th June 1542, they reached an
Amazon village siruated deep in the jungle on the banks of the Yamundd,
and finally managed to get past it despite the desperate attacks of the sur-
prised wwomen. Tall, light-brown women warriors scrambled on board the
ships before the Spaniards could fire a second volley, and the latter had
extreme difficulty in repulsing their artack. They were unable to capture
any of these long-haired fighters, and were in fact fully occupied in getting
away from them,

According to Carvajal, their position was desperate indeed, and they
only managed to clear the canals of the Yamunda and reach the Amazon by
the wildest feats of courage. The Amazons' darts and arrows had been
poisoned, not with the quickly killing curare, but with a slow poison,
causing paralysis and later death. Alcintara, the first pilor, was the only
one of the expedition who had not been wounded in some way.

Night fell on a scene worthy of a vision of Hell. Alcintara, the pilot,
was desperately striving to keep his ships from disaster as they raced over
the Pauxis rapids. A storm was brewing and heavy tropical rain beat down
on the ships. The decks were covered with dead, and the dying uttered
bestial screams as the poison slowly took effect, jerking their tormented
bodies into fantastic anitudes.

On 11th September 1542, after a voyage of more than two thousand
five hundred miles and lasting two hundred and sixty days, Orellana and
his men reached the Atlantic. Approximately the same date saw the return
of Gonzalo Pizarro to Quito, at the head of nine grievously sick men.

Dneﬂamumddwﬂﬂanﬁ:mSpainmmkehisreponmPemnm
the Crown. He returned a second time to the Amazon in 1545, ar the head
of five hundred men, in another attempt to discover the land of El Dorado,
buz this time the jungle claimed its victim and he vanished without leaving
atrace,
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The people of Peru still tell the story that Atahualpa, shortly before his
life-thread was cut by Pizarro’s hired assassins, uttered a most terrible
curse against the foreigners, and the Indians are so convinced of the force
of this curse that the women of Casa Blanca, the scene of the execution,
wear nothing but black to this day, for here, they say, air, earth and water
are accursed. In all probability this curse is a product of popular invention
like the famous ‘Curse of the Pharaohs' against the desecrators of the
Pyramids, though, unlike its Egyprian parallel, all those who had even the
slightest connection with the murder of the last Inca did come to a violent
end. Although an attempt was made to keep secret the names of the
twenty-four jurors who had sentenced Atahualpa to death, it proved
unsuccessful, and the Indians searched them out, one by one, and put them
to death.

Even then, the Inca vengeance was not satisfied: no sooner had Pizarro
created the new capital of Lima, than civil war broke our amongst the
whites themselves. In 1538, Almagro, who had nursed a grudge against
his former associate for over a year, openly rebelled against Pizarro but
was beaten before the gates of Cuzco and later throttled in prison by
Pizarro’s ruffians. Pizarro himself was to die three years after Al
being assassinated in his palace by dissatisfied members of the :
clique on the 26th June s541. Thus began the sequence of revolution and
counter-revolution which occupies so much of the South American his-
tory, even o this day.

Almagro was one of the first victims of Atahualpa’s curse. The second
victim was Pizarro, and the third was Spain itself. Spain perished because
of its own riches. Instead of extending its industry, atracting labour and
exporting its gold, thus establishing a balance berween the import of
precious metals and social production, Spain passed a law forbidding the
export of gold and silver, impeded its own textile industry lest *the people
be tempied to luxurious ways’, and finally banished the best workers and
most experienced merchants; the Moors and the Jews. As the price of gold
fell, the price of bread rose. This was so incomprehensible that the dewil
was blamed |

The last man to suffer the Inca curse, according to popular South
American beliefs, was Bolivar, the great liberator, who was
driven out and banished by the very people he had set free. Shortly before
his death, Bolivar remarked bitterly:

"There is no faith in South America. The agreements of its inhabitants
are worthless; their constitutions are nothing but inkmarks on paper, their
elections battles, their freedom anarchy, and their life a torture.*
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HE sun glared balefully from the leaden sky. The dark air lay

thick and heavy between the houses. The Lord Bishop’s flag hung

limply in the still air. No sound could be heard. The town of
Meersburg below the castle gave off a putrid stench. For wecks there had
been no rain and the level of the lake had dropped. Its banks were lined
with corpses and stinking refuse.

The fields were parched and the wells dry. Drought and famine
threatened the land and, hard on their heels, the spectre of the plague.

It was a Saturday in August 1495.

The noise of the workshops had ceased at noon. Usually this was the
hour when the town walked and chatted in the main square, but today all
was quiet. No one was abroad in the streets.

Suddenly a roll of drums broke the silence. The Lord Bishop’s guard
were setting out from the castle. They wore wide breeches, steel helmets
pulled down over insolent faces, and carried halberds and swords. Six
drums beat out the marching rhythm, the boots of thirry-six men clat-
tered on the cobbled street. In the midst of the guard strutted the Lord
Bishop's herald. He was young, and this was his first appearance in his
official capacity.

Lying on a purple cushion and supported by his ourstretched arms was
a heavy roll of parchment, and affixed to it the large seal of Maximilian I,
Holy Roman Emperor. He was bearing news, important news of the Diet
of Worms, which had been in session since March of that year. The whole
of Germany was looking to that council with a mixture of hope and fear.

In the main square, the little detachment halted. Trumpets blew a fan-
fare and then the herald announced Maximilian's edict against blasphemy.
Heavy punishments were threatened by Emperor, Electors and the Estates
against all who took the name of God or of his son, Jesus Christ, or of
Mary, Christ’s mother, in vain. Death was the punishment for wilfal
blasphemy; those offending God's majesty and glory without mulice
aforethought were to be imprisoned or made to pay heavy fines. The edict
continued, saying that God had ever punished such behaviour with:
is being scourged by a severs plague called the evil pox, which formery was unknown,
but in which it is easy to see God's punishment. . ...
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The trumpets rang out once again, and the herald held the unrolled
parchment high above his head for all 1o see the seals.

Given and sealed with our royal seal st Worms this sevemih day of the month of
Auguse in the year fourteen hundred and ninety-five after the birth of Jesus Christ,
Our Lord.

Four times the herald waved the edict towards the four cardinal points,
and then the guard marched off. Once again silence reigned over the town.
It was as if nothing had happened.

But had nothing happened? In fact the arrival of syphilis had been
officially announced.

Maximilian, a deeply religious man, had long been waging a losing
battle against the increasing habit of cursing and swearing. All his pre-
vious threats of fines for blasphemy had gone unheeded. Obviously one of
his counsellors at the Diet of Worms (which was convoked in 1495 with
the intention of esrablishing internal harmony and a single legal system
throughout the country) had had the masterly idea —worthy of modern
advertising techniques —of capturing the interest of the public by ataibur-
ing the new disease, which had been sweeping the country during the past
year and causing great anxiety, o the irreligious habits of the people.

In the edict which was to be read aloud in every town and village of
Germany the disease was referred to as the *evil pox’, the malum frantros,

the * French disease’, though in fact its origins are rather more tangled.

According to popular belief, syphilis first made its appearance during
the siege of Naples by Charles VIII of France, i.e. between the 2and Feb-
ruary and the 20th May 1495. All history books repeat this as if it were
Gospel, but they are mistaken. There is no mention at all of the outbreak
of an epidemic in the chronicles of Naples or in contemporary reports of
the siege, nor is any hint given of a new disease. Reports of this s
and previously unknown evil only began afier the French had left Naples,

-and as they were marching back to the north,

As the siege of Naples took place in 1495, the year of the Imperial edict,
we are drawn 1o the conclusion that syphilis must have been known north
of the Alps before it broke out amongst the French troops in Iraly.

Many doctors interested in history have stated that syphilis is European
in origin, and that it had long existed in the West, though in latent form,
OQutbreaks of it had been quite frequent, but as they usually overlapped
with periods of plague and pestilence, syphilis had been mistaken for the
Black Death, and had never been properly diagnosed. Similarly, these doec-
tors point out, infantile paralysis is always latent in cerrain regions of
Seandinavia, as is ryphus in the Balkans and in Mexico,

The exponents of this theory generally quote two documents in sup-
port of it, both of which mention the ma/ Jfrangose. The first of these is an
Italian manuscript dated 1430, in which this designation is used, the other



is a Danish document stating that in 1483 kom thenne svare frantoske siuge
og krankhet thland krister folk (in 1483 this severe French plague and sick-
ness overcame the Christian people). These documents are very interest-
ing, but it is strange that they are the only ones mentioning the disease, It
is also odd thart neither antiquiry, despite its interest in medicine, nor yet
the Arabian doctors of the Middle Ages, said a single word about rhis
scourge of God, and thar all the contemporaries of the great outbreak,
which took place at the end of the fifteenth century, should describe itasa
new and previously unknown plague.

These considerations lead us to agree with the old theory, dating back
some five hundred years, which speaks of syphilis as a disease of American
origin. Las Casas, the great friend of the Indians whom we have already
mentioned, in his Historia de las Indias states emphatically thar this disease
was known in America (in an endemic form, as we would say today) long
before the appearance of the white man, and he concludes by saying that
no one can doubt this. The fact that each Indian dialect has its own
expression for syphilis proves that the disease was quite common among
the Indians. Further incontrovertible proof has recently been given by the
Swedish physician, Professor Folke-Henschen, in his Die dlresce Geschichee
der Syphilis in der Beleuchrung neuerer Skelerefunde (The earliest history of
Syphilis in the light of recently discovered skeletons).

As all medical students know, syphilis not only attacks the flesh but
also the bone structure of its victims. A sure way of recognizing this vile
disease is by the corona veneris, a characteristic pathological change in the
skull, making the affected parts of the head look as if they had been
attacked by worms. The long bones in the arms and legs are similarly
damaged. These unmistakable signs have been found in skeletons dis-
covered throughout the length and breadth of the New World, both in
North and South America. The age of these skeletons can be dated pre-
cisely, and all of them go back to before the time of Columbus. As no dis-
coveries of this type, dating back to the fifteenth century and earlier, have
been made in Europe or in Egypt, where the American Elliot Smith
examined more than twenty-five thousand skulls without finding 2 single
one showing the marks of syphilis, it seems that the evidence pointing to
the American origin of this disease is conclusive.

How then did the pox reach Europe? Through Columbus?

The ‘Admiral of the Oceans® madé no mention of any striking new
disease in his log book, and his men, though exhausted, seem to have been'
hale and hearty on their return to Spain. Had they become infected in
America, the disease would surely have shown itself long before their
arrival back in Spain, for syphilis, in the form common during the
Renaissance, developed extremely quickly. This was obviously not the
case with the crew of the flag-ship.
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An old Spanish source; however, states that one of the Pinzéns and
many of the crew of the Pinta had caught syphilis in America, but we have
no further evidence that syphilis was carried back to Europe by the crew
of the Pinta. There is one fact that can either be interpreted as additional
testimony on behalf’ of this explanation or dismissed as pure coincidence.
We quote it without comment: Martin Alonso Pinzén, Captain of the
Pinta, died soon after his return to Spain.

Tt must be remembered, however, that Columbus had six Indians on
board his flag-ship. In view of the widespread existence of syphilis in the
Bahamas and Cuba, it is quite likely that some or all of these men were
carriers of spirochaera pallida. As the colour bar and the theory of racial
supremacy did not exist in the Old World, it is obvious thar these well-
proportioned, handsome foreigners did not lack female admirers.

According to Diaz de Isla, a famous Portuguese physician of the time,
syphilis broke out in Barcelona in 1493. It could only have been introduced
there by the six Indians brought back by Columbus, and perhaps by the
infected members of the Pinza. The same year saw its arrival in
where it was known as the infirmity cumm out of Franche. By the beginning
of summer, 1495, the loathsome disease had become widespread in Ger-
many, where it was known as the malum frantjos, the French disease. In
this year, the French soldiers, returning from southern Iraly, christened
this new malady the mal de Naples, the Neapolitan disease. For their par,
the Iralians, like the Germans, sighed about the mal francese, the French
disease, which they claimed had been brought to Italy by the army of
Charles VIIL In 1496, the Poles began to curse about the ‘German
disease ', which had by then overrun their country. By 1499, the Russians
were blaming the Poles and by 1512, the inhabitants of the Far East as far
as Japan were complaining about the rambanniassa, the Portuguese
disease. In each case they were referring to the hitherto unknown disease
of syphilis.

Only the outbreaks of plague in the Middle Ages, or the grear influenza
epidemic of 1918, can be compared in severity and swiftness with the first
appearance of syphilis. It seems that cerain epochs are particularly
receptive, both physically and psychologiclly, to certain maladies.

It is known that Germany ar the end of the fifieenth century wasina
sense prepared psychologically for the onset of syphilis. Many almanacs
had predicted the widespread outbreak of an infectious venereal disease,
as much as ten years before syphilis actually arrived there. This is a fact
confirmed by so many contemporary reports that it is difficult 1o dismiss
it lightly as pure coincidence.

On the 25th November 1484, Saturn and Jupiter were in conjunction,
and though the latter was considered to be a friendly planet, the infiuence
of the former was held to be evil. Moreover since the conjunction took
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ce tmder Scorpio, the sign governing the sexual organs, it was generally

mmmﬁnmﬁappmh'dﬁemm heavenly bodies
would bring a venereal peatilence in its train, : :

Although we know today how people catch syphilis and how other

infections are handed on, we do not know why one person catches such
diseases while another does not, even though both are submitted to the
same source of infection. We cannot yet explain why some epidemics not
only spare certain individuals bur even whole regions; why certain diseases
are endemic and latent in one area, bur appear as devastating epidemics in
another. It is possible that unexplained and possibly inexplicable psycho-
logical factors play a deciding rdle in such uneven treatment.
- Our ancestors were much more strongly affected by such astrological
prophecies than we of this scientific age, and they tried to meet the horror
of the new disease with confession, fasting and prayer. In the summer of
1506, Albrechr Diirer sent # terrified letter home from Italy:

Please pay my compliments 1o our Prior. Prevail upon lim to pray fervently for me,
that 1 be saved and particularly from the French [disease], for 1 know nothing thar 1
fear more, since all about me seem 1o be afflicted by ir. Here many people are eaten up
by this sickness until they die of it.

Since prayers and fasting were not always of immediate avail, special
patron saints against syphilis were discovered like the otherwise unknown
St. Minus, and shrewd publishers, in order to sell more copies of their
beawtifully illustrated prayers for preservation against syphilis, printed the
following at the bottom of the page: * Whoever carries this prayer on him
or says it, is safe from the pox.”

In all probabiliry this spiritual prophylaxis was not very effective, and in
Germany the authorities had recourse to the customary regimina sanitatis,
general hygienic measures observed during all epidemics. Those suffering
with the pox were rounded up; the foreigners were escorted across the
border, and the local peaple were locked up in buildings named * French
establishments’, which were then isolated by a cordon sanitaire. Certain
private measures were recommended such as washing our the mouth
night and morning and combing the hair thoroughly. Obviously such
hygiene was not considered necessary in healthier times!

At first, doctors prescribed no specific treatment for those stricken with
syphilis, and were indeed unaware of the way the disease was handed on
from person to person. Laymen had their own peculiar and extravagant
notions of how it was contracted. The following quotation is from a re-
port made to the Emperor Maximilian by his private secretary, Joseph
Griinpeck, who, as a young man, had seen the beaten French soldiers
streaming back from Iraly across Southern Germany and Alsace.

Many of those poor fellows were covered from head to foot with vile minning sores
and looked so repulsive that their own commades would not go near them. Others
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bad certain parts of their bodies, namely their foreheads, necks, chests, ere., covered

with hard scales like the gnarled lumps found on @ tree-trimk. In their pain, the
pmr&ﬁhwuﬂmrﬂﬁthmmhﬁﬁﬂﬂﬁrﬁngmﬁ!&mﬂiﬂgﬂupmm
flesh underneath. Others had warts and wens in such numbers that they could not be
counted, and when these excrescences broke open they gave off a putrid stench that
was not to be bomne.

People would shrink away in horror from the sufferers and would offer
them no help,

for it was considered that any contact whatsoever, whether sharing of quarters, touch-

ing their clothes or their bedding, using the same cups or plates, was sufficient 1o pass.
on the disease, People even avoided speaking to them because they believed that the

very air became infected and therefore dangerous to breathe. No other disease was held

10 be so essily transmitied as the pox, and even lepers refused to live in the same quar-

ters as thie pox-ridden, fearing to become victims of an even more werrible disease than

their own |

Although ignorance as to the canses of syphilis was still prevalent at the
beginning of the sixteenth century, certain remedies gradually came into
common use, One of these remedies was guaizcum, the wood of the
guaiac-tree, and this explains why syphilis finds ftself included in our
book. In Germany, in the eatly sixteenth century, rich man and poor man,
nobleman and commoner alike were all afflicted by this loathsome sickness.
In fact, the incidence of syphilis was so high, that in 1505 the pro-
vindial town of Nordlingen had 10 beg to be relieved of its contribution
to the Swabian Federation, because the *French' disease had more than
doubled the expenses of the burghers for medical reatment. The import
of guaiac wood, the staple remedy for the pox, suddenly increased by leaps
and bounds.

Guaiac wood is found in Florida, the Antilles, Guiana, Venezuela and
Colombia, i.e. those regions from which syphilis was carried to Europe.
Tt has been known by a variety of names including lgnum sanctum, pox
wood, French wood, and even today it is still commonly called fgmum
yitae, the wood of life. Tt is a very heavy wood with a specific gravity of
about 1+5. This means that even very thin shavings of it will not Hoat. Tt
has a very strange, pungent odour and does not burn like other woods,
but instead smoulders away leaving a gluey, rubber-like residue.

The Middle Ages had been very fond of the notion that every being,
every idea, every object had a counterpart, an opposite, the other side of
the medal. Thus God was opposed by the Devil, Good by Evil, and the
microscopic by the macroscopic, This strange concept had been taken over
by the Renaissance, and so it was believed that America, the source of this
new dread disease, must also hold the clue to its cure, and when rumours
reached Europe of the wonderful effects of guaiac wood on Indians

suffering from the pox, people were only too ready 1o believe that the
antidote had been found.
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News of the miraculous healing powers of this wood must have reached
the court of the Emperor Charles V of Germany at about the middle of the
sixteenth century, for in 1516 the court physician, Nicolaus Poll, was.
charged to go and investigate the claims made on behalf of the *wood of
life’, Poll published his report in 1517 in the form of a very dry-as-dust
little volume. He stated that the Indians in the New World *commonly
used the wood as a cure for syphilis and that three thousand Spaniards
had already thrown off the pox with this remedy’. This is either com-
pletely false or is based on a misconception, for guaiac wood has no speci-
fic effect on syphilis. It &s still prescribed rtoday for chronic exanthema,
rheumatism and gout, because it contains saponins which stimulate the
action of the stomach, intestines and kidneys. Consequently any benefit
felt by sufferers from syphilis must have been due to their own wishful
thinking or faith in the remedy, and also to the purgative effect of the wood.

It was probably on the basis of this report that Francis I, King of France,

sent Captain Jean Belanger o South America in search of guaiac wood,
for the King too had become infected. At first, his physicians had been
-unwilling to tell him the truth, and had treated the sores and ulcers cover-
ing the royal body as of no importance and indeed they did disappear for
a while. Bur when they reappeared in a far more horrible form —the
secondary stage of syphilis —the doctors had no option but to inform the
King that His Royal Highness had become infected with the pox.

According to legend rather than history, the King promptly accused his
latest mistress, Madame Ferron, the wife of an eminent Parisian lawyer, of
being responsible for his condition. The portrait of Madame Ferron,
painted by Leonardo da Vinei, hangs in the Louvre as La Belle Ferroniére,
and it is easy to imagine that such 2 woman would capture a king's heart.
Legend continues that the lawyer Ferron, insanely jealous of his wife’s
infideliry, had deliberately infected himself with the pox in the Paris stews
50 as to destroy his wife and her roval lover. He did not live to see his
vengeance completed, for the King outlived him by thirry years.

The German classical scholar Ulrich von Hutten, who was also to die of
syphilis, was another enthusiastic believer in the virtues of guaiac wood. He
published a tract in 1515 entitled De guaiaci medicina et morbo gallica, in
which he gives detailed advice on how to prepare this infallible treatment.
This tract reads just like the leaflets enclosed with modern patent medi-
cines, and one might conclude that the great business houses of the Fug-
gers and Welsers, who were engaged in the import trade of guaiac wood,
had employed von Hutten to sing the praises of this new remedy, and so
swell their business. We do not know enough to say whether this was the
case, though it is certain that some years later his cousin, Philipp von
Hutten, was appointed Governor of the colony founded by the Welsers in
Venezuela.

I



The story of syphilis and guaiac wood provides a rather sinister fore-
taste of the unholy connections berween business and medical science.
When Paracelsus, the founder of modern therapeutic chemistry, and ane
of the greatest doctors of all fime, tried to publish his work on syphilis,
in which he had stated that the use of guaiac wood was completely futile
and had no effect wharsoever on the disease, he met with unexpected re-
sistance, for had the book reached the public, sales of guaiac wood would
have dropped considerably. Although Paracelsus had no personal an-
tagonism to the Fuggers and Welsers, it was obviously their influence
which lay behind the decision of the Leipzig Medical Faculty to ban his
book.

Obviously such sharp practice, capable of suppressing unpleasant
opinions, would reward the *right kind” of publication and von Hutten's
tract certainly fitted into that category. It was widely read and quoted as
an authoritative work and was printed time and time again. Since the
profits to be made from the guaiac trade were truly enormous —its cus-
tomers were drawn from all ranks of sociery —there may well have been
some financial encouragement behind von Hutten's optimism. It must be
stated that no documentary evidence exists to prove or disprove this con-
jecture, nor have we any proof that it was to exploit the growing demand
for guaiac wood that the Welsers decided to form settlements in those

of the New World where it grows. Perhaps further investigation of

the archives of the Spanish branch of the famous firm, and also of the

Welser Codex in London, will throw more light on the problem. We may,

“however, safely assert that even if the guaiac trade was not the main

reason for establishing these settlements, it certainly was a factor of some
in the matter.

The reason adduced by the Welsers for wishing to found colonies in the
New World was the customary one of going there to prospect for gold. A
contract was signed between Hieronymus Sailer, Director of the Welser
Company, and the Crown of Spain, in which the Company undertook o
proceed to South America with a band of fifty skilled German miners and
to found at least two colonies there and to erect three forts.

These colonies were founded in 1528, and although the amount of gold
sent back to Spain was not very large, the Welsers did quite good business
out of providing the fifty miners, their families and slaves with stores and
supplies. However, soon after, it appeared that the Welsers had nort placed
all their eggs in one basket, for in 1529 a certain Francisco de Ulate, one-
time court physician to the Duke of Calabria and to the King of Partugal,
arrived in the settlement to supervise the production of some new hush-
bush medical preparation. We know of this from the reports of Spanish
officials in Venezuela, informing their government of the mysterious
activities of the stranger and of a research centre set up in the middle of the
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anhmsmish Colonial Office acted promptly, for on the 17th
ebruary, 1531, they ordered the Welsers to submit samples of their new

No demails are given of what this medicine could have been; but
apparently it was an old Indian remedy made by boiling the bark of a
certain tree. Since the tree mentioned could not have been the cz '
which at that time grew in Peru alone, we must conclude that de Ulate was
engaged in producing a guaiac-ointment. What information we have con-
cerning its manufacture coincides exactly with the derails given by von
Hutten:

The drug is prepared in the following way: the wood must be split as finely as pos-
sihle and then soaked in water for twenty-four hours. Tr does not marter whether the
wood is in the form of splinters, shavings or fine chips. It should be immersed In the
proportions of eight pounds of water to one pound of wood. The mixture is then boiled
over a slow fire for at least six hours, until half the liquid has been boiled off. The scum
forming on the surface is then scooped off and used 1o anoint sores and ulcers. The
fluid left is passed through a sieve and poured into a shallow vessel, while the residue
can be boiled up again in another Gight pounds of water.

The concoction resulting from the second brew is to be taken with meals, while that
from the first must be drunk a5 a potion. It is the only remedy that can heal us of that
terrible disease.

The striking similarity between von Hutten’s remedy and the procedure
followed by de Ulate, makes it extremely likely that the German merchants
were strongly influenced in their decision to found colonies in the New
World, by the possibility of making vast profits from the sale of a sup-
posed remedy for a disease prevalent throughout the whole of Europe.

2z

Not long after its foundation, the Welser colony in Venezuela under-
went a complete change of policy. The reason for this change is not hard
to find. In Europe countless thousands of people, including von Hutten,
continued to die of the pox, despite the miraculous guaiac cure, and it was
becoming increasingly difficult to sell the gintment. Fired by the example
of Pizarro, and still believing in the existence of other El Dorados, it was
decided to abandon the plantations and mines; with the exception of Cora
and Maracaibo, and to try to find out what lay on the other side of the
jungle bordering the narrow coastal strip of fertile land. The Governors
of the Welser settlements were given a free hand to explore, with the
result that during the next ten years, from 1536 to 1546, the wilderness
around the Orinoco became one of the best-known areas in the whole of
South America.
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The Governors of this settlement were not like present-day Foreign
Office officials with a steady rourine job, but were much more like adven-
turers in character, unwilling to stay put in one spot, when there was the
chance that, by a little exertion and courage; they might discover a new
El Dorado and become fabulously wealthy. But the driving force that had
led them so far from home was not the prospect of riches alone, as is borne
out by a letter written by Philipp von Hutten to “The Noble and Faithful
Bernard von Hutten':

God knows it was no lust for gold that drove me to undermake this voyage, but quite
snother yearning that 1 have had for a long time now. 1 know | could never have died
in peace, if | had not seen India first, and thos T have no regrets, nor do | wish to go

back on my undermking. | beg you not to think ill of me and o greet my desr mother
and Sster. . . -

The Welsers’ colonial agents frequently went beyond their official
mandates, and one after the other they would disappear into the jungle on
some more or less warlike undertaking, instead of staying in their trading
post to look afier the Welser profits. Often they would be absent for years
and would be wrirten off as dead, only to stagger back one day into the
settlement without their men and withour having found El Dorado; but
far more frequently they would disappear without leaving any trace.

Undoubtedly, the most interesting of the Welser Governors in South
America was Nicolaus Federmann who came from a wealthy, respectable
family in North Germany. Why he chose that particular career is not
known to us, though his imagination was probably struck by hearing
ahout the exploits of Coriés. In 1529, when he was barely rwenty-four, he
was appointed by the Welsers to lead an expedition to Venezuela. He
reached Haiti by the end of the same year, and March of the following year
saw him set foot on Venezuelan soil.

Within six months of his arrival there, this confident young man, who
had had no previous experience of tropical conditions, started out at the
head of one hundred and twenty Spaniards and a hundred Indians on an

ition into the interior, hoping to discover the Orinoco and perhaps
also the South Sea seen by Balboa some fifteen years earlier. It was thought
at the time that this sea formed a deep bay, cutting far in towards the
eastern coast of South Amenca, and that it could be reached without
difficulty from Venezuela.

The expedition was doomed to failure before it started. Federmann
managed to get as far as the Rio Cojede and the plains near the Rio Por-
tiigeza before he was forced to return to Venezuela, his expedition sadly
depleted in numbers, and the majority of the survivors suffering from
some tropical disease or other. The results of the expedition had, however,
not been entirely negative, for Federmann had gained considerable
experience of travelling in tropical jungles, and he also knew thar next
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time he would have 1o travel west and not south. The most valuable result
for posterity of Federmann’s first expedition was the repart composed by
the notary accompanying the expedition, a copy of which was submitted
to the Spanish government. Federmann had this report translated into
German and included it in his [ndianische Historia, one of the best travel
books in any language. Two statements are of particular interest to us. He
says that, even in the South American jungle, he and his men were wel-
comed by the natives as ‘Sons of the Sun’. Secondly he reports that in the.
jungle swamps he had seen with his own eyes pygmies no taller than four
or five hands’ span, This latter statement has usually been treated as
sensationalism, but investigations made during the last fifteen years tend
to prove that these areas were in fact inhabited by a tribe of dwarfs.

In 1536, Federmann set out on a second expedition which proved
successful. He crossed the Arauca and the Rio Mem and even the Cor-
dillera, by discovering passes some thirteen thousand feet high, and in
1539 he reached Bogord, the centre of the Chibeha culture. Unfortunately
a cruel disappointment awaited him, for he soon realized that he was not
the first white man to discover the region, which incidentally was very
rich in gold. In Bogot be met the Conquistador Ximénez de Quesada
who had travelled south down the Magdalena River from Colombia,
arriving in Bogotd two full years before Federmann. Not many weeks
later, one of Pizarro's officers, Sebastidn de Benalcdzar, who had left Quito
in search of El Dorado, appeared on the scene. As one mighr expect from
three such characters they came very near to drawing their swords, but
reason prevailed in the end, and they decided to leave it to the Spanish
Colonial Office to settle the boundaries between Venezuela, Colombia and
Peru. All three of them later returned to Spain. Unfortunately Federmann
has left no report of his second expedition, and it is only from other sources
that we know he was the first white man to cross the Andes from east to
west.

Several other expeditions were made by subsequent Governors but
none of them produced any results. The last of them sealed the fate of the
Welser settlement in Venezuela; it was led by Philipp von Hurten and by
Bartholomius Welser, the son of the head of the Company, who were
both stabbed in the back by envious Spaniards. What with the uncerrain
profits and the loss of his son, the head of the Welser firm was disgusted
with the whole adventure, and in 1555 the colony was handed back 1o
Spain.

The Spanish Colonial Office proved just as unsuccessful with Venezuela
as the Welsers had been. The most they could do was to control the narrow
coastal strip, for any attempt to penetrate inland via the jungle was met
with a hail of poisoned arrows. The situation remains more or
unaltered even today, and the large companies exploiting the oil deposits
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in Venezucla have had 1o fight for every square yard they have occupied,
and to defend their conquests by continuous warfare against the Motilone.
Indians, the real masters of the jungle. Extremely little is known about this
savage tribe, which has accounted for several luckless ethnologists. The
heart of the Motilone country, about seventy-five miles by car from
Maracaibo, the oil centre of this rich country, is completely unknown and
inaccessible to oil prospectors, although geologists are convinced thar it
must be extremely rich in deposits of gold, copper and oil. All attempts 1o
oust the Motilone Indians by force, guile or persuasion have failed.

The last person to have risked his life in those regions (and one of the
first people to come into actual contact with the Motilone) was the Ameri-
can ethnologist, Robert Holder, sent on a mission by the American
Natural History Institute. He carried recommendations from the half-
eivilized tribes living on the borders of the Motilone territory and was
abundantly supplied with presents of knives, tobacco and rolls of canvas.
Holder travelled up river by motor-boat at the beginning of 1953, and at
first everything went smoothly. The Motilone allowed him to land and
deposit his presents on the river bank, but next morning, when the motor
was started, a hail of arrows thudded against the sides of the boat. For-
tunately Holder, taking no chances with the Motlone, had had the boat
armour-plated and the lights covered with bullet-proof glass. When
Holder examined some of the arrows which had fallen on deck, he dis-
covered that the Motilone had spent the night unravelling the canvas and
using the thread so obtained for tying the knives be had given them to the
shafts of their arrows, thus producing a murderous weapon. Occasionally
the boat was hit by arrows which must have been fired by some mechanical
means, for they obviously came from distanees greater than the range of an
ordinary bow, or even that of a cross-how. This seemed to confirm
rumours current in Maracaibo that the Motilone had some form of arrow-

It appears from the above that the Motilone are a very special type of
savage tribe; nowhere else in South America do we know of the existence
of a tribe using catapults. The use of such a weapon was clearly gleaned
from Europeans, but the weapon itself is in keeping with the Motilone's
own technical level and with their own resources, since its production
demands only wood for the framework and the gut of some animal for the

sinngs.

~ When the Vikings from Greenland tried to colonize Massachusetts they
failed because they did not have adequate stocks of weapons to replace
those which had become oo blunted for use, or which had fallen into the
bands of the enemy. As they could not take a cultural step backwards into
the Stone Age and use the materials available, the American colonies had
10 be abandoned. The Motilone, however, proved themselves wise indead
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when they refused to have anything 1o do with the hand-grenades, rifles,
machine-guns and revolvers which they frequently captured, preferring 10
accept the catapult alone, since it fitted in perfectly with the materials
available in their jungle home.

Rumours current in the Christian missions in Maracaibo used to say
thar the Motilone were white Indians, but no one had ever seen a member
of the tribe to confirm or disprove the theory. It was also rumoured that
far back in the past, a group of German mercenaries under the command
of a Philipp von Hutten or a Nicolaus Federmann, had got lost in the
jungle and had in desperation decided to setile there. They then murdered
the males of a tribe of Indians and took their places, thus producing the
strain of white Indians who, according to rumour, live there to this day.

The large oil companies did not bother with such speculation. When
Standard Oil found that its workers at the Santa Ana oilfield were being
picked off by Motilone marksmen at distances of more than joo yards,
they abandoned the camp temporarily, only to return with an army of
lumberjacks and bull-dozers during the rainy season when the Morilone

i 1o the mountain region between Venezuela and Colombia. Work-
ing day and night at high speed, a gigantic clearing was made in the jungle
and huge electric fences were erected around the oil wells. When the
Motilone returned after the rainy season to their old home, they were con-
fronted by an oilfield surrounded by many square miles of open country
offering no cover whatsoever, lit up at night by powerful searchlights and

by crack riflemen using telescopic sights.

Incredible though this may sound these facts were taken from an article
in the German newspaper Die Welt, sent by a reporter in Machiques,
Venezuela in 1953.

3

About the time of the collapse of the Welser empire in Venezuela,
mthﬂﬂemanhxppermdmbefmﬂmmhmdmmmmqwho,
after his return to Germany, recounted his experiences in a most interesting
book of adventure. His name was Ulrich Schmiedel and he was the second
son of the Mayor of Straubing in Bavaria.

Ulrich Schmiedel bears a striking resemblance to Hans Schil
who, roughly a hundred and fifty years earlier, in 1394, had taken the field
against the heathens as a squire to Knight Lienhard Reichartinger, and in
1427, at the age of fifty, had returned from capture in the Far East.
Although one had been a prisoner, a slave first to the Turks and later to
the Mongols and the Russians, and the other had retained his freedom and
had remained master of his own destiny, what makes them so similar in

type is that both represent the specifically German discoverer. Both were
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lone wolves who went out into the far-distant world without any assis-
tance from the State, entirely on their own initiative and answerable only
to themselves.

Engelbert Kdmpfer, who explored Japan in the seventeenth century, the
theological student Hornemann, who journeyed through the Sahara at the
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end of the eighteenth, and Ludwig Leichhardt, who crossed Australia in
the ninetcenth, were also of this type. While all of them were colourful
characters, many of these German explorers disappeared without a trace,
together with their observations and comments. Those whose memories
have survived are but a few: Magister Johannes, pilot and navigator during
Admiral Cabral’s discovery of Brazil in 1500; Hans Mayr and Balthasar
Sprenger, who sailed to India with Francisco 4'Almeida and whom we
have already met; the sailors Hans Barge and Hans Aleman, who partici-
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pated in Magellins voyage, and finally the caprains of the Welsers of
whom we have just spoken. On a different plane, Ferdinand Cron stepped
into the limelight of history at the beginning of the seventeenth century.
As Director-General to Philip I1 of Spain he organized trade between India
-and China and brought it largely under Spanish control. Five generations
later, Felix von Oldenburg played asimilar réle in Portugal. From 1753 on-
wards he controlled the entire Portuguese trade with India and China, and
for ren years he was uncrowned king of Sumatra, Macao, and the Moluceas.

But little is known of all these men. Always they went out alone, in-
dependent pioneers and lonely bushrangers. True, on the basis of a
statistical report accidentally preserved, we know that of the ninery-four
ships that entered the Guadalquivir, roughly a half came from German
ports and a third of the passengers came from Hamburg. We may assume
that during more favourable seasons this proportion of Germans continued
undiminished. But Germany lacked national cohesion, that prerequisite for
all grear financial, nautical, military and diplomatic achievements so
essential for colonization. Admitredly there was no lack of attempts to
play ar colonial politics. In 1651, the Duke of Kurland acquired bases in
Guinea, thirty years later the flag of Brandenburg was flying over Gross-
Friedrichsburg, a fort on the Gold Coast, and in 1667 an Oriental Com-
pany was founded by the Habsburgs in Vienna. But none of these achieve-
ments was really successful. Then, as now, those who went out from
Germany were left to their own devices.

This is precisely what happened to Ulrich Schmiedel. He had sailed to
South America on a ship, probably financed by the Welsers, one of a fleet
of fourteen ships captained by Don Pedro de Mendoza, a chamberlain of
Charles V. The ships weighed anchor on the 1st September 1534, and
arrived in the estuary of the River Plate the following year. i
begins his account of his travels with the Land of the Charruas, now
known as the Argentine;

We discovered an Indian settlement conmining about rwo thousand men called
Zechuruass. As we approached, they tock flight and hid themselves with their women
and children, but later they became more friendly. These Indians wear no clothes a all,
though the women cover their nakedness with a narrow strip of cloth hanging from
their navels to their knees. We built a town there, calling it Bonas Ayres, which means
*Good Winds’, surrounding it by an earthen wall a spear’s length high and three feet
wide. Then famine struck the land and the people were in great want. Three Spanish
soldiers stole 3 horse and led itaway 1o ear it in secret, but they were discovered and made
to confess and hanged for their crime. That night, while the bodies were hanging from
the gallows, other Spaniards crept up to them and cur picces of flesh from the thighs of
the dead men to fill their stomachs, so grem was their hunger! Furthermore one
Spaniard ate his own brother who had just died.

Today when one hears the song Buenos Aires, mi tierra querida, Butnos
Aires, la perla del Plata/ one may well think back four hundred years to
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the time when this great city was no more than a miserable fort suffering
from famine and in fear of attack from the Indians. Then the food situation
had become so desperate that Mendoza was forced to send three hundred
men up river in seven rowing boats, to secure provisions of any nature,
The Indians defeated the expedition by applying a *scorched earth’ policy,
destroying all villages and crops as the invaders approached, and dis-
appearing into the woods with as much as they could carry. One half of

B;fuljl'rn . 'crr (1]

the expedition died of hunger and the remainder struggled back o
Buenos Aires exhausted and empty-handed. On Schmiedel’s advice, the
Spaniards changed their policy, trying to win the land they were unable to
sobject, by friendship.

Although the new policy of offering friendship resulted in the winning
over of the Timbos tribe, Mendoza considered the game not worth the
candle and decided to cut his losses and return 1o Spain. Schmiedel, how-
ever, stayed behind together with a small nucleus of 1ougher characters,
After repeated skirmishes and unsuccessful raids, the Charruas gave up
their resistance to the invaders. Schmiedel has left us full descriptions of
these warlike people:

Their spears are rather short and have points made of flints, They also carry clubs
four or five feet long. In addition to the former weapons they all carry ten or rwelve
phecss of wood about 2 hand's span in length, 1o which is arached 3 large broad toodh
mkes from some fish. This tooth is very sharp and is used for the following purpose.
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At first the Indians fighr with the spear and the club, then they throw the club st their
enemy’s feet so that he falls 1o the ground. They then leap on kim and eut off his head
with the fishi-tooth knife. When the bartle is over, they take the heads they have cal-
h:t:&nn&rmﬂutheakm,mgrﬂ!ﬂmﬂnlthﬂr from the top of the hiead. qurp-
serve and dry these scalps and tie them to a pole set up before their dwellings, justasin
our country a knight or a captain will place a flag in the church.

Divorce was unnecessary among the savage Charruas for once a man
had grown tired of his wife he simply cooked her and ate her "at a great
festive banquet like our wedding feasts. An old woman, however, was
simply left to work in the fields until she died"!

Although this sounds rather like one of the usual tall stories that abound
in early travel books, it must be stated that well-authenticated :
exist, proving that women were treated as no better than cattle. When the
King of Nore, one of the chieftains of the Chibcha Indians, paid an official
state visit to the Spanish Governor of Colombia he took four wives along
with him —two of the unfortunate women, lying flat on the ground,
served him as a couch, the third as a pillow and the fourth he had roased |

Schmiedel had great respect for the military prowess of the Charruas.
They built forts and surrounded them with palisades, deep ditches and
earthworks. In battle they were absolutely fearless. After a victory they
would take all the prisoners and fatten them up for a grear vicrory feast *as
we fatten pigs in Germany’, Like most cannibals, they believed that the
strength of the men they ate would pass into their own bodies.

Schmiedel stayed in South America for just under twenty years. During
that time, he explored much of the country, going as far afield as Peru,
practising a variety of trades including mercenary soldier, ship builder,
gold prospector and slave trader. He also had a hand in the founding of
the settlements of Asuncién and Corpus Christi. Then one day his brother
wrote that he was dying and that the family would need Ulrich to look
after them.

Thus Schmiede] made his way back home towards the end of July 1552
Of his former comrades only fifty had survived; all had grown old and
grey, emaciated and worn out by the terrible deprivations of those years.
Bu still they were proud to have been through it all, as they stressed
when Ulrich Schmiedel, their real leader, left them. They knew full well
their worth and that it was they, a handful of half-starved men, who in
their marches right across the continent up to the Andes and deep down
into Peru, had opened the way for the conquest of this large, rich and fer-
tile land. A lirtle of this pride can still be felt in Ulrich Schmiedel’s book of
adventure. Thus it is not only a German Odyssey, full of anecdotes and
amusing tales, but also one of the greatest epics of the new continent —the
life-story of one of those brave adventurers to whom the white man owes
his supremacy in the world.
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EOGRAPHICAL text-books still assert that exploration of

the Pacific was only made possible by the invention of the

chronometer and sextant early on in the eighteenth century.
While this is true in 2 sense, it is also false, for it was not thanks to these
superior navigational instruments that ships dared to set sail for that un-
known ocean, but to two quite different commodities —sauerkraut and
concentrated soup. The Pacific presented mariners not so much with a
navigational problem as with a problem of diet and nutrition!

This simple fact is proved by the behaviour of Spanish navigators who,
right up o the middle of the eighteenth century, restricted themselves to
the shortest possible route from their possessions in the New World to
the Philippines, and went in fear of any deviation from that course lest
their ships be carried into those calms which had nearly proved fatal to
Magellin and his men, and which some centuries later nearly drove Jack
London frantic during his efforts to sail from Tahiti to Hawaii. It was not
the dangers of storms, typhoons or hidden reefs that were feared, but an
encmy far more terrible —scurvy.

We have already mentioned this deadly enemy of sailors more than
otice, in particular during our account of Vasco da Gama's great voyages.
Because of it, unknown oceans could not be explored, and even two hun-
dred and fifty years after da Gama it was still taking its dreadful toll of sea-
farers. Sergeant Carl Friedrich Behrens, a native of Rostock in Mecklen-
burg, who accompanied the Dutch captain Roggeween on his world tour
of 1721 and 1722, has left a vivid description of the horrors let loose when
scurvy breaks out on board ship in mid-ocean. We give it here for it
applies equally well to most other sailing ships of that period.

No pen can describe the miseries of life on our ships. Only God knows what we
trve suffered. Ships recked of death and the sick, and the stench alone was enough to
make you ill. The stricken wailed and lamented unceasingly and their cries would have
moved even stones to pity. Some of the affticted became so thin and emaciated thac they:
looked like walking corpses and death blew them out like so many candles. Others be-
came very fat and were blown up like balloons. These poor devils soon went out of
their wits. They were also afificted with dysentery and passed nothing but blood,
except for two or three days before they died when they passed 2 horrible mess tha
looked like grey sulphur. This was 2 sure sign that their hour had come. Othiess again

239
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were unable to walk and had to slide along the decks on their buttocks. All were over-
come by a fearful melancholy. . . . There is no remedy except to eat fresh food, both
meat and vegetables. . . . Those who were not seriously ill with scurvy, like myself,
were still left very weak and enfechled. My teeth were loose in my gums, which were
swollen up almost as thick as my thumbs, and my body was covered with swellings the
size of a hazelnut, red, yellow, green and blue in colour. From this it can be seen that
even the healthy were sorely affficred. . . .

This moving quotation is from Carl Friedrich Behrens’s most interest-
ing book, Der Wohlversuchee Sitdlander (The Well-Tried Southerner)
which tells of his experiences on Roggeween’s ship during its voyage
round the world. Countless other reports about the same frightful horrors
exist, and it has been calculated that during the first two decades of the
seventeenth century more than ten thousand European sailors died of
scurvy. It seemed to be not unusual for a ship to return to its home port
with scurvy having taken its toll of half the crew. In this connection we
may mention some details concerning the English gunship Eagle, a ship
made famous by the fact that James Cook served on her as an able-bodied
seaman. In June 1756, the ship returned to Plymouth, her home port, after
a comparatively short voyage. In his reports the caprain, Hugh Palliser,
stated that during the last month ar sea twenty-two men had died of
scurvy and a hundred and thirty had fallen grievously ill. A few days later
the ship's doctor, the captain himself and four more men also breathed
their last.

This impossible state of affairs had continued for centuries, and after a
short spell at sea the strength of a ship of the navy would usually be
reduced by half owing to this frightful disease. Finally the Admiralty
decided to adopt the suggestion of the naval surgeon, Dr. James Lind, who
had advised captains to carry as much fresh food as possible, particularly
on long voyages.

Lind had been puzzled for years about the causes of scurvy, and
eventually came to the conclusion that it was not the result of the climate
or the winds, as some people maintained, but of 2 poor and inadequate
diet. Almost at the same time Sir John Pringle, the surgeon and narure
healer, was occupied with this problem. At firs he thought it must be due
to the salt beef, the main item on a sailor’s menu, but during the Seven
Years' War (1756-63) he noticed that scurvy broke out among the French
prisoners detained at Sissinghurst Castle in Kent, even though they were
not fed on salt beef. He turned his attention 1o other possible causes and
discovered the answer in the reports of the Medical Officers of Health.
Scurvy was also known in the slums of big cities, but when the fruit har-
vest was good it would disappear as if by magic. Pringle then examined
the provision lists for the prisoners at Sissinghurst Castle and found that
the cases of scurvy cléared up when the prisoners were given fresh food,
€.g- vegetables or fruit, instead of the customary soup.
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He had found the answer, but the next problem was to apply his findings
te conditions at sea. In the damp, airless holds below deck food soon be-
came rotten and so there was no possibility of loading an adequate supply
of vegetables. Then Pringle had a brainwave, He remembered that
was unknown on Scandinavian and North German ships, which always
carried hundreds of barrels of uncooked sauerkraur. He then turned to the
sages of antiquity and found that both Cato and Pliny had spoken in
praise of this food, which, then as now, was a kind of German national
dish. Pringle therefore suggested that barrels of sauerkraut be taken on
board English ships and given to the sailors,

The result was an immediate storm of protest. All the medical authori-
ties of the day opposed Pringle and declared thar sanerkraut conmined
decaying agents, that it caused flatulence and indigestion. One famous
English doctor of the time even went so far as to say that it was poisonous!

Strangely enough, the British Admiralty paid no attention to the de-
tractors of sauerkraut and decided 1o give it and other antiscorbutics a try.
Byron and Wallis’s Pacific expedition had already been equipped with
supplies 1o combat scurvy. Pringle’s ideas were further put into practice
when, in 1767, the Royal Sedety of London asked the King of England
for a grant of two ships and four thousand pounds, so that the passage of
Venus across the Sun on the yrd June 1769, could be observed from the
South Sea. The enterprise was, of course, not of a military narure, and the
Admiralty was not particularly concerned with disinterested astronomical
research, bur seeing that France, Sweden and Spain had already equipped
ships for similar expeditions and that it might be possible to use this
occasion for having a good look round in the Pacific Ocean which had
hardly been explored to that date, the Admiralty consented. It was be-
lieved by many that somewhere in those unknown expanses of sea must
lie a grear continent, the rerra australis, and that it was of the utmost
importance to plant the Union Jack there, but of course, officially speak-
ing, the expedition was purely scientific and the Sea Lords bore no
responsibility for it. Clearly this was a favourable opportunity for trying
out Lind's and Pringle’s suggestions on a large scale. If it went wrong, it
would not be the Nayy but only some mad scientists who would suffer]

The caution of the Admiralty is understandable when one remembers
that even as late as the twentieth century scurvy was still considered to be
an infectious disease. On the other hand, the authorities must have been
very eager to give Pringle’s suggestion a try-out, for the importance of
fresh fruit and vegerables had long been known. All rading nations of the
wotld were careful to maintain supply stations for ships on long voyages,
50 that they could take fresh provisions on board. The Swiss geographer,
Roland Nitsche, in his recent book Uralte Wege, ewige Fakre (Ancient
Routes, Erernal Voyage), in which he shows that the driving force behind
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the voyages of discovery was nearly always the desire to develop trade,
has most aptly named these supply-depots *Vimmin swtions’. The
establishing of these stations opened up a new erain colonial politics, for
places such as St. Helena, far out in the South Adantic, Cape Town,
Mauritius and Madagascar, which frequently passed from the hands of one
nation to another, were not strategic centres but rather strategiic vegetable
gardens and food depots. While it is true they were defended by fortifica-
tions and troops, this was done in the spirit with which a householder puts
a fence round his garden. Even so, the cost of such *fences” always worked
put rather high, and so it would be greatly to the Admiralty’s advantage if
Pringle's scheme did work.

James Cook, the leader of the English expedition of 1767 to the Pacific,
was certainly the type of officer who could be counted upon to carry out
the orders of his superiors to the letter. This was a matter of some im-
-partance to the Sea Lords, for the experiment would have been useless if
their orders were not followed precisely.

Pringle was proved completely justified in his belief in antiscorbutics,
for Cook returned to England after an absence of over two years with not
a single man lost from scurvy! Cook's second voyage was just as con-
clusive; during an absence of three years and eighteen days only four of his
crew died, and not one of them from scurvy. This news was of major
importance for seamen, and Cook’s detailed report of his voyages was
commissioned by the Admiralty for publication. His paper on the trear-
ment of scurvy (in a letter to Sir John Pringle) was published in the
Philosophical Transacrions of the Royal Society.

The report contains nothing to startle us. The fact that it is healthy to
eat uncooked cabbage, malt extract, carrot purée, oranges and lemons is
known not merely to readers of Gayelord Hauser, and we need waste little

time on it. It might be of interest, however, to learn that a kind of meat
extract called Portable Broth was carried on board an English expedition
i 1763. It is generally believed that meat extract was invented by the
German chemist Justus von Liebig, but apparently the English had fore-
stalled him! The German scientist Georg Forster, who accompanied Cook
on his second voyage, was so struck by this meat extract that he gave a
description of it in his report of the voyage:

Such cakes of broth are sold in London and in all English ports under the name of
*Porsable Soup®. They are made of fresh meat, usually beef, bones and offal which are
cooked until they become jellified. This jelly is then moulded into senall ckes. It greatly
resembles gloe in colour and mnsilnm}-mdminfwheusadassud:.ltk:pufﬁr
many years if protected from moisture and is of great use and valoe during long sea

when there is always a shortage and want of fresh meat. One or two of these
small cakes, when cut op and dissolved in hot water, make an excellent helping of good
strong soup. It is sold by the pound and, seeing that it can be made of bones and offal,



The Tempting South Sea 243

it is very cheap, On our ship we had three thousand pounds of this porable soup in

Clearly this Portable Soup was the forerunner of our modern meat
extract cubes. The fact that it could also be used as glue is an advantage
that our modern commodity lacks! It is most unlikely thar this meat
extract had any antiscorbutic value, yet it did contribute to making meals
on board ship more tasty, for Cook remarks in his journal that it helped the
cooks to prepare a variety of nourishing and pleasant dishes and thus per-
suaded the crew to eat more vegetables than was their wont.

Cook had prepared the ground for the exploration of the Pacific. It goes
without saying that, quite apart from these dietary considerations, he also
needed great courage and persistence and great nautical skill.

2

James Cook was a true-born Englishman, a worthy son of Albion, the-
freest and yet the most conservative country in the world. He came from a
poor home, his father having been an agricultural labourer in the small
Yorkshire village of Marton-in-Cleveland in the North Riding of York-
shire. James was the second son of nine children, five of whom died when
they were still of tender years. He was born on the 27th QOctober 1728,
and even as a child he was particularly bright and gifted. His father took
the unusual step for a day-labourer of engaging a tutor for the boy before
sending him to a church school. Cook’s education lasted in all about five
or six years, and so it is unlikely that he was able to progress far beyond
the rudiments of reading, writing and arithmetic. At the age of thirteen he
was apprenticed to a certain Mr. William Sanderson, a grocer in Staithes,
not far from Newcastle, in return for his board and lodging.

At first the boy enjoyed his work; he was level-headed, composed and
good at figures and he firted in well with the life of a busy grocery shop. It
is possible that Cook would never have become anything more than a well-
to-do tradesman in a small British coastal town, had the sea not been so
close at hand. A year and a half later the apprentice who had shown such
promise suddenly broke his contract and signed on as cabin-boy on the
Freelove, a collier of four hundred and fifty tons, plying between New-
castle and London and belonging to the Quaker, John Walker, and his
W0 sons.

Cook soon realized that advancement in his new life depended entirely
upon himself. This time he did not quit easily, but stuck to his job, saving
every penny and utilizing every spare moment ashore or afloar for study-
ing navigation, astronomy and cartography.

At the end of seven years he was appointed first mate of the Friendship,
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‘a ship newly buili by the firm of John Walker for sailing between Eng-

land, Norway and the Baltic. His employers were fully satisfied with the
young officer and were about to offer him his first ship bur Cook, who was
by then twenty-seven years old, had other plans for himself. He signed on
in the Navy as an Able Seaman, starting his new career on the 25th June
1755, aboard the Eagle.

Many people, including his former employers, could not understand
this step, but Cook must have known what he was about. The Navy had
complained for years of a lack of suitable recruits, and Cook foresaw that
it would not be difficult to rise in its ranks, When war broke out berween
England and France in May 1756, chances of promotion were even
greater. It was only two years before Cook rose to the rank of Master and
mransferred to the Pembroke.

The Pembroke, together with eighteen other warships, sailed on active
service 10 Canadian waters. Cook made his own particular contribution to
the English victories in Canada, for he helped in making the maps that
were used in the capture of Quebec in 1759. The Commander of the fleet
took note of the very capable young man, and in January 1760, Cook was
awarded a grawity of fifty pounds, a great sum at the time. Soon after-
wards Cook began to chart the linle-known seas between the coasts of
Newfoundland and Nova Scotia and as soon as his work was done in 1761,
the Union Jack was planted in those inhospitable regions.

Cook returned to London at the end of October 1762, after an absence
of four years. He was now thirty-four years old and wealthy enough to
get married. Elizabeth Batrs, the rwenty-one-year-old daughter of a Lon-
don merchant, must have found marriage with James Cook rather un-
exciting, for her taciturn and sober husband with his stubborn jaw, his
sharp, straight nose, his deep-set eyes and heavy brows, was very seldom
at liome,

From the spring of 1763 to the late autumn of 1767, Cook appeared on
the Admiralty rolls as ‘Mr. James Cook; Engineer and Retinue’. He was
paid ten shillings a day, and was sent to continue his charting activities in
the Gulf of 5t. Lawrence close to Newfoundland, in the mouth of the
Hudson and off the coast of Labrador. When he submitted his charts, the
Admiralty was deeply impressed and called his work ‘admirable’. It is
not long since Cook’s charts were still considered to be the best of these
exceprionally difficult regions.

Just at the time when Cook returned, the Admiralty was occupied with
the Royal Society’s request to supply a ship to sail to the Pacific in order
10 observe the passage of Venus across the sun. After some hesitation it

~was decided 1o promote Cook to the rank of naval lieutenant and to put

him in charge of the nautical side of the expedition. He was also instructed
to make a systematic survey of the Pacific Ocean.
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James Cock fulfilled his task in a masterly manner. Thanks to him the
Pacific was explored from east to west and from the Anzrctic to the far
north. Tt will be remembered that he was not the first 1o sail over that
gigantic expanse of water. Forty-five years after Magelldn had crossed it
without sighting more than two barren atolls, Alvaro Mendafia de Neyra

33. A British man-of-war in Cook’s time.

had set sail from Callao in Peru to the Pacific. His aim had been to find the
rich islands mentioned by the Incas, bur, like Magellin, he too had
managed to miss the many clusters of islands in the South Seas, After a
voyage of eighty days he had finally reached the Solomon Islands deep in
Melanesia. He and his crew had lived there among the negroid cannibals
for six months before returning to South America. On a second expedition,
some thirty years later; Mendafia de Neyra had discovered the Marquesas
Islands.

In 1605, Pedro Ferndndez de Quirds had set sail, only to discover that
the South Seas washed round a hitherto unknown continent. Although
the chiefs of the Incas had only spoken of islands or groups of islands,
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people had long been convinced of the existence of an unknown continent
which they had called the erra australis, It was inconceivable that the-
greater part of the globe should be covered by water. Like the astronomer
Hipparchus, some one hundred and fifty years before the birth of Christ, and
Prolemy three hundred and fifty years later, people were still convinced
that land and sea masses were carefully disposed over the surface of the
globe to balance similar masses in the opposite hemisphere, and that there-
fore the great expanse of land in the northern hemisphere must be balanced
by a great continent in the southern. Astronomical arguments were pro-
duced in support of this hypothesis: it was claimed that the number of
fixed stars was proportional to the amount of land on the earth, and that
therefore the fixed stars in the southern sky proved that somewhere in the
gigantic waters beyorid the Equator lay an undiscovered continent.
“Quirds was unsuccessful in his search for the terre australis. He reached
the New Hebrides, and his comrade Torres managed with more luck than
judgement to pass through the dangerous strait berween New Guinea and
Australia now called after his name, but they saw nothing of the great
unknown land itself. Cook himself passed through the Torres Strait in
1770

In 1615 the Dutch made their first entry into the South Seas and one of
their ships, the Eendrache, landed in Australia, but its captain attached no
importance to the event. He contented himself with leaving a plate signed
with his name and that of his ship on the foreign shore —this plate was
later recovered and is now preserved in a museum in Amsterdam. Between
1642 and 1644 the Dutch sailed right round Australia to reach Tasmania
and New Zealand, but as they were chiefly concerned with trade with the
East Indies, they gave up any further voyages of discovery. During
the 1760"s the Dolphin under the command of Captain Wallis crossed the
Pacific and reached Tahiti, to be followed, a few months later, by the
Frenchman, Bougainville, who continued on from Tahiti to the Solomons.
The latter islands, discovered by Mendafia in 1567, had been sought forin
vain for more than two hundred years. None of these expeditions could
‘afford to remain long in these latitudes because of the danger of scurvy.
The Pacific continued to be a mare incognitum, an immeasurable, uncharted
OCEar.

These voyages, however, had made the Pacific a fashionable topic of
conversation in Europe, and everyone talked about these Arcadian islands
set in an azure sea, about their beautiful women decked in flowers, and the
tall athletic men who led a carefree happy existence as hunters and fisher~
‘men. The fact that these innocent, unspoilt children of Adam were all
cannibals, murderers and head-hunters was nor insisted upon, for it did
not fit in with l]-'lﬂ sentimental PIC{'I.I.I.‘C of ‘nﬂhlg SE\'ng.ﬁ',

This legend of an earthly paradise set under the blue skies of the Pacific
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was due in part to the perennial nostalgia for 2 Golden Age, and in part.
the rouching lovesstory of the Tahitian Princess Purea and Caprain
Wallis, commander of the British frigate Dolphin. Captain Wallis made a
full report of the romance to the Admiralty on his return to London and
the story of it was soon on everybody’s lips. In all probability the gallant
captain was greatly mistaken in interpreting the tears shed during the
leave-taking audience as evidence that his absence was a cruel blow to-the
fair lady, and though he was right to weep a little 100, he was right for
the wrong reasons. It was a common feature of Polynesian customs that
whoever set forth on a journey was entitled to a display of sorrow at his
departure, and it seems likely that Purea and her entourage were merely
being polite after their own fashion !

In London the story of the royal lady’s tears was taken at its face value,
and certainly it must have provided entertainment in an otherwise routine
report, for Captain Wallis thought it necessary also to give detailed
descriptions of the young ladies-in-waiting of the Princess. Purea herself
was forty-five years old and rather plump, but her lack of physical charms.
was made up for by her ladies. Reading between the lines of the report, one
also gets the impression that the captain, the officers and men of the Dol-
phin had not merely let matters rest there!

As can well be imagined this caused quite 2 sensation in the august
chambers of the British Admiralty, but the vicarious pleasure in the
comely maidens of the South Seas was tinged with disappointment that the
terra australis, which was hoped to be rich in gold and precious jewels, had
not been discovered and islands such as had been found were only rich in
beautiful young ladies.

Barely eight months after the arrival of the British ship in Tahiti, two
French vessels, under the command of Captain Louis Antoine de Bougain-
ville, dropped anchor there. The French reports reached Paris about the
same time that Captain Wallis was amusing the Admiralty. The French
with true gallantry did not complain that the only jewels to be had —for
they too were searching for riches —were beautiful, approachable women |
The French captain was positively enchanted by them and called the
island, officially annexed for the French Crown, La Nouvelle Cyehére, thus
referring to the island which saw the birth of Venus, the Goddess of Love.

Accounts of Captain Wallis's adventures in the South Seas appeared in
many fashionable London newspapers, e.g. the St. James Chronicle or the
British Evening Post and The Gagerseer and New Daily Advertiser, and
were quickly followed by similar articles in the French Press. One such
article appeared in the Mercure de France from the pen of Doctor Commer-
son, the scientific adviser who sailed with Captain de Bougainville. The
learned doctor’s delight knew no bounds. * Tahiti,’ he declared, "is the only
place on earth where there are people withour vice, where inequality of
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rank does not exist and where people live without jealousy and discord.
These happy people, born under etermally blue skies and fed on the
chaicest fruits of the earth, are governed by wise old men, the heads of
families, rather than by kings, and the whole island knows only one god:
the god of love. Every day they make offerings to him, the whole island is
his temple, the men are his high priests and the women sacrifice themselves
on his altar. Er guelles femmes, me demanderer-vous? Les rivales des
Georgrennes en beauté et les sceurs des grices, toutes nues!’

The doctor was no novice and his word could be trusted, for he too
worshipped at the same altar. He had wken his Parisian mistress along on
the voyage, disguising her as his valet. She played her part so well that
nobody suspected that she was other than she appeared to be, but the
natives on Tahiti at once penetrated her disguise. A white woman | Tt was
a seven days' wonder for them, They called her cotu Ai Aaua, my little
gold finger, or ohu, jewel of my ear, and composed enlogies to every single
ppart of her body.

The French were highly delighted by the whole affair, and *Jean-
Jacques Roussean” Commerson’s report served them as further evidence
for the theory of the natural goodness of man, as proved by the example of
primitive peoples. That such a doctrine would have amused and bewil-
dered the inhabitants of Tahiti is proved by the posthumous and ironical
memoirs of the Princess Arii Taimai, which were published in Paris in
1901, when they were an immediate success.

When Cook made his appearance in the Pacific it was as an officer in
His Majesty's Navy, but his ship was neither a man-o’-war nor one of the
large ships of the East India Company. Cook, in a manner typical of his
unromantic but strictly practical nature, had realized that the normal
of large vessel with its considerable draught would be of little use o him
on this expedition, and that whar he most needed was a flar-bortomed
broad sailing ship like the collier on which he had started, drawing lirtle
water and so able to go close to land even in shallow seas. Such a
vessel would have the additional advantage of being spacious enough to
hold the extra large stocks of provisions and equipment needed for 3 very
long voyage, such as this would be. Furthermore the crew would have
more living-space than in a warship with its rakish lines, and this was
most important. On Cook’s recommendation the Admiralty bought a
four-year-cld collier in Whitby, Cook’s home port, for the sum of
£32,480 1o0s. 114, and put it into service under the name of the Endeavour,

The Endeavour set sail on the 26th August 1768, at two o'clock in the
afternoon, carrying a naval complement of eighty-four, together with

scientists and astronomers. In addition 10 ten large and twelve
small cannon, the Endeavour carried supplies for ar least eighteen months.
The ample holds below deck were filled with gigantic vats containing



sauerkraut, containers of ‘portable soup’, carrot conserve and malt.
When the Endeavour dropped anchor at Rio de Janeiro the Portuguese
Viceroy could not believe that the ship was a unit of the British Navy and
not some mere vulgar insignificant rrader!

After a few weeks’ rest in this magnificent harbour the Endeavour set off
again towards Cape Horn, which was rounded in the middle of January
1769. Two months later the mountains of Tahiti could be seen rising above
the horizon. The first stage of the voyage had been completed.

Cook must also have been pleased that so far he had not a single case of
saurvy. His entry for the day when he landed in Royal Bay (Matavay Bay)

is most touching:

i3th Apdl, 1769. . . . Ar § am. made sail for the [Royal] Bay and ar 7 anchored in
thirteen fathoms. At this time we had but very few men upon the sick list, and these
had bur slight complaints. . . . The sauerkrmut, the men at first would not eat it, undil I
put it into practice —a method | never once knew to fafl with seamen —and this was to
have some of it dressed every day for thie cabin table, and permitted all the officers,
without exeeption, to make use of it, and left to the option of the men either to take as
much as they pleased or none at all; but this practice was not continued above a week
before I found it necessary to put every one on board 1o an allowance; for such are the
tempers and disposition of seamen in general thar wharever you give them our of the
common way —although it be ever so much for their good —ir will not go down, and
you will hear nothing but murmurings zgainst the man that first invented it; bur the
moment they see their supecors set a value upon it, it becomes the finest stuff in the
world and the inventor an hones: fellow. . . .

As already mentioned Cook wrote the above after eight months at sea,
and the unheard-of sensation that not one sailor had gone sick with scurvy
overshadowed all other considerations. Eventually, however, our sober
Yorkshireman 100 felt the urge to record his impressions of that Arcadian
isle, though he felt it just as imperative to issue the following order 1o his
CTew:

Rules to be observed by every person in or belonging o His Majesty's Bark the
Endeavour for the benter establishing a regular and uniform trade for provisions, erc.,
with the inhabitants of George's Island:

1. To endeavour by every fair means to cultivate a friendship with the natives, and
10 treat them with all imaginable humaniry.

2. A proper person or persons will be appointed to trade with the natives for all man-
ner of provisions, fruits, and other Productions of the earth; and no officer o7 seaman
or other person belonging to the ship, excepting such us are so sppointed, shall trade or
offer to trade for any sort of provisions, fruit or other productions of the carth, inless
they have my leave to do so.

3. Every person employed on shore on any duty whatsoever is strictly w artend 1o
the same, and if by neglect he loses any of his srms or working tools, or suffers them 10
be stolen the full value thereof will be charged against his pay, according o the custom
of the Navy in such cases, and he shall receive such further punishment a3 the nature of
the offence may deserve.

4 The same penalty will be inflicted upon every person who is found to embezzle,
trade or offer 1o trade, with any of the ship's stores of what nature 5o ever.
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5. No'sort of iron or anything that is made of iron, or any sort of cloth or nther e
ful or necessary articles, arc to be given in exchange for anything but pwmﬁﬂu}.L

The above quotation shows the feeling that ran through Cook’s mind
on reaching Tahiti. His first concern was to establish friendly relations
with the natives, for he knew how quickly trouble could arise. When
Captain Wallis had landed on those shores there had been sad misunder-
standings and an English volley had littered the beach with dead and
wounded. Cook was determined to prevent any incident of that kind, and
he warned his men that he would punish severely anyone found guilty of
antagonizing the inhabitants,

It was also imperative 1o obtain as much fresh food as possible. Another
long voyage lay ahead of them and the fear of scurvy, though greatly
reduced by the sauerkraut, had not completely disappeared. Moreover,
the men were tired of eating cabbage day after day for nine months on
end, and had to he given a change of food.

Whether he was able to enforce sections 4 and § of his orders was
another matter! Wallis had not been able to cope with this problem and
all his efforts to keep the situation in hand had failed miserably. Cook
thought the best way to deal with the matter was not to breathe a word of
what he had read in Wallis"s account.

Wallis had reported the following: the inhabitants of Tahiti were still
living in the Stone Age, but knew the value of metals and in particular of
iron. They seemed to have an insatiable passion for nails, Wallis had dis-
covered that he could get anything, pigs, bananas, batatas, coconuts,
chickens, even dogs, which the natives counted a great delicacy, in ex-
change for nails!|

The ingenuous natives were deeply puzzled and anxious to know the
kind of tree that brought forth such fruit, and for this reason they would
plant the nails in their gardens and water them with great care in the hope
that they would germinate and flourish. Unformunately they did not sprout
bur merely went rusty, so the patives devised another scheme to
a good supply of nails. One day they appeared on the beach with their
wives, sisters and daughters and gestured to the sailors thar they could
enjoy the ladies’ favours for the price of one nail. Overnight the sailors®
pockets were filled with nails; they stole them from the stores and pu]lad
them out of the ship's planks, benches and tables. Wallis had to resort to
severe measures to save the ship from falling to pieces; bur his measures
came too late, for the price of provisions had risen phenomenally in the
meantime.

Coak wanted to avoid this ar all costs but he could not very well put
down his fears in black and whire, lest he give the sailors ideas, though the
crew in all probability were as well informed as he, for three of Wallis's
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officers were on board the Endeavour, His fears were confirmed when soon
after dropping anchor a hundredweight of nails disappeared from the
stores. Nevertheless he was more successful than Wallis in restraining his
men, and the ship came to no harm.

The inhabitants of the South Sea islands were far more backward than
the peoples living on the mainland of Asia, for they did not know how to
spin or weave, let alone make iron, and clothes such as they wore were
extremely makeshift garments consisting of tapa, i.e. strips of bark,
joined together by fibre. It is not surprising, therefore, that the narives of
Tahiti were almost as keen on getting hold of European cloth as they were
on acquiring nails, and that they would give almost anything in exchange
for hats, trousers and jackets. What they could not obtain through
legitimate barter they stole.

This brings us face to face with the many riddles posed by the people of
Polynesia. What chiefly puzzled Cook was the appearance of the islanders,
and during the first days of his stay in Tahiti he noted the following in his
journal:

They are of various colours; those of the inferior sort, who are obliged o be much
exposed to the sun and air, are of a very dark brown; the superiors again, who spend
most of their time in their houses under shelter, are not browner than people who are
borm or reside longer in the West Indies; nay, some of the women are almost as fair as

Europeans.

From this it can be seen that Cook explained the difference in colour
between the Polynesian nobles and the ordinary peoples of the South Seas
by the degree of exposure to the sun. In this he showed that he was very
much a product of his time which thought that negroes were not merely
dark-skinned but that they were actually burnt black by the sun. Today we
are more scientific and know that the amount of pigment in the skin de-
pends on quite other factors.

3

The passage of Venus across the face of the sun—the raison d"éere of
the whole expedition —was due to take place on the 3rd June 1769. Every-
body on board, down to the ship’s boy, knew the importance of the event
and that the next passage of Venus would not occur for another hundred
years. Professor Edmund Halley of the Royal Society, the Director of the
Greenwich Observatory, had calculated this almost eighty years earlier
Venus could be observed twice in seven years, i.e. in 1762 and 1769, and
not again for another century. But Halley had also predicted that the
famous comet, which bears his name and which had caused such a sensa-
tion during its appearances of 1533, 1607 and 1682, would sail across the
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sky in 1759, and when it appeared punctually to the very minute foretold
by the astronomer, the Royal Society decided to think rwice about his
calculations concerning the course of Venus, The dust-covered file was
taken out of the archives, with the result that in 1762 observers were
stationed at different parts of England awaiting the great moment. Un-
fortunarely visibility was bad everywhere and the results were unsatisfying.

Preparations for the passing of 1769 were more elaborate. It was decided
to send two observers to the Pacific, two to narthern Canada and two to
southern Europe. A certain Doctor Bevis, a well-known astro-physicist,
to give him his modern appellation, was a member of the organizing
committee and he knew just the fellow to lead the expedition to the Pacific,
a good sailor, an excellent cartographer and a trained astronomer to boot.
“But what the devil was the man’s name?* Then Bevis remembered thatat
a recent meeting of the Royal Society he had read a report, submitted by
Cook, giving demails of an eclipse of the sun, which Cook had foretold and
later observed. It was not difficult to look up that report, dated *New-
foundland, §th August, 1766 and to discover the name of its author.

It took Dr. Bevis some time to find Cook, but the Admiralty welcomed
the suggestion, for they were unwilling to put one of the ships of the
Royal Navy into the hands of any but their own men. There were no two
ways about the marter. Cook, the trained sailor, cartographer and astro-
nomer, was obviously their man. The Royal Society having previously
chosen another man, namely Alexander Dalrymple, now made Cook
leader of the expedition and awarded him one hundred guineas, together
with a further hundred and rwenty pounds a year for equipment and sup-
plies. The Navy was much more niggardly. Cook the ‘Engineer and
Retinue’ had received ten shillings a day, but his increase in rank acnully
brought him a drop in pay for he was henceforth 10 receive only five

Nevertheless it was a grear honour to be chosen to lead the expedition
and the men, too, must have sensed Cook’s pride and happiness in his new
honours. The great moment arrived, the sky was cloudless and ar :
9"25™42" on 3rd June 1769, as Halley had predicted, a small dark point
could be observed through the smoked glass of the telescope, moving
across the face of the sun. The astronomers were delighted, for it meant
that they now had more dam for calculating the distance between the
sun ami+dle earth, and could give a firm mathematical foundation to their

fions.

Cook’s main mission was now completed. He had stood by the tele-
scope and had helped the astronomers to the best of his ability. He had
sailed the pinnace round the island, had charted it, and he was anxious now
to get away. The Endeavour was thoroughly overhauled and everything
made shipshape and seaworthy, fresh food and water were taken on board
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and on the 13th July 1769 they weighed anchor. The next port of call was
the group of atolls called the Society Islands. The British flag was hoisted
with due ceremony and the waters were soundedand charted. Then the ship
sailed southwards in accordance with the Admiralty’s secret instructions:

You are to proceed to the southward in order to make discovery of the continent
above-mentioned until you arrive in the latitude of 40°, unless you sooner fall in with
it; but not having discovered it, or any evident signs of it, in that mn, you are to pro-
cead in search of it 1o the westward, between the Intimde before mentioned and the
latiude of 35° until you discover it or fall in with the Eastern side of the land dis-
covered by Tasman and now called New Zealand.

Cook was to explore this island and to return to England on a suitable
route. If he succeeded in discovering the continent, he was to pay great
attention to the exploration of the largest possible stretch of coast, and o
chart bays, harbours and those coastal regions which were impormant for
navigation. He was also to investigate the nature of the land and of its soil,
and to classify birds, beasts and fish. Should he discover deposits of
minerals or precious stones, he was to bring back samples of them. Fur-
thermore, he was to determine the nature, attiude, customs and approxi-
mate number of any natives he might encounter, He was to use every
means of befriending them, and in favourable regions to gain their con-
sent to the annexarion of the land on behalf of His Britannic Majesty.

This order was quite logical, in view of what was known of the Dutch
voyages of discovery in these waters. Abel Tasman, one of the captains of
the Dutch fleet, had sailed south-east from Mauritius and had finally
reached Tasmania and New Zealand in 1642. Tt was not known whether
these twio places were islands or capes of the great terra australis.

Cook sailed south from Tahiti and then altered course westwards in the
direction of New Zealand. He zealously questioned the natives about the
existence of a great continent but could receive no information from them.
By the st September 1769, he had reached the latitude 40° 22" South
without having discovered the rerra australis, and so he altered course
north. Six weeks later the mountains of New Zealand appeared above the
horizon. The question had never been finally resolved whether in fact this
land was part of the rerra australis or if it was an island. Cook’s journal
gives no indication of his personal feelings; it soberly notes the wind and
weather conditions, anchorage and soundings. The next six months were
spent in disproving the idea that New Zealand might be part of the great
southern continent. By the end of March 1770, Cook might well have set
sail for home, for he was convinced that if any new continent did exist, it
must lie much further south. On the 315t March he made the following
entry in his journal:

.. . and as 10 3 Southern Continent, I do not believe any such thing exists, unlessina
high latirude. . . . Thus 1 have given my opinion freely and without prejudice, not with
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any view o discourage any fume attempts being made towards discovering the
Southern Continent; on the contrary . . . I think it would be a great pity thar this thing,
which ar times hes been the object of many ages and natons, should nor now be
whaolly cleared up . . . but in order ro zscertain this we must have keprt in a higher lasi-
tode in rlmvcrydnpdl of winter, but the condition of the ship, in every respect, was not

thought sufficient for snch an undertaking,
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XXFI. Cook’s voyages in the Pacific.,

Although the Endeavour had now been away for over two years, the
officers were agreed that, before returning, they should first explore the
east coast of New Holland, as Australia was then called, or the New
Hebrides, and only then sail back to England via the Malayan Archipelago,
the Cape of Good Hope and the Atlantic.
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The Endeavour set off from New Zealand on the 315t March 1770, and
two weeks later, on the 18th April, the east coast of Australia was sighted.
The country seemed fairly pleasant, despite large stretches of deserts it
appeared to be well wooded and to have large expanses of prairie land. The
look-out man also spotted some smoke signals, but what gave far more
reason for anxiety was the existence, close to the coast, of a seemingly
endless belt of sharp coral reefs, lying just under the surface of the foam-
ing water. Cook could have kept to the safety of the deep warer, but since
he wanted to explore the land also, he sailed in as close as he dared,
dropped anchor and lowered the boats. _

Cook soon made the acquaintance of the kangaroo, and immediately
took = liking to this strange beast —from the culinary point of view. He
made a special entry to this effect in his journal. It seems that he had never
heard of the existence of these animals before, though the Dutch navigator
Pelsaert, who reached Australia in 1640, a hundred and thirty years before
Cook, had mentioned them in his accounts of his voyage. European
scientists had remained rather sceptical of Pelsaert’s report, even though it
was confirmed by several other captains of the Dutch East India Company,
and treated descriptions of the kangaroo as mere sailors’ yarns | The pupils
of Linnaeus held stubbornly to their axiom, * There are onlyas many species
as there are created forms’, and since the kangaroo according to reports of
its appearance seemed to cut across all farms and principles, it obviously
could not exist because it ought not to exist.

Such discussions were no concern of Cook. He limited himself to
observing the beast, eating it and finding it tasty. He went back on board
and gave orders for the anchor to be weighed.

While still skirting the east coast, the Endeasvour struck a reef. This has
happened to many unfortunate mariners and usually the result has proved
fatal, for the number of boats that can stand up to a coral reef are few in-
deed. Even steel plates are frequently tomn off by the hard razor-sharp
rocks. Often the crew have no time to lower the boats, for the whole keel
is ripped off, and even if they do, the arid desert shores account for the
survivors. Cook’s report is one of the few that exist, and so we shall givea
condensed version of his lengthy account:

Tewas the 11th June, |mmdwhaddwpmmdmrw=wrfmmfnurmmm:mj-
one fathoms. A few minutes before eleven we suddenly had s=venteen, and before the

mam at the lead could have another cast, the ship struck and smck fast, Immediately
upan this we took in all our sails, hoisted out the boars, and sounded round the ship.
Usn&msmmnﬁma:d:dghtmﬂﬂfmmdtbammastwhad struck a coral resf.
Aﬂmeﬁuﬂsmhﬂmhnﬁ'wmﬁﬂmutmmﬁswmtashoreub-uuttlulnp
of high water we not enly smrted warer, but threw overboard our guns, iron and stone
ballast, casks, hoop staves, oil jars, erc.; many of these last articles lay in the way at
coming at heavier. All this time the ship made linle or no wazee, At tr-;.m.,bringhigh
mum:hauglu,wetriudmhm'ch::offwilhnu:mmss,sh:nnrhdagnﬁmbyl
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foot or more, notwithstanding by this time we had thrown overboard forty or fifty
tong

ons weight.

As the tide fell the ship began to make water as much # two pumps could free; at
noon she lay with three or four streaks heel to starboard. . . . By this tme it was § pum.
of June yath; the tide we observed now began to rise, which obliged us to set the third

pump to work, as we should have done the fourth also, but could not make it work. At

nine the ship righted, and the leak gained upon the pumps considerably. This was an
alarming and, I may sy, terrible circumstance, 2nd threatened immediate destruction

o us. However [ resolved to sk all,

Sir Joseph Banks had this to say of the crisis and the crew’s behaviours

No grumbling or growling was 1o be heard throughour the ship, notevenanoath.. ..
I must s3y for the credit of our people thar 1 believe every man exeried his urmost for
the preservation of the ship, contrary to what I have miversally heard 10 be the be
haviour of seamen, who, commonly, as soon as a ship is in a desperate situstion, begin
10 plunder and refuse all command. This was no doubit owing to the cool and
conduct of the officers, who, during the whole time, never gave an order which did not
show them to be perfectly composed and unmoved by the circumstances, however
dreadful they might appear.

By an extraordinary stroke of good luck the Endeavour was not seriously
damaged and the leak could be held in check by the pumps until a suitable
place to land and repair the damage was found. The bay where they
halted for almost two months today bears the name of Cocktown. During
the repairs they discovered that they owed the preservation of their ship
to the fact that the point of the coral reef which had pierced the planks had
broken off and had remained in the hole like a cork,

Once the ship was navigable again, Cook sailed north until the north
coast of Australia was reached, then he tumed westwards, between the
northern tip of Australia and New Guinea, sailing through the Torres
Strait to Timorand Java. Here he halted for another rest. According to his
calculations it was Tuesday, October gth, when he landed, though the
inhabitants assured him that it was Wednesday, October 10th. So far he
had hardly lost any of his men through sickness, but when he set sail three
months later, on Boxing Day, 1770, seven members of the crew had died,
and there were so many sick below deck that the Endeavour resembled a
floating hospital. Malaria was the disease which had raken hold of his men
and which was thought to be caused by the bad marsh air of the place—
hence the name mal-aria. In the twenty years alone from 1735 to 17555
before the use of quinine was adopted, malaria claimed almost a million
victims among the sailors of all nations. One of the first men to succumb:
to this scourge was the ship’s doctor, Dr. Monkhouse, who died on
sth November. Between this date and the end of February, a further
nineteen men died of malaria and most of the crew were affected so that at
times there were only a dozen men fit for dury.

In the middle of March 1771, the Endeavour sailed into Capetown

E
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harbour and some four months later arrived back in England. Of the
ninety-four men who had set out three years before on the fourth voyage
round the world, only fifty-six returned. :

Apart from the excellent view of the passage of Venus the results of the
expedition were a little less sarisfying: it was not realized that the Australian
continent had heen discovered. It is true that a great deal had been achieved:
it had been established that New Zealand was an island, the exploration of
the east coast of Australia had been accomplished, and sauerkraut had been
conclusively tested. However, the general public knew little of these
things. Although a narrative based on Cook's journal was published in
1773, Cook and his men were expressly forbidden to make known any
details of their voyage. The Admiralty even went so far as to confiscate
and seal the journals kept by Cook and some of the officers on board the
Erdeavour, and they were not published in their original form until one
hundred and rwenty years later. Cook was received by the King and gave
a full account of his travels to His Majesty. He was then commissioned to
the rank of captain and it was realized that Caprain Cook's travels were
far from over.

4

We have already mentioned that Cook became aware of same of the
problems that still puzzle South Sea experts today. The first thing that he
found worthy of notice was the colour of the Polynesians, for they were
neither black like negroes, yellow like the Chinese nor copper—coloured
like the Indians. Many of them, in fact, were sufficiently light-skinned to
pass for Europeans. Cook noted this fact in his journal, and similar obser-
vations can be found in the diaries kept by two German scientists, Johann
Reinhold Forster and his son Georg Forster, who accompanied Cook on
his second expedition.

Previously European sailors had only met Indo-Malayan and Mongolian
races in the Pacific, and the Polynesian islanders obviously came into a
different category, even though they were arbitrarily classified as Malays.
To this day we still speak, inaccurately, of a single ‘ Malayo-Polynesian”
race and culwre.

Thor Heyerdahl's famous trip on the Kon-Ttki has forced new dis-
cussion of the problem, and anthropologists and ethnologists have been re-
reading the reports of the old discoverers, the first white men to reach the
Pacific, All the reports stressed the same thing, i.e. that the Polynesians
were tall, well-built, sturdy people and quite different from the rather
slightly built Malays; moreover they were not yellow-brown like the
latter but light-skinned like Europeans and some were even capable of
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that of the whites and that it was by no means always black in colour but
could ringe to light brown. Some of the Polynesians had blue eyes and,
unlike the Malays and Mongols, the men had beards and were in fact so
conscious of this sign of manhood that they spent much care in seeing
that it was neat and well-trimmed. This was not known anywhere else in
the Pacific. Finally it was reported that their noses were not broad and fat,
and their lips not as thick as those of the Malays; in fact in these particular
features they looked very much like Europeans. The early discoverers
made a distinction, saying that all the above characteristics applied to the
‘noble’ type of Polynesians, but that another type existed who were not 50
tall and who had dark, coarse hair, broad noses and protruding lips and
dark skins. The reports from all the early discoverers, from Pedro Fer-
néndes de Quirds who arrived in the Pacific in 1595, Carl Friedrich
Behrens who touched Easter Island in 1722, Captain Wallis who landed in
Tahiti in 1768, right up to Cook and the two Forsters, all agree almost
word for word on this question.

The Polynesians themselves were struck by their resemblance to the
whites, for one of them who accompanied Cook on his second voyage
tried his best to pass for an Englishman. Here is what Georg Forster wrote
concerning this fellow:

Our Tahitian travelling companion, Porea, landed with us dressed in a linen jacket
and seaman’s trousers. He carried Captain Cook’s powder horn and smmunition pouch
and wished to be taken for one of us. To this end he spoke not a word of his own lan-
guage but mumbled all sorts of unintelligible sounds, so that he actually managed m
deceive the local people. To be even more convincing he asked us not to call him by his
Tahirian name, Pores, but by an English name. . . . At first we could not fathom the
purpose of this masquerade but we concluded that he thoughr he would be more im-
pressive as an English sailor than as a Tahitian noble.

This awareness of the similarity with the white races still exists even
today, and a case of it was recorded by Sir Arthur Grimble in his delightful
book A Pattern of Islands which he wrote after living for many years as
the Resident Commissioner on the Gilbert and Ellice Islands in the
Pacific:

The loving-kindness of the . . . Gilbertese race towards Europeans sprang from no
feeling of inferiority, but on the contrary, from a mos: gracious sense of kinship. Their
chief ancestral heroes had been, according to rradition, fair-skinned like ourselves. .. .
All of these heroic beings, - . . were of the red-complexioned, blue-eyed strain alled
*“The Company of the Tree, the Breed of Marang”. . . . When white men were first seen
in the Gilbert Islands, nearly two hundred years ago, the people said, ‘Behold, the
Breed of Mamng is retumned to us. Let us receive them as chiefs and brothers among us,
lest the Ancestors be shamed.”

Further evidence of the same kind can be found in the work of the
German ethnologist Dr. Bunzendahl, and by now it must have become
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clear that many authorities are agreed that the light-skinned Polynesians
belong to the white race.

Very striking confirmation of this theory —one might go so far as to say
proof —was furnished recently by the serologists, i.e. the scientists who
investigate the properties of blood serum. As is well known, in 1901 the
German biologist Landsteiner discovered that human blood can be divided
into three distinct groups with distinet characteristics. He called these
groups by the letters O, A and B and discovered that, although the A
group predominated in Europe, it became rarer the farther one went east
and that the B group became proportionately more predominant. The B
group was discovered to be typical of all Asiatic peoples right up to
Micronesia and Melanesia, to occur oecasionally in the western parts of the
great Polynesian triangle but to be completely absent in central Polynesia
and the eastern islands. The light-skinned natives of the Pacific have the
same blood characteristics as people of central and western Europe.

This surprising statement has been borne out by a large number of sub-
sequent investigations and can no longer be doubted.

At once the fascinating problem was raised as to how Europeans could
have reached the distant Pacific. It was clear that, while the Palynesians
must undoubtedly be looked upon as members of the white race, they
could not have settled in their earthly paradises earlier than the beginning
of the Middle Ages.

Our evidence for the above assertion was supplied by James Cook him-
self. During his first voyage to the Pacific he had taken the priest Tupaia
of Tahiti on board the Endeavaur. Tupaia was an intelligent, adventurous
fellow, who wished to see more of the world and so asked the Englishmen
if he could accompany them. When Cook landed in New Zealand, he
found to his great amazement that his Polynesian passenger had no
difficulty in communicating with the cannibal inhabitants of that country.
The man from Tahiti and the inhabitants of those remote islands spoke
the same language !

Cook had every riglit to be surprised, for the distance from New Zeae
land to Tahiti is almost 3,500 miles, i.e, the distance between the northern-
most tip of Scandinavia and Lake Chad in Africa, or berween Newfound-
land and San Fmdm.Whemshmda*edsnfim@mgeseﬁsmdinth:
Pacific, so that the natives of one island frequently lacked the means of
communicating with those of another, and in Europe a dozen or more
vastly different languages existed within half this distance, Chief Tupaia
had no trouble in talking with the natives of New Zealand,

Cook later discovered thar the same language was spoken, the same
traditions observed, the same gods worshipped throughout the entire
Polynesian triangle extending between Hawaii, Easter Island and New
Zealand, between the latitudes 30° North and 50" South. Although Cook
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was surprised by such findings, he lacked sufficient historical basis to reach
the obvious conclusion that not much time had elapsed since the coloniza-
fion of the Pacific islands by the Polynesians. Since isolated islands always
develop in a very individual manner and since language is never stable, but
always subject to perpetual development, a vast range of cultural and
linguistic divergences would have been found if these islands had been
occupied by these* Vikings”

of the Pacific at the time [ o= o SN
when the Indo-Germans =
arrived in the countries
between the Indus and the

Ganges.
Anthropologists  have
given these problems much

attention in the last few
decades. They first investi-
gated Polynesian geneal-
ogies, and discovered that
noble families could usually |
trace their descent back to
the early Middle Ages, to
abour the year 4oo, which, .
historically speaking, is -
quite late. It must not be Pl . :
forgotten that the Poly- XXVII. The Polynesian triangle.
nesians had no method of

writing in our sense, and that all information and traditions were handed
an by word of mouth. There even existed a special group, called the
rongo-rongo on Mangareva and Easter Island and orero on Tahiti, whose
job it was to learn all the most impormant details of tribal succession,
religious rites and waditions by heart, thus performing the function of a
modern reference library.

To us it seems incredible that oral traditions can be considered a reliable
basis for historical records, and that facts have been preserved and handed
down from generation to generation across the span of close to a thousand
years without their becoming distorted by embellishments or misinterpre-
tations. Nevertheless this is the case. Mauraia, the last king of Easter
Island, when carried off by Peruvian slave-traders in 1862, was able to
recite his genealogy as far back as the beginning of the eleventh century.
Many noble families on Samoa could trace back their origins to the year
A.D. 400, and King Kamakau of Hawaii boasted that he was descended of a
line of kings stretching back seventy generations. When one reflects that
in 1914 many European royal houses found it difficult to produce a mere
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thirty-rwo noble ancestors, one’s respect for these princes of the South
Seas goes up enormously.

Even quite ordinary folk could reel off a long list of their forebears, and
the sanctity of oral tradition is respected in these islands even today, ascan
be seen from the following quotation from Sir Arthur Grimble, When he
was a young colonial official, Nei Tearia, the best story-teller in the Gil-
bert Islands, told him the legend of the expulsion of man from the happy
land of Matang:

Fifteen years luter, when she was well over seventy, T took the script back to her for
checking. She repeated the story at that second sitting word for word as she had given
ith&um,andlmmplinmmdhcrnnﬂwfmnllummmfammﬁxhy;m‘k,hiﬂ
she replied soberly, *Sir, and shall it be otherwise? Each karoki [history] has its Gwn
body from the generations of old. These are the words of our grandfathers’ fathers, and
thus we pass them on to our children’s children. How should I change the words thar
my grandfather gave me as the contents of my mouth?*

This is very convincing, and must be considered sufficient proof that
the traditional accounts and genealogical reports of the Polynesians are, on
the whole, reliable. Thus it seems reasonable to conclude that this mys-
terious people had in fact migrated to their new island home in the Pacific
during the fifth century, as their ancient sagas related. The problem sill
remained —where did they come from? Polynesian tradition cannot
us here, for the ancient sagas conflict, some saying that they came from a
land lying to the east of the ocean, i.e. from America, and others from
exactly the opposite direction.

Auhhpnimtheplﬁ]ulugimimtnhandmdfumdthnmanyhfahy

and Polynesian words are clearly related:
AMalzy Polymesian
mats mata cye
ikan ika fish
ahi ahi fire
lima rima hand
manik manoe bird

Thismdtnindimetlmﬁmpn!ynﬁiamhadmmefmmmem
from India perhaps, or Indonesia, but such linguistic similarities are by no
means conclusive evidence by themselves, although they do point to a
close relationship between Malayan and Polynesian, dating back to very
ancient times. The American philologist W, D. Alexander declared, as far
back as 1910, that ‘the great differences in language and physique between
the Polynesians and the present inhabitants of the [Malay] Archipelago,
combine with other considerations to prove the immense antiquity of the
period when the Polynesians separated from the other branches of the
Oceanic race’.
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Linguists were divided between the above point of view, and the con-
viction that there was a single Malayo-Polynesian culture, an offshoot of
an * Austronesian” cultural community. Typical of this point of view is the
German anthropologist Professor Hans Nevermann who has stated: ‘*The
Polynesian and Indonesian languages are very closely related, both
deriving from a common source, the ancient Austronesian language.”

The question, however, was far from setiled, for other philologists
pointed out that if a connection did exist berween Malay and Polynesian —
even if it was of very ancient origin —then Polynesian must have been
influenced by an Indo-European dialect. India was occupied by Aryans
many thousands of years ago, and it is known thar Indonesia adopted
Sanscrit as its language at about 350 ».c. Since the Polynesians migrated to
their islands as late as the fifth century A.p. their language ought to have
contained traces of a Sanscrit influence. Unfortunately for the argument,
while such traces can be found in Malay, there are none in Polynesian
dialects. Instead, we have evidence of direct links with the languages of
Europe, so that the noted linguist, E. Tregear, of New Zealand, could
declare in the introduction to his Maori-Polynesian Comparazive Diction-
ary that ‘the main point against the late arrival of the Maoris from Asiais
that many of their words have a more direct connection with the Aryans of
Europe, and even with the West of Europe, than with those of Asia’.

It must, in all faimess, be stated that not all linguists agree with Tre-
gear's thesis, though they all agree that no traces of Sanscrit can be found
in Polynesian. Two possible conclusions faced linguists, for, as will be
remembered, the Polynesians settled in their Pacific islands about the
middle of the fifth century a.p., and Indonesian became the common lan-
guage of Indonesia in 350 8.c. Either the Polynesians emigrated from
Indonesia before the advent of Sanscrit (and if this were the case, where
did they spend the interim period of seven hundred and fifty years before
they emerged again into the light of history?) or they did not come from
Indonesia atall.

These questions remain unsettled even to this day, and they are not the
only problems facing smdents of Polynesia. As already mentioned, when
Polynesia was discovered by European sailors, the natives were still at the
‘cnltural level of the Stone Age. They did not know how to :
metal tools, although there were deposits of iron-sand on the Pacific
islands; they had no pottery although there was plenty of clay to be had;
they did not know how to weave cloth although wild cotton grew in
ahundance; they did not know the wheel and had developed no form of
building except the most rudimenatry wooden huts. They did not culti-
vate rice although it is one of the oldest plants cultivated in Asia, chew
betel-nut or make palm-wine, and in their art they had no representations
of elephants, cows or buffaloes which were common animals in India.



The India of 350 B.C., i.e, about the time when Alexander the Great in-
vaded it, had long left the Stone Age far behind. The Indians knew the use
of the wheel and had applied it to carts and carriages, they were expert
builders, potters and weavers. They cultivated rice and made palm-wine,
and great frescoes depicting cows and elephants covered their walls, If, as
many people hold, the Polynesians had originated from somewhere in
India, then surely they would have retained at least part of these achieve-
ments, and practised these crafts and skills in their new homes. The only
answer to this objection is to postulate a complete cultural collapse and to
assume that the Polynesians suddenly took several steps backwards to a
more primitive level; this is very unlikely, especially with a people who
value tradition so highly. Thus we are faced with the unavoidable con-
clusion that the Polynesians are not of Indian or Indonesian origin.

Zoologists and botanists who made a survey of the flora and fauna of
the Polynesian islands have proved that some of the essential edible plants,
such as the banana, the sugar-cane, the breadfruit, yam and taro root and
all domestic animals, i.e. the pig, dog and chicken, have come to the Pacific
trom Indonesia, probably from Melanesia via the Fiji Islands. Since these
plants and animals are not distributed evenly across the whole oceanie
world, one might assume that their appearance is due to later importation,
perhaps through successful raids on other islands or through barter. This,
however, tells us nothing about the original path followed by the Poly-
nesians.

If they had travelled east from Melanesia, how was it that they were
ignorant of the art of making pots? Why was their society patriarchal and
not matriarchal like nearly all the other communities in Melanesia? Why
did they not chew betel-nut? Why do they not belong to the B-blood
group? Why are there no negroes among them, for the Polynesians could
not have crossed the 350,000 square miles of the ‘Land of Black Islands®
overnight! After all, we know that they had migrated from Indonesia
befare 350 n.c. at the latest, and that they only arrived in the Pacific during
the fifth century a.D., thus having had ample time 1o acquire some of their
hosts® customs and to leave behind some evidence of their stay for the
anthropologists. Neither of these two things happened, nor is there the
slightest proof that any Polynesian people made a longer or shorter visit
to New Guinea, to the Admiralty or Solomon Islands, the New Hebrides
or to New Caledonia, and furthermore the Polynesians possess none of the
typical products of those regions, not even malaria, Although Melanesia is
still a malarial area today, this disease is unknown on the Polynesian
islands, even though it must be admitted that the climaric conditions under
which the anopheles mosquito thrives are lacking. All the evidence rules
out the possﬂnht}r that the Polynesians reached their Pacific islands via



1t has been suggested that they came from the north via Celebes, the
Philippines and then across the Marianas or the Caroline Islands to
Micronesia and thence to the Gilbert, Phoenix and Ellice Islands, bat this
theory is also untenable. Micronesia, ‘ the world of small islands®, consists
of a total of 1,458 atolls and islands whose toral land surface equals about
1,000 square miles; this land surface, however, is distributed throughout
6,000,000 square miles of ocean and thus it is inconceivable that these
islands, scattered in the ocean like a handful of needles in a very large
haystack, could have served as a stepping-stone for the Polynesians on
their way to the east, for they must have travelled on the most primitive of
rafts, crowded with men, women and children, animals and food supplies,
without the help of charts and compasses, against the wind and currents,
in storms and scorching heat.

Micronesia was only explored by Europeans during the nineteenth cen-
tury. A single glance at the map will immediately show the reason why.
Distances from island to island are so great that modern means of naviga-
tion are required ro plot the ship's position. Moreover the majority of these
atolls are completely barren, consisting only of coral or voleanic rock, on
which neither bananas nor breadfruit can grow. We know from Sir
Arthur Grimble that it has proved impossible to grow vegetables on the
Gilbert and Ellice Islands, even when shiploads of humus have been im-
ported, for the soil would not bind with the pure white coral-sand and the
wind simply blew it away. Often water is in short supply and droughts
lasting as long as eighteen months have been known.

Consequently it is not surprising that no trace whatsoever of a Poly-
nesian mass excursion across these islands has been found. The Pacific
Scientific Congress held in 1949 ruled out the possibility of the Micro-
nesian route. W here then did they come from?

We do not possess the complete answer to this question. Thor Heyer-
dahl and the Kon- Tiki have undoubtedly proved that Polynesia might have
been colonized from South America, but it has by no means been proved
that this was the only route and that Polynesia was setiled by people
coming from the east alone. Heyerdahl himself merely wanted to provea
possihiliry, a possibility supported, however, by weighty arguments.

One of these arguments had been put forward by Cook. On the 215t
October 1769, he noted in his journal that in New Zealand celery was
found in *great plenty’, and that they bought some ten pounds of sweet
potatoes from the natives. These potatoes were cultivated on a large scale,
but at that time of year they were still scarce.

And six weeks later, on Thursday, the joth November 1769, Cook had
to punish Matthew Cox, Henry Stevens and Eman Parreyra, each with
twelve lashes, because they had neglected their dury on land and had dug
up potatoes in a plantation.

E



Sweet potatoes in New Zealand | How did they get there? This plant of
American origin was to be known in Europe only much later. How then
could it have reached New Zealand long before the whites appeared
on the scene, for Cook found whole fields of it, carefully cultivated? Later
he was 10 find that the barara was common throughour the whole of Poly-
nesia and that it had been cultivated for many generations. At first it was
thought that the root vegetable had been carried to Polynesia from
America by ocean currents or in the wreckage of ships, but it was found
thart the sweet potato rots once it comes into contact with salt water.

Thus we are left with the conclusion that the Aarata was carried to
Polynesia from America on board ships and that therefore, not so very

XXVIIl. Sketch of the drift of the Kon-Tiki rafz.

long ago, sailors must have braved the dangers of the tremendous voyage
from South America across the Pacific. The men on the Kon-Tiki made the
same voyage but they had charrs, sextants and radio, and they knew
beforehand thar land did exist somewhere ahead of them in the path of the
currents, but the unknown sailors of old had no such equipment, nor the
foreknowledge that land existed, and yet they set sail and landed in Poly-
nesia. This conclusion is supported by the fact that the sweet potato is
mﬂedhythcsamemme,hmqm,bﬂthinpcmmdinPﬂlynﬁiaonmg
other side of the Pacific. This cannot possibly be just coincidence, since
there are also other plants which may well have been imported from
America, the most important being cotton.

Inan earlier chapter we have seen that the cotton plant cultivated by the
natives of America, before the arrival of Columbus, wasa hybrid, the seed
of which had twenty-six chromosomes. When botanists examined the
of cotton growing in Polynesia, they found that the Old World type with
thirteen large flat cliromosomes did not exist there, and that the only type
10 be found was the New World variety with twenty-six chromosomes.

That cotron plants already grew in Polynesia before the first E
arrived there is quite cermin: it could not have been carried there by birds,
for birds never touch the cotton seed, nor could it have been carried to
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Polynesia by ocean currents, for water quickly kills the life in the seed,
We are left with the conclusion that it must have been imported into
Polynesia from America by people who travelled in boats.

Convincing though these arguments are, they are only circumstantial
evidence, The one piece of factual proof we have that some kind of vessels
bridged the vast watery gap between America and the Pacific islands, con-
sists of an old arrow head made from American flint, recently found on
Pitcairn island.

The theory that the Polynesian islands were settled by people coming
from South America is supported by the fact that many cultural features
are common to both sides of the Pacific, and the Norwegian ethnologist,
Erland Nordenskjold, in his most informative work The Origin of the
Indian Civilisations in South America, which appeared in 1931, has listed
forty-nine separate cultural factors common to South America and Poly-
nesia. This list covers a striking range of similarities; viz. the most delicate
skull and brain operations were performed in both localities; the arith-
metical threads of the Incas called the guipus corresponded to the knotted
threads used by the Polynesians for astronomical caleulations and for
recording short messages; the people on both sides of the Pacific used
conch shells, pan-pipes, feather ornaments, the poncho; they both used the
same method to brew an intoxicating drink, they prepared fibre and bark
in the same way, their fishing-hooks, nets and paddles showed close resem-
blances; their calendars had the same peculiarities, etc. The force of sucha
list as an argument becomes even greater if one has actually compared the
objects mentioned side by side. Although we cannot say that there is proof
positive that the Polynesians originally came from America, we are justi-
fied in stating that some form of contact between the American mainland
and the Pacific islands did exist.

If we now turn our attention to the question of winds and currents, we
are forced to agree with Thor Heyerdahl that the Polynesians reached their
Pacific islands, like the Europeans some thousand years later, from the east,
i.e. from America. In fact this was the only way for primitive rafts to
' these islands.

The Trades blow, year in, year out, from the west coast of America
as far as 160° east, i.e. almost as far as Australia. It is true that sometimes
their direction varies slightly, but in the main they blow between the
Equator and 30° South, and in consequence all the ocean currents flow in
the same direction. These currents travel at an average speed of between
one to three miles per hour. Westerly winds are practically non-existent
in these parts.

In the regions around Hawaii, i.e. between 20° and 30° North, the
Trade blows steadily to the west for six months on end, and even in winter
the wind blows in this direction for at least half of every month. The
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Marianas and the Carolines are also exposed to the rrade winds, but as one
approaches the Palau Islands, changeable west winds become more and
more frequent. The monsoons appear to be limited to the Philippines, New
Guinea and eastern Australia, and during the southern hemisphere’s
winter a strong north-west monsoon blows bringing heavy rainstorms
and even hurricanes in its wake, so that the natives of those areas wait
for more sertled weather before they go sailing.

The above information makes it extremely unlikely thatr Polynesia
could have been colonized from south-east Asia by people travelling in
rudimentary vessels.

Thor Heyerdahl in his book, American Indians in the Pacific, on which
we have drawn a great deal, has dealt with all thegse questions in detail,
and though he may not have given the final answer there can no longer be
any doubt that some kind of primitive craft set sail from America and
crossed the Pacific long hefore the arrival of Europeans.

The last subject which we shall treat in this section is perhaps the most
fascinating of all. We have already mentioned the strange * white’ god of
the Incas, called Virmcocha, who, according to legend, disappeared one
day across the western ocean. The name Viracocha is a Quechua word, i.e.
from the language spoken by the Incas, and is thus of relatively recent date,
though the stories of the god may be much older. In all probability heisa
figure in the pantheon of Tiahuanaco, the culture which preceded the
Incas; where he was referred to as Kon-Tiki, Illa-Tiki or simply Tiki,

Now, strangely enough, the Polynesians also call one of their
demi-gods or royal progenitors by the same name. In his book, Heyerdahl
has brought a great deal of evidence for this, adding that:
~ When we recall that the semi-solar Tici of Peru was remembered over vast terri-
tories of the Inca Empire a5 an esrdy hismrch who left Peru in pre-Inca fimes on an
organised u}:.er:irinn in:; the Faet Pacific, it is_muTlEIy rmi;:iahlc to find memories
wnt o a mi—m.l&l.‘ F[ﬂgﬂum-r b
earliest Pul}'nﬂii:ilhmd history. = VSYRSE D

In all fairness, however, it must be pointed out that the German ethno-
logist Hans Plischke has recently raised the objection that the significance
of the Peruvian Tiki as the divine author of all things is not equivalent to
ﬂr;nl:]yneﬁm Tiki, the human origin, i.e. an ancestor.

istory teaches us, deities are easil transportable. The O]
Greece became the Pantheon of ann,?a.nd other religions h::i:ll &,u;:.:‘
throughout the world even into areas where the inhabitants were quite
unfitted to understand them. Clearly the idea of a holy Peruvian-Paly=
nesian ancestor called Kon-Tiki, who was the beginning of all things, must
have been a3 easy to propagate as the Babylonian-Hebrew notion of a
forefather Adam, for the same Kon-Tiki can even be found in Africa
among the Bambara of the French Sudan. Madame Georges Magnan of
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Sama, near Kayes in French West Africa, has kindly pointed out that the
Bambara translate the terms boss, director, lord, master, etc., as Koung-
Tighi. This is not pure coincidence, as it would be straining our ili
too much to mainmin that the Bambara had developed the expression
without any external influence. It is a clear instance of the radiance and
persuasiveness attached to the name and the story of Kon-Tiki.

How can we explain the power of the idea of Kon-Tiki? It seems clear
that the only explanation lies in the theory that the historical prototype of
the demi-god and tribal ancestor Kon-Tiki must have been the dissemina-
tor of a great new philosophy. It is but a step to the next conclusion that
Kon-Tiki-Viracocha must have been a Christian missionary led by some
strange destiny 1o Peru and Polynesia. Of course there is no proof for this
canjecture, but we read in the reports written by such travellers as Marco
Polo and Tbn Batuta, a Moslem, how they had come across their com-
patriots in the most unlikely places, and since we know also that Christian
missionaries went as far afield as China and India during the Middle Ages,
the idea that Christ’s message of love had already been preached in Cen-
tral and South America and the Pacific, long before the arrival of Euro-
pean sailors, may seem less incredible. Certainly the idea of a merciful,
loving father must have impressed the inhabitants of America whose gods
were very tawdry creatures, requiring human sacrifices to keep up their
strength. If Christian missionaries did in fact cross the ocean between rhe
two continents the effect of their teaching must have been electrifying, and
it is small wonder that the name and fame of Viracocha-Kon-Tiki, the
saviour of the Incas, should have penetrated even into deepest Africa.

j

The Admiralty showed their confidence in James Cook by asking him
10 lead a second expedition to the Pacific hardly three months after his
return from the first. It is probable that the decision to explore the South
Pacific more thoronghly was due to the uneasy situation existing in the
North American colonies, and also to the fact that the French had sent
out expeditions to those distant waters. The danger that the American
calonies might break their ties with England was very real and the Sea
Lords hoped perhaps to discover the fabulous rerra qustralis, to compen-
sate for their possible loss. It was thought that if it did not extend further
south than 30° then it would at least be a fertile continent and mi
possibly contain natural treasures such as rich deposits of gold, silver or
precious stones, which would make England as rich as the conquest of
Peru and Mexico had made Spain.

For his second expedition Cook asked for two ships, for he did not
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wish to take any chances this time. He was given two colliers, the Drake of
462 tons and the Raleigk of 336 tons. These vessels were renamed the
Resolution, which became the flagship, and the Adventure, which was

under the command of Caprain Furneaux, Once again both ships-
were laden with enough sauerkraut, lemons and meat-extract to last for
two and a half years. In addition 1o the officers and crew, the German
scientist Johann Reinhold Forster and his eighteen-year-old son Georg,
two astronomers and the artist W. Hodges accompanied the expedition.
Hodges was taken along to make pictorial representations of the voyage.
A number of cannons were also fitted to the unwarlike colliers.

Again the comments raised by the appearance of Cook’s two ships
were anything but admiring. Usually ships of the Royal Navy had an
aristocratic look, being built for speed, but here were two ships flying the
white ensign, locking for all the world like two broad-bellied merchant-
men, and carrying no cannon worth speaking of!

Cook knew exactly what he was about; he was not concerned with
questions of appearance; on the contrary, he had the masts of the Resofi-
tion shortened because he thought they were too high. This meant that
the whole rigging had to be altered and, with other alterations to the upper
works, that the sailing date had to be postponed until the 3th July 1772

Cook received the arder to sail past Madeira to the Cape of Good Hope
and thence to the south, exploring any land he might discover. He was to
return across the Pacific to Cape Horn on as southerly a course as possible.
This was to be the first circumnavigation of the world from west to east,
and the idea of proceeding in that direction was born of Cook’s previous
experi of those latitudes. He knew thar only at about 40° South could
he count on constant westerly winds. The Dutch were also aware of this,
for Captain Peter Plank of the Dutch East India Company had advised
Dutch sailors proceeding to Indonesia not to alter course 1o the north-east
the moment they had rounded the Cape of Good Hope, which course would
lead them through the region of the trade winds and possible week-long
calms, but to keep south as long as possible. He added that this would cut
ten to twelve months off the voyage. Plank was only proved right some
sixteen years later when a ship which followed his instructions ook a
mere six months to sail from Cape Town to Java as against the sixteen to
eighteen months required by the old course.

The two ships reached the Cape of Good Hope at the end of October
1772, and stopped to take on further provisions, continuing their
three weeks later. At once the grear adventure hegan. The * Roaring For-
ties’, as the latirudes around 40° South were later to be called, lived up to
their future name. Violent gales blew for weeks on end and the temperature
dropped so low that Cook noted in his logbook that, although it was now
summer in the southern hemisphere, he had met with frost and snow.
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During his first expedition Cock had introduced a three-watch system,
instead of the usual two, to preserve the strength of the men, and he
adopted the same policy this time. The sailors were issued with extra
warm clothing and a goodly ration of rum and were therefore in good
heart. On the 12th December the first icebergs were sighted, enormous
blocks of ice, half a mile in circumference and towering about fifry feet
above the surface of the water. Cook made the following entry in his
journal:

Tt was a flat top, and its sides rose in a perpendiculir direction, against which the sea
broke exceedingly high. . . . This afforded an agreeable enough sighit o the eye, but
conveyed to the mind an idea of coldness, much greater than it really was .. . Bug the
worst was, the ice 5o clogged the rigging, ssils and locks, as to make them exceedingly
bad to Lundle.

Cook was quite right to assume that such masses of ice must have
originated from land and were fragments of huge glaciers. He decided to
try and find that land despite all the dangers, and thus he continued south,
and by the 17th January 1773 he had passed the Antarctic Circle and had
reached 67°. The pack-ice was so dense here that he could go no further.
He altesed course in the direction of New Zealand, for he did not want to
be caught in those latitudes with the winter approaching. He had gone
further south than any man before him, being only a short distance away
from what is known today as Enderby Land in Antarctica proper.

A thick fog blew up on the 8th February, and the Adventure was lost
to sight and did nor reply to signals or even to the cannon. Tt had been
agreed that in the case of separation the ships were to lay by for three
days, but even when the fog cleared the Advensure was nowhere to be seen.
As Cook had already fixed 2 meeting point in New Zealand he sailed on and
landed in Dusky Bay on the south-west tip of New Zealand, after having
been atsea for a hundred and ten days. A few days later he was joined by
the Adventure.

Seon curious natives showed themselves and bartering transactions
were quickly under way. The natives were particularly keen on bottles
and objects made of iron. As soon as they discovered that the sailors were
by no means averse to brown women, they made the most of the situation.
Forster reported in his journal:

As soon as the New Zeatanders found this 1o be the t way of iring i
implements, the beach was lined with men, their daugm Si;‘__ﬁﬁq}m&:ﬁuz
could tell, they would not make use of their wives for this kind of maffic. It s=ems that
their idess of chastity are quite different from ours, for an unmarried git may have as
mmany lovers 23 she plesses, without in the least losing her repumarion.

When Forster noticed that not all the women were wi lling to be used b
the whites he added the following comment; ;3 2 1
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the need for iron tools had been created in their midst. It is unfortunate thavall our dis<
coveries have involved the deathis of so many innocent people, but this is but lirtle com-
pared with the irreparablic damage we have caused by upsetting the moral code. Thus 1
amn concerned lest our arrival in these parts do great harm 1o its inhabitants.

Captain Furneaux, basing himself on the Admiralty’s instructions,
wanted to winter in New Zealand, bur Cook decided otherwise. He was
impatient to discover the South Land and to spend the summer months
exploring it at leisure. The two ships set sail at the beginning of June
1773- So far the crews of both ships had enjoyed excellent health, but two
weeks later the Adventure reported a minor outbreak of scurvy which had
caused the death of one man and affected some twenty others. Cook inter-
vened to see that the sick were given sauerkraut, lemons, malt and other
antiscorbutic remedies, but sickness had by then gained a hold on the ship.

They were faced by a spell of unfavourable winds. Forster noted in his.
journal:

We were amazed at the winds which prevailed during the time berween our depar-
ture from Queen Charlotte’s Sound and the moment when the Trade set in. We had
expected to have consmnt westerly winds while we sailed in the latinudes between §0°
and 40° South, but we found that in the course of rwo or three days the wind would vees
round and blow from all the points of the compass in wm, though it would occasionally
settle and blow with great force from the east. The name Pacific Ocean, in my opinion,
can only apply 1o those waters lying between the two tropics, for only there is the wind
constant, and the weather good.

The two ships advanced slowly, They had at least discovered that no
land existed in the middle latitudes of the Pacific, and on the 1st August
Cook recorded in his loghook that in his opinion if an unknown continent
did exist east of New Zealand then it must lie much further south. The only
way to test this supposition was by sailing further southwards, but for the
moment this was out of the question because the Adventure, which by now
had many sick on board, had to make for Tahiti as quickly as possi
On the 25th August the two ships dropped anchor in Matavay Bay.

The English sailors were received with a great show of friendliness, for
the natives remembered their first visit some four years earlier. Cook was
deeply moved when a chief of Tahiti embraced him and wept tears of joy
1o see him again. To mark his gratitude Cook made the man a particulacly
valuable gift, for, as he put it, he esteemed this man as if he were his own
father. Despite this little show of emotion Cook was still the efficient
English officer he had always been. He made a note of the economic
situation of Tahiti, which he discovered to have deteriorated in the last
four years, and also found room to make an entry about the amazing
aquatic skills of the natives. Near the shore the swell was so grear that
Cook could not remember ever having seen the like of it. No ship could
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have survived here, and even the best European swimmer would surely
have been smashed against the rocks. This very spot was the favourite
bathing place of the Tahitians. As the waves rose up they would dive un-
der them, and miraculously appear an the other side. One day they dis-
covered a piece of wreckage in the surf. They dragged it out to sea at once,
stood up on it and, driven by the waves and the wind, they rode the surfat
a remendous speed. They derived infinite pleasure from this game, and
were just as unperturbed as English children are when they mumble down
the hill at Greenwich Park.

The inhabitants of Tahiti were as beautiful as the surroundings in which
they lived. Numerous travellers have stressed the fine appearance and
courteous nature of the natives. Forster wrote the following after a visit

to the Marquesas Islands:

+ + » many of the young people, who had not yet been tatiooed, were friar
beautiful and the good proportions of their bodies aroused our admiration. Some of
them could have stood next to the masterpieces of sntiquity and lost nothing by the

« « » Their features without exception were very sgreeable, open and alert,
their large black eyes greatly contributing 1o this effect. Their hair was black, curly and
strong, though a few natives had much fuirer hair .. .

Cook reported more or less the same thing of the natives of the Friendly
Islands, adding that he had encountered many with European features,
some even with Roman noses.

It seems that when the Europeans reached Polynesia, a decline in cul-
tural level had taken place. Forster was nevertheless greatly impressed by
the methods of farming practised: crops were grown on irrigated terraces,
rising high up the sides of the mountains, as in Indonesia and South
America. He also admired their ocean-going vessels:

Mo Fewer than 139 large war canoes, ffty 1o ninety feet long, were gathered here. . ...
All their cances are double, i, they consist of two cnces connected by fifieen 1o
eighteen strong planks tied amidahips. These cross-planks are usnally set at a distancs
of four and a half feet from one another and are rwelve to twenty-four feet long. In the
laiter case they project far beyond the sides of the rwo boats and give the impression of
a deck supported by two canoes: The cross-planks are held in place by two or thres
rafters fastened lengthways along the outside and middle of the two connected canoes.
The bow and the stern carve out of the water, the stem sometimes by as much as
twenty feet. , . . These canoes carry @ minimum of 144 carsmen and eight helmsmen,
four of whom stand in the stemn. . ..

In addition to the crew of 152, the canoes generally carried fifteen to
twenty armed men, 50 that each of them usually had a contingent of 17010
180 men on board. Clearly such craft would serve to travel great distances

and in fact voyages of some 1,250 miles, usually within the Polynesian
triangle, were quite frequently made. Forster, whose admiration was often
uncritical, nevertheless noticed that these boats were built to sail with a
following wind, and that tacking was largely out of the question.



The Austrian explorer Hugo Adolf Bernatzik made the same observa-
tion a hundred and fifty years later, and wrote that his outrigger could
outstrip the average steamer with only a quarter wind, and that despite its
apparent fragility it was far more seaworthy than most European yachis.
He added that having experienced squalls and heavy seas on one of these
craft, he believed it was quite possible for a mass migration to the Pacific
islands to have raken place on them. He continued —and we quote his
actual words this time, since it seems incredible that the Polynesians could
have crossed against winds, currents and waves in these primitive boats:

It was by no means easy to manceuvre these boats. To alter course the boat had to
be turned through 180°, 5o that the stern became the bow and the heavy tiller hiad to be
maved 1o the other end of the boat.

This confirms what we have written elsewhere? about the sailing powers
and techniques of the Polynesians, and is of great importance, as only those
who have stood at the helm of a sailing-boat can appreciate. Although
geographers, historians, anthropologists, ethnologists, botanists, zoolo-
gists and philologists have had their say on the Polynesian problem, the real
experts, the sailors themselves, have never been consulted. It is they who
should be questioned about the possibility of sailing thousands of miles
against winds and currents in one of the primitive Polynesian outriggers!

After spending some weeks in Tahiti, Cook finally set out towards the
south. His course took him past the Society and the Friendly Islands,
back 1o New Zealand and thence again towards the South Pole. This time
Cook went as far as 71° South and once again his way was blocked by
fields of pack-ice.

Once more the flagship lost sight of the Advenzure; this time the two
ships were to be united only in Plymouth harbour. Cook was fully con-
scious that the success of the expedition now depended on him alone, and
the entries for these days in his journal reflect the deep anxiety that such
responsibility gave him. On Sunday, joth January 1774, he wrote:

At four o’cdock in the moming, we pereeived the clouds, over the horizon o the
south, 1o be of an unusml snow-white brighiness, which we knew announced our
approach w field-ice. Soon after, it was seen from the top-mast head. . . . Ninery-seven
jee-hills were distinctly seen within the ficld . . . many of them very large, and looking
Hike a ridge of mountains, rising one sbove another till they were lostin the clouds. . ...
Such mountains of ice as these, were 1 belleve, never seen in the Greenland seas. ...

-+« I think there must be some [land] to the south behind this jes; but if there ks, it
cn afford no better retreat for birds, or any other animals, than the ice itself, with which
it mmst be whally covered. I, who had ambition not only to go farther than anyone had
been before, but as far a5 it was possible for man 1o go, was not sorry at meeting with
thiés interruption; as it, in some measure, relieved us; at least shortened the dangers and
hardships inseparable from the navigation of the southern polar regions. Since, there-
fore, we could not procesd one inch farther to the south, no other resson need be

1 Cf. Paul Herrimnn, Conguers by Men (Humish Hamileon).
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assigned for my tacking, and standing hack to the north; being at this time in the
latitude of 71° 13" S., longitmde 106° 14" W.

Cook would have been quite justified in returning round Cape Hom to
England at this point, for supplies were in a very bad state indeed. The
ship’s biscuits were alive with maggots —three hundred pounds of them
had rotted away completely —and the rest of the food ‘could only have
been consumed by people in the same plight as we were’. So runs the
official entry in the logbook, but the Forsters add a few more detils:

Mealtimes were hateful 1o us, for hardly had the smell of the food reached our nos-
trils than we were nauseated by the very thought of it. . . . In addition the voyage south
was very monotonous; ice, fog, storms, and s rough sea cast a gloom over the ship
which was rarely enlivened by a ray of sunshine.

It was no wonder that there were long faces on board when the sailors
discovered that the Caprain, despite his own illness —an affection of the
gall bladder —did not intend to return to England but was making for
Easter Island. Chained as he was to his cabin by his illness, Cook, whose
agonized groans could often be heard on deck, kept a strong hold on the
crew and the passengers. There was only one will on the Resolution and
the thought of mutiny did not so much as enter anyone's head. Even the
most stupid realized that Cook himself had no choice in the matter, for
somewhere in the gigantic ocean stretches around Easter Island was the
last blank space ot maps of the southern Pacific. Was the South Land to be
found here?

6

The Stratocruiser route from New York to Sydney via Valparaiso was
tested by Australian pilots. The fight makes a brief stop at Rapa Nui, i.e.
Easter Island, before the last hop to Australia. It is patronized not only by
passengers from Chile, Brazil, the Argentine and Peru, but also by North
American business men, since it is much shorter than the usual route via
Hawaii. The distance between Valparaiso and Rapa Nui is about two
thousand sea-miles, or some six flying hours. From there 1o Pitcairn
Island, the scene of the last acts of the drama of the Bouney, is another five
hours, and the next stop is New Zealand.

To travel along this new route, which was only opened in 1952, is nota
very interesting experience, but this applies to all routes across the Pacific,
which stretch through empry skies and over deserted waters. In fact the
route to Rapa Nui is better than most. For a long time after leaving Val-
paraiso, one can still see the Aconcagua mountain, towering 23,000 feet
above sea level. It is one of the highest peaks of the rugged Cordillera, and
the picture of its glittering icc-caps remains imprinted in the travelles’s
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memory for some hundreds of miles. An hour later the Juan Fernandes
Islands can be spotted far below. The traveller recalls that Alexander Sel-
kirk, whose experience provided Daniel Defoe with the idea and material
for his Robinson Crusoe, was marooned on Masa Tierra, the largest of the
three islands, for four years, after a difference of opinion with his captain.
But after this nothing much else can be seen. The horizon is bare, and the
sea below looks so placid that one would never suspect the regular, deli-
cate markings on the surface of the water to be enormous waves more than
thirty-eight feet high.

Some lhours later something can be seen on the horizon. As the plane
approaches it becomes bigger and more distinct, until it can be identified
as a gigantic tower of cloud, and below it lies Rapa Nui.

XXX. Route of the trial flight from Falparaiso t Sydney.

These cloud structures build up over all the larger islands of the Pacific,
as the hot currents of air rise up from the sun-scorched rock, the glitrering
coral sand and the steaming lagoons. When the hot air eventually
condenses it produces cloud formations, sometimes as much as sixteen
thousand feet high, betraying the existence of land at their base. In the past
they served Polynesian mariners on their ocean voyages, but today they
are pointers for captains of great airliners.

Twenty minutes later, the outlines of volcanoes situated in the north,
east and south-west of the island can be clearly seen emerging from the
mist. As the plane loses height, it circles the island. We are above Rapa
Nui. The first European to set foot on this island did so on Easter Sunday,
1772, and since then it has also been known as Easter Island.

The tourist hotel and the aerodrome grow larger and larger. The plane
makes its final circuit and comes in to land. Not far away is the village of
Hanga-roa, the only settlement on Easter Island. The passengers are given
a folder, published by the Sociedad Amigos de la Isla de Pascua, which
identifies the principal buildings and landmarks, and gives some details of
the island’s history. All around can be seen strange huge rocks, and the
passengers read with interest that these are the six hundred giant heads of
Rapa Nui.

Easter Island, completely isolated in 2 measureless ocean, is a chance
product of Tertiary volcanic forces. It rises steeply from the ocean floor,
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almost ten thousand feer below the surface of the water; it is abour rwelve
and a half miles long and its total area amounts to about forty-six square
miles. It lies about 2,000 miles from the coast of Chile and about 1,200 milés
from the Gamber Islands, the nearest airstrip to the west; about the same
distance away from the Marquesas, the Tuamotu Islands and the Tubuai
Archipelago in Polynesia. When viewed against the background of these
enormous distances, the forty-six square miles of Easter Island are a mete
pin-point. Its inhabitants have always been conscious of their isolarion and
the name they gave to the island was Tepito re Henua, the navel of the
Earth.

Their legends state that their ancestors came to the island across the
great ocean. There is no hint in their oldest legends that Rapa Nui was
once much larger and is the last remnant of a continent which disappeared

» e ] Viow ] YT ; Ter 1]

e

" T} L on e A:'.:;L;LTHA
T Leimr . v s ki c

e -

oY fuam Fﬂt.-ll;; E...
e
kel 5 it 5 e A g8 Y oy

AXXXL. Position of Easter Island in the Pacific.

under the surface of the waves, as some people believe, and possibly
identical with that mysterious land, ruled by giants, which appeared in a
vision to Madame Blavatsky. Even a hundred years hefore Madame Blavat-
sky, there had been stories of giants on Easter Island, men so tall that an
ordinary mortal could walk beneath the arch of their outstretched legs.
These stories were current at the time that Roggeween's reports of his
travels were first published. Swift's famous sative Gulliver's Travels
appeared at the same time, and obviously both became fused in the minds
of their contemporaries: Swift's fabulous tale of Brobdingnag, the land of
giants, and the no less fabulous report of the Dutch sailor. Cook put an
end 1o these infantile fantasies.

Horhiger's theory that the world was onginally covered with ice pe-
ceived no support from the traditions of this strange island. There was no
story of the break-up of a Tertiary moon, which is the basis of Horbiger's
theory, nor of sudden recessions of gigantic water-masses which the
eriginal moon had held in place near the Equator, by the force of its
attraction. The Easter Islanders knew nothing about volcanoes, although
there are more than a dozen of them on the island, and much evidence of

them in the form of hot springs. Moreover their language has no expression
for a volcano.



Geologists have thoroughly investigated Easter Island, and are quite
unanimous in their conclusion that no major terrestrial catastrophe has
taken place in this area for hundreds of thousands of years, and that the
mineral deposits on Easter Island show no connection with continental
formations. This proves beyond the shadow of a doubt that Rapa Nuiis
not the remnant of a continent which has since disappeared, that its culture-
is not autochthonous, and that some time in the past the island was
colonized by people coming from another land. ;

This is all that can be stated with certainty about Easter Island; all the
rest is surmise, based on more or less convincing circumsiantial evidence,
However, in 1946, American oceanographers, i.e. scientists who study the
formation of the ocean bed, discovered an underwater range of mountains
only six hundred miles away from Easter Island, which may possibly be
joined, or have been joined, to it. Thus doubt has been cast even on
our one certainry ! Still, we must leave these questions to the experts and
return to some historical facts.

It has long been supposed that the island had already been sighted for
the first time 250 years ago. In 1687 a certain Edward Davis saw land from-
his ship, the Bachelor's Delight, at abour 27° South. He had no time to
land and explore, for he had just attacked and plundered the settlement of
Léon in Nicaragua, and was hastening south as fast as he could go, his
scuppers running with jewels and his holds filled with bullion. Today itis
believed that what he saw were the two small islands, San Felix and San
Ambrosio. Since at that time everybody's head was full of stories about a
fabulously rich South Land, the two islands, which became known as
Davis Land, acquired a halo of mystery and the reputation of being
extremely wealthy. Jacob Roggeween was searching for this supposed
Pacific El Dorado, and indeed thought his search had come to an end when
in 1722 he sighted Easter Island, but when he managed to land he was soon
disillusioned. Roggeween's three ships had 1o lie at anchor close to the
island for three whole weeks before he was able 1o ger a boat through the
fierce surf, and so he only spent one day there, not much longer than
the modern traveller whose plane makes a brief halt on the island to refuel.

On the south-west coast of the island lies Cook’s Bay. A liner from
Chile visits this every year. In the southern part of the island lies the holy
city of Orongo, built underground, the scene of religious celebrations in
honour of the divine Bird-Man. It was here that the last queen of the island
died at the ripe old age of 114. _

The holy mountain Rano-raraku, which provided the stone for the
gigantic heads that have made Rapa Nui famous throughout the world, is
situated in the east of the istand. Although these heads are well known
through photographs in books and magazines, it is only when one actually
mrhenysnmspcakfmmﬁmc,asﬁry stare in fixed tranquillity from a
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hillside or from what is obviously an anificially contrived platform made
of stones and covered over with turf, that one can realize their primordial
power and true solemnity.

Carl Friedrich Behrens, a warrant officer on Roggeween's ship, has
recorded this experience. From the sea, he had espied objects on land
looking like gigantic monuments, which, he soon realized, were idols. At
night sacrificial fires could be seen glowing round these idols, and by day-
light he could make out the natives prostrating themselves before them as
if in supplication. On the 8th April the wind dropped sufficiently to enable
some of the crew to land:

Entrusting ourselves into God’s hands, we landed with a hundred and fifty men,
soldiers as well as seamen. Our Aduniral went along in person, together with me. | was
the first man of all to set foot on the island. The inlabitants thronged round us in such
numbers that we could hardly make our way through them. As some of them made 23
if to snatch our fircarms from us we fired a volley, whereupon they ran away, being
greatly frightened. Many of them were killed and many lay wounded. Future genera-
tions will tell stories of our deeds. . - . The people were very happy, well-built, strong
of limb, and swift of foot, friendly and pleasing in their manners. In colour, they were
light brown, almost like Spaniards, yet there were some amongst them who were
darker-skinned; others, on the other hand, had fair skins and yet others were reddish in
colour, as if burnt by the sun. We found no articles of furniture in their huts, excepe for
red and white blankets which served both as garments and mattresses. When we
touched these blankets they felt like silk, In the region in which we found ourselves,
there was a village of about rwenty houses. The people appeared to carry no weapans,
but 1o rely on their gods or idols, grear numbers of whicl had been erected on the
beach, The natives would fall down and worship these images, hewn out of sione and
Eeshioned like the heads of men so artistically that we were much astonished.

Jacob Roggeween also made an entry in the ship’s log:

These statues first caused deep wonder in us, for we could not understand how it was
possible that people who lacked both solid dmber for scaffolding and also strong ropes,
could bave erected such idols, well over 36 feet high and correspondingly thick.

Yet even more wonderful things were to be seen on this desert island.
Behrens reported thar chickens were seen everywhere *similar ro those at
home"’. It was not difficult to acquire a few hundred of them by barter.
Where did they come from? They could not very well have flown there.
Moreover there were large fields of potatoes, a vegetable unknown o
Behirens, *tasting almost like bread and used in its stead by the natives’,

and much pisang (bananas).

Carl Friedrich Behrens's impression of the island was highly favourable,
and he concluded his report by saying:

As regards the food of the people, it seems they obtain all their produce by 6
- thie soil. The ficlds were full of growing crops, neatly planted, almost ready fmm
h;....'ljhl:hhnd is very agreeable and it Wﬂu]dﬁc\'ct}' pleasant o spend ons's
leisure on it. . . . It scems advisable that corn should be sown and vines planted, for
these would be of great service when a new voyage is made to discover the South Land.
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The prophecy was 10 be fulfilled to an even greater extent than Behrens
imagined. In 1868 the former French officer Jean O. Dutrou-Bornier
ordered fruir trees, vines and sugar-cane to be planted, so that today we
may wander through large parks and plantations giving four crops a year,
Figs, oranges, bananas, lemons, pineapples, paltas, chirimoyas, papaws,
maize, tobacco and coffee now grow in abundance. In fact Easter Island
served as a supply and rest station during Admiral Byrd's exploration of
the Antarctic.

Fifty years after Roggeween, on Sunday, 13th February 1774, James
Cook dropped anchor off Easter Island in the hope that he, too, might be
able to barter for fresh provisions. He was to be deeply disappointed,
though at first his hopes seemed likely to be fulfilled, for the natives soon
paddled out 1o his ship and handed the sailors a large bunch of bananas as
a gift of welcome. Georg Forster made the following entry:

The joy which the sight of these fruits produced in us can hardly be described. Only
people as miserable s we were can have any conception of this. The men, in their
happiness, began shouting all at once to the natives in the cinoes. ... .

A small expedition was sent ashore next day, only to discover that the
island was poor, barren and inhospitable, for the only fresh food they could
discover was a few pounds of potatoes and a few scraggy chickens. Cook
commented that

no nation need contend for the honour of the discovery of this island, as there can be
few places which afford less convenience for shipping than it does, Here is no safe
anchorage, no wood for fuel, nor any fresh water worth mking on board.

Cook’s men marched for three days throughout the length and breadth
of the island, but the friendly fields mentioned by Behrens seemed to have
vanished. They did, however, come across deserted plots showing signs of
former cultivation. They discovered the remains of paved roads, the ruins
of old harbour installations and of many villages with stone buildings —it
seemed as if a terrible camstrophe had befallen the island.

More recent expeditions have confirmed this impression. The stone-
masons’ workshop, where the giant sratues were made, was discovered in
the crater of the extinct volcano Rano-raraku. A hundred and fifty figures
in all stages of completion and of all sizes, ranging from quite small anes
to a colossus seventy feet in length, stand and lie abou there, some of them
still on the stone rollers on which they were transported, others abandoned
on the way to the place of erection, and yet others in the rough state in
which they were hewn from the volcanic rock. Near them lay the tools
used by the stonemasans: two different kinds of obsidian chisel, and large
handy lumps of pumice-stone used for polishing the giant statues. It gave
the impression that the workmen had been suddenly forced to interrupt
their labours and to escape in headlong flight. Was there a volcanic
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eruption? If so, nothing is known of it. Pechaps the natives are correct
‘when they tell that five or six generations ago, i.e. in the middle of the
eighteenth century, and thus some time during the interval between the
visits of Roggeween and Cook, there was a bloody civil war. This is by no
means impossible but again there is no proof of it.

Similar gigantic statues 1o those on Rapa Nui can be found in Bolivia
and date back to the Tiahuanaco culture. This rype of rock-carving is also
found throughout the length of the San Agostin valley in Colombia and
also in Guatemala as far as Yucatan. But these regions are thousands of
miles away from Easter Island and, despite the many points of similarity,
itis by no means certain that any connection exists between the giant heads
of the South American continent and those on the remore Pacific island.
‘When we compare the statues carved in stone or wood that are found on
the Marquesas Islands, on Pitcairn or on Raivavaé, the Polynesian islands
closest to Rapa Nui, with those of Easter Island we realize that such a con-
nection is far from certain. The Easter Island heads, with their sharply de-
lineated faces, straight noses, thin lips and jutting chins, are unique and
have 2 form found exclusively on this lonely rock island in the middle of
the ocean.

The religious impulse which drove the Stone Age men of Easter Island
to produce such giant figureheads with their crude tools has long
eluded investigations. These ancient sculptors must have possessed a faith
like that of our own ancestors who built vast cathedrals in poverty-stricken
towns, spending money, goods and the lives of many generations in
constructing artistic temples worthy of God the Creator. We do not know
exactly how those giant heads were produced and set in position. It is true
that after the recent discoveries it is easier to reconstruct the way their
stonemasons worked and we have a good idea of the method used to
erect the heads, viz. by digging a hole and building a ramp around it, and
then lowering the plinth of the idol into the pit, but certain questions still
remain unanswered: where did they obtain the ropes, rollers and lifting
implements necessary, how did they overcome the sudden slopes and dips
in the level of the ground, so typical of Easter Island, and finally where did
they obtain the crowds of men necessary for such work?

Roggeween and Behrens had the impression that in 1722 the population
of the island numbered several thousands, though present-day anthro-
pologists agree that the total number of inhabitants could never have
numbered more than two thousand, and at the time of James Cook,
fifteen hundred was a more likely figure. This number of workers would
have been quite inadequate for the rask of cutting and modelling some
six hundred rock statues and then transporting them from the crater of
Rano-raraku to their final destination. These starues were

2 ‘ not set up at
tandom; it has been discovered that they stand along old
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from the north, the south and the west of the island, to the holy mountain.
Modern technologists have calculated that about forty thousand peaple
were needed to do this work. '

These conclusions presuppose a stable government and 2 large popula-
tion, yet when Roggeween and Cook visited the island there could have
been no question of such a stte of affairs. The natives showed scant
respect for the stone idols, whereas their erection can only have been the
result of deep fervour, nor was there authority enough to order the work
or enough men o do it.

The general decline in Polynesian culture which had raken place all
over the Pacific applied also to Easter Island. Cook and the other Euro-
pean discoverers encountered an impressive,
but a dying culture. The natives proudly
told him of a half-legendary king Hotu-
Matua, who, driven out of his original king-
dom, had reached the island on two boars
with three hundred followers on each and
supplies of batatas, sugar-cane, yams and
bananas, yet these same inhabitants of Easter
Island possessed only four or five miserable
canoes that were barely strong enough to
serve as fishing-boats.

Investigators basing their conclusions on
the genealogy of the islanders place How-
Matua’s amival on Easter Island in the 3¢ European ship.
twelfth or thirteenth century. Although the  puinring in black end white
king arrived with a large number of follo-  fram the interior of a stone
wers in his train, they seem to have cut all  Aouse on Easter [sland.
ties with their original home, for even
when Roggeween visited the island, the islanders’ boats were obhviously
very poor, unseaworthy craft, made from odd pieces of driftwood and
certainly quite incapable of attempring the return journey. Now, as no
forests had existed on Rapa Nui since prehistoric times, Hotu-Matua and
his men must soon have discovered that they would quickly become
prisoners of the island if they could not provide timber for their ships,
Thus it is probable that they tried to make contact with the nearest Poly-
nesian islands, though there is no evidence of their doing so. It is also not
known whether Hotu-Matuaand his followers migrated to this island from
the Marquesas, the Tuamotu or the Tubuai Islands. By all accounts they
were Polynesians and, judging by their racial and linguistic characteristics,
were closely related to their western neighbours, but they told Captain
Geiseler, the commander of a German gunboat who put in at the island in
1883, that their ancestors had come from the east, ‘siling constantly
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towards the sinking sun’, froman island group called maraetoa-hax, whers
it was so hot that many died of the heat and plants and fruits dried up. In
Geiseler’s apinion, this group of islands could only have been the Gala~
pagos Islands. Three years later William E. Thomson, paymaster of the
American frigate Mohican, which anchored off Rapa Nui from the 19th
to 3oth December, was told the same story; he too thought the Galapagos
Islands the most likely identification.

Such definite statements cannot be ignored, particularly since other
evidence exists pointing to links between Easter Island and the mainland
of South America. Apart from the unquestionably American batata, there
isalso the sapindus saponaria, a plant which has grown on Easter Island for-
many centuries and whose original home is tropical America. Both in
America and on Easter Island the natives use this plant as an astringent
remedy, and also as a kind of soap. The people of Rapa Nui called this
plant by the same name as the South American indiss —on both sides of the
ocean it was known as para para.

Furthermore, similarities have been discovered between the sand-heaps
on which a large proportion of the giant faces of Rapa Nui stood, the
*burial terraces” of central Polynesia and the holy terraced pyramids of
South America. Admittedly the latter are on a much larger scale than the
marae, the burial terraces of Easter Island, but both make use of the same
huge carefully chiselled blocks of stone fitting snugly together without
the need of cement or mortar. As already mentioned, the same skill in
building and handling stone was common in Bolivia and Peru, and we can
easily understand that explorers have been struck by the resemblances
berween the ruins of the Tishuanaco era in South America and the remains
of similar constructions on Easter Island,

But the Easter Islanders were undoubtedly Polynesians! Although
Rapa Nui was inhabited prior to the arrival of the light-skinned visitors
by an unknown indigenous population possessing negroid and Melanesian
characteristics, by the time white discoverers reached the island, Poly-
nesian features predominated. This is clearly stated in Roggeween’s re-
Ef, and two generations later Cook confirmed that the natives of Easter

d were so like those of the Polynesian islands 1o the west in colour,
stature and language, that it was obvious thar they all belonged to one and
the same race. A hundred years later, Captain Geiseler also gave it as his
opinion that the Easter Islanders were Polynesians, In his official report,
dated 1883, he said:

In appearance, panticulusly in the shape of their heads, the people are strikingly
gimilsr 1o the Caucasian race. Their eyes are large, and dark brown in colour; their
Erces are alert and kindly. The men, for the most part, have short beards and mous-
m Their cheekbones are not pronounced and their lips are full, without being
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Modern anthropology is in total agreement with these statements.
There is no doubr that the inhabitants of Easter Island are Polynesians,
and that in racial characteristics, culture and language they are closely
related to their western neighbours. :
In view of these considerations it is all the more surprising that their
development followed such an individual course, and that they were the
only people in the Pacific who had 2 form of “writing". The first informa-
tion about this came not so very long ago. None of the earliest disco
Roggeween, Cook, La Pérouse (1786), Kotzebue (1816), Beechey (1826),
heard of it, so carefully was the secret of the rongo-rongo, the *speaking®
tablets, guarded, Only in 1864 did the natives let our the secret to Father
Eugtne Eyraud, who went to Easter Island as a missionary. Father Ey-
raud, a very well-meaning but rather simple soul, was deeply alarmed. He
implored the natives to get rid of the wooden tablets, some up to six fest
long, scratched on both sides with symbols, which they had brought him,
Father Eyraud did not burn them himself, as his colleagues in Central
America had done some centuries earlier with Maya manuscripts, but
persuaded his flock, who were completely under his influence, to commit
the tablets to the flames themselves. Thus during the four years from 1865 to
1868, all but twenty of these tablets were systemarically destroyed. Those
twenty which survived are distributed in museums throughout the world.
It is difficult to understand why the natives followed Father Eyraud’s
instructions so willingly. At first it was believed that they must by then
have lost the ability to read their tablets, which, as a result, no longer had
any meaning or value to them, bur this assumption is false, for we have
since learned that these *speaking tablets’ were still being studied as late as
1860 and that the last ‘king’ of Rapa Nui, who was captured by South
American slave-traders in 1864, could still read and write. It was also dis-
covered that these tablets were once holy relics, which only a few of the
natives were allowed to touch. Shortly after Eyraud's arrival one of the
traditional religious tests took place in which the scribes, the rongo-ronge
men, had to prove before the entire populace that they were still masters of
their holy and secret skills. Somehow Father Eugéne managed to suppress
this ancient ritual which, as the natives believed, had been brought to the
istand by Hotu-Marua. The result of his interference is that most assertions
ahout Easter Island are based on circumstantial evidence rather than fact.
We do not know how it was that the natives of Rapa Nui, who have
never been able 1o lead the happy, carefree existence of their more for-
tunate brethren in central Polynesia, came to devise a method for record-
ing their magic formulas, their legends and their myths. In view of the
many cultural similarities between Polynesia and South America, some
people have suggested that there is a connection between the amauras, the
noble scribes of the Incas, and the rongo-rongo men, despite the fact that
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the Inca scribes used agave or banana * paper’, while the natives of Rapa
Nui used wooden tablets. Of course, it is not possible to prove that this
connection existed, and in fact it can be shown that very many of the pic-
tures and symbols used by the Easter Islanders are hieroglyphic represen-
rations of objects which had always existed on the island or had been
known in central Polynesia. There seem to be only two exceptions to this
general rule: one is a stylized hieroglyph of a feline animal, perhaps a kind
of puma, and the other obviously represents a frigate bird, an arboreal
species unknown on the unwooded Easter Island. These birds, however,
were objects of veneration on the Solomon
Islands far to the west, and also probably
played some rble in the religion of Peru.

As already stated, all the other symbals

Sy appear to have been representartions of objects
< which had been known in Polynesia from
the beginning. We are thus forced 1o the
conclusion that these ‘Stone Age' natives

35. Decoration on @ paddle in this lonely spot in the ocean managed,

from Easter Island. within a few hundred years, to achieve a

cultural feat that had taken all other peoples

on: carth many thousands. The Easter Island ‘writing’, as the young

German investigator Dr. Thomas S. Barthel recently stated, after many

years of research into the problem, was in fact writing true and proper

and was used for recording mythological, ritual or magically significant
events and formulas.

This discovery explains why there has been a constant search to find a
possible link between Easter Island and more developed cultures, but, as
no such connection can be proved, we are forced to assume thar the
rongo men developed their writing in Polynesia themselves. Perhaps this
system of recording has something in common with the knotted strings
of the Incas, a method found also in ancient China and throughout the
whole of Polynesia, according to which the knots on a string or the
notches in a stick were given a definite meaning, in the sense that 2 more
or less complicated set of circumstances or ideas was artached to each knot
or notch, Possibly Easter Island writing developed from the same system,
for it was long believed that even the individual signs on the rango-rongo
tablets were nothing but mnemonic symbols.

If chis is the case then we must renounce all hope of ever deciphering
the messages of the mblets, since it is clearly impossible for us to conjure
up the whole sequence of events recalled by each hieroglyph,

Prabably less than a hundred years ago the writing on these tablets
could have been deciphered and the riddle of the origins of the Puly-.

nesians might have been solved, for even King Hotu-Matua was alleged 1o
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have had rongo-rongos with him when he arrived on the island —the
archives of his people consisting of sixty-seven holy tablets. In 1864
Father Eugéne Eyraud could still have obtained the answer but he, simple-
witted soul that he was, merely looked on complacently as the speaking-
tablers were consumed by the flames.
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36. Signatures of the Easter Itland chizfrains.
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Tt was not long before Cook realized that lirtle could be gained on
Easter Island, and so after only a few days he set sail for the Marquesas,
which had not been visited by Europeans since their discovery by Men-
dafia in 1595. From here he made for Tahiti where he stayed just long
enough to take water and provisions on board, and then put to sea once
more on a westerly course.

He landed on the Tonga Islands in mid-June 1774, and three weeks
later he reached the New Hebrides and afterwards New Caledonia. He and
his companions were struck by the great differences between the inhabi-
tants of these western islands and those of Polynesia. The natives were
black like negroes, with woolly hair and protruding lips and, unlike their
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also was quite different. Tt was as if they had reached an entirely different
continent.

Cook wrote of the natives of the New Hebrides:
« .+ in genersl, they are the most ugly, ill-proportioned people I ever saw, and in every:

respect different from any we bad met with in this sea. They are a very dack-colored
and rather diminutive race; with long heads, flat fices and monkey countenances,

Cook had reason to be astonished: he had just left a vast region extend-
ing berween 20° North and 457 South, whose inhabitants all belonged
to the same race and where the same language was spoken and the same
culture prevailed. The last few days” sailing had taken him almost into a
new world.

From New Caledonia, Cook continued on 1o New Zealand where he
took on fresh water, wood and fresh vegetables, and then sailed on a deep
southerly course towards Cape Horn. Once again a blank space on the

was filled in, for no ship had ever sailed in the regions between 50°
and 55° South before. No land was sighted and it finally became clear to
Cook that no rerra australis, no South Land, did in fact exist,

On the 17th December 1774, after a record voyage of thirry-six days,
they sighted Cape Deseado, the western entry to the Strait of
From here their course skirted the coast; Cook busied himself making
soundings, charting and surveying until on the z9th December Cape
Hom was rounded. The Resolurion was now, so to speak, in its home
waters: the Atlantic Ocean. Cook made straight for the Cape of Good
Hope, the southern tip of Africa. In the middle of January 1775, South
Georgia Island was discovered and claimed for the British Crown but
Cook had had encugh now:

. Besides, | was rired of these high southern latitudes where nothing was 1 be found

but jce and thick fogs. We had now a long hollow swell from the west, 3 strong in-
dicetion that there was no land in that direction. . . .

If any land existed at all, it could only be found very far to the south,
near the Pole.

-+ - The greatest part of this Southemn Cantinent must lie within the polar circle,
where the sea is 50 pestered with ice thar the lund s inaccessible.

Many decades were to pass before the Antarctic, which Cook had sup-
posed to exist, was first set foot upon by a white man, or presumably by
any human being arall.

After long weeks of cruising in icy winds, during which Cook was
5;::::1, on mm;:-t]mn one occasion, to heave-to in order to clear the tioos

masses of snow which had collected there, by the method of allowing
the sails to flap freely in the wind, the ship sailed into Table Bay, the
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starting-point proper of his voyage of discovery three years and eighteen
&aysea:liTFMlyonthe;mh]u!y 1775, the anchors of the Resolurion
rattled down into the waters off Spithead, and of the hundred and twelve
men who had left, a hundred and eight returned safe and sound.

Once again Cook received a private audience of the King, and once
again it did not take the Court and public opinion long to realize thar his
commission as Post Captain to H.M.S. Kent in August 1775, and soon
after as a Captain in Greenwich Hospital, were mere temporary measures,
for the Admiralty were clearly not going to waste such a man on routine
duties. Everybody in naval circles knew that he would soon be sent on'a
fresh mission abroad.

There was work enough for him to do. The situation in the North
American colonies had brought home to Britain, which relied extensively
on trade with foreign countries, the importance of finding a shorter route
te India and East Asia. If it were possible to sail round the north of
America, through the so-called * North-West Passage” (which was only to
be opened a hundred and fifty years later by Amundsen on his ship Gjéa),
then a saving of some weeks could be effected in that tremendous voyage.
The Admiralty had offered a reward of £20,000 to the first British ship
which succeeded in discovering a possible route via the north,

The search was o be made also from the Pacific side, and in the spring
of 1776 Cook received orders to proceed to Cape Town and Tahiti and
thence to advance in a north-eastérly direction towards America; he was
to explore the west coast between 457 and 65° North, looking for a
possible passage to the North Adanric.

Cook put to sea in his old flagship, the Resolution, on the 13th July 1776,
the anniversary of his departure four years previously, and only nine days
after the North American colonies had declared their Independence from
Great Britain, Thus Cook was unaware of this momentous step, though
he knew of the tension berween England and these colonies. He could have
found himself in a difficult situation after the start of hostilities, yet he was
held in such esteem that Benjamin Franklin ordered the American Navy to
give him free passage, ‘in view of the benefits which he, through his
valusble discoveries, has bestowed on the whole of mankind’. The same
strict orders were given to the Spanish and French Navies: "Since his dis-
coveries benefir all nations, the King is graciously pleased 1o order that
Capain Cook be treated like the commander of a neurral or an allied
!hi I|I

'!;'he third voyage seemed to be ill-fated from the very beginning. The
repairs made to the Resoluzion after her previous voyage had been shoddily
executed, and when she drew near the Equaror in the middle of August,
her seams expanded so much in the heat of the tropical sun that rmin and
sea water entered the ship, damaging the spare sails and flooding all the

L



cabins. Not much later the ship nearly foundered after striking some
underwater rocks, though fortunately, owing to her shallow draught, the
Resolution was able to float free without suffering too much damage. In
compensation for all these mishaps, the Resolution had a chronometer on
board. We take a knowledge of the exact time for granted, and even if a
modern ship has no chronometer, the navigator can make do with his
wrist-watch, seeing that every radio station announces the time at
intervals, but, two hundred years ago, the invention of the chronometer
was a great boon to navigators, since it became relatively easy to deter-
mine the exact position of the ship once the right time was known.

At the beginning of November 1776, Cook arrived once again in Cape
Town, after a voyage of nine weeks, to be joined seven weeks later by his
second ship, the Discovery of 300 tons. Three further weeks were spent in
provisioning the ships for a two-year voyage, and then the third voyage
began. The ships reached Tahiti by way of Tasmania and New Zealand.
The natives greeted the British as old friends and Cook noted how quickly
the natives had adopted some of the features of European civilization.
Stane axes had become as rare as iron ones had been eight years ago when
Cook had first landed on the island. Long nails had taken the place of
chisels made of bone or stone. :

But Cook was not entirely happy about all this since he felt convinced
that it would have been better for the people if they had never encountered
European achievements and skills. The people could no longer return to
the happy state in which they had lived before Cook discovered them.

In the middle of January 1778, after a long and uneventful voyage, a
number of mountainous islands were sighted at 20° North on the north-
eastern horizon. These islands were thickly wooded, and covered with
flowering trees. The sailors, after weeks at sea, delighted in the rich Jush
grass covering the soil. Cook called these islands the Sandwich Islands in
honour of the Earl of Sandwich, bur this name did not stick and they are
known today by the name used by the natives: Hawaii.

Some weeks later Cook discovered the remaining five islands of the
Hawaiian archipelago. Together these islands cover a surface area of
6,420 square miles and are the largest group of islands in Polynesia. They
are also one of the greatest volcanic structures on earth. They rise froma

of 16,000 feet to over 13,000 feet above sea-level, and their tremen-
dous ‘lighthouse’, the voleano Mauna Loa, can be seen from hundreds of
miles away. It is strange that these islands had never been discovered
‘before, since the “Manila-galleons” had been plying close by them since
1569 on their once-yearly voyages between Acapulco in Mexico and
Manila, the capital of the Philippines. A rumour did exist, however, that
some shipwrecked Spaniards had been cast ashore in Hawaii in 1527, and
that the Spanish capuain Juan Gaetano had ‘officially’ discovered it in
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1555, calling it by the name of Los Majos. Cook did not believe this story
for he noted that had the Spaniards in fact discovered Hawaii they would
then have taken on water and provisions there, instead of sending their
Philippine-bound ships to Guam much further west. Had they indeed
known of Hawaii they would only have needed to alter course slightly to
call there, and so would have remained within the Trades all the time, 1€
any doubt still remained about this Spanish claim to have discovered

Visg
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XXXII. Hawaii and the adjacent islands.

Havwaii, 250 years before the arrival of Cook, it must have been dispelled
by the behaviour of the natives, who clearly showed that they had never
heard of Europeans. Cook noted in his journal:

In the course of my several voyages, I never before mee with the natives of any place
so much astonished, as these people were, upan entering a ship. Their eyes were con-
timumlly flying from object to object . . . strongly marking to us, thay, sl now, they had
never been visited by Europeans, nor been scquainted with any of our commodities
except fron; which, however, it was plain, they had only heard of, or had known in
some small quantity. ...

Tn spite of their primitive condition, the natives bore themselves with
natural dignity. They greatly resembled the inhabitants of the other
Pacific islands Cook had visited, being light brown in complexion, and
they confirmed the impression that they too were Polynesians the moment
they began to speak, for they had the same language as the peoples of
Tahiti and New Zealand. As soon as the ships arrived, they stole every-
thing that was removable, and when a certain Lieut. Williamson wentashore
the next day, the natives crowded round him to such an extent thar he
ordered his men to fire, and one native was killed. At first, there were no
consequences, and wherever Cook appeared he was worshipped like a god.
Men and women, even the nobles and the chiefs, would prostrate them-
selves before him though they did not forget that these strangers had
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brought death with them. In character they were made of sterner mette
than the frivolous, happy-go-lucky inkabitants of Tahiti.

Cook held them in high esteem for this, despite their cannibalistic
habits. Their piantations and fields were carefully laid out and irrigated
with great skill, and between them ran banked roads, kept in a good state
of order. The paper-mulberry tree, which provided them with cloth, was
planted with geometrical precision. Their clothes showed their exception-
ally good taste. ' One might think,' the British reported, ‘that they had
copied the finest designs of China and Europe.’ Their calabashes and other
household articles were beautifully fashioned and showed how gifted they
were. In addition, they knew how to pickle meat—in short, despite their
primitiveness, they had achieved a way of living which astonished Cook.
He was particularly struck with their family life:

It was a pleasure 10 observe with how much affsction the women managed their
infanis, and how readily the men lent their assisrance 1o such a tender office; thus
sufficiently distinguishing themselves from those savages who esteem a wife and child
as things rather necessary than desirable, or worthy of their norice.

Cook was so impressed by the natives’ simple goodness that he deter-
mined not to ler his crew go ashore unsupervised, for during his second
voyage he had realized with shame and disgust that venereal diseases had
spread to Tahiti and elsewhere, and that the natives spoke quite freely of
the *British Disease’, which the white sailors had brought them. Whether
in fact venereal diseases had been imported into the Pacific from Europe,
or whether like the batata, cotton and the bottle gourd, it had reached there
directly from America, has never been settled, but Cook blamed himself
and his lack of supervision for this development, and, conscious of his
deep moral responsibility, he noted:

mwdunmmpemﬁ:ﬂmmnfiluhmnmghanslmumhamd_:ﬁul
ﬁ@:ﬁcv&ydﬁngmpmtmthchnpnmﬁnnufiﬁnldiminmthisishnd,which
I knew some of our men laboured under, and which, unfortunately, had heen already
communicated by us to other islandsinﬂles:mWiLhth:samevim,l ordered afl
female visitors to be excluded from the ships. . . « Whether these regulations, dicrated
hyhummiry,hndﬂmdesiudcﬂ'mt,urm.timenntymdiumu.l had been
mm:iwm:b:mnhjtu.ﬁmlﬁmﬁﬁmdﬂmﬁimﬂyhlanda;}rﬂl;fm
found, with real concern, that 1 had not succeeded.

With almost paternal displeasure he added:

Thappnmuﬁﬁumdhdu:ﬂnmummhmnumbcmrmmcmmm

mumerous to be guarded against; and however confident we ma be of the of
men, W are often undeceived too lue. ' -

Cook was deeply distressed when, three weeks after issuing this
pmuclazmnczn, an officer and twenty men were forced by sudden storms to
spend the night on the island, thus thwarting all his precautions.
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When this happened, Cook was just fifty years old. During the last ten
years he had not spent long at home, and thus he knew nothing of family
life in the real sense of the word —his ship had been his home and his crew
his family. All his paternal impulses had been lavished on them, and on the
natives. Cook was endowed with a greater measure of brotherly love than
the average person on earth, and was later to die on aceount of it. Love is
no mark of genius — Columbus and Magellin had been more brilliant men
—but perhaps the world would be much better off if there was less genius
and more goodness.

At the beginning of February 1778, the Resolution and the Discovery
left Hawaii, sailing northiwards. Six weeks later, at 47° North, the west
coast of North America was sighted near the present-day state of
Washington, in the region of the Juan de Fuca Strait. Owing to constant
storms, Cook had to wait until the end of March before he could land.
The place where he went ashore was Nootka Sound on Vancouver Island.
The Indian inhabitants, decked in beautiful feathers, soon came out to the
ships in their canoes, and trade by barter was quickly under way. It was
soon realized that the Indians were already acquainted with iron, and that
like the Polynesians they were cannibals.

+ « - the most extraordinary of all the articles which they brought o the ships for =le

were human skulls and hands not yet quite stripped of the flesh, which they made our
people plainly understand they had eaten. . ..,

The Indians were willing to barter everything, including their holy idols
and totem-poles, though these would only be given in exchange for brass
and copper, while other goods could be had for iron. Brass and copper
were so much in demand that, as Cook reported, in the end the sailors got
rid of all fittings, containers, candlesticks, and even the buttons off their
SUILS.

At the end of April 1778, after twenty-four days of incessant surveying,
Cook set sall again, skirting northwards along the coast. The voyage
proved exceptionally dangerous, for the unknown coast was studded with
dliffs and sandbanks, swirling currents tossed the ships in all directions,
and heavy rainstorms alternated with days of thick fog. The crew were in
a ferment and voices were raised condemning the voyage as utter madness.
We have a very detiled account of this from the pen of a German sailor,
Heinrich Zimmermann, who was hired for the voyage and who published
a book abour his experiences on his return in 1781, Zimmermann was
deeply impressed by Cook’s abilities and was genuinely devoted to him.
His book tells of this stage of the voyage:

A great wave of strong opposition had grown up against Cook on both ships, yet the

grudges which many bore lim were soon overshadowed by a remarkable event. T had
aften noticed how confidently Cook faced the dangers of the ocean, and hiow well be
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knew them. But apart from this knowledge, he had also a remarkable flair for being
able to foreses dangess befiore they actually happened. I was astonished 1o perceive that
even here, off the shores of America in the midst of constant danger from rocks,
shallows and sandbanks, Cook managed to pass his nights in undisturbed sleep. Yer it
sometimes happened that he would come storming up on deck in the middle of the
night and suddenly order a change of course. It often struck us that he must have re-
ceived some sign or else had become clairvoyant.

Now on the 24th June —I remember the date exactly —we were safling along the
coast on a very foggy night. Nothing made us suspect eny danger lurking in the dark-
ness. Lientenant Gore, whose warch it was, observed a sudden strong current, and
would have siiled on happily, had not Cook suddenly rushed out of his cabin and in
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preat agitation given the order to drop anchor at once. . . . We were all amazed. The
ssilors stumbled on deck from all pants of the ship, asking what had happened, but na
ane cotild answer them for the ships were blanketed round by thick fop. Tuwards noon
of the following day the fog lified sufficieatly for us 10 se= 2 rock rising steeply out of
the sea, barely twenty paces aliead, and that the waters all round us were stdded with
mc.i‘s."['!mw:snu'-:&mhtbu:thmn&d::mﬂheslﬂpswmldh:wbmuawd,h;dnm
Cook ordered the anchars o be dropped.

We can understand now why Heinrich Zimmermann and his comrades
were afterwards filled with an *almost mystical admiration’ for their cap-
tain, and it must certainly have made a deep impression upon them that
Cook himself did not believe in the existence of a passage to the east,
despite the fact that there was the reward of £20,000 for its discovery,
Cook's confidence in his own opinion might well have been shaken when
in the region of Prince William Sound in Alaska, where the Aleutian
Islands meet the continent, the ships came across a deep inlet cut into the
land, where in fact a large river empries itself into the ocean. Lieutenant
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Gore, Cook’s first officer, was certain that here was access to Hudson or
Baffin Bay, and he begged Cook to entrust him with the task of exploring
the land. He was certain that if he were given twenty men, two |

and adequate provisions, he could reach England within three months.
Cook refused his request, but investigated inlets and bays with special care.
Then, pleading the lateness of the season, he followed the Aleutian Archi-
pelago to the west as far as the island of Unalaska.

At the beginning of July, Cook was able to alter course from due north
to north-east, and it seemed as if the desired passage had materialized after
all, but on the 17th August 1778, the two ships met with ice and could pro-

ceed no further.

Some time before noon we perceived a brightness in the northern horizon, like tha
reflected from ice, commonly called the blink. It was litle noticed, from a supposition
that it was improbahle we should meer with ice so soon. . . . About an hour after, the
sight of a large field of ice left us no longer in doubt abour the canse of the brighmess
of the horizon. At half-past two, we tacked, close to the edge of the jce, in twenty-two
fathoms water, being then in the latirude of 70° 41"; not being able to smnd on any
farther,

As the ice barrier still impeded his ships on the following day, Cook
decided to put off his attempt to thrust through to the north-east, and
instead to find a more suitable harbour for the winter further south. Not
unnaturally he preferred to return to Hawaii, rather than be imprisoned by
the ice for seven long months near Petropavlovsk in southern Kamchatka.

At the beginning of 1778 the ships dropped anchor in Neeshaven on
Unalaska. There they were overhauled and expeditions were sent out to
gather berries and pine-cones. Cook had a brew made of the pine-canes to
which he gave the rather ambitious name of *beer’. Other members of the
crew were set 1o providing fresh meat and fish. The crews of both ships
were kept constantly busy, so that they had no time to brood under the
desolate grey sky in those wintry surroundings. Under the constant pres-
sure of activity, that old-fashioned, effective ‘occupatonal therapy’,
nobody had time to become depressed, no one despaired, and, because the
diet was rich in vitamins, there was no scurvy.

Nevertheless Cook was only too happy when on the 26th October the
ships were ready to leave Unalaska. Some time before this date he had
met Russian fishermen and hunters to whom he had handed interim
reports addressed to the British Admiralty. He noted that these Russians
were quite mad about strong drink. Some natives made occasional appear-
ances, and, much to Cook’s great annoyance, amongst them were a num-
ber of women whom, of course, his sailors immediately approached,
though venereal disease was by no means unknown in those parts. His
main reason, however, for wanting to travel south was that winter was
drawing dangerously near. Talk about a passage was nothing but a pipe-
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dream, and even if it did exist it would be so packed with ice that it would
have no value ar all.

It is odd that Cook made no mention of Russian explorations in eastern
Siberia and Alaska. He ordered Corporal Lediard, whom he had sent at
the beginning of October to find some Russian hunters thought to be in
the vicinity, to tell them that ‘we British are the friends and allies of your
people’, and when some Russian sailors did in fact appear, Cook received
them with friendship. However, he wrote not aword about Semion Ivanov
Deshnev, that Cossack herman who, as early as 1684, had sailed from the
Arctic Ocean on a few hastily assembled boats through the Bering Strait
to the Gulf of Anadir in the Pacific Ocean, thus proving that Asia and
America were not joined, as had previously been believed. Cook only
mentions the Dane, Virus Bering, in passing, while the Russian naval
captain, Ivan Fedorov, who in 1732 made the first voyage from Asia to
the western coast of America, is completely ignored. These omissions
cannot be ascribed to jealousy on Cook’s part: in the first place his fame
was such that it would not have suffered by competition, and secondly
because such pettiness was not in his nature.

On the 19th November 1778, hardly four weeks after leaving Unalaska,
land was sighted at 20° North after a pleasantly quick voyage. The land was
soon discovered to belong to the Hawaiian Archipelago, and everyone
was delighted. Since these islands, including Hawaii irself, had not yet
been mapped, Cook investigated their coastlines with rypical thorough-
ness. Only as late as the 17th January 1779 were the anchors of the two
British ships finally dropped.

The natives who swarmed around the two ships in their boats knew
very well the sirangers who had appeared out of the wide ocean on their
“floating islands’. Their brethren on the other islands of the group had
long ago told them that these were gods, seafaring gods, dressed in a some-
what unlovely skin of many colours. This skin had the most remarkable
holes, into which the strangers would put their hands and bring out the
most wonderful things.

The men grinned when they heard this. Their uniforms had been taken
for their skins, their ships for floating islands, and they themselves for
gods! These natives were just like children] A shy tenderness welled up
in these tough sailors, encouraged by the fact that the islanders were the
best-looking people they had ever seen. They were tall, <lim and well

built and looked magnificent in beautiful cloaks of red feathers. Their huts
were carefully constructed and artistically decorated,

Heinrich Zimmermann had nothing but admiration for this island. His
compatriot, Barthel Lohmann, from Thuringia, who had once been press-
ganged by the Durch and had later been enticed 1o join Cook’s third
vayage by the slogans of the London recruiting office, was even more
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enthusiastic, Zimmermann became suspicious when he noticed Lohmann’s
ecstatic state of mind, for he knew about the ‘South Sea fever® from his
own experience in Tahiti, when he had been so overcome by euphoria on:
beholding the dream island that he had wanted to stay there for ever. A
flood of memories rushed back into his mind, of a night spent on that
magical island:

An unprecedented feeling of freedom seemed to be consuming me ! What was life on
board, that arid, burdensome round of duties, compared with the carefree life that
awaited me here! . . . I warched the dances from berween the trees. The dancers! bodies
were lit up by the light of the torches, and in the warm glow they cast a spell of beauty
wherever | turned my eyes. The girls swayed in the fickering torch light and their
lithe, supple bodies moved in time with the drum-beats. Their arms and hands caressed
the air sensuously as if they were in love with it. . . . The musicians sar in a small circle
and drew music from bamboo sticks of different lengths, which gave out high and low
sounds, There were others 100 . . . who sing an enchanted melody with rich harmony;
the beauty of it ravished my soul from my body. . . . Now the girls wers approaching
a5 if they were gliding along, and I felt as if I were in 2 magic garden that had long been
lost, the door of which I had just discovered. . . . This was the happiest moment of my
life. Here did I want to sty and be happy-

Once bitten, twice shy. . . . Zimmermann finally managed to bring his
comrade Barthel back to reason, but others were suffering from the same
madness. There was talk of storming the arsenal, of open rebellion, of
capturing the captain and destroying the boats so that they could not
return, but it all came to naught, for the tide of events moved too quickly.

On the evening of the 17th January 1779, Cook withdrew to his cabin.
For a long time he had been so taken up with his surveys that his journal
had been neglected. A fresh cool breeze blew gently in through the open
portholes into his spacious cabin. It had been a lovely day and Coak was
pleased with himself, with his men and with the whole world; and con-
scious of the good work he had accomplished, he wrote:

At eleven o'clock in the forenoon we anchored in the bay. . . . We could not but be
struck with the singularity of this scene; and perhaps there were few on board who now
lamented our having failed in our endeavours to find & northern passage homeward,
last summer. To this disappointment we owed our having it in our power 1o revisi: the
Sandirick f:lends, and 1o enrich our voyage with a discovery which, though the Jast,
seemed, in many respects, to be the most important that had hitherto been made by
Europeans throughout the extent of the Pacific Ocean.

He was not to have a chance to continue his journal. Just a few days
before this last entry, he had anxiously noted that it was becoming im-
possible to keep the women off the ships and that it seemed as if they came
for the sole purpose of giving themselves 1o the sailors, He must have been
-aware thar their weakness for his men, who appeared in the brilliant role of
heroes, would cause trouble, but probably he did not realize to what
extent resentment was smouldering on the island. At first they had been

*
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taken for gods, but when it was realized that they treated women in much
the same way as mortal men, this ingenuous belief soon faded. Further-
more, when the natives perceived that the strangers were using up all the
provisions of the island, they became convinced that the sailors had been
driven from their own home by famine and that they were nothing but
consuming parasites.

Thus brawls began to be common occurrences, and the British were
forced to fire. On the 14th February, the situation had become so threaten-
ing that Cook had to intervene. He went ashore in order to pacify the
people, but as he was tumning round to give orders to his men in the boats,
he was stabbed over and over again in the back. His death roused the
natives to an even greater pitch of fury, and Cook’s body and a number of
sailors were literally torn to shreds. Cook’s second-in-command, Captain
Clerke, commander of the Discovery; was on board and managed to save
himself and the crew of the boats. It must be counted to his great credit
that he restrained the extremely embittered men from taking retaliatory
measures,

On the 22nd February 1779, the two British ships left Hawaii. Still
following their orders, they tried onee again to sail east through the Bering,
Strait but again the ice presented an impassable barrier. Before they could
take refuge in the Russian harbour of St. Peter and St. Paul (Petropav-
lovsk) on Kamcharka, Captain Clerke died of a lung complaint, contracted
before the start of the voyage.

Apart from the many official obituaries that were published when
Cook’s death became known, there was one which is almost unknown and
quite unique. It is 1o be found in the report sent to St. Petershurg by the
governor of Kamcharka, the former Prussian officer, Major Behm, Behm
reported that he had had a great diplomatic success. The Tchukiches,
inhabitants of eastern Siberia, who had so far successfully resisted Russian
dominarion, had declared their readiness for peace and friendship. They
said that they had been visited by two ships, the white crews of which had
been so courteous and helpful thar they felt they could no longer object
o the Russians,

Major Behm reported very correctly, bur not entirely without malice,
that these two ships could only have been the Resolution and the Discovery,
and certainly not Russian ships. Of course he did not tell this to the
Tehukiches. It is thus that the extreme eastern tip of Asia became Russian
instead of British!
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delicious smell of apple tart filled the room. The fire sent flickers of
A light into the dark corners and cast a red glow over the heavy
across the ceiling. Night was falling, and the house was so
peaceful that it seemed you could hear the snowflakes covering the roof
with their white mantle. Tt was Friday night —the hour when Father was
planning his Sunday sermon —and you had to be quiet as a mouse. But the
boy sitting at the table had not the slightest wish to jump about and play
wild games. He was lost in a thick volume open before him —reading and
dreaming. He had received the book as a Christmas present from his
godfather, and for the last eight days he had done nothing but devour it.
Tt was not new, having been published more than a hundred years earlier,
but the book was still as famous as when it had first appeared in 1670. Its
author was the learned doctor Olivier Dapper, and it had been published
by Jacab van Meurs of Amsterdam. A German translation had soon
appeared: Die Umbstandliche und Eigentliche Beschreibung von Afrika Und
dencn dagu gehrigen Konigreichen und Landschaften (‘The Detailed and
Proper Description of Africa and the Kingdoms and Lands contained
within it"). Since that time many other books on Africa had been written.
Antoine Francois Prévost d’Exiles, who under the name of Abbé Prévost
wrote the novel Manon Lescaur, had published a many-volumed History
of Voyages with much information about Africa, a history which to this
day remains a wonderful treasure-house for all who have the leisure to dip
into it. In 1747, the first volumes of a seres of twenty entitled Allge-
meine Historie der Reisen tu Wasser und qu Lande ('General History of
Voyages by Sea and on Land") had appeared in Leipzig. Here, too, the
dark continent was described in great detail, bur all these books were much
too costly for the average man to buy, and so Olivier Dapper’s bock on
Africa held the field for a hundred years and more.

Qur lad gazed in wonder at the many pictures in this venerable old
tome, and then turned 1o the maps of the cities, rivers, mountains and
deserts of Africa, excitedly studying the written text. He had recently had
his twelfth birthday, and he was at an age when boys usually run wild. In
fact he used 1o be no exception to the rule. Only last summer he had buile
himself a proper Indian wigwam in the garden behind the house, 3 large,
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roomy tent of calfskin, just like those of the Sioux and the Apaches in the
wide prairies of North America. He had invited his motherand sister and his
schoolmates and friends to visit him and they had been most enthusiastic.
Obviously the owner of such a magnificent wigwam was an expert Scout
and a mighty hunter, and his comrades at once acclaimed him as their Big

How remote such pastimes seemed to him now | His passion for Indians
was dead, forgotten his former enthusiasm for the knightly courage of
Juan Ponce de Léon, one of Columbus's officers. The boy had accom-
panied him in imagination to the wonderful land of Bimini. He too had
dropped anchor on Easter Day, 1512, off the coast of Florida and had pored
over the map with the Spanish knight in search of Bimini, the source of
eternal youth. Then again, he had disguised himself as an Indian medicine-
man and had marched for eight years with Cabeza de Vaca across the New
World, without meeting another white man until he reached California in
$536. In 1539 he had galloped across the prairies of Georgia and South
Carolina with Hernando de Soto, Pizarro’s famous cavalry leader, and
together they had sailed down the Mississippi, arriving at the Mexican coast
in September 1543, after a wild-goose chase lasting four years. He had
accompanied the Franciscan missionary Marcos and his negro slave
Estevan to the fabulous city of Cibola, capital of the Pueblo Indians, and 1o
the Grand Canyon; he had seen vast herds of buffaloes on the virgin
prairies, he had smoked the pipe of peace with the Indian chiefs and had
worn eagle feathers in his hair and moccasins on his feet. He had sailed
with Jacques Cartier up the St. Lawrence River; he had founded Quebec
and Montreal; he had helped to discover Hudson Bay and had met whale
hunters and fur traders. He had sailed with Drake, Hawkins and Raleigh
and had drifted down the Mississippi with La Salle. In short, he had had a
thousand adventures, and an endless chain of wild excitement.

He had found it impossible to fit all these fragments of adventures into a
vast canvas —sometimes he had had only the vaguest notion where they
had raken place, They had been like the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, for the
great American continent was still an amorphous mass of land, its coast-
lines unmapped. How different it was with Africal Its outlines had been
known for a long time. The Black Continent fitted into the map and he
could draw its contours with closed eyes. It was true that, apart from the
coastal areas, not much was known even of Africa, for not even Dr.
Olivier Dapper could fill in the huge gaps, though it was just that which
spurred the lad’s imagination all the more. Thus it was that the otherwise
unruly son of the pastor Friedrich Georg Horemann, minister of St.
Andrea's Church in Hildesheim, was bent over his book as if spellbound.

The boy’s father was a litdle disturbed abour his son's passion for adven-
ture. For generations the Hﬁmmmnnshadhcenclergynm and he could



not imagine where his son Fritz had acquired this desire to find out about
th:mkmwnpamnfﬂwwuﬂd,tnmﬂamnng&mhmﬂmninm
lands. Witha heavyhﬂnﬂwﬁthnmmhﬂedﬂmu[dﬁﬂmmnyhy
*Miller’s beast and pastor’s child, prosper rarely and often run wild." But
his son was a very serious boy. His teacher had told him that he was far
and away the best pupil in the school in geography, and that his wealth of
knowledge was astonishing. The Reverend Friedrich Georg Hornemann
sighed deeply but let his son be. He knew himself for a very sick man and

XXXIV. Portolano of Africa, dated 1351.

realizing that his days were numbered, he would have been glad 10 see his
eldest son less wild and more inclined to follow father’s footsteps. But
lﬁmi:mched over everything; his fate and that of his son were in His

Friedrich Konrad Homemann’s fate was cast on that Christmas Eve of
1784, when his godfather presented him with Olivier Dapper’s book on
Africa. From the moment he first opened the book till the fast day of his
short life, the dark continent was to retain its hold on our Fritz. Evenasa
child he succumbed to the magic charm of Africa. A few years later, having
matriculated in the University of Gottingen as a student of theology, he
went 1o call on the famous natural historian and physician Johann Fried-
rich Blumenbach of Géttingen, to ask for a recommendation to the re-
cently founded Association for Promoting the Discovery of the Interior
Parts of Africa, in London. He wanted to become a traveller and explorer.

Bur at the beginning of 1785, Friedrich Hornemann was only eleven
years old, and his visit to Professor Blumenbach a long way off, At school



304 The World Unveiled

the boy still had to contend with Latin and Pythagoras, but once his
lessons were done he would open Olivier Dapper’s book and sit breathless
with excitement. He would study the map of North Africa, attached to the
boak, for hours on end. The Mediterranean, the African coast, the Strait
of Gibraltar all were marked here. There was Alexandria, the proud old
city, which rwelve years later was to see him, disguised as an Arab, setting
off into the unknown lands of the negroes. Here was Cairo, *the most
noble capital in the world, greater than Rome and Constantinople’; there
the pyramids, ‘pointed tombs’ as the learned Dutch doctor had called

thiem; here the Nile, that mysterious river whose source no one knews; the
Great Sahara desert,

50 hot and dry that water is only to be found in a few wells, and even these maostly con-
tin salt water. There are whole regions where one may travel for six. or seven days
without finding any water at all. The merchants who journey from Fez to Tombiit load
goarskins filled with water on to their camels” hacks,

Tombut, Tombit, Tombit! How enticing the name, like the beat of
drums, of those skin-covered wooden drums whose call can be heard
throughout the Black Continent, as Friedrich Hornemann was soon to
find out for himself. Timbuktu is the modern name for Tombit, but the
fabulous city of golden bazaars and brilliant mosques, which was famous
during the Middle Ages as the * Queen of the Desert’, is now no more than
a dusty provineial village. Even in Dr. Dapper’s times little remained of
its former greatness and beauty: he reported that while the lovely mosque
and the wonderful royal palace were still standing, the broad streets lined
with fine houses had completely disappeared, and in their stead there were
“only small huts built of wood and clay and covered with straw”’. Yet, be
continued, the town was still as wealthy a trading centre as it had ever
been

This line on the map was the Niger, that river of secrers, which Horne-
mann was later to explore so thoroughly. The boy traced its course down
to the sea where it hranched out into four mouths: the Gambia, the
Senegal, the Rio Grande and the Niger itself. A little inland, the mighty
river crossed two large lakes and ran very close to the lower course of the
Nile, Might they not be one and the same river?

Not even Dr. Olivier Dapper knew this for certain, although he had
once travelled through those regions, and so on his maps he had left the
question open, contenting himself with quoting the Arabian geographets
of the Middle Ages: = RS it

&mogsuhemyﬁvmw}ﬁchmﬂﬁsmgiﬂn the most famous is the Niger. The
Agab topographers claim thar the Niger is 2 branch of the Nile, which first flowed

t0 appear again later. Some even state that the Niger and the Nile come

ﬁmmmdlhcﬂmm:hﬁmmhnﬂ:hmth:mkindufﬁshniuﬂm,md
because there are hippopotami in both,
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Nowadays this strikes us as rather far-fetched reasoning, yet the siges of
antiquity; including the great Prolemy, had made the same observations,
and although Prolemy had been proved wrong rime after time in the course

of the centuries, his authority was still unquestioned. Thus the exploration
of Africa in modern times began with the riddle of the Niger.

r

Both classical times and the Middle Ages had quite clear ideas about
large parts of the Black Continent, and this was very natural, for Africa
was separated from Europe only by the Strait of Gibraltar. Its western
shores, however, have few good natural harbours, and the extensive coral
reefs, gigantic mangrove swamps and the wild Acdantic breakers had pre-
vented all approach to this coast for a long time. Elsewhere, deep belts of
desert had made progress into the interior impossible. Nevertheless a
number of voyages of discovery had taken place before the end of the
fifteenth century.

The eastern shores were the first 1o be explored, and the earliest dis-
coverers were the Pharaohs of the Old Kingdom who went there a few
thousand years before the birth of Christ, probably to clear up the mystery
of the yearly floodings of the Nile, When one realizes that the depth of
water in the delta rises from about twenty inches at the end of May 10
abour ten feet in July, and almost rwenty-five feer at the beginning of
October, it is easy to understand why the ancient Egyptians were eager to
find the reason behind the rise and fall of its waters.

Unfortunately we know very little about these early explorations and,
as is often the case with early history, we must rely on circumstantial evi-
dence rather than on facts, One almost cermin piece of evidence is the fact
that Seth, one of the oldest Egyptian gods, who was held to be the
deity of strangers, was always represented as having the head of an okapi.
As is well known, this previously unknown animal was not discovered
until 1900, and then in the impenetrable forests of the northern Congo, Its
discovery made scientific headlines, for by rights this archaic creature
ought not to have existed at all, its nearest relative, the samotherium,
having already disappeared from the face of the earth during the Tertiary
period. Thar it still existed was first suspected when the natives of the
Congo were heard talking about a giraffe-like animal with horns and
stripes on its flanks like a zebra. As the Egyptian god Seth had had an
okapi head since the beginnings of the Old Kingdom, the Egyptians must
have known of this strange beast since the most ancient of times.

At first this seemed to be out of the question for, as can be proved quite
conclusively, the okapi could never have existed north of the Uele, one of
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the great tributaries of the Congo, for the huge jungle mass comes to an
end here, and shade is essential for the okapi’s existence. The adjoining
region of the Nile swamps, which have never been covered by jungle,
would be as insurmountable a barrier for this shy creature as savannahs or
deserts. These simple facts rule out the possibility that the okapi could have
come as far as the land of the Pharachs. Are we justified in drawing the
conclusion that, three or four thousand years before our era, Egyptian
exploratory and trading expeditions had advanced as far as the Congo?

This question must be answered in the affirmative, not only because of
the evidence provided by the okapi, but also for the following reason. The
ancient Egyptians were probably
familiar with the gonlla and
certainly with the pygmy tribes of
the swamps of the Nile. During
Georg Schweinfurth’s great ex-
pedition of 1870, he came across
the pygmy tribe of the Akka, and
immediately recalled a passage in
Homer which had previously been
thoughtto be purely mythological.
37. Bartle berween pygmies and cranes. Atthebeginning of Book IT of the

Lliad the great Greek poet wrote:

When all were drawn up, each company under its own communder, the Trojans
advanced with 1 shouting and a din like that of birds. They filled the air with clamour,
like the cranes thar fly from the onset of wintes.and the sudden rains and make for
Ocean Stream with raucous cries 1o brang death and destuction to the Pigmies, launch-
ing their wicked onslaught from the moming sky.?

Nawrally Homer did not witness these alleged fights between the
pygmies and the cranes but he must have heard of them and he could ondy
have done this in Egypt. Black-skinned pygmies had always been kept as
slaves in ancient Egypt to serve as part of the temple ritual. Even Pepi II,
a Pharaoh of the sixth dynasty who reigned in the middle of the third
millennium B.c., kept black dwarfs at his court, and an inscription of
Rameses the Great dating from approximately 1250 B.c. makes it clear thar
his age knew about the great swamps of the Upper Nile —a region that has
only been rediscovered within the last two hundred years,

Thus the ancient Egyptians knew this part of Africa, but in order to have.
séen the okapi they must have penetrated even further south by 8 10 10” of
latitude, i.e. roughly to the watershed between the Congo and the Nile and
the volcanic chain north of Lake Kivu. The boundary of the Egyptian
sphere of influence must have fallen approximately within this area. Until
some time ago, when new evidence came to light, it was thought highly im-

YE V, Riew's munslation (Penguin Classics, 1950,
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probable that the Egyptians had crossed the Equator, but when Professor
Heinrich Quiring of Berlin made a chemical analysis of cosmetics found
in the tomb of an unknown princess of the sixth dynasty, ie. about
2400 B.C., he discovered that her eyelash-paint contained evident traces of
antimony.

Although this might appear to the layman to be completely irrelevant,
it was a most important discovery, for it rmised the question of where the
Pharaohs of the Old Kingdom had obrained this rather rare element. The
large Middle East deposits of antimony were only discovered many
thousands of years later, and the Egyptian geologists of the time could not
have had any knowledge of the deposits in Algeria and Morocco, which
were only uncovered long after the decline of Egypt. The problem
appeared insoluble, until Professor Quiring remembered that antimony
could also be found far to the south in the dark continent, near the lower
course of the Zambesi, and that it had been—and still is —mined, to-
gether with gold, in Selukwe, Que Que and Gwelo in Mashonaland in
Rhodesia.

At once everything fitted into place. The gold-mines of Mashonaland
are very ancient and probably had some connection with the
Pharaohs, In the famous ‘Harris Papyrus’, that 118-foot-long scroll in
which Rameses IV recorded, in 1168 s.c., the great deeds of his father
Rameses IT1, we can read that in 1180 B.C., Rameses the Great sent an

ition of ten thousand men to Punt. Thousands of years earlier,
during the Old Kingdom, there had been reports of the Holy Land of
Punt. Thus it is known that Sahura, the second Pharaoh of the fifth
dynasty, who lived some centuries before the princess with whose make-
up we are concerned, imported gold, silver, myrrh and costly woods from
there into Egypt. Fifteen hundred years later, Princess Hatshepsut had
sent a great expedition to Punt which had returned, after an absence of
three years, heavily laden with treasure. At first Punt was thought to have
been part of Somaliland, but doubts as to the correctness of this location
saon sprang up. It was suggested thar the holy land of Punt must have
been near the deposits of antimony, ie. not far from the Zambesi.
Numerous mineshafts and galleries, some as much as j20 feet deep, 10~
gether with smelting works and ovens and also extensive fortifications and
palaces, were discovered throughout an area covering thousands of square
miles. These finds have not yet been properly examined by expert
archaeologists, but even the untrained eye can detect the fact that once
upon a time mining and smelting had flourished in that area.

‘Who, apart from the Pharaohs, could have worked such an extensive
mining enterprise?

Until the day that Quiring made his chemical analysis, such ideas had
been based on conjecture alone, but with his discovery the pieces of the
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jigsaw puzzle began to fit together. It must be stated that Quiring's con-
clusions have not gone unchallenged. It has been pointed out that the dis-
tance by sea from the northern part of the Red Sea to the Zambesi is
about 5,000 miles. One may well doubt that it was within the power of the
ancient Egyptians to have travelled such a vast distance and, in any case,
the voyage must have been made through the Strait of Bab-el-Mandeh, and
this was only possible during the rather infrequent period when the power
of the Sabeans, a rich seafaring people living in South Arabia, was at a low
ebb. While the Egyprians might have travelled to the Zambesi by land,
along what is nowadays called the *Cape to Cairo Route’, or else have
started out up the Nile as far as Mongalla, some 5° north of the Equator, it
is unlikely that the Pharaohs penetrated further south than the g
More than 1,250 miles of difficult country lay between the Equaror and
the gold and antimony of Mashonaland. These reasons, it was cliimed,
were sufficient to disprove Quiring’s theory.

The missing proof came to light some years ago, when numerous cave
and rock paintings of a fair race were discovered in Rhodesia and other
regions of South Africa. At first these were attributed to the Bushmen, but
it was soon realized that the polychrome and strikingly vigorous drawings
must be much older. Professor Dart, who discovered the South African
Australopithecus, or the ' Southern Ape’; was the first to suggest that these
paintings were contemporary with the Stone Age and depicted an in-
vasion by a foreign race of white men coming from the north. Orthodox
scientists dismissed Professor Dart as a dreamer and heaped ridicule upon
his idea, just as they hzddonewhenhcha&chimedrha:hisape-mnwu
the missing link. Then in 1929 the German Professor Leo Frobenius spent.
many months carefully examining the pictures Dart had seen and dis-
covered many more in the process. Frobenius came to the same conclusion

as Professor Dart, but again the ‘experts’ poured scorn on his ideas which
clashed with accepted theories. Finally, the greatest living authority on
prehistoric rock paintings, the Abbé Breuil, after having made a pre-
inary survey in 1929, decided to look at this problem more closely. He
made countless expeditions berween 1942 and 1952 and investigated hun-
dreds of rock and cave paintings. He concluded that both Dart and Fro-
benius had been correct in their interpretation. The countless paintings of
white men obviously belonging to the Mediterranean culture clearly
proved that early Enropean influences had in fact reached the sonth of
Africa either by sea or along a route which might have led past the great
lakes. To make doubly sure, the Abbé Breuil decided to submit the paint-
ings to radio-carbon tests. The results of the tests proved beyond doubt
thar the majority of the paintings investigated by Frobenius, Dart and
himself were very old indeed, dating back to about 1§00 B.C.. i.e. to the
time of Princess Hatshepsur,
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The radio-carbon test is based on the fact that every plant contains a
given quantity of radio-active carbon in addition to ordinary carbon. See-
ing that all living creatures absorb plant constituents directly or indirectly,
radio-active carbon is found in men and animals, particularly in their bones
and teeth. While they are alive, this substance is continually replenished,
but naturally when they die they no longer absorb further radio-carbon
and the amount in their bodies becomes reduced through continuous
radiation. After twenty-five thousand years it disappears completely,
leaving no trace at all in organic remains. However, up to this point in
time, the percentage of radio-active carbon in a body, or in its skeletal
remains, can tell us with a high degree of certinty when the body’s
metabolism had ceased, thus establishing the age of the bones, This method
was discovered in 1950 by the American Dr. Willard Libby, and has since
become so improved that we can tell from the ashes of old campfires when
they were lit. The method also enables us to date prehistoric paintings,
when their colours were produced from plant material. Similarly, with it
we can caleulate the age of wooden or bone tools, remnants of building
timber, wood-paved roads and dikes, and pieces of fabric or leather.

The Abbé Breuil had spent most of the preceding five years below
ground in France, Spain, China and the Belgian Congo, examining the
pictures on the walls of caves dating from the Ice or Stone Ages. He knew
them like the palm of his hand, but these paintings of white men, in dis-
tant South Africa, were perhaps the most impressive of all. When he was
interviewed by journalists, in 1952, on his return to Europe, he was stll
breathless with excitement and wonder:

This is perhaps my greatest scientific triumph. On those walls, in the midst of dark-
est Africa, T saw the dance of “white men®. Their skin was white, their hair red and
they wore shoes and looked like men of the Mediterranean races. These pictures must
have been made by natives 1o work magic spells, but such pictures are only effective in
the natives’ opinion if they are exact representations of the object over which they are
to have power, and therefore we can fake the correctness of the detils, painted by
those unknown coloured artists, for granted. There is no doubt that those white dis-
mmmnfprthhmﬁcﬁmuhokﬂdiuulihdwmmmmmd in the paintings,
dresced in trousers and shoes and decked with jewellery, and that they resembled the
pictures of the members of the Meditermnean civilisations of Crete, Egypt and Asin
Minor.

We must however be careful that we do not leap to unjustifiable con-
clusions and realize that we are basing ourselves, so to speak, on circums=
stantial evidence only. Possibly archaeology will one day give us incon-
trovertible proof of that tremendous trek through desert, jungle and
swamp to the southern regions of Africa, but it is also possible that it will
always remain a pure hypothesis, likely to have taken place, but still
unproved. However, the glory of the Pharaohs will not be tarnished by the
daubt cast upon this feat, for their captains accomplished a far greater



310 The World Unveiled

exploit that was only to be repeated rwo thousand years later at the begin-
ning of modemn times: the circumnavigation of Africa. i

This great voyage took place during the reign of the Pharach Necho 11
(609—594 B.c.) and we know of it from the Greek historian Herodotus,
who wrote:

The shape of Libya [Africa] shows that, save for the part that borders on Asia, it is
surrcunded on all sides by ses. The first 1o bring proof of this, as far 25 I know, was
Pharach Necho of Egypt. When he ceased the digging of the canal which was to link
the Nile with the Red Sea, he equipped an expedition and commanded it 10 sil round
Libya through the Pillars of Hercules [Straits of Gibraltar], back into the Mediterra-
nean, and so returm to Egypt. Therefore the Phoenicians left pors and safled out of the
Indian Ocean into the southern sea. When autumn fell, they landed, tilled the fields,
and waited for the harvest, in whatever part of Libya they happened to be. When they
had harvested the com they sailed on, unril, sfter two years, they sailed through the
Pillars of Hercules, and so returned to Egypr again in the third year, They
which 1 cannot myself believe, though perhaps some other may, that as they rounded
Libya they beheld the sun on their rght hand.

The rwo most significant parts of this passage are the beginning and
the end, which refer to the geographical position of Africa. Herodotus
-appears to have known that this continent was surrounded by the ocean,
though subsequent generations, including Ptolemy, the greatest astro-
nomer and geographer of antiquity, thought that the Indian Ocean wasan
inland sea, that Africa curved towards the east, and that there was a direet
bridge of land berween Africa and eastern Asia. Prolemy lived in Alexan-
dria in Egypt at about A.p. 140, in the very country where it had been dis-
covered that it was possible to sail round Africa, but it seems he had no
knowledge of that feat, and it was only in 1487, when the Portuguese
reached the Cape of Good Hope, that his authority was to be shaken,

This mistake, however, was perhaps less the fault of Prolemy than of
Herodotus himself, who, in the concluding sentence of the passage
quoted, states that Necho's expedition had had the sun on the right side
during its circumnavigation of Africa. This was bound to appear absurd
to people living north of the Equator and even Herodotus, as we can see,
was a lirtle ashamed at retelling such nonsense, but as he ook his vocation
of historian and travel reporter very seriously, he thought it his duty to
note down even those things which he himself considered false. This is
what he did, adding that he himself knew better. But it is this very com-
ment which suggests that Africa was in fact circumnavigated in very olden
times, for if the ships of Necho's expedition sailed in a westerly direction,
then, south of the Equator, the Sun must have appeared on the right, i.e.
in the north. Thus the very reasons which made ancient geographers dis-
miss Herodotus’s report as ridiculous, confirm its validity.
~ Admittedly, this voyage ook place much oo early for its importance
to have been appreciated at the time, and we cannot even imagine what
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Necho had in mind when he ordered his expedition to set out. Perhaps he
was impelled by a disinterested curiosity about the geography of Afrita,
and though we are apt to consider such a thirst for knowledge more
characteristic of modern ages, this must not be ruled out as a possibility.
From their own experience, the Egyptians knew much abour Africa and

P N

XXXV. The water-shed between the Nile and the Congo.

since; early on in their history, they had heard of a great ocean in the
west, they probably wanted to find out as much as there was to be known
about their continent. We know for certain that they were deeply in-
terested in the vast lands on their southern borders. This is proved by their
belief that the Nile had yet another main branch running from east to
west and emptying in the distant western ocean. The Egyptians also
thought that this * other Nile” was responsible for the yearly floods. They
imagined that persistent west winds stemmed its flow and drove tremen-
dous masses of water into the river proper at its Mediterranean estuary,
thus causing the river to flood its banks. It is clear that the desire 1o ex-
plain this looding provided a great stimulus for exploration, and there can
be no doubt that the Egyptians made artempts to solve the problem even
in the very earliest times.

Until comparatively recently the notion of another branch of the Nile
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running from east to west was shared by most geographers, and the
Niger was for long thought to be this other branch. This assumption was
finally proved wrong, yet the very fact that it arose must be viewed as
further evidence that Egyptian explorers advanced deep into central
Africa and far across the Equator to the south. Not the Niger, but the
Congo might well have belonged to the Nile system, since about thirty
miles west of Lake Albert, one of the grear reservoirs of the Nile, are
found the sources of the Uele-Ubangi and the Iruri-Aruwimi, both
tributaries of the Congo, and, further south, Lake Tanganyika also makes
a considerable contribution to the Congo through the Lukuga. Thus the
assumption that the Nile had a western branch running into the Atlantic
could have arisen az this point only, i.e. at the watershed between the Nile
and the Congo. This assumption, which came fairly close to the truth,
could only have been made by the Egyptians, and this makes it all the
mare probable that the Pharaohs had in fact advanced as far as Mashona-
kind and the Zambesi. There can be no doubt at all that this error on the
part of the ancient Egyptian geographers was the main reason why the
later systematic exploration of the Black Continent began with the prob-
lem of the Niger.

3

The chief credit for taking the first steps in the scientific exploration of
Africa must be ascribed to the French geographer Jean-Baptiste Bour-
guignon d'Anville, with the publication of his large map of Africa in 1749,
and to Sir Joseph Banks, Cock’s scientific adviser on his first voyage, who
founded the famous African Association in 1788. Bourguignon d'An-
ville’s map demonstrated that real knowledge of Africa was limited to the
coastal arcas and the Nile Valley, Egypr, Nubia, Abyssinia, Senegambia,
around the Cape, and to the regions of the lower Congo and the lower
Zambesi, but even in these parts the geographical horizon was very hazy,
as can be seen from a glance ar d"Anville’s map: at once we realize that
everything had been pushed towards the north-east; for example, Lake
Chad and the area of the Niger had been so far displaced to the top right
thiat the actual distances were cut by almost half. We can now understand
why Tripoli, and even Cairo, were considered suitable starting-points for
exploring the Niger,

When d'Anville's map of Africa first appeared, Joseph Banks was still a
child. Even twenty years later, in 1769, when he joined Cook in his
search for the rerra custralis, Africa did not occupy 4 very great place in
his thoughts. This was to change when it became clear that the mysterious
Sauth Land did not exist, and thar England had 1o look elsewhere fora
substitute to replace the lost American colonies. Thus in 1788, Banks
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founded the African Association for Promoting the Discovery of the
Interior Parts of Africa, and made the following comments, recorded in
the Proceedings:

. + » notwithstanding the progress of discovery on the coasts and borders of that vas:
continent, the map of its interior is sill but a wide extended blank on which the
geographier . . . has traced with a hesitating hand, a few names of unexplored rivers and
of uncerain mtons.

All this was to be changed by means of systematic explorations of the
Black Continent by specially trained scientists. It was clear that the
African Association was not indifferent to the ‘most important advan-
tage” which would result from the exploration of the unknown regions,
the ‘extension of trade and the furtherance of British industry . Yet despite
the mercantile stimulus, the Society was first and foremost a scientific
‘association, and it was thanks to its efforts that Africa was so quickly to
lose its reputation of being ‘The Dark Continent”.

In 1795 the African Association chose the Scottish surgeon and
botanist Mungo Park (1771—-1806) as one of its first explorers. Park had
already won his spurs in India, and on his return to England he had asked
Sir Joseph Banks to use his services in Africa. The fact that not one of his
four predecessors had rerurned from the Black Continent did not dismay
the confident young man of twenty-four, and at the beginning of 1795 he
set out towards the interior from Pisania, a small settlement at the mouth
of the River Gambia. His instructions, as he himself has told us, were clear
and explicit:

»+ . I was directed, on my arrival in Africa, *to pass on to the river Niger, either by
the way of Bambouk, or by such other route as should be found most convenient—
that T should ascertain the course, and, if possible, the rise and rermination, of that
river —that | should use my utmost exertions to visit the principal rowns or cities inits.
neighbourhood, particutarly Tombuctoo and Houssa —and that 1 should be afterwards
at liberty to return 1o Europe, either by the way of the Gambia, or by such other rous,
ws under all the then existing circumstances of my situation and prospects should appesr
to me to be most advisable®,

Although his instructions sound quite simple, when Mungo Park tried
to join a caravan leaving Pisania for the interior, he met with resistance.
The slave-traders, whose *season” started with the beginning of winter,
their merchandise lasting better in the cooler weather than in the heat of
summer, were very suspicious of the white traveller and refused to take
him along. In the end he had no option but to start out by himself with one
horse, two donkeys and provisions for a few days.

The Europeans in Pisania thought they had seen the last of Mungo Park.
He himself remained unperturbed, though it is true he was not particularly

as the entries in his journal during the first stages of his march
quite dlearly show. After three weeks he met with his first difficulties. On
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on the Senegal, he was stripped of all his possessions and left penniless. In
utter despair he sat down under a tree and reflected on his position.
Towards the evening, as I was siming upon the bentang chewing straws, an old
female slave, passing by with a basker upon her head, asked me if { had gor my dinner.
A=1 thought she only laughed at me, T gave her no answer; but my boy, who was sitting
close by, answered for me, and told her thar the king's people had robbed me of all my

Ter*

i'-"

XXXV, Map of Mungo Park's expedition.

money. On hearing this, the good old woman, with a look of unaffected bencvolence,
immediately took the basket from hier head, and showing me that it contained ground
nuts, asked me if I could eat them; being answered in the affirmative, she presented me
with a few handfuls, and walked away, before | had time to thank her for this seasanahle
supply. This trfling droumsmnce gave me peculiar satsfaction. T reflected with
pleasure on the conduct of this poor untatored slave, who, without examining int my
character or circumstances, listened impliciily to the dictates of her own heart. Ex-
pesience had tmght hee that hunger was painful, and her own distresses made her com=
misergte those of others,

Despite the hopeless position in which he found himself —without pro-
visions, moncy, weapons, horse or donkeys —he did not give up, but
continued on foot through the dense forests of Senegambia, across deserts,
swamps and rugged mountain ranges, covering a distance which today
means 2 few hours in a rilway train. He then marched eastwards along the
upper Senegal towards the Niger, bur on his way was captured by soldiers
of Sheik Ali, sovereign of Ludamar, and kept 2 close prisoner. Even now
his courage did not desert him, nor his sense of humour, as can be seen
from entries in his journal. He noted that the Arabs were entranced by the
unknown but most sensible idea of buttons and buttonholes — perhaps as
astonished as we were when we encountered the first zip-fasteners
twenty-five years ago —and that they made him operate thar magnificent
nvention time and time again, The ladies at the court of the Arabian
ruler were full of the most intimate curiosity, and Mungo Park had 1o use
his wits to]get rid of them:
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-+ I ihe evening (whether from the insrigarion of others, or impelled by their own
uupmhh:md@y,utmqﬂymmfﬁnﬂqlmqﬁm},:pnjdm;m
into my hut, and gave me plainly to undesstand that the object of their visit was (o as-
mwmﬂimwhahﬂhﬁmﬁﬁmmumdedmdtm.
{Christians), as well as to the followers of Mahomet. The reader will easily judge of my
surprise at this unexpected declaration; and in order to avoid the proposed scrutiny, [
thought it best to treat the business jocularly. 1 observed to them, that it was not
customary in my country to give ocular demonstration in such cases, before so many
besuiful women; but that if all of them would retire, except the young lady to whom T
pointed (selecting the youngest and handsomest), T would satisfy her curiosity. The
ladies enjoved the jest, and went away laughing heartily; and the young damsel herself
to whom 1 had given the preference (though she did not avail herself of the privilege
of inspection), seemed no way displeased at the compliment; for she soon afterwards
sent me some meal and milk for my supper.

From the European point of view the Arab ladies were singularly un-
beautiful as all of them were inordinately fat, though this was how the
Arabs liked their women to be. Just as today chromium-plated motor-
cars, bejewelled and mink-coated wives or girl-friends are the accepted
social signs of wealth, so in Africa far wives proved the affluence of their
lord and master. This is how Mungo Park describes the standards of
feminine beauty in Africa:

The Moors have singular ideas of feminine perfection. The gracefulness of figure and
motion, and 1 countenance enlivened by expression, are by no means essential poinis in
their standard —with them corpulence and beauty appear ro be rerms nearly synomy-
mous. A woman, of even moderate pretensions, misst be one who cannot walk without
aslave under each arm to suppore her; and a perfect beauty is a load for a camel. In con-
sequence of this prevalent tste for unwieldiness of bulk, the Moorish ladies mke great
pains to acquire it early in life; and for this purpose many of the young girls are com-
pdlg:Lhyﬂui:nmdmmdwmugwmqmnﬁrydhmmkous,mddﬁnlnbrg:bnﬂ
‘of camel’s milk, every moming. It is of no importance whether the girl has an apperite
or not —the kouskous and milk must be swallowed, and obedience is frequently en-
forced by blows. T have seen a poor girl sit crying, with the bowl at her lips, for mone
than an hour, and her mother, with s stick in her hand, watching her all the while, and
using the stick without mercy, whenever she observed that her daughter was not
swallowing. This singular practice, instead of producing indigestion and disease, soon
covers the young lady with that degree of plumpness, which, in the eye of a Moar, is
perdeetion iself

At the beginning of July 1796, Mungo Park seized the opportunity of
taking his horse and escaping from the Moors. Tt seemed an almost hope-
less proposition to get away alive without help, money or adequate
knowledge of the local language and to cross through: regions which
offered lirtle more hope of salvation. On the other hand, to have remained
with Ali, the Arab king of Ludamar, would have meant certain death for

Park. Thus, like millions of prisoners before and after him, he pre-
ferred to risk the adventure of an almost hopeless flight.

The average voyager would have turned west, to the only region where
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help might have been found, hut the young Scot did not even think of
capitulation. His instructions were to find and explore the Niger and so he
turned east-south-east towards this mysterious river. It was as if he were
no longer master of his own will, for he took this path against his better
judgement and all hope of salvation, yet the gods smiled upon the blind
fool. During the first night of his flight when he was almost dying of
thirst, a heavy thunderstorm broke, and he was able to suck the moisture
from what scanty clothing the Moars had left him.

By the end of July 1796, Mungo Park found himself in the vicinity of
Ségou, today a prominent town in West Africa. From here to the Joliba;
the “Great Water’ as the Negroes called the Niger, was but a stone’s
throw. Although exhansted from his exertions of the last few months, the
young Scot was unable to fall asleep that night. Next day, long before day-
light, he saddled his horse and as the sun rose he rode down the river
banks,

+ «» We rode together through some marshy ground, where, as T was anxiously looking
around for the river, one of them called out, Geo affilli/ (*See the water”) and looking
forwards, I saw with infinite pleasure the great object of my mission—the long-
soughi-for majestic Niger, glittering 1o the moming sun, as broad as the Thames at
Westminster, and flowing slowly 1 the caseward. T hastened to the brink, and having
drunk of the water, lified up my fervent thanks in prayer to the Great Ruler of all
things, for having thus far crowned my endeavours with success,

The italics in the above passage, which is part of the book he published

shortly after his return, are Mungo Park’s own. He explained them by
continuing:
: mmmdﬂnﬂigufsﬂuwhgmm&mmdinmlhmﬂpﬁms,
did not however excite my surprise —for, although 1 had left Europe in great hesimtion
on this subject, and rather believed that it ran in the contrary direction, I had made such
frequent inquiries during my progress concerning this river, and received from negroes
of different nations such clear and decisive assurances that its general course was
taward; the rising aun, 38 scarce left any doubt in my mind. . . .

His account conmins net a single proud or boastful word that he, a
young man barely twenty-five years old, had finally solved a 2,000-year-
old problem that had baffled geographers of all countries and of all imes.
He had setiled that the Niger flows towards the east and could nos there-
fore be that mysterious tributary of the Nile thought to empty into the
Atlantic; it could nor be the cause of the yearly floods and it could nor be
the Paradise Riyer which led to the kingdom of Prester John. To make up
for the admission that he had slept none too well during the night, Mungo
Park adds a very dry and extremely boring description of the town of
Ségou. He describes in detail its buildings, population, landing places and
canoes, but gives not a word about himself, his own happiness and satis-
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Naturally the lone white man caused a great stir amongs: the natives,
and many councils were held at the Court of King Mansong to decide
what to do with him. Finally it was planned to get rid of him at any cost,
in order not to cause annoyance to the Arab slave-traders. The Chancellor
of the Exchequer dipped deep into the Privy Purse and five thousand
cowrie shells, which were legal tender there s in almost all regions of Cen-
tral Africa, were handed to Mungo Park with the express request that he
leave the country at once. Our Scotsman was delighted with this princely
gift, which represented about a pound in the money of the time. With a
hundred cowrie shells he could buy a day’s food for himself and his horse,
and so he had nothing to worry about for the next two months. Once more
he reflected on whether he should continue or return. Now thar he had
discovered that the Niger flowed east, his mission was at an end and he
could have called a halt to his expedition, particularly since the Arabs
presented an ever-growing threat to his safety. The moment of indecision
was soon past and Mungo Park turned his horse’s head to the east, and to
further adventure.

A few days later his horse stumbled and died from exhaustion. He him-
self was so weak and feverish that he could only drag himself along by
sheer will-power, He managed nevertheless to continue a few days longer
an a fishing-boat up to the immediate vicinity of Jenné, among the swamps
of the middle Niger, but then his effort was spent. The miny season had
begun and the enmity of the Arabs increased daily —it was senseless to
continue, In vain he tried to question the natives about the further course
of the Niger. They were unable to understand his interest in the river and
replied to his questions with their own: were there no riversin his home-
land, and was not one river as good as another? When he persisted, he
found out that they did know something of the course of the river as far as
Timbukeu but that there their knowledge stopped. .

At the beginning of August 1796, Mungo Park began to retrace his
steps against tremendous difficulties. The rainy season wasat its height and
the Niger had flooded its banks. For miles he had to wade knee-deep in
water across savannahs which had but recently been dry, The natives had
by now become almost openly hostile, for the Arab slave-traders were
doing all in their power to get rid of this stranger who could only be in
Africa for one reason—to intrigue against them and ro steal their rrade.
Time and again the outlook was so black that anyone with less deter-
mination than Mungo Park would have given up in sheer despair.

He was to be saved by a pure stroke of luuck. The headman of a small
African village situated on the banks of the Niger discovered ro his urter
surprise that the ragged, half-starved white beggar, covered with running
sores, was able 1o write. This village sage had already heard of the exis-
tence of white men, for in his youth he had been the slave of an Amb
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men in tones of deep respect, as if they were supernatural beings. Thus the
natives of the village begged Park to impart one of his magic formulas 1o
them: :

+++ When be heard that T was a Christian, he immediately thought of procuring a saphie,
and for this purpose brought out his walke, or writing-board —assuring me, that he
would dress me a supper of rice, if I would write him a saphie to protect him from
wicked men. The proposal was of too great consequence to me 1o be refused. | there-
fore wrote the board full, from top to bottom, on both sides; and my landlord, 1o be
certain of having the whole force of the charm, washed the writing from the board inta
acalabash with a linle water, and having said a few prayers aver it, drank this powerful
draughe; after which, lest a single word should escape, he licked the board unil it was
quite dry.

A saphie-writer is a most important personage, to be humoured, fed
and helped in every possible way. His glory precedes him like a light,
wherever he goes; thus Mungo Park found that life was much smoother
for some time, even though the fever which had troubled him at the
beginning of his expedition suddenly became so bad that he had to take 1o
his bed. The kind-hearted Negroes took pity on him and cared for him for
several months, until he was fit enough to join a caravan travelling west-
wards, Eight weeks later, in June 1797, he returned to Pisania after an
absence of one and a half years. At first nobody recognized him, nor even
believed him to be a white man. He had long been given up for lost like all
those who had tried to penetrate the African jungle before him. When
finally his identity was established as the Dr. Mungo Park who had set
out eighteen months earlier, everyone wanted to shake him by the hand

- A ﬁﬁhfmﬂhrhumnw,LMngoParksmppadmhnmm
Brisish soil. His report to the African Association was published in book
form two years later, and was soon translated into most languages. Tt
praved to be an even better best-seller than Robinson Crusce. The simple
Seottish surgeon became famous overnight, but though he had no more
financial worries, Europe could not hold him for long, He had succumbed
mchemagi:uf&ﬁica;[ﬂsmulwsdnwnmitsmmumhlejmglm,iu
wide plains and its deserts. In 1805, after seven long years of contimual
petitions, he was sent to Africa by the British Government to chart the
course of the Niger. Unfortunately he did not live to accomplish his mis-
sion; in 1806, during a fight with hostile tribes, he fell in the rapids near
Bussa in northern Nigeria and was drowned.

Mungo Park’s grear achievements can be summed up as follows: his
first journey established the southern limit of the Sahara, and during his
second voyage he found a route to the Sudan from the west. Apart from
these concrete achievements hie was the first man to bring more precise
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information about the Niger to Europe, though here he contributed to the
spreading of a grear error. He had found that the Niger flows eastwards,
but he could not have known that not far from the place he reached the
river makes a vast bend to the south. He had concluded that this mighty
river continued to the east and somewhere joined one of the headstreams
of the Congo. Vast sums of money and many lives were to be spent in-
rectifying this mistake.

4

One magical June morning in the year 1795, Johann Friedrich Bluren-
bach, Professor-in-Ordinary at the University of Gouingen, had been
tempted out of his study into the garden. On the desk in his study were the
first pages of the manuscript of his new work, his handbook on com-
parative anatomy and physiology. It was to appear nine years later, in
1804. Blumenbach, who was fifty-five yearsold at the time, was well aware
how much work lay ahead of him, but the sun was so beautiful and the air
so fresh that he was reluctant to return to his study. He strolled happily
up and down between the box hedges, smelling the fowers and enjoying
the sunshine.

At this moment, his maid Anne, a handsome country girl, came into the

to announce that Friedrich Homemann, a former student of
theology at the University of Gottingen, requested the honour of an
interview with the Professor on a matter of some importance.

Hornemann® Homemann? Blumenbach strained his memory —did he
know the name? Yes; indeed he did! He was the pastor’s son from

Hildesheim, the theology student who had registered for all
and who had obviously studied science and medicine much more diligengly
than divinity. What on earth could the young man want? Blumenbach
told his servant to show Herr Homemann into his study, and slowly
followed her into the house. 2 P

A rall, slim young man with clean-cur features; a $mall head and spark-
ling blue eyes entered his study. His fine sensitive fingers did not seem to
correspond with his determined face and muscular frame. Hehad the hands
of a scholar, of a writer, but his body was Gt and sinewy fike that of an
athlete. |

Blumenbach, the founder of comparative anatomy, registered all this
automatically, and it took quite some time before he notickd what the
young man was saying. A torrent of words was pouring out of the young
man’s mouth and the Professor had the utmost difficulty in following him.
At last he pieced the story together: the young man had come all the way
from Hanover 1o tell his old Professor that theology no longer satisfied



320 The World Unyeiled

him and that he wanted to become an explorer. Would the Professor
please write 1o his old friend Sir Joseph Banks in London, that he knew of
a young man ready to explore the Niger, the Sahara and the Nile?

Touched by the obvious sincerity of the young man, and knowing that
he was no hot-head whose enthusiasm would wane after a few days,
Blumenbach acceded to the young man’s request and wrote to Sir Joseph
that the young theologian who wanted to go to Africa ‘seems to be born
for an undertaking of this nature’.

There can be no doubt that Fritz Hornemann, whom we have already
met as a child, was well fitted to become an explorer. In 1791, when he
was almost nineteen years old, he had gone up to Gottingen, where he had
studied theology for eight terms, and was about to take his degree. His
father had died several years ago, and his mother was happy that she had
been able to keep her eldest son at the University, thus assuring him of an
honourable profession. But on the eve of his final examinations, Fritz
Hornemann had kicked over the traces and had decided he did not want
to be a parson but an explorer. At first his mother had been hurt by his
decision, but her love for her son soon helped the wound to heal and she
gave him her blessing. He went to see Professor Blumenbach to ask fora
recommendation, and two years later in the middle of July 1797, left Lon-
don via Paris and Marseilles for Cairo, the ‘ Capital of Africa’.

On the 22nd September 1797, at about the same time that Mungo Park
was boarding the ship to bring him back to England, Homemann arrived
in Cairo. In his instructions the African Association had stated that he
was o remain in Cairo for some time, and wait for the trading caravan

ing to the Hausa states on the Niger via Fezzan. The young
explorer had been ar loggerheads with himself whether he should feollow
these instructions or not. While sull in Paris, he had made the acquain-
tance of a Turkish grain merchant, resident in Tripoli, who had offered
him letters of recommendation so that he could travel to Fezzan un-
molested, just as if he were journeying from Paris to Marseilles, but he
told him he ought to start from Tripoli, nor from Cairo. The distance from
Tripoli was only a quarter of that from Egypt!

The Turk of course did not know of d’Anville's map, which dated from
1749, nor that in 1790 the African Association had commissioned Major
James Rennell to make a new and ‘improved’ map of Africa, which
unfortunately was also rather inaccurate. Hornemann was carrying it in
his pack and had studied it so carefully that he remembered every derail on
it. According to this map, Cairo was as suitable a starting-point as Tripoli
for a journey to Fezzan. Hornemann began to have his doubts about the
accuracy of his map when he saw the Turk’s obvious surprise at his
intention of starting from Cairo, but had not William Young, the secretary
of the African Association, made a point of telling him that this map *had
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converted conjecture into knowledge’? After a few moments” reflection,
Homemanm decided to follow his instructions and remain loyal to the
Association. Thus he went to Cairo.

With all the enthusiasm of his twenty-five years, Friedrich Hornemann
threw himself into the preparations for this expedition. His Turkish
friend in Paris had given the young explorer a whole bundle of letters of
recommendation to Arab business friends in Cairo, and they received
Hormnemann with great kindness. His preparations were almost completed
and the young Hornemann was eager to get started when fate struck him
a cruel blow: plague broke out in Cairo and the whole town was cordoned
off so that no one could leave. This enforced quarantine lasted almost a year.

During this year of idleness, Homemann had an extraordi ex-
perience. One day, as he was strolling through the bazaars, a man who
looked every inch an Arab suddenly uttered a coarse German curse.
Hormemann questioned the man and found that, although the fellow had in
fact been a Mohammedan for the last ten years, had been to Mecca thiree
times and spoke and wrote Arabic as if it were his mother tongue, his real
name was Joseph Freudenberg and he had been born in Cologne on the
Rhine, The two Germans were soon deep in conversation, and it was not
long before Freudenberg declared his readiness to accompany the young
explorer to Murzug, the capital of Fezzan, as his dragoman, his servant
and interpreter.

It must have been this chance meeting which suggested to Hornemann
that he should make his expedition disguised as an Arab merchant, for the
idea only came to him in Cairo. On the 315t August 1798, he wrote to the
African Association:

Commonly those who engage in an extraordinary enterprise, consider means yet
more extracrdinary, as requisite 1o the success of the undernking: my opinion, and
therewith procedure, will be founded on directly the contrary propesition. The plan
which T have chalked out for my journey will be simple and casy to pursze, You shall

bave it in @ single line: ‘it is 10 travel as & Mahometan merchant of the cammvan®! 1am
assured that under such charscter, | can travel with the same surety as the natives of the

country.

Many of the caravan having been to Mecca, are aware that there are numbers of good
Mussulmen from various countties who speak not Arabie, and who have different
wiages and customs; and thus simply armining a knowledge of certain religious cere-
monies and prayers, there is no difficulty in passing generally 25 a Mahomedan; forroa
certain less equivocal criterion of a persenal nature, the delicacy of the Mahomedan
manners preciudes any danger of enguiry.

The above argument was no doubt reasonable enough, provided of
course that it was kept secret at all costs, and thus the young explorer
hastened to add 1o his letter:

Piay write, and direct the English Consul at Tripaly, or elsewhere, never to maks
enguiry of me from the traders of Fezzan, and particularly when conveying any thing

M
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from me consigned to you. These people are of a jealous and inquisitive temper, and
any inquiries made after me by a Chiristion might raise 3 thousand suspicions, and prove
even of faral consequence 1o me. Nay, should yourselves not hesr from me these three
years, make no inquiry.

This letter is preserved in the archives of the Royal Geographical
Society in London. Its curiosity value lies not only in its content, although
this was the first time that an explorer had conceived the idea of dressing
and living like a native, but also in the fact that it bears the seal of the First
Consul, Napoleon Bonaparte, whose couriers disparched it to London.
The story of how the letter reached London is as follows:

When the outbreak of plague had run its course and the period of
quarantine was ended, Freudenberg took steps to find a caravan going to
Fezzan, for the original caravan, which Hornemann had wanted 10 join,
had pitched its tents outside plague-stricken Cairo and had of course
departed long ago. Eventually Freudenberg made contact with another
group of travellers, who were making ready to leave for Fezzan, In a short
time he managed to complete all the preparations, but suddenly the French
banking house to which Hornemann’s letters of credit were addressed
refused to let him have any money. They told him that Bonaparte had
landed in Egypt and was approaching the gates of Cairo, and that under
the circumstances they could not possibly honour a British letter of credit.
They had not the slightest intention of exposing themselves ro the danger
of being closed and of having their capital confiscated for the sole reason
that he, a mad German scientist, wanted to set off on some foolhardy
scheme. He would have to be patient and wait for a few weeks.

Thus the second caravan also left without the young theclogian.
Homemann was by now very angry, for patience had never been his
greatest virtue, and as soon as Bonaparte entered the town Hornemann had
himself announced. It was fourteen days before Napoleon found time 1o
reccive the young explorer who, by now, was beyond himself with fury,
_but Napoleon managed to bring him to his senses, and gallantly did every-
thing in his power to help the young man; his papers were arranged,
money was placed at his disposal, his letters were forwarded to London.
On the 5th September 1798, young Hornemann left Cairo on the first part
of his travels to the Niger.

By this time Mungo Park’s accounts of his journeys had made it clear
that the Niger could not possibly be a tributary of the Nile, and that ir was
vain to hope that the sea-route to India could be shortened by sailing down
the Niger and the Nile across Africa. Napoleon knew these facts from his
intelligence service and thus he preferred to consider the possibility of
building 3 canal between the lower course of the Nile and the northern
end of the Red Sea. Such a canal had once before been built by the
Pharaohs of Egypt who had used it for thousands of years, Nawurally,



Napoleon did not discuss this project with Hornemann, and so Horne-
mann entered upon his great adventure quite happily.

The first few days of the ancient caravan route from Cairo 10 Murzug,
which crossed some of the worst parts of the desert, were sufficient to
bﬁnghnmemﬂnmemmn:hcmmydangmsﬂulayb&fmhim.Evﬁin
modern times, when distances that took caravans months to cover require
‘only a week by car, we still have to contend with the same enemy —thirst.
Homemann was one of the first white men to see how the Arabs coped
with this problem, and he made the following entry in his journal:

The water collected for the use of the caravans is carried in bags made of gogtskins,
mﬁppedhuhnmﬂdlﬂ,mduﬁppadfmmthemimalasmdmasposﬁbiq:hmnndtm
Soudan are the strongest and best; water may be preserved in them for five days, with-
chnacquhhg:ha&m.thehigsofminfeﬁcrmamlfacmgiwmﬂlmu.mdi
smell of the leather, from the second day. To render the skins flexible and lasting, they
are greased on the inside with butter, and by the Arabs sometimes with oil, which laner
gimqukﬂynmﬁdmﬂt,mdmmybmmﬂnb,rmdnﬂﬁwmmcdyﬁtht
itk

Hornemann did not have great difficulty in overcoming the discom-
forts of a desert journey. Usually he kept to the rear of the caravan in order
1o take a good look round and make a survey of the country, though he had
10 be extremely careful not to arouse any suspicion. He could keep his
curiosity in check while the caravan was crossing monotonous expanses of
desert, but found his réle of ordinary Arab merchant difficult to play when
they reached the Siwa Oasis, where, two thousand years earlier, Alexander
the Great had consulted the oracle. The next white man to visit the spot
had been William George Brown, who had crossed the desert just seven
yﬁmﬂrﬁuthmilnnmmmﬂmmhadmpumdt}mwhmhthnd
wished to investigate the strange ruins that stood there, he had been
driven away by the hostile attitude of the inhabitants. Hornemann too was
curious to inspect these ruins at close quarters:

.ﬁswuppmhedﬁcspmdﬂtdﬁwmummpmmin?ahuﬁmh,ldmnﬁl
1o the westward some ruins of an extensive building, a few miles distant from the mad,
and concluded them 1o be the same as noticed by a late English traveller (Mr. Brown).
... ] accosted some men working in the gardens near, and questioning them as 1o what
they knew of this building, they answered that in former times Siwak was inhabited by
infidels. One spokesman, pointing to a building in the centre, said *tradition tells us,
ehar edifice was the hall in which the divan used 1 assemble; at the time of its con-
struction men were swonger than [ am; for those huge stones serving as roof to the:
fabric, were lifted up and placed there by two men only: there is much gold bured
under the walls’. When I then entered into the ruins [ was followed by all the people
nesr, and thus prevented examining the place with any accuracy. On a second visit 1
s not more successful; and when after a few days | returned thither again, some
Siwahzns directly said 1o me: ' thou undoubsedly are yet a Christian in thy heart, else.
why come so often 1o visit these works of infidels?* In order to mainmin the character [
lead assumed, I was thus pecessimted . . . 10 restrict myself 1o general observations,
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This was by far the wisest course, for the other members of the caravan
were beginning to make remarks about the two Germans, whose light
skins made them stand out. It was even rumoured that they might be spies
of the graours, the infidel dogs. A few days later, as the caravan was about
to leave Siwa, the position of the two Germans became critical and it was
only the unshakeable equanimity of Hornemann that saved the day. They
were just setting out, when the local inhabitants suddenly took up a hos-
tile attitude. The leaders of the caravan and the headman of the village
held council together and the situation did not bode well for the rwo

52

During all this time I remained quiet with my baggage, having sent my interpreter 1o
callect intelligence of what was passing, Seeing him reurn and judging from his man-
nerand haste that bhe had something of importance 1o communicate, I ran 1o meet him.
Hcimmadialdymtadmﬁrh‘ﬂmﬂ:dbeﬂmnmmtwhmld&mnﬁmdupm
this journey; we are both unavoidably lost men; they take us for Christians and spies
and will assuredly put us 1o death," With these words he left me and ran 1o the baggage
where he exchanged his single gun for my double-barrelled one, and armed himself
with two braces of pistols. I upbraided him with his want of firmness, told him ‘a steady
and resolute conduct could alone preserve ourselves and friends; and reminded him that
his present behaviour was precisely such as to give weight 1o the suApicions enters
tained”. I further urged ‘that on his own account he had nothing to fear, having for 12
years been a Mahomedan, and perfectly acquainted with the religion and customs: that
myself alone was in danger, and that T hoped 10 avert it, provided ke did not intermedile
with my defence’. Friend (answered he) you will never hear of danger, bur this time
you will pay for your temerity.’ Perceiving that terror had wholly deprived him of the
necessary temper and recollection, T now left him to himself and walked up unarmed,
but with a firm and manly step, o this ;umolmous assembly. | entered the circle and
offered the Mahomeran salutation *Assulam Alelum’, but none of the Siwahans re-
murned it. Some of them immediately exclaimed —' You are of the new Christians from
Cairo and come 10 explore our country,* Had T at this time been as well scquainted with
Mahometan fanaticism, and the character of the Arabs, 25 1 have been since, I shonld
haye deduced my defence from the very terms of the accusation, and stated thar I was
indeed fram Cairo, having fled from the Infidels; as it was, 1 answered nothing to this
general clamour, bur sat down mddhtcmdmymhmmeofdwdﬁc&whmeg.m
infiuence 1 knew, and who had been often in my tent while at Siwals. *Tell me, hrotier
(said I), bast thou ever before known 300 armed men 1o rake a journey of three days,
in pursuit of two men who dwelt in their midst for ten days, who had esten and denk
with them as friends, and whose tents were open to them all? Thyself has found 1 pray-
ing and reading the Koran; and now thou sayest we are Infidels from Cairo, thar is, one
of those from whom we fly ! Dost thou not know that it is a great sin 1o tll ane of the
ﬁfﬂlﬁﬂ'ﬁbﬂhﬁipm?'iipﬂkﬂlgiﬁﬁmmlﬂlimwmluwm%mdmrﬁf
the congregation seemed won over by it. . . . I was then asked for what we
earried Christian papers. I now found that my interpreter had unwarily shnpwmmm.

which I had obtained from General Bonaparte with a view not o be detsined at the
rench posts through which I was to pass 1o dmcamm...lmmd*thu:wdid
- not understand what it contained, but were told tha it would allow us 1o quit Calro
without being molested”. * This is the book (interrupred my interpreter, who had mean-
while come up) which [ understand’, and immediately took the Koram. . . . We were
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ordered, by reading in it, to give proof of our being truly of the religion. Ohir learning
in this respect went far indeed beyond the simple ability of reading. My companion
knew the entire Koran by lieart, and as for me, T could even thien write Arabic, and well
too, which with these people was an extrsordinary proficiency in learning, We had
scarcely given them a sample of our respective talents when the chiefs of our

who to this moment had been silen, loudly rook our pare, and many of the Siwahans,
too, interfered in our favour. In short, the inquiry ended 1o our complete advantage,
though not without the murmuring of some in the multitude who lost the hopes of
plunder which the occasion might have afforded,

38. View of Murgug.

On the 17th November, the caravan finally reached Murzug, after stop-
ping at the Aujila and Zuila oases. At the time Murzuq was an important
trading centre but roday the town is of little importance, Trade now fol-
lows a different route. Thus while the one-time village of Sebha, less thana
hundred miles to the north, now has an aerodrome and is connected with
the sea by good roads, the former magnificent capital of Fezzan has fallen
into oblivion. Homemann believed that he had so far covered about half
the distance 1o the Niger. As the caravan routes to the south were infested
with robbers, he had to remain in Murzuq for some months, gathering a
great deal of important information about such topics as metesrological
conditions, local customs and trade. He knew too much about the mer-
cantile leanings of the African Association to omit the latter item.

The commerce in Ferzan is considerable but consists merely of foreign merchandise.
From October to February Mourzouk is the great market and place of resort for various
great caravans from Gairo, Bengasi, Tripoly, Gadames, Twar and Soudan, and for
other smaller moups of raders such & the Tibboes, Rschade, Twaricks and Arabs,
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Harmemann gave a list of the goods bought and sold and what regions
they came from. He probably smiled to himself when he thought of the
interest this part of his letter would arouse in London. A camel-load of
English calico, cotton cloth, muslin and silk matedals, perfumes, gun-
flints, pickaxes, fine wool, soap, sugar, tea, salt, vinegar, pocket-knives,
scissors, mirrors and antimony for eye make-up fetched about thirty
pounds in Murzuq. If the cargo could be carried safely across the Saharato
the Sudan, it could be sold, after deduction of all expenses, for about a
hundred pounds. This represented a clear profit of some 200 per cent and
was more than sufficient reason for investigating the route through the
great desert most carefully, What is more, this calculation was on the con-
servative side, and other reports spoke of much higher profits still. For
instance, the Englishman William George Brown, who had travelled in
1796 with a large trading caravan from the eastern Sudan right across the
desert to Asyut on the lower Nile, had estimated the value of the ‘living
and dead merchandise’ carried by the caravan at about L115,000. The
Arab geographers of the Middle Ages went even further than this, and
gave almost astronomical figures for the caravans of ten 10 twelve
thousand camels, travelling between Cairo and the upper Nile. Even
allowing for those deductions which every merchant incurs in doing
business in the Orient, the margin of profit that remained was so great
that it could not be rivalled anywhere in the world. We have
emphasized that the profit motive was not the prime consideration of the
members of the African Association, but nevertheless they must have
‘been influenced by it to some extent.

The same information had already reached Europe three hundred and
fifty years earlier, but the man responsible had been neither a geographer
nor an explorer. He had not travelled through the deserr in order to solve
the problem of the Niger, but had endured thirst and discomfort in order to
find gold. He did not even do this on his own initiative bur on the orders
of the Genoese banking house, the Centurione, which, with its branches
in Genoa, Caffz in the Crimea, Majorca, Lisbon, Rouen, Anrwerp, Bruges
and Bristol, had enjoyed a world-wide reputation in the middle of the
fifteenth century.

In 1447, the Centurione had approached the most successful prospector
of the time, the Genoese Antonio Malfante, for business was in a bad state.
Owing to many different factors, such as the rapid flow of precious metals
to the Orient, the political upheavals brought by the fifteenth century, i.c.
the Hundred Years War berween France and England, the incessant strife
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in Germany and the strugples with the Turks, international |
mmgemmtsmmmpkt&ywtofgﬂx Everywhere the value of
maoney was falling and only ‘real values” counted, inflationary tendencies
were appearing everywhere and European trade relations were maintained
with the utmost difficulty by clearing-house arrangements.

This state of affairs was disastrous for the grear banking houses. Con-
cern at the situation seems to have been most manifest in highly capitalistic
northern Iraly. In 1447, Genoa, under the influence of the Centurione,
decided to introduce the gold standard. As a logical sequence to this
decision, the Centurione suggested to Antonio Malfante in the same year
that he should go to the Sahara to determine the true source of the gold
which the kings of the Black Continent had put into circulation so gener-
ously, and whether there was any chance of taking a direct hand in the
sale or production of gold.

Malfante asked for time to think it over, but within a few days of
receiving the offer, he accepted and in autumn, 1447, when the summer's
heat was over, he sailed across the Mediterranean to Africa. He advanced

“as far as the Tuat oases in the northern Sahara, and some weeks later he
reported by letter that no gn[d whatever was produced in the great desert.
The fact thar grear quantities of gold were circulating in that region was
dmmmepmsemeofnltthart which, because it was lacking in large
parts of tropical Africa, was precious enough to be bartered for gold. The
gold itself came from the south, unarainably far away, and was in firm
hands. He added that in spite of his being a Christian and a European he
had encountered no hostility in the Tuat oases —surprisingly, it must be
added —but he knew that the Arabs engaged in the gold trade watched
jealously over their interests and that it would be pointless to establish a
branch of the Centurione in Tuat.

Thus the ingenious idea of the Iralian banking house came to naught,
but the fact that such an expedition could be carried out at all proves that
North Africa, despite its impassable deserts, was by no means a completely
unknown area. It had been crossed by caravans, at least since the Middle
Ages and probably even during classical times, along four great rrade
routes connecting the south with Egyptand the Mediterranean. The cldest
of these, the ‘ Road of the Oases’, was known to the Pharaohs, and recently
the French explorer, Fnsun—Rs)chc, has suggested that Sulnmnn had
already used it to transport gold and precious woods for his temple. This
‘Road of the Oases’ begins in Asyut in upper Egypt, and runs through El
Fasher in the Darfur district to Bornu and Lake Chad, where it joins the
roads leading to the south. The Arabs later called this route *The Road of
the Forty Days' and used it to fetch ostrich feathers, pepper, ivory, ebony,
slaves and gold.

There are three routes from the north, that is from the Mediterranean
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and Europe. The eastern starts in Tripoli and runs via Murzuq and Bilma
to Bormu; the central one starts from Syrtis Minor and leads via Gadamés,
Gat and Agadés to Katsina and Kano, and finally the western, east of
Tafilalet, connects the route from Fez and Moroeco with the salt mines of
Tandeni and with the mighty trading metropolis on the Niger, the rich
town of Timbukiu.

All these routes are strewn with the bones of men and animals who have
fallen on the way. Those who travel through deserts must allow the
deserts their toll. In spite of the dangers and difficulties, giant caravans
wended their weary way year after year carrying salt to the south and gold
to the north. As Islam spread through North Africa and Spain, so the
number of the fithful travelling to Mecca increased, These pilgrims used
the old caravan routes and we have detailed reports abour their excursions'
across the desert from various sources, including Ali Masudi, an Arab
writer of the early tenth century, and Edrisi, the greatest Moorish geo-
grapher of the Middle Ages, who engraved a map of the world on a silver
plate while ac the court of the Norman prince Roger I1 of Sicily.

It seems that Africa was accessible even at that time to white men, sinee
Ibn Batuta, the great Arab traveller, reported in 1354 when describing his
two-year journey to Timbukm, Gao and Tuat, that white Christians
called Nagaren: were living in the large cities near the Niger and were
allowed to be innkeepers. Fifty years later, Anselm d'Ysalguier, the well-
known French physician and namealist from Toulouse, had managed to
advance as far as the great trading city of Gao on the Niger during one of
his journeys. Tt is quite certain that the Frenchman was not the only one to-
have travelled in the Black Continent before the beginning of the later
systematic and scientific explorations. Since, however, voyages of dis-
covery were neither of great interest nor of great importance ar the time,
they were not recorded in the great book of history. Thus we know little
about d'Ysalguier's wavels. From time to rime faded manuseripts,
accidentally preserved, are discovered, giving clues to events that we know
little or nothing about. Thus, for instance, we have a chance report dating
from the 1570 from the hand of the otherwise unknown Florentine
merchant Benedento Dei, in which he rells us —en passane! —thar in 1470
he travelled to Timbukny, *a town in the kingdom of the Berhers’. This is
all the more remarkable since the next European report of Timbukm is
dated 1826, and is an account of the journey made by the Scortish ex-
plorer Alexander Gordon Laing to the * Queen of the Sahara’, Until that
time Timbuktu had been as inaccessible for Christians as Mecca itself. At
the time of Benedetto Dei, things seem to have been much easier, for the
Florentine does not give the impression thar his journey was in any way
surprising. Geographical questions do nor seem to have interested him at
all, and instead of giving us any information about the route he followed
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or abeut travelling conditions, he merely tells us thar thick materials from
Lombardy were much sought after in Timbukuu. Since Benederto Dei wis
by no means reticent in his report about his business successes, we can only
conclude from his lack of interest in what would seem to have been a great
fear, thar Timbuktm was a well-known caravan station at the time, and that
it would have been a waste of time to speak of it in greater demail. Our
information about these early visits to Africa derives from documents dis-
covered during the last four or five centuries, but in Homemann's time no
one had the slightest inkling that North Africa, and the great desert in
particular, had once been frequently visited by white people. Thus the
young German explorer was deceived into believing that he was the first
white man to arrive in those

Once in Murzuq, he decided to continue to Tripoli in order to write
down his experiences and the findings which he had already jotted down
in short cryptic phrases. The next part of his expedition would take him to
the Niger and to Timbuktu, and it was by no means out of the question
that he would meet with death. He felt the need 1o dispatch his journals as
soon as possible so that they should not be lost with him if he were to be
killed. He reached Tripoli in the middle of August 1799, and saw to it that
his material came into the hands of the British Consul. Even here, under the
eyes of the British diplomat and within his sphere of influence, Horne-
mann continued to play the rdle of the Turkish merchant Missa ben Yussuf
so well that the Pasha of Tripoli granted him a passport and lenter of
recommendation in which he was referred to as one of the Pasha’s own
men. After the terrible massacre of Christians which had raken place
throughout North Africa as a reprisal for the French conquest of Cairo,
Hornemann knew only too well that he would have to be doubly careful
if he was ever to reach his goal. He realized thar he had been too optimistic
and rash in the beginning and could now see the real extent of his difficul-
ties, At the beginning of December 1799, before leaving Tripoli, he asked
the British consul during a secret visit not to make inquiries about him
mntil three years had passed. Mr. Hooper, the consul, agreed, for he
realized that any inquiry might endanger the life of this advenmrous
young German, a life which would in any case be hanging by a thread
during the following months and years. He took leave of this young man
firmly convinced that no one was ever to liear from him again.

Mr. Hooper was to be proved right, but before our former theologian
was called into the arms of that God whose service he had renounced
some years earlier, he was granted his dearest wish: to see Timbukmu, the
mysterious Queen of the African desert, and the Niger, that secret Stream
of Kings. For all we know Homemann might even have reached Lake
Chad; at least this is what the natives asserted twenty years later when
the African Association managed 1o make derailed inquiries. What really

u*
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happened to Homemann will never be known. Probably he died of
dysentery in 1801.

Thus. the divinity student from Hanover was one of the pioneers
preparing the path for those who were to follow later. Perhaps we should
add that his times were not yet ripe for the knowledge he had gathered.
Merchants were still contented with exploiting a narrow strip of land
around the coast. It was the nineteenth century that saw the age of expedi-
tions to the interior —these coincided with the period when the social needs
of Europe were making the export of men imperative. It was at this time
also that America was truly discovered —before this time it had
been found. The exploration of Africa, which previously had been a mer-
cantile enticement and a purely scientific problem, had become a pressing
necessity. That Friedrich Hornemann had made his exploration before the
moment of necessity arose does not detract from his glory. He stands next
t0 Mungo Park as the greatest of the first African explorers, and is a worthy
predecessor of those countless travellers whom the African wilderness has
‘called into its darkest reaches.

G

The African Association had had few successes so far. Apart from
Mungo Park, none of its explorers had managed to return from Afriea.
When Homnemamn, too, remained silent after the dispatches received
from Tripoli, it was realized that he had become yet another victim of the
dark continent, and Mungo Park was sent out for the second time 10 the
Niger in 1805. Our Scot was beside himself with joy, and was determined
this time 10 follow the Niger to its mouth. In one of his last letters he
wrote: ‘1 commend myself to the mercy of the Niger with the firm resolu-
tion either to discover its mouth or else to perish in the artempt. May the
river be my grave if T do not reach the aim of my voyage." This was
strungely prophetic, as was later discovered, for Mungo Park was drowned
in the Niger. At the time, England was far too busy to worry about missing
explorers in Africa, for its energies were mken up by the struggle against
Napoleon. It was only in 1816 that an expedition under the leadership of
Major Gray was sent out to make inquiries about Mungo Park.

A member of this expedition, or more precisely one of its reserves, wasa
strange young man named René Caillié. He was just seventeen years old,
and came from the village of Mauzé in the province of Poitou. His
father, a baker’s assistant, had been sent to prison for some petty larceny
which he probably did not commit. This spelt disgrace for honest families,
and was probably the reason why young René liked to daydream him-
self away from the hateful narrow-mindedness of his village. Later, when
he was a famous man, he had this 1o say about his youth:
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As s00n 35 [ could read and write T was tanght a trade. T quickly grew tired of itand

spent all my time reading books of travell I borrowed geographical works and maps.

The map. of Africa, on which T could see nothing but blank aress, described as un-

explored, excired my fantasy more than all the others. This hobby grew into & passion,
for the sake of which 1 gladly renounced everything else.

In fact this seventeen-year-old boy was in the grip of such a passion
that we can only call it an obsession. He ran away from home one day with-
out any money or the prospect of help and signed on as a cabin-boy, He-
deserted his ship in Senegal and hired himself out to a half-breed who was.
organizing an auxiliary force for Gray's expedition.

This first attempt to become an explorer met with failure. Caillié be-
came so feverish that, to regain his health, he had to be sent back post-
haste to France. He stayed in France for about seven years, but in 1824 he-
was back in Africa. Fired by the ambition to reach Timbukm and con-
vinced that the ' Queen of the Desert’ could never be reached except by
posing as an Arab, he began to learn Arabic with fanatical zeal. When he
could speak it as well as French, he reported to the authorities and re-
quested help for an expedition ro Timbuknu.

Naturally he had no success whatsoever, naturally they laughed at him,
and naturally he had not the slightest intention of giving up. He applied to
the Governor of the British colony of Sierra Leone, and was given an
unexpectedly kind hearing. The English generously gave the young man,
ohsessed with Africa, a position with a salary of 3,600 francs. They in-
tended to give every chance to this young adventurer, who with his dark
hair and dark eyes looked like an Arab, who spoke Arabic fluently and

Within a year Caillié managed to save two thousand francs. He wrote
triumphantly: *This is such a large sum of money that with it T shall be
able to travel to the ends of the world!" At the same time he read in the
newspapers that the Parisian Geographical Society had offered a reward
of two thousand francs to the first French explorer to reach Timbuktu and
to bring back positive reports from Central Africa.

Caillié did not waste 2 single day. In the middle of April 1827, he set out
by himself with nothing but his savings in his pocket. He started from
Kakondy in Sierra Leone on a great voyage through the desert. The jour-
ney was a nightmare for the obsessed young man. His means were soon
exhausted and fever and scurvy laid him low. At one point he lay by the
roadside for days in terrible pain, but he pulled himself along with grim
determination and almost a year after his deparrure, on the 20th Apsil
1828, he reached Timbuktu, having travelled by way of the still-unknown
mountainous country of the Futa Jalon Hills and the upper Niger. He was.
exhausted beyond description, both physically and mentally, and later on
confessed:
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Tlonged for nothing more than death. | asked of God, In whom [ had placed all sy
conﬁdmcn,mlam:&iemnﬁd:muhlnppiurﬁ&'hthﬁhc}*ﬁmﬂ . I

This complete collapse was probably not only the result of his great
exertions, but was almost certainly due also to the terrible disappointment
which awaited him in Timbuktu. He learned that he was not the first white
man to have entered the city, the Scotsman Alexander Gordon Laing

having preceded him by two years. Laing had reached Timbukeu I
of the Gadames and Tuar groups of o&s::f and the Niger. Cailli¢, W}I}‘I':rl T-az
taken for an escaped Egyptian prisoner of the French, heard this quite by
the way. He was also told that that Christian dog had been a spy who had
been beaten to death. This tragic story made a deep impression on Caillié.
His aspirations, the privations he had borne, the hopes he had cherished —
all had come to naught since another had won the race to Timbuktu. True
the poor devil had not tasmg of the fruits of his victory, and if he himself
should ever manage to see Europe again he would at leas
have rerurned from Timbuktu; bur r.himwas poor cnnmlat.i;f Dol
That night he tossed sleepless in his bed at the miserable inn, Glistening
mosques with gutder} roofs danced before his eyes—he could only have
m:ged llmhb-emum it was already getting dark when he entered the city.
The romantic bazaars, which housed all the world’s treasures and where
pg:ople from the strangest countries in the world could be found, rogether
with the palaces of the Viziers, the monasteries and libraries of ;he Koran
scholurs from Fez and Cairo, were sure 1o lie in another quarter of the
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town. Again and again the old Arab saying went through his head: ‘ Gold
cometh from the south, salt from the north, but words of wit and wisdom
from Timbuk.*

Our explorer did nor suspect thar this saying was anything but old, and
that it was merely another example of Oriental exaggeration. It was
probably due to the Moorish historian and geographer Hassan ibn
Mohammed el-Wassan, a native of Granada, who after his, probably not
quite voluntary, conversion to Christianity, had adopted the name of Leo
Africanus at the Court of Pope Leo X, and had given the following
description of Timbuktu in 1520:

The town of Timbuktu presents a wonderful sight, merchants and artists live there
in great numbers, and the inhabitants are very rich. . . . Numerots founmins provide
fresh water and there is no lack of grin and fivestock. . . . The king has a very dis-
tinguished and courtly bearing, Whenever he rides out, hie mounts a camel and is pre-
ceded by nobles; all his warriors ride on horseback, He has three thousand mounted
men and very many foot-soldiers, armed with poisoned arrows and constanty in
readiness. . . . In Timbukm there are also very many scholars, who are aided by the
king. Countless manuscrips and books are imported from foreign lands, and aot
infrequently more money is spent on these than on all the other imports counted to-

gether

Prisoners in hostile, or at least in foreign, lands usually see their own
homes in the most glowing colours, since this helps to keep their spirits
up. Furthermore, experience has taught us that those who are called
upon to give information are particularly liable to exaggerate both the
good and the evil. Thus the golden halo about Timbuktu is probably
due to the influence of Leo Africanus. It was to lure travellers right up to
the time of Heinrich Barth.

The glory of Timbuktu, which had undoubredly been real at an ealier
epoch, was probably due to the radiance of a unique personality. In 1493,
the Negro state of Melli, which included this trading city on the Niger, fell
under the sovereignty of Askia Mohammed Ture, king of Gao. The new
ruler, who loved pomp and splendour as much as the Mandingu tribe, the
awners of Timbuktu during the past hundred and fifty years, lavished the
gold of the state treasury unstintingly on the town and its inhabitants.
When Mansa Musa, the greatest king of the Mandingu, had gone on a
pilgrimage ro Mecca in 1324, his expenditure had been so magnificent that
the price of gold had dropped to rock bottom in Egypt and Arabia. Askia
Mohammed Ture did not wish to go down to history as less magnificent.
Berween 1495 and 1497 he too went to Mecea, and took three hundred
thousand ducars for travelling expenses. But this did not suffice, and
another hundred and fifty thousand ducats had to be added. The expendi-
ture was well worth it, for just as Melli and Timbuktu had become famous
throughout Arabia under the rule of Mansa Musa, so their glory was re-
vived under Askia Mohammed Ture. Artists, merchants and scholars
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came in throngs to take up residence in the town, Askia Mohammed Ture

himself was appointed the Caliph's plenipotentiary in the Sudan, and Leo
Africanus wrote of his rule:

In his time the wealth of a man was assessed by the number of his books as well as by
the horses in ltis stables.

Caillié, of course, had known nothing of this, and the following mom-
ing brought him a painful awakening. There was no ‘Queen of the
Desent’; Timbukiu was not in the least like the glamorous cities of The
Arabian Nights. Deeply disappointed he noted in his journal:

When my first enthusiasm at reaching Timbukeu had died down, [ had 1o admir that
something quite different 10 my expectations lay before me. The town consisted of
nothing but badly built houses of clay, surrounded by yellowish-white shifting sands.
The streets were monotonous and melancholic like the desert. No binds could be heard
singing from the roof-tops. Nevertheless it was a marvellous sight to see 30 large a
&ity in the middle of the desert, and I had to admire the exertions of its founders o
Erect 1.

This verdict is doubtless a little harsh and resembles that of a bachelor
who discovers that his beloved is by no means as fair as she was in the
photograph in the marriage bureau, but the description of Timbuksu in
modem guide books is not much more encouraging. The writer usually
stresses the cool shade of the narrow alleys, the small artificial lakes in the
botanical gardens, and the buildings of the military and civil authorities —
but that is all. If the great salt caravans with many thousands of camels did
not pass Timbuktu twice yearly on their journeys to the south —une yue
trés curieuse —litde more than “the monotony and melancholy of the
desert” would have remained.

Caillié could not have foreseen the subsequent importance of Timbukru
for the French, who sixty-six years later, under the command of a certain
Major Joffre, were to conquer the rown in bloody battle, Cailli¢ stayed
only fourteen days and on the 4th May 1828 he joined a large caravan of
1,400 camels going north. Tts route lay across one of the most desolate
pasts of the Sahara, a region which was only opened up 10 motor transport
in 1935, and where even today no tourist traffic of any kind is known.
Only a few days after leaving Timbuktu, the last traces of vegetation
ceased, yielding place to the desert which stretched fully twelve hundred
miles to the north as far as the Mediterranean.

Caillié knelt down in reverence before the Almighry:

As so0n as the desert began, T fell on my knees, following the example of the pi us
Muslirrs, but unlike them | praved to the God of the C-ilri.infmﬂ. My eypis wereufln:ﬂ&
towands the north, my motherand, my family and my friends, and | besought God 1o
lighten my burden. In the fervour of my desire, T imug

magined thar m had
hﬂﬂh:]@ﬁhﬂhtﬂmmtuhtﬂma;ﬂﬂﬁﬁwm
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the south. This thought strengthened me. While all other faces showed signs of sorrow
and sadness, mine was glowing with hope and joy. Heartened by these feelings, I swung
up on my camel to overrake my companions and be the first 1o enter upon the desert
separating the fenile Sudan from the North African regions.

Caillié had to pay for this privilege with terrible privations. Their rate
of progress being slow —at best two and a half miles an hour —water soon
became scarce. Since it was known that the alleged Egyptian was without
any means, he was left to thirst like the slaves. His tongue swelled up,
filling his parched mouth, and every gulp was agony to him. He was beset
with hallucinations from the blinding sun and the scorching heat, and a
persistent cough, herald of the tuberculosis which was to end his life ten
years later, racked his emaciated body. Nevertheless, day after day he
managed to make cryptic notes of his experiences and to draw sketches.
Only those who have gone desperately short of water, not at sea, but in
the desert, can know the full extent of René Cailli€’s tremendous achieve-
ment.

He did not give in, and on the 14th August 1828 he entered Fez, after
seventy-five days of unspeakable torture. Full of gratitude and joy that he
had won through, he went to see the French consular agent in Rabat, a
rich native merchant. The agent did not have the slightest intention of
bothering with the individual standing before his porch in the burning
midday sun, ‘covered in rags, burnt black by rhe sun, his body shaken by
his incessant cough, and so aged that no one could have guessed that he
was still young in years’. The coloured servants sent the beggar packing.

Once again Caillié’s fortunes were at a low ebb, but again he did not give
up. He hobbled and starved his way to the French consul in Tangier,
After five hundred and thirty-eight days, having covered some three
thousand miles, he was granted a respite. The consul enthusiastically
embraced his compatriot, congratulating him on his grear fear. He did
everything in his power to help Caillié back to health and to the honours
that awaited him in France. Proudly the consul reported to the Quai

d'Orsay:

Caillié is the viceor of Timbulrn, He has crossed Africa as a beggar. In this con-
dition he threw himsslf upon the hospility of my house. T took him in, and deem
mysell fornunate indeed that T was the first Frenchman o embrace him.

Hardly rwenty-four hours after reaching Paris, the news of Gaillié's
exploit and safe return was in London, having been ‘telegraphed” by
semaphore, in all its demils. The African Association, however, was
much cooler in its praise of the courageous young Frenchman, for
although it was very interesting that a European had finally managed to
reach Timbuktu, and that he had returned alive, bringing fascinating
details of life in the * Queen of the Desert", little scientific knowledge had
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been won. Later the enthusiasm of Caillié’s compatriots was even to be
held against him. Moreover the Association was busy preparing another
expedition to the Niger. It was led by the Scor, Hugh Clapperton, and
managed to produce 2 fairly conclusive solution to the problem of the
Niger.

Mungo Park’s first journey had already shown that the Niger could not
be a west-flowing branch of the Nile, since its course ran in the opposite
direction, i.e. from west to east. Nevertheless, it might still be a tributary
of the *Father of Rivers’, flowing right across the Black Continent and
joining the headstream of the Nile or even the Congo, somewhere far to
the east. The assumptions of antiquity, however, were quite obviously
false, for no branch of the Nile flowing westwards existed.

But the above considerations still did not explain what really happened
to the Niger. Although, three hundred years earlier, the Portuguese had
discovered a mighty river in the Gulf of Guinea flowing through a vast
delta into the ocean, and on more than one occasion had given it as their
opinion that this was the mouth of the Niger, no conclusive evidence was
obtained to settle the question until 1827, when one of Hugh Clapperton’s
men rettrned to Europe bringing the journals of the expedition. Clapper-
ton, who had gone in search of the German Hornemann, had reached Lake
Chad as early as 1823, and had then marched westwards. Not far from
Sokoto, he had encountered a wide river, coming fram the north-west and
flowing south. His African and Arab advisers insisted that this was the
Niger, but Clapperton, the wary Scot, had to see for himself before he was
convinced.

No sooner had he arrived in London in 1824 to make his report for the
Alfrican Association, than he booked a passage on a tea-clipper bound
for India. With as much canvas as she could carry, the ship raced towards
the south, In the spring of 1825, Clapperton was put ashore in the Bight of
Benin, near Lagos. He had orders to make for Sokoto and Bornu, and
from there to explore the headstream of the Niger. Since Clapperton
had adequate funds at his disposal, his expedition was soon ready to leave.
The first stage to the north was accomplished in forced marches and in the
same year he and his companion Richard Lander entered Sokoto, the town
that he had visited sixteen months earlier from the north,

Thus the western part of Africa had been crossed for the first time from
narth to south along a line running approximarely at 10° East. Further=
more, Clapperton had established the important fact that the Niger
did not run to the cast as Mungo Park had stated but to the south.
He still had no knowledge of the river's course through the Sahara from
Timbukru to Sckoto, and with Scottish tenacity he tried, for one and
@ half years, to obtin the Sultan of Sckotos consent 1o continue
hiis journey. The realization that he would never receive permission from.
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the Arab ruler broke his hears; his health failed and he died on the 13th
April 1827.

Under the circumstances it was not surprising that Caillié’s exploits
did not cause a greater sensation in London. France, as we have said,
féred and heaped honours upon him. The Parisian Geographical Sociery.
awarded him their prize and published his account of his travels; the
government granted him a pension of 6,000 francs and dubbed him a
knight of the Legion of Honour —honours such as rarely fall to the lot of
a baker-assistant’s son| But his glory wassoon to pale. Voices were raised
casting doubt on his achievements. Some of his enemies even went so far
as to call him a liar and to state that he had never been to Timbukuu. This
romantic young man, this fanatic, had something un-French about him,
and the land of raison and clarté, having no sympathy with inspired
enthusiases, rejected him. It did not avail Gaillié much to reply with
proud modesty to his detractors thar those who criticized his lack of
scientific education were fully justified, he was no scientist, but he must
defend himself against attacks on his integrity:

I have done my deed despite poverty and my lack of science. T have told Europe
whiat Timbuktu is, Truth is the only medt of my report. No one should try to deprive
me of this achievement wronght with so thuch suffering. My imperfect style and my.
ignorance are open to criticism by all those who perfected their art and selence instead
of going o Timbukem |

René Caillié retired to the country, a disappointed and embittered man,
He never again appeared in public, and in the middle of May 1838, only
ten years after his magnificent journey, he quietly passed away of tuber-
culosis —the doctors said, but we should like roadd, of a broken heartalso.

The greatest tribute to René Caillié came not from France itself, but
from across the Rhine. Dr. Heinrich Barth, the great explorer from Ham-
burg, said on his own successful return from Africa, ten vears after Caillié’s
death:

It-isa great pleasure for me to do justice to the name of a traveller who was the con-
stnt victim: of anacks on his charscrer and his mtegrity, and who died before the
voices of ctlumny and malevolence could be silenced. 1 deem it my bounden dury
dechare that René Caillié was one of the most relinhle explorers of Africa. He was no
scientist, it s true, bur withour instrumens and with the minimem of means he
achizved more than most ather tmvellers would have done under the sume circum-
stances.

This affidavit on behalf of 2 man who had followed the dreams of his
youth, silenced the doubters and men of ill will. Cailliés magnificent
achievement is now recognized everywhere. But in France they will
never endorse the old Swedish saying: he goeth farthest who knoweth not
where he goeth. This was surely the motto which René Caillié dedicated
himself to prove,
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One dismal October evening in the year 1849 a young man, dressed in
what was then the latest fashion, was retuming to his apartment in the
Luisenstrasse in Berlin. He had a modest but cosy apartment on the first
floor, filled with books and strange exotic bric-3-brac: silver-mounted
Arabian pistols, wide-necked Roman amphorae, pointed African spears,
copper coffee-mills from Morocco, Egyptian goldmasks, and Turkish car-
pets. On his front door there was a small brass plate, on which was en-
graved: Dr. phil. nemnnice BARTH, and just a year ago the following
words had been added: University lecturer.

Despite the fact that he was but twenty-eight years old, Dr. Barth had
seen quite a bit of the world. He had been to North Africa, Egypt, Asia
Minor and to Turkey, but it was not in those places that he had acquired
his elegant habits. He just Aad to be well dressed. He was no dandy but
whenever a man goes courting, or is in love—and Dr. Barth was deeply
in love —he likes to shine for all the world to see. In addition, Dr. Barth
was only trying to compensate for the reproaches that had dogged him
since childhood and thar had made him suffer so cruelly. Tt had continually
been said of him that he was moody, obstinate and arrogant, a bad com-
rade and an unpredictable fellow.

He had enjoyed going to his primary school and had made friends there,
but everything changed when in 1832, at the age of eleven, he went to the
Johannam, the most demanding of all the schools in Hamburg. The diffi-
culties of his class-mates were child’s play to him. He not only read Caesar,
Virgil and Herodotus with ease, but ar home delved into the ancient
geographers and scientists such as Pausanias, Strabo and Pliny. Soon he
was called a swot and a goody-goody by the other children. This was un-
just for be did not want to curry favour with his teachers, but he was.
simply unable to make any sort of contact with his class-mates, Whila they
were playing at Indians or other make-believe games, he preferred to pore
over his Amb grammar, for Greek did not suffice him: since i
Mungo Park’s own account of his travels he wanted 1o learn the language
qusIamaswefLHewnsleamiJgEnglish iuﬂh}rthewzj',md,a:meagg
of fourteen, knew it so well that his teachers were chary of giving lessons
to his class. Time after time the boy showed up gaps in their knowledge,
They had noticed with astonishment out of the siaff-room window that
instead of playing with the other boys of his class, he would spend the
play-times doing gymnastics to strengthen his body. They didn't quite
know what to make of him !

Psychoanalysis was not known at that time, but if it had been, it would
soon have been discovered that it was not his teachers and his class-mates
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that he wanted to impress, but his mother. He himself was quite ignorant
of this, and he undonbredly received his fair share of marernal love. His two
sisters were perfectly normal, happy children, and he would have grown
up equally happy, had not God endowed him with a hypersensitive soul.

sensed very early on how much his mother admired her husband.
Johann Christoph Heinrich Barth had come to Hamburg a penniless
orphan from Thuringia and had managed to make his own way to the top.
He had become a rich merchant andaman of such honour and integrity that
he was quickly accepted by the old Hamburg familiesas one of their own.

Young Heinrich was well aware that his father’s achievements were con-
siderable, and he, too, wanted to be heeded and admired. Love was not
enough. He did not see much of his father —away at the office from early
morning till late at aight —but Mother was home zll day and was the
centre of his whole life. Tt was to her, and not to his father, that he looked
for admiration, and thus, quite early on, the unconscious wish was bom
to outstrip his father. Year after year he came first at school, but that was
not enough. If Mother was to admire him as much as she admired Father,
then he would have to achieve something quite out of the ordinary.

Needless to say, Heinrich Barth’s mother did not have any idea of what
was going on in her son’s mind. She came from Hanover of good middle-
class stock, and valuing nothing more than bourgeois respectability, she
was proud of the fact that her husband had gained wealth and respect
through his own powers alone. She did not even realize that lier son resented
her admiration, and would have been upset and worried had she known
that he felt slighted and that he was making desperate atrempts to assert
his own maturity, skill and worth. How could she have known this, when
her son never allowed his fantasy to run away with himself, as is usual
with young men, when he never boasted or showed any false pride? Thus
Heinrich’s mother was completely cut of her depth when she was told
that her son did not fit in, that he was sullen and obstinate.

Of course, it was quite evident that he was different from his school-
fellows. Instead of joining his father’s firm, he went 1o Berlin University
as soon as he had matriculated. Instead of becoming a merchant, he sought
after wisdom and learning. Instead of studying the fashionable subjects of
his day —modern European languages, History of Artand Philosophy —he
threw himself into the study of archaeology and geography. It was un-
heard of to study these young sciences, but he, after all, had to strive for
the unusual with all his might.

Great intentions, even when they are not part of our conscious will,
must be paid for. Just as Barth had no real childhood when at school, 50 as
a young freshman he forwent his youth. On the 20th March 1843, at the
age of twenty-two, he wrote an uncannily prophetic and perceptive letter
to his parents:
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To sec how with every day and even with every hour one penetrates mare deeply
and more clearly into science, is an infinitely satisfying joy, bur it can easily degenerate .

into supreme egotism, and bring a complete disregard for everything that happens
outside oneself. One leamns o find one's joy in one’s own thoughts, one soon leams to
make do without other people and almost to despise them. . . . I am only concerned

with my own inner development, my own ahility in n:dcrtimlmyhﬁtmﬁﬁnh
kind, for which narurally I wish 1o get some recognition and a linle glory.

To his father, his teachers and his friends it was clear from the very out-
set that this introspective, self-confident young man, who resisted every
constraint, was completely unfitted to take a job as private tutor after he
had finished his studies. This was the custom at the time and was not 2 bad
custom either! Nowadays immatire young pedagogues are sent into
schools almost immediately after their final examinations. A hundred years
ago they worked for some years as private tutors before going into the
classroom, having gained a grear deal of valuable practical experience
beforehand. Heinrich Barth was not made for such a post. His father
realized this with deep concern, but since he had money encugh, he
decided to send the newly graduated Doctor Philosophias et Magister
Artium on an extensive tour of North Affrica, in the hope that the world
would rub the corners off him and make him more sociable.

On the 315t January 1845, Heinrich Barth set out from Hambarg. He
reached Tangier, travelling via London, Paris and Madrid in the summer
of the same year. Much of this journey he accomplished on foor, carrying
a rucksack on his back and a clumsy red box containing a daguerreotype.
He travelled to Egypt along the southern coast of the i
returning to Germany at the end of 1847 after an absence of almost three
years via Palestine, Syria, Constantinople and Athens. He took back with
him a store of new experiences, a bullet in his thigh —a memento of a fight
with a band of predatory nomads in the African desert —and a pedantically
exact account of his expenses which showed a final balance of 14,000
thalers.

Once again he went to Berlin in order 1o establish himself and began
teaching at the university in the summer term of 1849. His first lecture was
about the geological structure of North Africa, but he was not very
successful. His students were much more concerned with politics, and in
any case he was far from being a good speaker. Thus his lecture-hall, which
even at the beginning had only contained a handful of students, emptied
completely after the first two or three lectures. Dr. Heinrich Barth had to
give up his course because of lack of interest.

This happens to a good many lecrurers, who yet go on to becore com-
petent speakers and teachers. It is not easy to acquire the technique of
lecturing and Rome has never been built in one day. Heinrich Barth was
old enough to realize this and to profit from his mistakes, but he was a man
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who made enormous-demands on himself and who expected success at the
very first go. His fuilure was a fatal blow to him.

He would have taken it very tragically indeed, if at that very moment he
had not met the woman of his life. We do not know who she was or what
she was called. No letter from her hand, no forelock, or locket containing
her picture has been preserved, but we can imagine that she must have
been strongly attracted to this *lone wolf’, who was always grasping for
the stars, To be the star of his life was a reward to tempt any woman; that
is until she realized that there was yet a brighter star in his firmament —his
mother; until she realized, too, that this man capable of such extraordinary
things craved nothing so much as admiration and an attentive audience.

Obviously no woman would stand for such treatment for long. Thus,
when on that 5th October 1849, Heinrich Barth returned ro his aparrment,
he found a note on his desk. The paper was familiar to him and so was the
handwriting; for some months now he had known it better even than his
own. He opened the note and read its contents. For some moments his
brain refused to take in what it said. At last the meaning of those words
written in his beloved's hand forced itself upon him —she would never see
him again. He sat down as if stunned, and it was some time before he
noticed that he had another letter. Tt was in the handwriting of his revered
colleague, friend and reacher, Karl Ritter, the founder of geographical
science in Germany, In this official letter Ritter informed his friend that
the name of Dr. Heinrich Barth had been put forward as an assistant for
James Richardson on his second African expedition. Professor Ritter's
letter stated that the British Government, which was financing Richard-
son's expedition to Kano, would almost certainly ask Dr. Heinrich Barth
to participate.

He was highly excited and suddenly the image of an old Negro slave,
met at Tunis four years before, flashed into his mind. The Negro had read
his hand and stated: *When it pleases God, you will set off to visit Kano.’
Kano ! the most important city of North Africa, lying south-west of Lake
Chad ! The other note was forgorten. Barth knew that fate had called him.
He was nor going to Africa because his heart was broken. He would have
gone on this expedition even if the linle note had sworn love etermall
Destiny had knocked on his door and Heinrich Barth was ready to follow
its call.

8

Africa has a strong power to fascinate and charm and it never releases
its hold over the traveller who has once succumbed to its wild, untamed
beauty. Never again will he be able to forget the rumbling of the sand-
storms in the infinite deserts, the hundred-throated choirs of the jungle,
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the indescribable play of sunset colours on the high mountain glaciers.
The spell of Africa holds him enthralled.

Mungo Park renounced his profession and his safe bourgeois existence
in order to wravel in Africa once again. The magic of the dark continent
had claimed Hornemann and Caillié when they were still children, and
Hugh Clapperton, immediately on his return from his first expedition,
took the first ship back again. Livingstone disappeared into Central
Africa in 1841, to return to England fifteen years later for only a short stay.
The rest of his life was devoted to the exploration of the Black Continent.
Heinrich Barth was lost in Africa for five years and his presumed death
was marked by solemn obituaries. Gustav Nachtigal, too, spent many
years travelling in Africa and reappeared one day in 1879, hardly capable
of speaking his own language, to confound the people who had long since
given him up for lost. Henry Morton Stanley renounced a promising
career as chief reporter on the New ¥ork Herald because Africa had cast
its spell over him. He had left originally to go in search of Doctor Living-
stone, but he was soon to be as bewitched as the former missionary. All
his thoughts and activities were directed to completing the work of the
other.

But the magic of Africa can be most clearly seen at work in the case of
Heinrich Barth. Not only was he enticed back to Africa time after time,
but a strange change took place in him. Many years later he was to write:
‘T have become used to the desert and the infinite spaces, so that I have
lost the sense for petty details which normally suffocate men.” As soon as
he put foot on the soil of the Black Continent hie was immediately trans-
formed into a different man. Only there was his whole personality
allowed to develop. His inhibitions, his complexes, fell off him like a dis-
carded skin. His tender, sensitive soul no longer required a protective
armour and the touchy, imperious outsider in Europe became a kind,
fatherly friend to the natives in Africa. He called himself Abd-el-Kerim,
servant of God, and even fifty years later the English traveller Lt, Hurst
was advised to pretend he was the son of Abd-el-Kerim in Timbukty. He
was told that no better letter of recommendation could exist in the eyes of
the wild Bedouins of the Sahara. It seemed that only in the desert could
Barth find the missing half of his being, for once there, he became balanced
and fully at one with himself. After the death of his last white comrade, the
geologist Adolf Overweg —Richardson had died some days earlier—
Barth found himself carrying the responsibility for the whole m:peditihrn
and bie wrote in a letter: “Instead of feeling depressed ar the death of my
friend T felt that my forces were redoubled. There was a giant’s strength
in me!' With iron resolution he took the weight on his shoulders and
carried on.

In the middle of December 1849, Barth and the German scientist Dr.
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North Africa entrusted with the task of preparing the expedition and
recruiting their coffle, their caravan. The expedition’s stores, which in-
cluded 2 small boat that could be dismantled into four parts, had not yet
arrived from Europe and so they spent their time collecting together
twenty camels, cowrie shells, which served as currency in large parts of
Africa, goods for bartering and for presents, provisions, medicaments,
tents, water-skins and arms, etc. Barth’s personal luggage contained three
books, a New Testament, an edition of the Koran and a copy of Herodotus.
Many years after Barth’s death this book was found in his library. The
great explorer had inscribed on the fly-leaf: ‘Herodotus, my daily com-
panion, whom 1 revere deeply.’

By the end of March 1850 the other member of the party, James
Richardson, had arrived, and the expedition was ready to leave. Richard-
son, a former missionary, had already explored the Sahara as far as the
aases of Gat, about six hundred miles south-west of Tripoli. During his
first trip Richardson had established connections with different Arab
sheiks living in the desert, and also with the Sultan of Bornu, the black
ruler of a state lying beyond the Sahara, west of Lake Chad, who was
anxious to open diplomatic relations with Europe. In the spring of the
previous year, he had sent his Foreign Minister, a Negro slave, together
with a lengthy caravan heavily laden with presents, across the desert to
Tripoli, with the express order to call on the Queen of England and make
overtures of friendship to Britain. When the naked black minister arrived
in Tripoli to pay an official visit to the British consulate, the consul was
greatly surprised and in some embarrassment. What on earth was he to do
with this ‘nigger’? Fortunately the weather that spring was rather cool
and His Excellency, the Foreign Minister of Bornu, was trembling like a
leaf with cold. The British consul saw his chance, and told His Excellency
that compared with the climate of Britain, that of Tripoli must be con-
sidered hot, and thar His Excellency was sure to die of cold in England.
He most strongly advised him to give up his visit to London and he; the
consul, would transmit the greeting of the King of Bornu to Her Majesty.
The Foreign Minister promptly accepted this and left ar full speed.

The whole of Tripoli was still enjoying the joke, when Richardsen,
Barth and Overweg appeared on the scene. While the three joined in the
laughter, they realized that here was a sudden stroke of fortune, for in case
of need they could claim to be ambassadors from England. They left
Tripoli on the 24th March 1848, in the happiest of moods, but five years
later Barth was to be the only white man to return from the expedition.

Their first goal was the town of Murzug in Fezzan, about five hundred
miles from Tripoli by the most direct route, though no caravan had ever
gone that way. It led for days straight across Hamada-el-Hamra, a high
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and stony desert without any trace of vegetation and completely without
water. After fourteen days of travelling along a Uéd, a dry river valley,
they came across the unmistakable signs of a former Roman settlement:

This sadi showed many traces of once having been cultivated, and soon afterwards.
other signs of Roman industry became visible which made it even clearer thar once
upon a time a Roman postal road, with milestones marking the distance, had run
through this deserted central region. Unfortunately none of the inscriptions were
preserved.

Although Barth had his copy of Herodotus in his pocket, he had left
Pliny at home, otherwise he could have read that some two thousand
years previously this desert region had in fact been conquered by Roman
legions, and that Cornelius Balbus, a native of Cadiz, had penetrated as
far as Garama in the year 20 8.c. Later on Barth’s expedition found other
great fields of ruins and graves in Djerma, north-east of Murzug. Barth
was certain that Garama, the ‘famous capital of the Garamantes’, had been
situated here, as in fact Pliny had suggested, and as later investigations
were to confirm. Had Barth been able to hire an aeroplane he could have
seen even more. Everywhere, as far as his eye could reach, he would have
seen the contours of meadows, fields, wells, cities and villages buried
under the sand —rraces of a rich civilization and of a highly developed
culture.

Barth felt instinctively that he could not have been the first white man
to have set foot in those parts. He had the greatest respect for the tremen-
dous achievements of the Romans, but his astanishment weas even greater
when in the Uid Telissarhe, the unexplored, uninhabited, sun-flooded
mountain desert halfway between Murzug and Gat, he discovered ancient
rock-paintings, showing a watering-place with cattle, buffaloes, ostriches
-and many other kinds of animal. The only nomble exception was the
camel. Barth noted in his journal:

In view of the fact that these pictures were found at the gate of 2 watering-place along
the great road leading to the interior of the continent, they must be raken s evidence to
show not only thar canle were customary in those regions at that time, bar also that they
musduhmdhur&nhmmdnf:}mm&ﬂmm& that indispensable
mofuuwp&nmmhddmm,hnmmhfamﬁmungdgmﬂmhshm
in these pictures, nor in the rough dmwings made at & much later dare on the rocks in
the vicinity,

Sixty years were to pass before these remains of an ancient past were
investigated more closely. Barth’s conclusions were fully confirmed: the
people who had once lived here had not known the camel. Many more dis-
coveries were made. Different stages in development and culture could be
ﬁy disﬁnguish:_d. The oldest drawings on the rock walls represented

processions of animals, reminiscent of a nursery frieze. These painted
outlines of animals, which were executed with great vitality, represented
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cattle, ostriches, giraffes, lions, elephants, rhinoceroses and hippopotami.
All these tropical animals, whicl incidentally need a rich vegetation with
lakes, rivers, swamps, extensive savannahs and great forests in order 10
exist, were drawn and painted so realistically, and are so true to life that
the arfists, who came from a tribe of hunters living in that area about the
time of the early Stone Age, must have drawn them from life.

Later generations inconsiderately scratched their pictures over these
paintings from the third millennium before Christ. These new pictures
must have been the work of a pastoral people. They still show numerous
large wild animals but these are overshadowed by cattle. Large herds, and
very occasionally a horse, are shown. The horse appeared in Egypt about
1700 B.C., and was probably introduced there by the Hyksos who migrated
from Asia to Egypt about that time. Hippopotami and elephants are mis-
sing from this second lot of drawings. Obviously the rich and fertile land
had begun to dry up.

In the next phase, dated about 500 8.c., representations of rhinoceroses
and giraffes became rarer, until they, too, disappeared completely.
Eventually cattle gave way completely to horses, shown as drawing
chariots with armed men. Tt was about this time that the kingdom of the
Garamantes was founded here. The continual desiccation of the soil had
by then destroyed the large grazing grounds needed for cattle, and the
pastoral people had left the region, to be replaced by mounted nomadic
tribes. Finally even horses disappeared, for now the barren soil bore
nothing but coarse grasses and bushes, fit only for camels to eat. At last
the “ships of the desert’, probably introduced into these regions by the
Arabs, made their appearance on the rock walls, This Jast stage ocourred as
late as the first century A.b. when the fertile land of North Africa, rich in
water, had become a barren desert.

Those inveterate enemies of Rome, the Carthaginians, did not make
use of the camel, but brought elephants across the Mediterranean,
Naturally, the Romans had met the camel during their campaigns in the
Near East (the Semitic name gamal had, in fact, been borrowed by almost
all European languages) but none of their officers had ever thought of
introducing it into North Africa. At that time the Libyan province of the
Roman Empire was still a fertile land, rich in water, but towards the end of
the fourth century 4.p., when it had long been desert, the means of govern-
ing it were simply no longer available. The power of Rome in North
Africa had to give way to Arab warriors who, mounted on camels a5 they
were, gradually rook over the country as far as the Niger.

Naturally these changes did not take place overnight. For many cen-
turies horses managed to coexist with these strange Asiatic beasts of
burden, just as today the camel exists side by side with the motor-car, But
just as, twenty-five years ago, the large-scale introduction of trucks led to
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a complete shifting of power relationships in North Africa, so, in its time,
the camel produced an equally great revolution.

At first the introduction of the came! resufted in fairly simple changes in

methods of transportation, but, as its use became more widespread, this
new means of transport began to upset the political situation, until the
whole structure came crashing to the ground. To begin with, the pre-
datory Berbers of the coastal regions stuck to their own side of the Atlas
Mountains, their motto being: ‘Tand my hrother against our cousin. I and
miy cousin against the stranger’, but soon they realized that the camel
could be used for making raids deep into the immeasurable savannahs
spreading south beyond the Atlas mountains. As the Berbers were not
noted for their gentle manners, it can easily be understood why the
peasants who lived around every water-hole, well and oasis in the Sahara
migrated further south. The abandoned wells became filled with sand,
urigation schemes fell into decay, and the fertile patches were fertile no
longer.
Perhaps the significance of this will become clearer if we add a few
simple facts: 2 quart of water per second is sufficient to irrigate from five to
eight acres of land and to change the sterile desert, as if by magic, into a
fertile land. This quantity of water can support sixteen thousand sheep.
Each well means not only a fortune for its owner, but also registers an
important victory over the desiccation threatening the savannah. The
Sahara is not, as it were, constitutionally barren; in fact only the ninth part
of it is unable ever to support any vegetation. Today an area of some
759,000 square miles, i.e. an area equivalent to Germany, France, Spain
and Italy put together, has been made fertile by artificial irrigation.

The black peasants who fled before the Berbers inevitably produced
overcrowding in the southern forest regions, and so gradually the trees
were cut down to make way for fields. As the trees disappeared, so the
desert advanced and began to eat into the fertile landscapes. The process
that had started in the north was continued in the south, and each year the
desert advanced by about half a mile, driving the peasants before it.

Barth did not suspect anything of these former events. He did not even
have the leisure to give a great deal of thought to the strange paintings in
the Uzd Telissarhe. Though Homemann had mentioned ancient petrified
tree-trunks and extensive banks of fossilized shells in his accounts of the
Egyptian desert, no one had inferred that those barren areas had once been
fertile, growing crops, providing excellent pasture for cattle. Barth had
no inkling that the remarkable pictures he was admiring gave the clue to
the fate of that ares, nor, indeed, did he have much time for reflection, as
it was imperative to reach water quickly. As a rule, the coffle would start
offat seven o'clock in the morning while it was still cool, and continue till
the afternoon at an average speed of about two and a half miles per hour.
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Thus the expedition covered some twenty-five to thirty miles per day.
Hatita and Utaeti, the two native guides, would pitch camp in the late
afternoon. The coffle travelled in the Arab manner, every camel going by
itself, and though following the general direction it might wander off to
the left or right of the path in search of a blade of grass or even a thin bush.
The disadvantage of this method of travelling was that it was by no means
easy to gather the animals together in the evening.

This was a constant source of irritation for Barth, and whenever possible
he used horses. His journals give us full details of the technique of travel-
ling with *desert ships’. Many European explorers before Barth had
travelled by camel, and all had had to contend with the attacks of “sea-
sickniess’ caused by the appalling swaying motion of the beast as it moves.
But detailed reports of such matters had not been known before Barth
published his journals, and the European public learnt with keen interest
that one had to distinguish among three kinds of camel, i.e. the one-
humped dromedary, the racing dromedary called the méhari, and the
larger and more heavily built two-humped beast of burden, the Bactrian
camel. All three kinds were surprisingly docile, They fed on any form of
coarse vegetation and, whereas the elephant needed ar least fifteen buckets
of water with its meals, a camel could easily go without water for seven or
eight days. The record time for a camel to go without water in the Sabara
is seventeen days, and the camels used in building the telegraph line
through the Australian bush are said to have gone without water for
thirty-four days, though this was during the winter.

Bactrian camels can carry more than 300 pounds of cargo, while racing
camels can only carry the rider and his personal luggage. Thus the fast
Tuareg, the predatory and fanatical Bedouins of the central Sahara, did
not have much difficulty in catching up with the caravans. They travelled
in a completely different manner. Their camels were tied together head to
tail, and they advanced like a long chain at the surprising speed of over
sixty miles each day. Barth knew this and was cerain that, in spite of
Richardson’s good connections, the expedition would be artacked. Armed
with a double-barrelled gun and a revolver he would fuss around the
caravan like a destroyer round a convoy. He seemed to be everywhere at
once. He utilized this activity for tking compass readings, making rapid
sketches of the landscape and jotting down brief notes. During the evening
after the day’s march he would enter his observations into his journal,
writing on the desk which Mohammed, the servant who accompanied him
from 1851 to 1855, would have produced from a plank and some boxes.
Barth worked steadily on, well into the night, drawing the map of the
caravan route from Tripoli to the south. In uncertain country he would
order forced marches, sometimes of twenty-four to thirty hours at a
stretch.
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On the 24th March, death made its firstattempt 1o seize Heinrich Barth,
Strange turret-like mountain ruins could be seen rising above the sands,
fa:ﬁ-umﬂmmumdmrhemmwnsfnﬂﬁwﬁtg.mmimlﬁohﬁﬁh-
the remains of forts or palaces. Against the advice of the guides Barth set
out 1o investigate the strange rock formations. For safety, Overweg
followed him some of the way at a distance, for the Arabs had refused 10
accompany the white explorers. They knew the *haunted mountain’, they
knew that djinns, evil spirits, walked about there. Let the mad giaours risk
their lives alone!

Barth took a small warer-skin with him and a few dates, and advanced
towards the ruins. Suddenly a deep ravine cut across his path. Barth
climbed down with great difficulty and, a few hours later, stood on the
oppesite cliff not far from the * haunted mountain’, No traces of buildings
Or pictures or inscriptions were to be discovéred. The action of the weather
hiad chiselled a huge piece of rock into the oulines of turrets and bardle-
ments. Night fell before Rarth could return, and when the sun rose next
morning he discovered he had lost his way. He could see or hear nothing
of the caravan, or of Overweg.

His water was finished and the dried dates felt like pebbles in his mouth.
As the sun rose, he felt the pangs of thirst and by noontide they were
unbearable. He took his knife and with its point opened one of his veins
and sucked his own blood. Dusk began to fall and he felt thar he had no
more hope of rejoining the caravan.

Suddenly I heard the hoarse bleating sound of & camel, No music could have been
sweeter to my ears at that moment. | ruised myself 2 listle from the ground and saw one-
of our men, some distance away, looking carcfully around him. He had followed my
footmacks in the sand but had lost the trace in the stony ground. With my parched
throat and weakened voice | called, "Aman, Aman —warer, water® and 1o my jov I
heard him reply * Zwua, Juws". In 3 few moments he was sitting by my side waching and
sprinkling my head, while I broke out involuntarily into an oft-repeated of hemds
Ellchs, el Ramdu lllzki . . . Allsh he praised | After my saviour hed refreshed me thus, he
gave me water to drink, but my mouth and throar were so dried up that T found
birter a5 gall. Then he raised me onto his camel and hastened towards the tents: At
first, 1 could speak but little and for three days I touclied no food, Gradually, however,
my strength came back 10 me,

At the beginning of May 1850, the caravan entered the town of Murzug
and on the 18th July, four months after leaving Tripoli, the three white
men reached their first destination, the oasis of Gat. Richardson, who had
been to Gat onee before, tried unsuccessfully to win the favour of the
Tuareg sheiks. Thus when, some days later; the caravan moved on to its
next objective, the mountains of Air, it seemed more than likely that they
would be artacked.

The desert south of Gat was completely unknown ar the time, having
never been entered by whire men, Today it is crossed by highways with

L]



The Call of the Deserz 349

many rest-houses, wells and petrol pumps. The same Tuareg who sixty
years ago were the rulers and the scourge of this region, now fill your car
with petrol and water and expect a tip. They themselves are daring drivers
who know the desert like the pockets of their overalls. As you switch on
the engine they call our in husky French: * Artention, monsieur —look outl
do not drown ! Strange though this warning might sound, the number of
reckless tourists who have been drowned in the middle of the Sahara is
surprising. The Air district in particular has claimed many victims: In
September and October, when the clouds coming from the west pour out
their burden of rain onto the mountain massif, tremendous masses of
water rush down the many ravines and valleys carrying everything before
them.

Fortunately Barth and his companions crossed this region shortly
before the rainy season. After many dangerous adventures, they reached
some sort of understanding with the Tuareg and were able to proceed
unchallenged, and so could devote all their attention to surveying and
mapping the route. When at [ast it did begin to rain, they were amazed to
see how quickly the sterile desert became covered with grass. They saw it
fliourish and shine in the sun, and were filled with uncomprehending
wonder.

As the expedition was proceeding through the Air mountains, one of
the inhabitants of those parts informed Barth that the town of Agadés was
not far away. Agadés, he said, was a great city in the middle of the desert
and was far more beautiful than Timbukw. This news thrilled Barth.
Three hundred years earlier, Leo Africanus had written a long description
of Agadés, but while Agadés is nowadays a favourite spot in the Sahara, at
the time of Barth few had heard of it, and it is small wonder that our
explorer was full of eagerness to make a small detour to visit it. He knew
very well the dangers that might lie in wait for him and even the Tuareg
tried to put him off, but Barth’s resolution was unshakeable and, although
his funds were almost exhausted, he managed to persuade some of the
drivers and carriers to accompany him.

Contrary to all expectation, the detour was a great success. On Wed-
nesday, the 15th October 1850, Barth entered Agadés at the head of a small
coffle. The rown was largely in ruins bur it had obviously been much more
important in the past. Although the town was but a shadow of its former
greamess, it was still a strange experience to come upon a ciry that had
once housed 50,000 inhabitants in the middle of the desert.

Naturally Barth was extremely interested in the origins of the place and
in ascertaining who had once had the fantastic idea of founding a capital
city in that deserted region, a city, moreover, which would have 10 be
fully dependent on imports for its existence. Slowly he pieced together bits
of information and learned thar the town had been built by Berbers from
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North Tripoli and that they had had very good reasons for doing so. By
fair means and foul, by the beginning of the fifteenth century, they had
made themselves masters of the mineral salt deposits on both sides of the
Air mountains, This made them the rulers of North Africa, for salt wasin
short supply here and those who had none had to buy it either from the
remote Sudan or from the Berbers with gold, ivery, slaves or other
valuables. The Berbers soon realized that they could not control the ever-
increasing volume of business from Tuat, Gadamés, and Aujils, which were
too far away, $0 in 1460 the owners of the salt monopoly decided to found
the city of Agadés as a kind of fortification, halfway between the two
great salt deposits and in the immediate vicinity of the ancient caravan
route. The town with its lofty battlements and towers, its fortifications and
castles, had once been a centre of Islamic learning and had boasted a
famous library. Its glory had lasted for about a century, during which
time its population had risen to over 50,000 people.

But even in Africa, trade followed the flag. The might of the Berbers
declined and Timbuktu came to the fore. Agadés began to fade in impor-
tance. The rich trading-houses abandoned the city, leaving behind at most
an insignificant branch office. Eventually these too were given up as un-
productive and too expensive and all that remained of the heyday of
Agadés was old memories. Thus Barth noted:

The picture of Agadés is that of an abandoned city. Everywhere one can find traces
of a lost glory. Even in the centre of the town the houses are largely in ruins and anly
a fiw ofth:mnumummmqmmﬂn.ﬂunwhhdsnfpmypemhm:ﬁe
decaying walls of the marker-place, waiting to seize upon any kind of refise,

Those who live in & world in decline, those who know that sooner or
later they must give up their home thar was once great but which is now
inevitably lost, snatch at what moments of pleasure remain, Puritan morals
are incomprehensible to them. We with our A-bombs and H-bombs and'a
whole alphabet of death know cnly too well these common truths, hut
Barth, coming from a safe world, lacked all understanding of the *to-
morrow we die” mentality. He made the following indignant little entry
on the 23rd October 1850:

“This mormning [ had:udihgpmufufﬂleeﬂsymﬂzﬂsnfﬁgnd&. Five or sixgirls or
wmmﬁlmmhﬂmmvﬁtmnﬁﬁﬂlmﬂmpﬁc&yr]winv{“dmm
take my pleasure of them, since the Sultan was away hunting and there was no need for
e2ution. Two of them were bemutiful; their black hair hung down in plaits and they
were well built without a superfluiry of fat, Their eyes were lively and coquettish, These
girls or women from Agadis went 3 lintde far in their wantonness; besides I was too
convinced of the necessity for a European, who wished to travel unmolested
these lands; to behave with the uimast cawtion wigh regard to the feminine sex, for these
women, who I repear were by no means repellent, to make me waver in my resolution.

Not all European travellers in Africa have proved so virtuous and
cautious; and many have entered into relations with native women, The
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* Africa blackens' mns & proverh that covers such unions which have often
led to severe conflicts. But obviously this formulation does not get to the
bottom of the problem. Barth himself was aware of the deep complexiry
of the whole question, for he made the following entry in his journal
after this visit from the noble ladies of Agadés:

It would without doubt be better for a traveller in these lands if he could mkea
female companion with him, both in regerd 10 his own convenience and also because of
the respect in which he would then stand with the natives. In their simplicity they can-
not understand how a man can live without female company. The Western Tuareg
had nothing against me excepting the fact that I lived as a bachelor,

A new Sultan had just assumed office when Barth entered Agadés, and
the German was able to attend his coronation. Barth presented the new
portentate with a particularly elegant burnous, saying that it was a
from the Queen of England. He noted to his great pleasure that the Sultan
was wearing his present at his Coronation. He was not the only one 1o
notice it, for as the Sultan was carried in the ceremonial procession through
the city, all the sheiks from near and afar could see that he was wearing the
gift of the foreigner. This circumstance assured Barth of the favour of the
local tribes and scon afterwards, when he left to rejoin the main caravan,
Abd-el-Kerim was everywhere a well-known and respected figure.

At the end of October, he caught up with Richardson and Overweg,
who had called a halt at the Tintellust oasis in the Air mountains. Equipped
with impressive letters of recommendation from the Sultan of Agadés and
certain of the effect of his personality and of ultimate success, Barth urged
the immediate continuation of the journey. His two companions, however,
decided to wait until the beginning of December in order to join a great
salt caravan coming from the Bilma valley on its way to the Sudan. The
delay was not ro Barth’s liking and this diversity of opinion was the
beginning of differences between the leaders of the expedition that were to
canse Barth to carry on later by himself, at his own risk.

The expected salt caravan arrived in Tintellust in December and the
coffle of the three whites joined it. On the 6th January, after successfully
crossing the desert, the expedition finally reached the fertile regions of the
Sudan. The first comfields appeared and prosperous native villages could
be seen nestling among the

It was a rich land, but Barth's entry in his journal on Friday, the roth
January 1851, in which he gives his reasons for deciding to separate for
the time being from Richardson, sounds most unconvineing:

Here we had reached regions where it was possible for individual travellers w follow
their gwn path. Overweg and myself decided 1o separate from Richardson owing o
our lack of fimds. Each ane of us was to try what he could achieve by himeelf umsl]
extra supplies of money arrived from Europe.
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‘While this argument strikes us gs spurious, there must have been valid
grounds for Barth and Overweg ro leave Richardson, whose state of
hiealth was nor particularly good and who was to die two months later of
exhaustion. The real reasons, whatever they might have been, must remain
secret, since Overweg was to die soon after Richardson, and our only
source of information is Barth’s journal.

On Saturday, the 11th January 1851, Barth started south towards Kano,
the great Negro city. He had agreed with Richardson and Overweg to
meet about the 1st April 1851, in Kuka, the capital of the kingdom of
Burnu, west of Lake Chad. This was a long way from Kano, and Barth
had to make great haste. But his journey proceeded smoothly and in under
three weeks he had covered the incredible distance of about 375 miles, On
the 1st February he entered the * African London’. Probably he was the
first white man to have achieved this feat, though not the first man from
the Old World, since 300 years earlier, Leo Africanus had reported:

The lmd of Kano lies about o0 miles east of the Niger. Its inhabitants live for the
most part in villages and hamlers, breeding cattle and cultivating the soil. The land is
fertile and much grain, rice and cotton are grown here, for the mountains are wooded
and many springs emerge from them. The capital Kano is surrounded by firm walls. Iis
houses are built of light-coloured sione. Iis inhabitants are wealthy and highly cvi-
hised,

Barth's coloured companions, particularly his servant Mohammed,
were looking forward to the pleasures awaiting them in the glittering
metropolis of the Sudan, and their master too was in a good mood. It was

-almost a year since he had set out on his first expedition. Time after time,
‘during those twelve months, he had heard speak of Kano as the best
starting-point for exploring Central Africa. Now he had reached it.
Would hie be able to continue? At first, this did not depend on himself but
rather on his finances. True, he still possessed about 500,000 units of shell
money, but during his entry into Kano he had been forced 1o pay 112,000
shells for dury, handling charges, etc., and he was faced with the necessity
of having to make valuable presents to the Serki, the Governor of Kano
and also to his First Minister, the Galadime. At the risk of becoming
erished, he dipped deep into his presenmation box and gave the
Serki an elegant black burnous worth 60,000 shells and also a red cap, a
white shawl, a large piece of muslin, two small bottles of rose oil, one
‘pound of cloves, one pound of incense, a razor, scissors, a stiletto and a
large mirror. The Galadime received a similar assortment of presents.
Luckily both black statesmen were highly satisfied.
Thus Barth could visit the rtown without hindrance. Kanio was a pros-
city, for caravans from strange lands called there and the shops sold
all kinds of local and imported goods. There was a large roofed slave mar-
ket where slaves of both sexes and of all ages could be bought. There were
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many gold- and silversmiths, dyers, and other tradesmen in this town.
Great gentlemen in silken cloaks rode across the market, and close by were
the lepers, the blind, the beggars and women of easy virme. The :
went out each day to till their fields ousside the city, and groups of in-
dolent loafers and gapers sprawled out in the mild sun of the early day.
Fifty thousand people lived in Kano, and the whole province had a
population of almost a million.

The town earned its livelihood mostly by manufacturing fine cotton
materials which were exported to the whole of North Africa. The main
centre for this trade was Timbuktu, which lay some one thousand miles to
the north-west, bur the direct route was so infested with robbers that the
caravans from Kano had to make a long detour of some 2,500 miles, via
the far more northerly oasis of Tuat and the most deserted parts of the
desert, in order to reach their destination safely.

This delay was of relatively small importance. Time did not matter, and
in any case, the profits from the trade in cotton materials were very good
and the cost of living was low. Barth, who had left Europe at the beginning
of the economic depression of the 'fifties, came to the conclusion that Kano
was one of the most forrunate countries of the world.

If we also take into consideration the fice thar the inhabimns do not work, as in
Europe, in tremendous factories which deprive human beings of their clignity, but thay
every family contributes to this prosperity withour having to sacrifice the private lives
of irs members, we may well conclude thar Kano is one of the happiest linds in the
world,

This black city, which was hardly known in Europe, was rich enough
to purchase Europe’s goods. It imported cotton materials of all kinds
from Manchester, silk and sugar from France, red woollen fabrics from
Italy and Saxony, glass bowls from Venice, silk, writing-paper, mirrors,
needles and fancy goods from Nuremberg, sword biades from Solingen
and razor blades from Styria. Barth told his employers in London that this
wade could be doubled if the lower Niger and its tributary, the Bemué,
were explored more closely and if the travelling routes into the Sudan
were used.

9

In order to reach Kuka at the appointed time, Barth had to leave Kano
at the beginning of March. He travelled with three camels and one liorse,
and was only accompanied by his servant Mohammed. Although all the
routes were infested by robber bands, he continued on his journey un-
molested. In fact in the middle of the desert, he had the extraordinary good
fortune 10 meet an Arab coming from Tripoli with letters for him. One of

N
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the Jetters contained two Spanish thalers, each one equal to about 5,000
shells —a fortune in thar part of the world.

A few days’ journey from Kuka, where he intended to join the rwo

~other white members of the expedition, he learnt that Richardson had died.
He was deeply moved by this news and at first could not believe it. It was
true that he had left Richardson suffering a little from the change of
climate between the pure mountain air of Air and the heavy, damp climate
of the Sudan, but he had not been dangerously ill. The news of Richard-
son’s death could not be true, even though the natives insisted on it, They
said he was buried in a grave under a large sycamore. Barth started off at
once and late that same evening he arrived at the place. He could doubt
no longer:

The eyent hod caused great excitement in the whale neighbourhoad. Mr, Riclinrdson
had srrived on the 28th February in a dehilitated state and had died early next morning.
Night was far advanced when | retumed 1o my tent. Reflecting upon my own fate and
the excellent health 1 had enjoyed so far in spite of my many difficulties, I was filled
with gratimde.

Now that Barth’s task was doubled, he had no time for brooding. He
hoped to be able to reach Kuka the following day at noon, and rather
nervously he noted in his journal:

This was to be a great day, which would decide the course of my activity in these
regions. 1 had finally reached the cupital of that King whom we had expressly been sert
to find. The end of our journey was nigh, bur the success of cur enterprise depended on
the outcome of my interview with the King. 1 had to request audience of him, withmy
clothes in a pitiful stare and with no leter of recommendation.

It was only shorily before his audience with Omar, the Sheik and King
of Bornu, thar Barth fully realized how badly off he was. Despite the
windfall of rwo Spanish thalers received in mid-desert, he was in debt to
the tune of five million kurdi (shells). In addition he owed wages to
Richardson’s servants, carriers and camel drivers who after Richardson's
death were eager 10 receive their money. This amounted to another
750,000 kurdi. Apart from this, he had to make King Omar a magnificent
present. Anyone else would have been driven to despair by such a situa-
tion, but Barth was made of sterner meule. Obviously he needed such
difficulries in order to realize himself completely, to be quite *himself”, He
made his appearance as the proud ambassador of the Queen of England
and he managed to charm both Omar and his Vizier with his gracious
manner. Fortunately, he was able to carry the day, and the Vizier of Kano
received the poor stranger with open arms and gave him full freedom of
movement in Bornu.

His first wish was naturally to reach Lake Chad., It is possible that
Homnemann had stood on its shores some fifty years before, but this was
not certain and in any case could not be proved. Thirty years earlier, in
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1822, Denham, Oudney and Clapperton had made a short stop on its
shores, but no one had explored the vast lake lying in the middle of the
desert and, during the rainy season, covering an area of more than 20,000
square miles. This task was to fall to Barth. Tt was fortunate that he had &
collapsible boat among his baggage. He would get Overweg to sail around
the lake and explore its whole circumference,

At the end of April 1851, Barth ser our for Lake Chad. The King of
Omar, who had received him as his guest, provided him with guides.
With the eye of the experienced geographer he soon saw that, although it
had shrunk in size within compamatively
recent times, it had never been connected
with the ocean. But the rumours of a fresh-
water sea, situated in the interior of Africa
and feeding all its rivers, which had been
current in the Old World, were not entirely
without foundation. Even in this region the
gradual desiccation of the earth had affected
the lake and the present-day shores had
once been deep under water. Barth had the
utmost difficulty in breaking through the
gigantic swamps that surrounded it in order
to reach its banks. Not many years later the
German traveller Vogel could only see the
open water of Lake Chad by means of
binoculars, and today nothing remains of
the one-time gigantic sweet-water lake bur a few pools, not worthy of the
name, and mile after mile of stinking swamps, the breeding ground of
swarms of mosquitoes. Heinrich Barth’s report of Lake Chad reads like
a fairy tale 1o anyone who has seen it in its present state:

4o. The faickful servant
Mokammed.,

Soon after sunrise I mounted and set off 1o visit the grese like in. the fnterior of
Africa, the main asim of our expedition, which we believed to be not far away. We
travelled quickly over the endless grassy plain in which our eyes seurched in vain for 3
resting place. Finally we reached a swamp which made our advance difficult. For 2 long
time we tried in vain to get out of this swamp and I simined my eyes, equilly in vain,
for = glimpse of the open water. In the end I decided to return to Ngomo o find &
guide familiar with the termin. On my second visit 1o Lake Chad, during the winter of
1854, the landscape was to present a campletely different aspect from the country 1 was:
now cxossing. While the region around Ngorna wes now dry, with only rare paches
of swamp, three and a half years lazer the grester part of it was covered by water, A
deep open luke, miles long, had formed around Ngomo and immessumble aress of fer-
tilé land lay buried under the water. This is the great characterisiic of Lake Chad! Its
outhine climges shape continuously according to the masses of water feeding it and the
tremendous losses by evaporation, particularly during the hot sesson, so that it is quite
impossible to fix the banks of the lake on 2 map.
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The following day Barth was given guides who led him where he could
see open water. Although he was only to see one of the bays of Lake Chad,
the sight of so much fresh water extending before him after the weeks of
travelling through desert regions, and after having been so long on the
verge of dying thirst, was too much for him. In words betraying his deep
emotion he praised the beauty of the great lake on whose banks he stood.
It is not surprising thar he considered this green landscape a veritable
paradise after his earlier experiences of Africa, although a concern for
truth makes us add that travellers here were constantly plagued by swarms
of mosquitoes, and that crocodiles and hippopotami lay in wait by the
dozen in the tall reeds bordering the lake. Moreover, the banks of the lake
were extremely treacherous, for one false step would have precipitated
horse and rider into deep quagmires. All these dangers were unimportant
to Barth compared with the lake of fresh water; the horrible death by
thirst has never been more eloquently described than between the lines of
Barth's enthusiastic description of the infinite expanse of drinking water
presented by Lake Chad.

However, he could not stay here indefinitely. Our explorer had been
gripped by the tremendous appeal of the African landscape, and all the
fibres of his being were drawn towards the blanks in the maps which
stretched south of Lake Chad in what is today the North Cameroons. He
awaited the arrival of hisfriend Dr. Overweg, so that he could instruct
him in the work of sailin ground Lake Chad and charting its banks. Then
he himself immediarely started south towards the Mandara mountains,
whose ridges soar as high as 6,500 feet and form the watershed berween
the Niger-Benug system and the rivers feeding Lake Chad. Today he
could have taken a plane and arrived within only a few hours, but
aeroplanes were unheard of in those days and it took Barth six weeks from
Bornu to the Benué. On the 18th June 1851, a yourhful dream came true:
he stood on the banks of this wide river. He had always considered the
Benué, which flows in majestic silence, as one of the gateways to Central
Africa. In deep delight, he surveyed the wide rich landscape, and that
evening he sat at his improvised desk and wrote a long and detailed
report to the Brtish Government. Three years later, when Barth was
making his way back to Tripoli from the jungles of Nigeria, the British
steamer Pleiad, on the basis of Barth’s report, sailed up the Niger and
the Benué, and dropped anchor not far from the very spot where he had
written it. The steamer had managed to sail right up to the granite walls of
the Mandara mountains. Barth was very moved and impressed when he
heard of this deed on his return into the civilized world.

Barth decided on another stay in Kiika even though he had solved the
Benug problem. This enforced delay was a great burden o him but he had
no choice. In his journey 10 the Mandara mountains he had met a learned
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and widely travelled Arab, who had told him of the area around Lake
Nyasa far in East Africa, and of the fery mountains that towered high into
the skies and which, despite the fact that they stood on the Equator, were
covered winter and summer with snow and ice. The Arab also rold him of
a tremendous stream which flowed right across the entire continent
towards the south-west, through jungles and steppes. This river was the
Congo. Barth was sorely tempted 1o march to the east, but he had no
money to equip himself for so great a journey. He sat down and wrote a
long report to London asking for money and pointing out that the original
plan of the expedition had been to cross Africa from Lake Chad to Zanzi-
bar on the coast. The British Government, however, had other plans. In
1852 Barth received orders to explore the middle Niger and to proeeed to
Timbukt. The same dispatch appointed him officially as Richardson’s
stccessor and contained a warrant for a considerable sum of money, pro-
vided in equal parts by English and German subscribers. At last his
financial troubles were at an end; he paid off his debts and finally made
those presents to his friends in Bornu which they expected of the represen-
tative of the Queen of England.

However, fate was to deal him a crushing blow. His friend and colleague
Dr. Dum'eg died. Worn out by the strain of tramping through the
swampy regions of Lake Chad he had no resistance to hold off an anack of
fever. After days of dreadful delirium, he closed his eyes for the last time
on the 27th September 1851.

Thus died my former friend and companion in the thirtieth year of his life, in the
very flower of manhood. It was not to be his fate o complete his journey, but 1o find &
most honourable death in the service of science. He himself wished 1o be buried on the
hanks of that lake that made him famous as the fist white man to have ssiled around i1

The feeling of approaching death guided him to the spot where he died, close 10 the
boat in which he made his last voyage. The inhabitants of the village, who loved him as
a friend, bitterly lamented his death and will cersainly long semember the *sakib”, as
they called him.

Barth was deeply unhappy. He could not long bear to remain in Kuka,
which reminded him constantly of his dead friend, and he decided to leave
for Timbuktu as quickly as possible. This desert city was no longer un-
known since Laing and Caillié had visited it twenty-five years ago, but
neither of them had been able to sty there long. Thus Barth was the most
important explorer of the trading centre on the Niger. It was he whe
dealt the final blow to the romantic illusions about Timbukm, which
were still current in Europe despite Caillié’s reports.

Our explorer knew well the dangers facing him on his new journey.
Not for nothing did trading caravans avoid the region he had 1o cross.
Numerous bands of robbers infested the area, slave-traders held hunts for
human game and the local tribes were constantly at war with one another,
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To venture with only a small and very badly armed caravan into so
precarious a region was taking a very great risk. Nevertheless Barth did
not make the slightest changes in his usual mode of travelling. He left
Kuka on the 25th November 1852, after having used it as his base camp
for nearly two years. He travelled accompanied by Mohammed, his faith-
ful servant, and six other companions. Half of the travellers were mounted
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XXXV, Heinrich Barth's journey from Kuka to Timbuku.

on camels and half were on horseback. The next stage of his journey was
to take him ten months, but Barth was firmly convinced that he would
manage this new safari successfully. Furthermore, everyone was prepared
to use his arms if necessary. To ensure that a good watch was kept, Barth
played a slight practical joke on his men. He tells the story of it in his entry
for the 27th November 1852:

In order to test the vigilance of my people, since the major part of the security of 3
voyage in these regions depends on the look-out kepe at night, 1 made 3 midnight
round of inspection of my camp. 1 managed to disarm all my men unnoticed. The can-
fusion next morning was most amusing. In this manner I gave them 2 moch needed
lesson and tanght them 10 be more vigilant in furure,

He travelled across the plains of Bornu reaching Sokoto, the capital of
the Fulbe, in March 1853. There had been another blank space on the
map west of the area, and Barth was the first white man 1o reach these
regions, The expedition crossed the unknown territory keeping to the
level ground, and on the 215t June they reached Say, an important junction
and ferry-place on the Jolibe, as the Negroes of West Africa call the Niger.

Everywhere Barth's caravan had aroused much more atention than was
politic. As a precaution againist attracting so much attention, the explorer
described himself as a Sherif] 2 holy wise man, and pretended that he was
to hand a number of pious old books from the Orient to the Sheik of
Timbukeu. This disguise proved very successful and Barth was even
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wken for the Mehed:, the Messiah himself. In the middle of Angust he
wrote in his journal:

Afier leaving Say T was frequently asked about the Makeds, the Messiah, whose
second coming was esgerly awaited in those regions. The poar people, in particular,
locked on me with wonder, believing me to be the sage caming from the East.

On the 7th September 1853, Barth entered Timbukum, still disguised as
a Sherif. Excitedly he examined the town, which was in the shape of alarge
triangle and was surrounded by walls of earth. Barth estimated the distance
around these walls as about three or four miles, The town consisted mainly
of single-storied houses, most of which were built of clay. Altogether
there were about one thousand such houses. Occasionally a taller building
was to be seen, but there was none of the glamour of Timbukm's repura-
tion. The town could boast only three mosques, and after Kano it cut a
very poor figure! René Caillié had been completely right. The “fanzastic
and truly incomprehensible descriptions” of the ' Queen of the Desert’
current in Europe were altogether false and erroneous.

But Barth was not allowed much rime for observation. The intelligence
service of the rich merchants soon learned from Kuka and Kano that this
alleged saint was no other than a Christian and an ambassador of the
Queen of England. It also soon discovered that he was asking innumerable
questions in the streets and market-places about the kinds and prices of the
trading goods sold, about caravan routes, salt deposits and wells. Naturally
‘he was taken for a spy. The authorities in Timbukeu had always had a
great hatred for this type of person, The town, which was not very old,
had originally been founded by the Tuareg, the predatory desert nomads,
as a storing place for their booty and placed under the surveillance of the
slave girl Tinboksm, * the woman with the great navel”. In the middle of the
nineteenth century it was ruled by an oligarchy of the leading families, who
watched carefully lest one of their number should become more powerful
than the others. Under these circumstances, a mysterious stranger like
Abd-el-Kerim must have appeared most suspicious indeed!

At first Barth had no inkling of the trouble in store for him. Not long
after his arrival he went down with a bout of fever, brought on by the
strain of the journey, and was oblivious of the intrigue going on around
him. More than once during those days his life hung by a thread; and per-
haps he was only saved from Laing’s fate by the fact that, one day before
he fell ill, he had organized a shooting match before El Bakey, the Sheik of
the ciry, with a Colt six-shooter.

This had a tremendous effect on my future security. The people belicved that I
carried weapons everywhere on my body and that 1 could shoot s often as 1 pleased.

The pistol whose efficiency Barth had demonstrated wasan entirely new
weapon. Its inventor, the American mechanic Samuel Colt, had produced
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the first model twenty years earlier, but was only able to ger it mass-
produced during the Mexican war of 1847. From then on supply could
never keep pace with demand. The conquest of the western prairies was
only made possible through Colt, for although the muzzle-loading musket
of the early farmers and trappers of North America had a greater range
than the Indians’ bow, it was clumsy and took so long to reload that very
few of the settlers lived to fire a second shot once they were attacked, Like
the Indians, the Arabs immediately understood the power of a man who
could shoot six times in succession without reloading.

Nevertheless Barth's situation remained critical, and during the seven
months which he spent in Timbukm he was never certain of his life.
Finally, on the 18th May 1854, he received permission to leave and to start.
his journey back. El Bakey, the Sheik, even accompanied him part of the
way. At last he reached those familiar regions which he had
crossed on his way to Timbukeu. The natives greeted him with a great
show of friendship and informed him of the rumour circulating in Europe
that he was dead. In fact, the German newspapers had already published
his obituary, and an expedition had been dispatched to attempt to discover
some trace of him. Barth was even told the name of the leader of this
expedition, a cerrain Dr. Vogel. Barth continued on his way, and by the
end of November 1854, he had reached the jungles of Bundi, to the west of
Kuka. Here the incredible happened: the two explorers met. Thus the
famous meeting of Stanley and Livingstone had its parallel in this meeting
of Barth and Vogel. We wish to give Barth’s own account of this meeting,
just as, later on, we shall quote that of Stanley.

*1 wras riding three miles in advance of the caravan, sccompanied only by my faithful
servant Mohammed, when I saw a person of most strange appearance approaching —a
young man with a snow-white skin, which after these many years, ssemed tome o be a
sign of sickness. Isaw that one of his black companions —it was a former servant of mine
called Madi —suddenly rushed up to the young man and shouted a few words 1o him,
Then the white man, who was none other than Dr. Vogel himself, who had been sent
out to search for me, spurred his horse and galloped rowards me. Our astonishment at
this chance meeting can well be imagined; neither of us had even suspected that we
might meet right here in the jungle. It was 3 most happy surprise. We dismounted o
the middle of this inhospitable forest, ereeted one anather warmly and sar down. I took

;muupackofmpp&hfmmmynddlchngsandoulmdm&embemade,jmuifw
were at home. For more than two years now 1 had not heard 2 word of German or any
other European language, and it was an infinite joy for me to be allowed once more to.
converse in my own language. But our conversation soon urmed 1o subjects that wers
not 5o pleasant. To my grear disappointment, [ learned from Dr. Vogel thar there was
no money. waiting for me in Kuka and thar what funds he had brought with him had
already been used up. This news did not affect me as much as the face that Vol did nos
even have one bottle of wine among his baggage. 1 had lived for more than three years
without msting 2 drop of wine or of any stimulant apart from coffee, and afier my fre-
quent bours of fever and dysentery T felt an almost obsessinnal longing for the juice of
ﬂnqim_orwhmem'iwlis&ngcﬂ‘mIhadthemmtp!mtmcmurturmmmypm-
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vious travels. After 3 conversation lasting almost two hours we had to separate again,
Dr. Vogel to perform the other tsks allotted to him now that kis main one of finding
me had been accomplished, and 1 to catch up with my people, who had gone on in
advance of me.

At the beginning of December 1854, Barth entered Kuka, the town
which two years earlier had been the starting-point for his journey to the
Niger. King Omar received him in his former friendly manner, and Barth
made a Christmas present to the inhabitants of the Residence of fourreen
head of cattle. Vogel, who had been carrying out explorations on a minor
scale in the vicinity of Kula, joined Barth at the end of December. A warm
friendship soon sprang up between the hardened traveller and the young
man of twenty-five who had previously been an assistant at Bishop's
Observatory in London.

Edward Vogel, born in Krefeld in 1829, was the son of a grammar-
school teacher. Like Overweg he was a scientist by training, with no
previous experience of Africa and no familiarity with any of the native
languages. But like him, he was full of the fire of idealism and enthusiasm.
Barth and Vogel spent only twenty days together in Kuka, and then the
latter set off towards the south. He would have been only too pleased if
Barth could have accompanied him on his expedition into the unknown
regions east of Lake Chad, but the older man was so exhausted from years
of continual travel that he had to refuse. He had to let his friend go on
alone, but noted his anxiety in his journal:

There were two circumstances with regard 10 Vogel that caused me great concem
for his safery: first his complete lack of experience, as one would expect in a young man
rwenty-five years of age and straight out from Europe, and secondly, the weakness of

his stomach; the sight of a meat dish made him vomit and he had to move where he
could not see or smell it.

Many years later, when the mystery of Vogel's disappearance was
finally solved, it was discovered that his aversion to meat had been one of
the main reasons for his murder. Even when travelling in the jungle Vogel
could not become accustomed to eating the diet of the inhabitants, and so
he had mostly lived on eggs instead of meat. The natives of these regions
considered his behaviour repellent and this, together with the fact that he
was always asking questions and noting down the answers, had stamped
him as a dangerous spy. On the 8th February 1856, he was assassinated on
the orders of the Sultan of Wadai. Thus Barth’s fears had unfortunately
come true. Not long after Vogel's death, his companion, the British non-
commissioned officer, McGuire, was also murdered, thus bringing the
number of white men who lost their lives in the Barth-Richardson ex-
pedition to the Sahara and the Sudan to a total of four.

There is not much ro report of Barth's return to Tripoli. This time he
travelled by the ancient caravan route leading from the north-east bank of

N®
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Lake Chad through the Burnu valley to Murzug, wending its way berween
of
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tinued to use a horse, In Later times this was

Tibesti in the east and the Air
mountains in the west. The
Tuareg made vast stretches of
this 1,500-mile-long route,
which even today is only pass-
able by camel, their favourite
hunting ground for loot. Many
travellers before him and many
after him have had to give up
their lives as well as their
money! Barth relied on his
good fortune, and also took the
precaution of travelling in
forced marches from early
morning until deep ar night so
that he had hardly any rest
during the hot noon hours. At
the end of May 1855, the
caravan reached the desert
proper, looking for all the
world exactly like the layman’s
idea of the desert. Even Barth
who had not yet experienced
this 'classical form’, so to
speak, of the dry steppes was
deeply impressed:

After a march of six miles, we
came upon a sea of sand. Ar lasr T
had sn opportunity 1o survey its
immeasurable surface. Despite its
aniformity the desert had some=
thing ineffably magmificent, and
Brought home to man the conmscous-
ness of hiis own insignificance,

Strangely enough even in
the open sand-desert, where
the dunes were occasionally so
steep that steps had to be cut in
the sand to allow the beasts of
burden to advance, Barth con-
to become an almost impossible



fear. Through the progressive desiceation of this area, wells dried up so
quickly that horses could last out the longer stages only with grea
difficulty, and camels had to be used. This slight example gives us an idea
of the speed at which vast regions of the earth have dried up in the last
ten or twelve decades.

On Friday, the 14th July 1855, the travellers reached Murzuq. Barth was

deeply moved as he recalled the day, five years earlier, when he and his
comrades had first entered the town. His heart was heavy when he had to
take his farewell from Mohammed his servant, who lived ar the Garrun
ovasis, south of Murzuq. Once this faithful man knew his white master out
of danger, he was eager to get back 1o his wife and children. Three men
who had served with Barth accompanied him to the coast. The English
soldier, Church, who had come out with Dr. Vogel’s expedition, but who
had been left behind in Murzuq since he had proved completely unsuitable
for the task both physically and mentally, accompanied Barth on his return
journey. In addition to the above company, there were the two black men
Dyreggu and Abbega. These men had been bought out of slavery three
years before by Overweg and did not wish to leave Barth, once Overweg
was dead. Dyreggu and Abbega not only went to Tripoli, they embarked
for Europe and later setiled down in the small Thuringian capiral of
Gotha, Some of the old people there can still remember these two friendly
Negroes, the companions of one of the most eminent explorers of all
time.
The road from Murzuq ro Tripoli, which Barth had once considered
excessively long, seemed to be nothing but a small jump now. On the 215t
August 1855, our traveller finally returned to civilization after an absence
of five and a half years during which he had covered more than 9,000
miles.

My heart was filled with joy as we approached Tripoli, which T had lefi fve and a
half years before. The town scemed to me 1o be the gateway 1o peace and safery. After
long years in barren desert regions, | was full of wonder at the flourishing plants in the
gardens of the city. . .. When [ came 1o the border of the ocean | felt such gratitude to
God that I was tempted to dismount from my horse and to offer 3 prayer of thanks to
the Almighty by the shores of the ocean. . . . Then I rode on moved 1o the very depths
of my soul

On the 6th September 1855, Barth landed in London, where he was re-
ceived by Palmerston, who told him a few days later that the Queen had
bestowed upon him the Order of the Bath. Three weeks after this he
landed in Hamburg where his family awaited him. Hardly had he reached
Europe than his old shyness took hold of him again, and in the midst of the
noisy jubilance of the welcoming festivities he withdrew into his shell.
Very soon he realized that in that climate he could not draw close to those
about him.
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Yet he longed for friendship as a child longs for its mother, and it is
touching to read how Barth confessed in a letrer to a relative that *a com-
panion, if T chose her well, could bring my whole life to fulfilment. T am
longing for an exchange of hearts and love.” But this innermost wish was
not to be granted to him, as it rarely is to men who suffer from the
same mother-obsession. Barth remained a solitary figure and became more
and more unapproachable, In 1857 the famous Berlin Academy of Sciences
discussed the question of Barth’s election as an ordinary member —he had
already been appointed a corresponding member in 1855 —but the idea
was rejected. Among those who spoke against his election were the
Egyprologist Lepsius, the historian Mommsen and even his former
university teacher, the archaeologist Bockh.

Barth never recovered from this blow, and his appointment in 1863 as
Professor of Geography at the University of Berlin did not lessen his
dissppointment. He knew full well that he had deserved better of his
countrymen, and at the conclusion of the five thick volumes of his rravel
reports he wrote:

When the original leader of our enterprise died, 1 did not become a prey to my des-
paiz but1 cantinued 1o do my duty and explored extensive previously unknown regions,
slmost without any means. After the leadership was handed 10 me, | decided 1o make s
journey 1o the far West. I managed to fulfil my resolution beyond my expectarions and
thus [ investigated the land beeween Kano and Timbukes: which before had been un-
known, even to Arabian merchants. Furthermore 1 established friendly relations with
the chiefains along the Niger as far as the mysterious city of Timbuknw All this [ car-
ried out, including payment of the debts left by the previous expedition, on approxi-
mately 16,000 thalers.

Heinrich Barth died in Berlin on the 25th November 1865, at the age of
forty-four. A chronic stomach complaint which had troubled him in
Africa had become more serious, and since, on his travels, he had become
accustomed to treat himself, he did nor consult any doctors. In any case
the doctors of the time could not have helped him much, Rudolf Virchow,

who performed a post-mortem, diagnosed 2 multiple perforation of the

successors have paid little tribute 1o his achievements, and yer Barth
obtained far greater results than any traveller in Africa before him. In the
words of the ninety-year-old Alexinder von Humbolds: Barth opened up
anew world.' This judgment, which puts him on a par with Columbus, is
fully justified. Only Barth was able to give the Old World an adequate
picture of Africa and the Sudan, Our knowledge of the life of the Berber



and Negro peoples of the Sahara, of their history, culture and languages, -
dates from his travels. When today we cross the Sahara; throughour irs

length and breadth, in our trains and buses, we should spare a moment’s

thought for the man who was largely responsible for making our journey

possible.

 Le)

Deeply frightened, the young military surgeon saw the blood on the
handkerchief he had just withdrawn from his mouth. A fit of coughing
had racked his body and left him gasping for air. He knew exactly what
these symptoms meant. Phthisis, or consumption, the disease which had
carried off both his father and his brother, had staked a claim on him too!
The first signs were loss of weight which continued until the body was
quite emaciated; this process went on until death finally came for its vic-
tim. Sometimes only certin parts of the organism were attacked. When
the lungs were affected, the sufferer would cough and spit blood and, as
the disease reached the stage when it was clled *galloping consumption®,
there were frequent haemorrhages. The patient now had only another few
weeks to live. Occasionally an isolated case could be cured, but no one
knewwhy this was, or even the real cause of the disease. In any case when
haemorrhages of the lung occurred, it was too late, much oo late,

When in September 1862 the Prussian military surgeon Dr. Gustay
Nachrigal found thar he was dangerously ill, he was only rwenty-eight
years old. At the time he was garrisoned in Cologne on the Rhine. He
liked Cologne and he loved the life of the town, the wine and the Rhenish
maidens. It is not very agreeable to find out that you are a very sick man,
but it is even worse to be a doctor and be able to predict almost exactly the
course your illness will take, particularly when you know that the only
possible outcome is a speedy death. This was the reason why Dr. Nach-
tigal’s youthful face was whire as chalk under his helmer when he
to his superior officer, an hour after he had had to be helped from the
parade ground, unable to control a terrible fit of coughing. His gaze did
not flinch as he told the old staff surgeon that his death warrant was signed.
He could see that the old man was deeply affected and was trying 1o hold
back his tears, for he too knew what the tell-tale sign of blood in the
handkerchief meant ! There was however just one chance, a very small one
it was true, but it was a chance. The old man explained 1o Nachtigal that
French doctors had reported from Algeria, which had by then been a
French colony for over thirty years, thar they had had cases where patients
suffering from consumption had recovered after spending a long period in
the hot dry air of the desert. There were no grounds for believing that it
was a cure which worked in every case, but he happened to have a relative
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in Algeria, a ne'er-do-well cousin, who had riot made much of a success of
his life in Europe but who seemed to have made good out there. The old
srgeon offered to write to this cousin and ask him to receive Nachtigal.

A few weeks later the cousin’s reply arrived, and at the end of 186z, the
former military surgeon Gustav Nachtigal arrived in Algeria. He would
have been the last person to suspect that he had reached a great turmning-
point in his life and that he was destined 1o become a famous explorer.
He had never shown any aptitude or inclination for geography and the
same applied to the study of foreign languages. In fact, some years later,
as he was standing on the banks of Lake Chad, he remembered vaguely a
lesson he had had in the grammar school in Stendal, a little town in the
Old Electorate, in which the teacher had talked about this lake in the
middle of North Africa and pointed to its position on the large school map.
This was the sum toml of Gustay Nachtigal's knowledge of the Black
Continent.

Some time after his arrival in Algeria, Nachrigal went to live in Tunis.
The hot, dry air seemed 1o have worked a miracle, and soon he felt well
enough 10 begin to practise as a physician. By a stroke of fortune he
quickly acquired a reputation and an official post. He managed to cure,
and impress, the Chasnadar, the representative of the Bey of Tunis, who,
out of gratitude, appointed him Court Physician. The Turkish dignitary
had such faith in Nachtigal's ability that in 1864 he asked him 1o accom-
pany the Tunisian army on a year's campaign against the predatory
hordes of nomads who were infesting the desert regions.

It was during this year thar Africa managed 1o cast its spell over the
young man. He studied Arabic until he could speak it fluently, and he
threw himself with passionate zeal into scientific studies. He read all the
books to be had on Africa—and by this time the literature on Africa Was
quite considerable. Thus he became aware of what had been accom plished
and what remained to be done. He learnt about the problems of explora-
tion and even about the latest scientific theories. Although he was ofien 10
complain that his education had been inadequate and insufficient, he made
up for any want in specific training by his practical sense, his great intelli-
gence and his enthusiasm.

Nachtigal was most reluctant to return ro Tunis once the campaign had
been brought to a successful conclusion. He was bored with the life there
and had almost decided to leave Africa for good, when a strange fellow
brought him an even stranger commission. He was a certain Gerhard
Rohilfs, a native of Vegesack near Bremen, who had started his career as a
medical student and had served in the Austrian Army and in the French
Foreign Legion, He was three years older than Nachrigal, who was bornin

1834, and while the latter had been forced by iliness to the shores of Africa,
the former had chosen a life of adventure from inclination. In 1861, he had



been discharged from the Foreign Legion afier six years of service, but
instead of returning to Germany, he had gone to live in Morocco even
though the natives there were very suspicious of foreigners. He spoke
Arabic fluendy and knew the Koran, with its one hundred and fourteen
suras, by heart. The knowledge he had gained during the few terms of his
medical studies was sufficient to win him the appointment of Physician-
General to the Sultan of Moroceo’s army and of Chief of Sanitation in the
harem of the brown potentare. But Rohlfs was not content with these high
positions, even though they gave him tremendous influence in the country.
In 1862 he left his post, and from sheer love of adventure set out for the
interior of the country. He travelled south from Meknés and managed to
find a way over the Atlas mountains which were then completely unknown
territory. Eventually he reached the oases of Tafilalet, the ‘Land of the
Dates’. Here he was attacked by a band of marauding Bedouins, stripped
of liis possessions and left for dead. By some miracle he recovered from
his wounds and a few months later he was well enough to continue his
journey. In addition, the former Foreign Legionnaire had come very near
to dying of thirst on several occasions, but Africa had cast her spell over
him and he was as if obsessed by the desert. Hardly waiting until he had
properly regained his strength, Rohlfs had travelled 1o Agadir via Rabat
and Casablanca. From Agadir, Rohlfs struck deep into the Sahara 1o the
Tuat oases and thence to In-Salah. Both of these places were junctions of
caravan routes, At this point Rohlfs rumed east and some months later he
appeared in Tripoli. This last journey had raken him along the funure
route of the railway linking Tunis to the coal deposits of Colomb-Béchar,
the iron and lead mines of Exfoud and the harbour of Agadir, Although
Rohlfs had had no training at all as an explorer or a surveyor and was
working with a minimum of equipment, his journals and sketch maps are
so detailed and accurate that even today they could siill sexrve for planning
roads and railway tracks.

This then was the man who in the late autumn of 1868 visited Nachrigal
in Tunis. The exertions of his previous existence in the Legion and then
his travels had marked his features. His face was frighteningly thin, with
hollow cheeks and black shadows under his eyes. He seemed to be a prey
to a feverish unrest that allowed him no peace, and locked as if he con-
stantly responded 1o the clarion call of the Foreign Legion,* Marche quand-
méme!" (‘Forward, regardless!”). He was anxious to start immediately for
the gases berween Tripoli and Alexandria, so that no other could get there
before him. So far no gisour had visited these cases of the *Pope of the
Sahara’, the mysterious Sidi ¢l Hadj Mohammed Thn Ali, chief of the
fanatical Senussi. Six hundred miles of desert separated this area from
Tripoli, but a fabulous country with great palm groves, cool blue lakes,
ancient, mysterious, weatherbeaten buildings and glistening mosques
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awaited the man who could conquer the desert. These beauties lay, how=
ever, in a land filled with fanatical hatred of the Christian dogs. Even to
this day the inhabitants mean business when they pray each day in their
mosques and monasteries: *O Allah, for the love of Thy propher Moham-
med, unite all Thy faithful throughout the world| Ler us grow strong and
fight against the foreign dogs, so to enter Thy erernal realm.”

The dangers of such an enterprise merely whetted Rohlfs's appetite, and
he was all ready to start when he received unexpected instructions from the
German Colonial Office which upset his plans. He was instructed to pro-
eeed 10 Kuka in Bornu and to visit Sultan Omar, as an ambassador of King
William of Prussia, later ro be the first emperor of a united Germany. It
will be remembered that Omar was the ruler who had received Barth so
hospitably. Rohlfs was furious at this order from distant Berlin, and even
thoughe of ignoring it. The very air of Tripoli wurned *blue® with the
stream of curses in Arabic, French and German which he let Joose on o
the head of Bismarck and the whole Colonial Office in Betlin. Bismarck
was amused to learn from his secret agents in Tripoli of Rohlfs's distress
and his extraordinary powers of invective, and wrote a second letter
telling Herr Gerhard Rohlfs that he could go to Kufra by all means, pro-
vided only that he could find an acceptable substitute, as impressive and as
reliable as Herr Rohlfs himself,

Bismarck knew that Rohlfs was proud of his capabilities and he was
certain that his orders, however objectionable, would be obeyed. But Bis-
marck was wrong, for Rohilfs was not prepared to give up his expedition to
Autjila and Kufra. He dashed around Tripoli, like Diogenes with his lan-
e, in order to find a replacement. At one point he played with the idea
of sending Barth's old servant Mohammed, who was now in his pay, but
then he heard of Dr. Gustav Nachtigal. At once he leapt on his horse and
raced off to find him.

Nachtigal was highly amused at the prospect of trekking for several
thousand miles through deserr and jungle with a baggage train consisting
of a velvet throne, life-size tmages of King William, Queen Augusta and
the Crown Prince Frederick, in addition 10 numerous camel-loads of
needle-guns and ammunition, pendulum clocks, pocket-watches, binocu-
lars, tea services, heavy bales of silk and velvet, gallon bottles of rose oil,
bracelets and necklaces, burnouses and tarbooshes, books, medicaments and,
last but not least, a harmonium. But he t00 was passionately artracted by
Africa and so in the end he accepted Rohlfs's proposition. A few weeks
later Rohlfs and Nachrigal were on their separate ways; the one making for
the east, the other across the deserr o the south,

Rohlfs did not suspect that he would have to make three further attempts
before he finally managed to reach Kufra, He had thought that he had seen
the worst the desert could offer, but he had 1o revise his opinion. During
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his first attempt, which he made during the winter of 1873—4; he had 10
pass through a region where it had not rained for ten years. From the 26th
January until the 12th February, a total of seventeen days, his caravan of
one hundred camels had 1o go without water,and Rohlfs had no option but
to return. The same thing happened again in 1878, four years later, but the
former Foreign Legionnaire was not the man to give up easily. He made
another attempt in the summer of 1879, and this time he was successful. By
dint of making forced marches of nearly sixty miles a day, he eventually
managed to reach his objective —Kufra; he saw the lakes, the castles, the
mosques and the pleasure gardens —it was like a scene taken from A
Thousand and One Nighes. Owing to the hostile attitude of the fanatical
Senussi he could only stay a very short time and on his return he confessed
in his journal:

For thousands I 'could not be persuaded 1o relive such days as I have expenienced in
Kufra, and yet 1 am glad to have been there. The journey and my stay there have

aged me a grear deal. My clothes are hanging from my body, but what is life without
excitement!

The next time Kufra saw Europeans was to be forty years later, in 1920,
and even then itwas to be another ten years before the* Rome of the Desert”
became finally accessible. The Tralian Marshals Graziani and Balbo made
an expedition with 5,000 camels, 3,200 natives, 654 [talian soldiers and a
corresponding number of bombers and saw to it that the region enjoyed
the benefit of the ‘Pax Romana’ (new style). Thousands of Italians,
descendants of the peasants of ancient Roman days, emigrated there, and
as if by magic, villages and cultivated fields seemed to spring up from the
barren sand. Not much of this peasant conquest of the desert is left today.
The war in North Africa and the aftermath of the whole European con-
flict have more or less wiped out what advances in reclaiming the land had
been made. To make a fresh start would require large capital funds and
much idealism.

Qur other traveller also had no idea what lay in wait for him on his
journey to the south. He had neither the experience nor the seli-confidence
of Rohlfs, and he was assailed by doubts as to his fimess for the task on the
very first day out of Tripoli. On the 18th February 1869, he wrote in his

Though fully sware of my lack of scientific training, I could not manage to resist the
opportinity that was offered me. 1 had, in sny case, already planned 1o leave Tunis,
and [ told myself that, at the worst, I would be making 1 memorable journey. I decided
t0 seize my chance and to trust that my knowledge of Arabic, Mohammedan customs
and my medical training would help to bring my task 10 a successful conclusion.

Ten years later, in May 1879, when Nachtigal was correcting the page-
proofs of his three-volume account of his travels, Sektare und Sudan,
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Ergebnisse sechsjdhriger Reisen in Afrika (' Sahara and Sudan. Results of 2
six-year journey in Africa’) he added in his own careful hand the following
postscript, which reads quite differently from the quotation which we have
just given:

Should I have had the conrage to carry out my resolution i 1 had known thar fate
WaS 10 retain me in the unknown regions of that great continent for more than five
years? During thar time I lived in complete spiritual isolation, threatened by dangers-
and disease snd suffering grear hardships and privation, Even the most passionate
enthusiast of Africa would have hesitated, if all the difficulties of the expedition had
been known in advance, though once you are far from the feverish haste of European
life and its diversity of plessures and diversions, you quickly leamn a new artitude 1o
space and time. In a sense, you become more coursgeous in the face of adversity
and more persistent in reaching your objectives.

An explorer must be physically strong, able 10 resist disease and farigue, and also
bave a naral ability to make friendly contact with people of all kinds. He must be
hlessed with boundless patience, for this virtue bears within it the fruit of sucoess. Ir
s not easy to practise it always, and T was w0 have many harel struggles with my
impetiious nature before I learnt how to accept the stupidity and unreliability of
huiman beings,

I1

Nachtigal and his caravan of seven camels did not choose the same
southerly route to Murzuq that Barth and Rohlfs had taken; he rravelled
€astwards across the Tarhuna mountains and through Nefed, Bu Ngem,
Sokna and Temenhint, roughly along the modern motor road from
Misurata to Sebka. Although this was rather a roundabout way, it was
-ﬁfuﬁmith&dth:admmgtﬂfhdngaimthcmgula'rpmmlan&
caravan route, and since wells and inhabired intermediate stations were
quite frequent along it. Nachtigal took some thirty days to cover the dis-
tance, advancing on an average eight to ten hours each day at a speed of
two to three miles an hour. This leisurely pace soon taught Nachrigal the
virtue of patience and he came to accept the facr that each evening, after
noting the thermometer, barometer and anemometer, the wind and
Wweather conditions, he could only record an advance of twenty or twenty-
five miles.

- Nachtigal was frequently overtaken by the camel post which the Turk-
ish government had introduced between Tripoli and Murmq. This relay
post which followed the eastern route covered the 550 miles 1o the capital



The Call of the Desert 371
of Fezzan in only eighteen days. Nachtigal was very impressed by its speed
and efficiency:

Fresh camels were held in readiness at fixed rimes ar the main stations along the
route. The District Chief would receive the locked bag and take our the letters destined
for his region. Then he would lock the bag again and after a short rest the messenger

would continue on a fresh camel. This service undertakes, against payments, to deliver
parcels, and later in Murzuq I received some fairly lange-sized packets from Tripoli.

The caravans which passed Nachtigal going in the opposite direction
were almost all slave convoys, Nachtigal had been in the country long
enough to know that slave-trading was still an active industry, despite all
the efforts of humanitarian and charitable organizations to stop it. Never-
theless the profits to be made from this human cargo were showing a
marked drop by 1870, and Nachtigal noted that those slaves who had
successfully withstood the long march to the coast were treated far better
than he had thought. Although he had been living in Africa for seven
years now, Nachtigal still could not accept the idea of buying and selling
human beings, and he was indignant that: :

trade with slaves was still very widespread and people enquired their price just as they
would ask the price of grain, oil or burer.

On the 24th Masch, the second great Bairam festival, the 1d-Ul-Kabir,
was held. This Islamic fieast commemorates Abraham’s faith in the Lord,
when, as Mohammedans generally believe, he was prepared to sacrifice his
son Ishmael. Nachigal and his people had hoped to celebrare this festival
in Murzug, but when the day came they were still some distance away, and
s0 our German bought a fat ram, and a generous portion of chraf, palm
wine, for each of his men.

Since the Koran forbids the Faithful to imbibe intoxicating drinks, this juice, drawn
off from the palm tree, is drunk by true believers in its fresh state only, before fermen-
tation takes place. The juice; when first drawn off, is whitish-blue in colour and is re-
pulsively sweet. But the sugar of the date palm ferments very guickly, and by the second
day the juice is already alcoholic, particularly if fermentation is accelerated by the
addition of cerain substances specially prepared for this purpose. The exmct point
where the liquid becomes alcoholic is very difficult to determine, and this is very for-
tunate indeed for the zealous votaries of the Prophet who, under the pretence of drink-
ing date juice, manage to imbibe a fair quantity of good heady wine,

Thirty-five days after leaving Tripoli, the expedition entered Murzug,
Nachtigal would have liked to continue at once, bur as there was no
caravan leaving for Bornu, he was compelled to remain in Murzuq for a
considerable time. During this enforced wait, he found it much more
difficult 1o bear his bouts of malaria and dysentery, and above all the
horrible plague of flies, than the strain of travelling through the desert.
This is what he wrote:
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Any activity during this season which fell ut about the same time as our spring, was
made almost impossible by the presence of unbelievable numbers of flies. In winter they
are bearable, and also much reduced innumber, though they never disappear completely,
but in spring they are a veritable tormre. They would settle on one’s body and on
everything one was using. At noon the torre reached its climax for they could not
even be chased away, it was so hot. The ink-pot had to be shut tight, and when one was-
writing the pen had to be dipped quickly and the lid closed at once. To drink a cup of
coffee or 2 glass of laghi, the local brandy, was a difficalt feat: the free hand had to be
nsed incessantly to chase away the swarms of flies and if you were not careful, they
even reached your throat, During the day 1 was reduced almost to despair, but the
nights were peaceful and I could enioy an untoubled sleep since deserr cities are
almost completely free from une of the greatest plagues of Africa, namely fleas. On the
othier hand the louse, the halt-brother of the flea, finds exactly the conditions it likes
and multiplies exceedingly rapidly. T was often asked by the Arabs if it were true that
we Christians did not have to endure this plague. To my grear ssionishment 1 dis-
covered that the Arabs do not consider the Europeart’s assumed freedom from lice a5 an
advantge. They treat it as an imentional lapse on the part of the Creator.

Nachtigal might have added thar as well as the stinging flies, the Sahara
can boast four hundred different kinds of poisonous insects, and that
Europeans were constamtly troubled with stomach and intestinal com-
plaints seeing thar the water not only tasted of mineral springs, but even
had the associated purgarive effect. He did not wish to be taken for a
moaner, and thus he kept silent on these matzers and, like Hornemann and
Barth, he related instead that he had successfully resisted many an *attack’
by the women of Fezzan. He considered flippant and immoral what was in
fact nothing but the result of a recently terminated matriarchal state of
society, With slight irony he noted in his journal:

“That a child could sleep in his mother's womb for years; or even for ever, was not
doubied by anybody, and since the men of Fezzan were frequently away on long
voyages, this pious faith gave the abandoned women a convenient excuse for explain-
ing an addition to the family during the husband's absence. The seed of the child, she
would say, had been laid before his departure, bur God had neglected to bring it 10
fruition at the right time. Many a husband might well have been sceptical, but he could
not very well have argued against the well-knowm fact that birth had been postponed
fora year or so.

In Murzug, Nachtigal was able to renew his acquaintance with the
Dutch lady, Alexandrina Petronella Francina Tinné, whom he had met
some months previously in Tripoli. She and the Englishwoman Rosita
Forbes, who in 1920 became the first European 1o reach Kufra after Rohlfs,
are the only two women whose names deserve a place in the history of the
exploration of Africa. It was rumoured that, like Heinrich Barth, she
began her carcer as an explorer after the collapse of a great love-affiir,
though it is unlikely that the desire to forget a hroken heart was her only
incentive. She seemed o be possessed by the demon of exploration. This
rather unusual pastime for a well-brought-up young lady caused  con-
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temporary journalist to remark that: ‘Tt does not happen every day that
ladies from the best society go on adventurous voyages alone, without
any other motive than their passion for unknown things and without any
other protection than their courage.”

But the young Dutch woman had to pay severely for her love of
adventure, In 1862, she set out on an expedition from Upper Egypt, but
unfortunately her mother, her aunt and two of the scientists of the
died of fever and exhaustion in the Nile swamps, Depressed by the fact
that she had been the cause of the loss of four human lives, Alexandrina
Tinné returned to Cairo on the small fleet of Nile ships which she had
hired.

However, the call of Africa was stronger than her feeling of guilt, and
she read avidly about every new expedition into the Black Continent until
finally she could stand her inactivity no longer. She suddenly turned up in
Algeria in the middle of the 1860’s and set out south to the Tuareg moun-
tains in the Sahara. She failed in her attempt, and went to Tripoli shortly
before Nachtigal’s arrival, determined to make another try via Murzug.
The natives called her Bene-el-Ré, daughter of the King, and indeed she
rode like a princess, followed by a large train of black and brown servants,
of freed slaves, of Algerian women, Dutch seamen and a young German
lad, who had run away from school and home in order ta accompany
Alexandrina Tinné into the African wilderness, as her page.

In Murzug, t0o, Nachrigal found her every inch a queen. Even twenty
years later she was still to be remembered there with affection. She dis-
tributed bread to the poor each day and often gave them money and
clothing. Nachtigal paid her a visit one day, and the two travellers decided
that if a large caravan did not appear before the end of the summer, they
would join forces, hire an armed escort and make their own way to Bornu.
Nachtigal was not completely happy about this plan. He was uneasy about
her extremely odd assortment of companions, and also a little afraid
that her reputation for carrying valuable treasures with her mighe
encourage robber bands to attack them. Probably he also felt reluctant to
travel with a person whose passion for exploration had had such fatal con-
sequences for those in her company.

He was even slightly annoyed when Alexandrina Tinné told him that
she intended to use the monotonous months of waiting for making a small
detour 1o Tibesti, *the mountain land of hunger" as the natives called it,
for he had already thought of going there without her.

The most extravagant stories were told about this mountainous country,
roughly 375 miles south-east of Murzug, its many hot springs and its
inhabitants, the savage Tibbu. No white man had ever been there and the
Arabian experts in Murzug, with whom Nachtigal had discussed his plan
hdﬁaiLhadtﬁedupmmdlymdim&:lﬁm&nmanmmrpﬁsewfﬁch
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was not 10 be repeated for over half a century, Nachtigal was not to be put
off, and when Alexandrina Tinné mentioned her decision to go to Tibesti,
kie set off abruptly, on the 6th June 1869.

The loyal Mohammed, whose father came from Tibesti, was most un-
happy about the recklessness of his master, and he warned him of the
terrible risks he was taking. Nachrigal was well aware of the dangers and
wanted to spare Mohammed, who was no longer young, so he suggested
that he waited in his home in Gatrun for the expedition to return. Moham-
med's reply was indignant:

*I'have promised your fnends in Tripoli 10 lead you safely ro Bornu, just as I have
guided your brothers Abd-el-Kerim (Heinrich Barih) and Mustapha Bey (Gerhard
Rohlfs) to thar place. With God's help we will reach that goal cogether, Uniil such rime
1 will not leave you, and if the treachercus Tibbu should attack you, 1 wish to share
your fate”

Nachtigal was deeply moved by so much faithfulness, but he probably
did not take Mohammed's warnings very seriously. It was only when
Mohammed’s wife, herself a Tibbu woman, turned up at the camp that he
began 1o realize the critical time awaiting him. Mohammed's wife did not
intend to leave her hushand to face the perils of the journey alone. She
wanted to be with him. It was a very serious sign indeed !

And things did become serious. At first it was the terrible heat which
made travelling unbearable. On the very first day Nachtigal suffered such
terrible sunburn on his thighs that he was hardly fit to sit in the saddle of
the camel.

My legs felt like lumps of burning lead and every time my skin came in contact with
Lhcmmdmwiﬂuhesidnufﬂmcmlwﬂtﬁngmyhmmimmhpﬁnﬁnt
almost lost consciousness,

Nachrigal adds that the weather had been extraordinarily hot, reaching
temperatures of 120° F. in the shade. The chickens had lain half-dead or
dead on the ground, their beaks wide open, and the dogs had tried des-
perately 1o scratch up the scorching sand to find somewhere cool to lie.

After a short rest st the Gatrun oasis south of Murzug, their journey ran
straight across the desert, away from the usual caravan routes. In this way
Nachtigal hoped to avoid the attacks from robber bands which people in
Murzuq had wamned him were certain to oceur, but the deser itself could
present its own dangers. Even today this journey is no simple matter, and
camels still remain the only reliable means of transport. Seon after leaving

Gatrun both sides of the road presented their evidence of the mounting
danger: human and animal skeletons, which spoke very clearly of the many
who had collapsed and died of thirst there. Nachtigal alone remained
unmoved. Soon, however, the inevimble stroke of bad huck happened.
One of the smaller wells, which was essential for the caravan on jts return
journey, was found 1o have been sanded over, and the next one could not
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be found although it was not far away, since the guide had lost hsmﬂf '
direction during the night march, ‘made unavoidable by the scorching sun.

It was the middle of summer, when to go without water for two days means cer-
tin: death. The hear had evaporamd most of our slready scant supply, despite the
excellent condition of our water-skins. It was obvious that our water would be ex-
hausted in the course of the following day, even with the srrictest rationing, Alihough
we sill had 2 half-full skin conmining three gallons of water, 1 had been told by Ger-
hard Rohlfs that, when travelling in the desert during the summer, he had allowed him-
s¢lf about two gallons of water a day; thus for six men we had linle more than had
sufficed for Rohlfs alone. We moved silently along, our noses and mouarhs masked by
turharis to reduce the drying up of ‘our mucous membranes and thus 1o lessen our
thirst. Each one of us warched the guide, yet none dared to enquire directly if we were
lost. In vain he searched for the well-known landmark; 2 heap of stones, but each fime
Lie spoke it was to utter: MA' 2311 Not yer! We travelled all that night and as maming
came, we shared ont the lust of our water. Each one of us received a full glass of this
precious liguid, and greedily we drank it down, fearing it would be our last. The last w0
drink was Kolokémi, my guide. He lifted his veil from his nose and mouth, took the
glass; and drank one short draught. He rolled the liquid around his mouth and then
squirted the waser onto the sand through a gap in his teeth. He handed me the glass to
finish, with the comment that he was not yet thirsty but that he could understand thar
we Europeans, people of the water, could nat bear 1o be without water, even forashort
time. This opinion that the whites on their swampy islands in the ocean lead a kind of
amphibian life, is widespread among the Arabs. As the sun rose higher in the sky we
hegan to be tormented by thirst. Our mouths were parched and our heads felt as.if an
iron band were tightening around them. When ar last we came 1o a rock wall which
afforded us some refuge from the sun’s glare, all except Kolokdmi, who had lost none
Efiﬁaemgiﬁ,miduwnItiufmhwhegln:uﬁylﬁspﬂ}rﬂ‘s,pm]ﬂrﬁlg'him_ﬂlf'
to enter Pasadise. Ali just sat and stared in front of him without seeing anythiag,
Mﬂhmuedbeganmaqmundhisﬁlg[uxdmhﬁeﬁﬁﬂew:}ﬂbingwﬁdlm
God had predestined for us was good, and that we should resign ourselves 1o His will
Ginseppe, who had been brooding silently for some titme, suddenly stood up, took his
revalver and announced in a dized manner thiat he was going to follow Kolokémi and
shoot him down for having led us to this pass. None of vs had the strength to restrain
him from this senseless plan., When the afternoon came, without Kolokdmi appearing,
my hopes began to fade, There was no water here and my career in Central Africa was
over. My mind instincrively refused to accept this sentence bur my thoughts began to
t"ﬁm:lﬂ'.lwand:md]mwmyﬁ‘hndswmﬂdrﬂ:ﬁverhcwurmymilﬁnﬂﬂlﬁl
Pﬂstiml:qtﬁteourmtingandl:cpﬂmwrrendertutb:ﬂim@uufdmﬂz.hvdlnm&
10 be falling over my eyes, I no longer knew where I was, and then T must have fallsn
asleep and dreamed, for 1 saw quite clearly my parents’ house and myself o child,
playing in the garden. Then this vision faded and I must have lost consciousness
completely.

Kolokémi managed to find the well just in the nick of time and race
back with thie precious fluid to revive the other members of the party.
Soon the torture of the last two days was forgotten, and they were able to
continue,

Not many hours later they could see massive walls of black rock rising
from the sand. No plants grew on these walls, no bird ever made its nest
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among their worn stones, no desert fox barked there at night. The silence
of the grave seemed to hang round them like a funeral shroud. Tremen-
dous castles with fantastic roofs and gothic turrets had been cut in the
tock by the corrosive force of timeless storms and winds. Sand trickled
from empty window frames, and dripped like water from lofty beams ina
castle which no man had ever inhabited, This was the kingdom of Shairan!
This was his hell and the dwelling-places of the djinns, the evil spirits.
With shudders the coffle was travelling along the sky-high rocks. Even
Nachtigal himself was affected by the superstitious fears of his men, but he
took hold on himself and remembered that he was the first European here,
the first white man to visit the devil in his own hide-out.

Day after day they continued to the south-east with relentless monotony.
Anyone less determined than Nachrigal would have admirted defeat and
turned back, but Nachtigal was made of sterner mettle. He had planned to
see Tibesti and he meant to achieve his aim. Then one day, far away in the
distance, they could make out the outline of some mountain peaks,
Mohammed was beside himself with joy and rushed to Nachtigal shouting
that he could see Tibesti, his father’s birthplace. The peaks were part of the
Tarso, a high mountain ridge. The highest is called Tusidde and rises to
over 8,500 feer above sea-level. As soon as these tremendous masses be-
came visible, Nachtigal decided he would have to climb them. He set off
in the middle of August with a small party, chosen from the main caravan,
and struggling over the jagged loose rock, eventually reached the main
ridge. Even at a height of over 8,000 feet the temperature was still more
than 100° F. during the day, but the nights were bitterly cold in com-
parison as the temperature dropped to 50° F. Even so the expedition was
fortunate for temperatures of 120° F. during the day and 20° F. by night
have frequently been recorded in those regions. Wlhen the year is wet, ice
and deep snow cover the mountain. Nachtigal’s native companions began
1o complain, and he t0o was finding the climate very uncomformable. In
addition 1o this, provisions were short and all that could be bought were a
few sacks of ripe dates. Water too was hard 10 come by. Nachtigal, how-
ever, was determined to carry on and explore the ridge. At the hase of the
Tusidde peak was a gaping crater more than three miles across and 2 300
feet deep. The natives called it the ‘Sodium Pit’, and deep down there
could be seen blinding-white, soft, loose masses, Nachrigal was highly
excited but his companions had had enough for the time being.

I would have given almost anything 1o have stayed for 3 few days. in order to dimb
10 the 1op of Tusidde and down into the crater. From the top of Tusidde I could have
sesn the whole wide panorama of Tibesti, and in the depths of the crater 1 could have
stuhied the effeces of the destructive and creative forces of Namre. | sar on the edire
of the eratet and gazed for the last time. Then T siood up and sadly followed my com-
pmiumwhnmdiappuﬁngm:hedismrhnﬁm...
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Today the tron au natron is visited by hundreds of tourists each year,
and is referred to in the guide books as a *peculiar and picturesque
phenomenon’.

A few days later Nachtigal's expedition entered Bardai, the main town
of the region. A bad harvest had reduced the inhabitants to the verge of
starvation and so the white strangers, with their seemingly inexhaustible
supplies, appeared to them like gifts of God. They crowded round Nach-
tigal and begged or wheedled food from him until his provisions were
exhausted, whereupon he and his people were shut up in prison. The
hatred of the whole population was directed against the giaour, and Nach-
tigal feared they would murder him at any minute. One nighr, however,
he managed to escape. What little goods he still had were left behind and
he could take nothing but a few stone-hard dates and his camel packs. He
still had to face the apparently impossible soo-mile trek across the desert
back to Murzuq. Even now Nachtigal’s courage did not fail him, and the
thought that he had been able to save all his notes and also the map which
he had drawn of the ' mountainland of hunger’, made him feel that all the
hardships he had suffered had been worth it.

Forty years later this map was to be used by Jean Tilho, the second
white man to reach these regions. The Frenchman Tilho spent the five
years between 1907 and 1912 in this country and explored it thoroughly —
nearly 40,000 square miles in all —from north 1o south and east 1o west.
Nachtigal would have been proud to know this, but he had long been
dead when Jean Tilho started out _

Cheered by the thought that his work had not been in vain Nachtigal
struggled on, and ar the beginning of October 1869 he limped into Mur-
zug, a pitiful Agure, covered in sores and clad in rags. There he learnt to
his great joy that all his men had managed to get back safely. He was also
told of the fate which had befallen Alexandrina Tinné.

Instead of leaving for Tibesti as she had planned, the intrepid Dutch
woman had accepted an invitation to visit the Tuareg, and was provided
with letters of safe conduct from the Tuareg chieftain. However, as she
was crossing a region considered 10 be safe, she met with a fate that could
befall any traveller in Africa as recently as two generations ago. She was
murdered for her assumed wealth by hired assassins.

Nachtigal was not able to leave for Bornu until six months later, in the
April of 1870, when the Turkish governor of Tripoli sent a caravan
bearing presents to King Omar. Nachtigal was allowed to join ir. He
realized that be would cut a poor figure in his ragged dress by the side of
the Ottoman potentate, but this was his one opportunity to get away from
Murmiq and carry out the expedition in safety from attacks. Nachtigal
left Murzug on the 18th April 1870, with nine camels and twenty-five
Moroccans as his bodyguard, The caravan travelled almost due south,
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passing through the many oases in those regions. As far as Bilma, the
southernmost oasis of the Hawa group, the going presented no difficulties;
but then came the seventy-five-mile stretch of desert with :
dune formations which made tremendous demands on human beings and
animals alike,

Once this uncommonly difficult stretch had been left behind, the pare of
the journey across desert was over. Patches of coarse grass appeared here
and there, and this soon gave way to shrubs and bushes, marking the
transition from desert into savannah. The sky, which for the last rwo
weeks had been mercilessly clear, began to be covered with clouds and,
while in the desert itself perspiration was unknown, here the whole body
was bathed in sweat at the slightest' movement. The sight of so much
vegetation and of a variety of wild life cheered the traveller after the
manotony of the desert. At one point the caravan found itself in a small
forest, whose soil was covered with a thick carpet of blossoms of all
colours. On the 28th June, Nachtigal stood on the banks of Lake Chad.

The famous lake lay before our eyes flat and bare, surrounded by banks of thick
reeds. Many years sgo, during dull school lessons, 1 had often looked at its outlines on
the map on the classroom wall. At that time it was the only place marked in the large
blank space representing central Africa. At last I had resched this aim of my childhoad
dreams and of my later ambitions, but the reality did not measure up to my slightest
expecmtions. Nothing but an infinite swamp lay before me.

A few days later the caravan reached its destination, the capital of King
Omar. Kuka fully made up for the disappointment caused by Lake Chad.
It made an impressive sight, especially when seen from a distance, with its
one- and two-storied houses and its lofty walls, some twenty feet high.
Nachtigal realized, on closer examinarion, that though the glory of earlier
days had somewhat declined, the town could still boast a colourful, busy
life, and was indeed one of the greatest and mightiest capitals of the whole
of Africa.

As Nachtigal had expected, he was pushed very much into the back-
ground by the Ottoman ambassador, but his confident, decided appearance.
soon won him respect and his audience with Omar wasa complete success.
The presents from his *brother’ King William in distant Prussia filled the
king with pride and emotion, and the needle-guns, which were the best
that Europe could produce, delighted him more particularly, Naclitigal
was asked countless times to dismantle and reassemble the guns and ex-
plain their mechanism. Nachtigal left the king confident that he could now
count on his future support, and for the next three years he used Kukaasa
base for all his expeditions, including a journey into the Wadai area, So far
this region had proved inaccessible to white travellers, Vogel had attempted
toreach it, but bad had to pay for failure with his own life.

Although Nachtigal did not have the extensive scientific education of
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Barth, he worked with such accuracy that he must be reckoned as one of
the greatest German geographers. As well as simple geographical informa-
tion supplemented by exact cartographic records, he gave meteorological,
geological, economic, ethnological, social and political data of the utmast
precision, His reports were always well presented and provided extremely
rich material for all branches of scientific inquiry. Even today, a large part
of our knowledge of Africa is based on the explorations of this traveller,
who was so well suited by temperament and natural ability for this
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41. Audience of King Omar.

activiry. We wish to quote another short section of his journal in which he
speaks about the slave marker in Kuka:

The most valuable class of human goods i the so-called Sedas, that is, a male slave
measuring 6 spans from the ankle to the tip of his ears, and aged berween 1= and 1§
years, His price sets the scale for the whole range of these goods, and the forcign
merchant who wishes to know the state of the market first asks the price of 8 Sedert,
Slaves older than fifteen are less desirable and therefore more difficulr o sell than the
Sedasi, particularly if they have not been slaves for long, for, it is argued, they cn
exsily be enticed 10 Tun away and it is no longer 0 simple 1o main them for their
duties. The price of a slave over twenty years old drops considerably, and there is little
demand for them since they are past their best for heavy work and since women are
mare suited 1o domestic work. Ripe young girls are considerably more expensive than
the Sedisi, a5 is natural, but here the prices are not standardised for obvious reasons;
their value Hucnmes seeording o the degres of their besuty and the subjective mastes of
the merchanrs, Those girls fir to be concubines genenlly come off best out of all
varieries of slaves. They fill the place of & housewife and often perform the msk bettes
than & real wife could, for they are always eager (0 gain the favours of their master by
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their diligence, in order not to go from one hand to'another. In general the cost of their
maintenance is much less than that of a legitimate wife, so that men without means, and
all those who are forced to make long voyages, find it more convenient to buy = con-
cubine than keep a wife, particularly since, according to the religious laws of the Bornn
people, legitimaze wives are not obliged to leave their clan and homeland and can never
be forced to do so by any means. Furthermore, if the slave girl bears any children, her
position with her master is almost as cermain as that of a legitimate wife, for only
unusual reasons would make the average Moslem sell the mother of his children.

An exceptional price is paid for eunuchs who, however, hardly ever appear in the
public market. There is 50 great a demand from the dignitaries of the Mohammedan
world of Europe, Asia and Africa that eunuchs are very quickly sold out of hand., Most
of those who are sold in Bornu do not come from that country itself, yet many a mighty
man of that land has not disdained to multiply their number, At times, hundreds of boys-
are gathered 10 be subjected to this mutilation, which even Islam condemns. The
operating barbers, under the pretence of circumcising the boy, suddenly grasp the
entire outer sexual pans of the unforunate victim with their left hands and amputate
them by a swift stroke with a very sharp knife. Boiling butter is held ready and is used
1o staunch the blood from the fresh wound. It is clear thar very many do not survive
this horrible operation.

At the beginning of 1874, Nachtigal decided to call a halt to his journey
and return to Europe via Egypt, and on the roth August of the same year
he reached the southern borders of the immediate European sphere near
El-Obeid in Kordofan. He was weleomed by the Sheik el-Beled, the Mayor
of El-Obeid and Dr. Georgi, a Greek doctor and sanitary inspector for
the Sudan, all of whom had long given him up for lost.

With the Sheik el-Beled, who spoke with me in Ambic, I felt completely at my ease,
but the Greek doctor confused me utterly, He first spoke to me in French but
to Iralian when he saw that I could not follow him, Tt was only when he spoke Arabic

that I managed 1o gather my wits again, 1 was unable to express myself in German,
InEmanrm:hfu:mﬂm:,fur[iwispohmmﬂyﬁnhi:mdtbgsudmhng*

umages during the past vears, and I found the change back o European tongues difficult
to mimage.

That same evening the Pasha Ismail Eijub, Governor-General of the
Egyptian Sudan, gave a banquet in honour of the explorer. Nachrigal
felt exzremely ill at ease among the resplendent uniforms and the elegant
ladies in evening dresses. He stuttered and stammered, replied to questions
in the Bormu language, and when he realized his mistake, blurted out his
apologies in Arabic or a jumble of English, French, Tralian and German
words. It was long before he became accustomed to civilization again,

Like Heinrich Barth, Gustav Nachtigal did not live long to enjoy the
fame brought by his successes, which had pulled the veil away from so
many African deserts and steppes. He was elected President of the
Geographical Society of Berlin and was able to continue his work of
exploration indirectly by acting as adviser to many subsequent expeditions.
In 1882 Bismarck appointed him Consul-General in Tunis, and when in
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1884 Togo and the Cameroons became German colonies, he was granted
the honour of acting as Germany’s representative and hoisting the black,
white and red flag. This ceremony was performed on the r4th July 1884,
in rather a hurry. Nachtigal had learnt that an old friend of his, the British
consul James Hewitt, whom his compatriots were later to call the zo0-
late consul, was on his way to the Cameroons to claim them for England.

Nine months later, on the r9th April 1885, death putan end to a life
rich in resolution, deed and achievement. Nachtigal died of his old com-
plaint on his way back to Germany. In accordance with his own wishes he
was buried in the Cameroons where a memorial stone still speaks of his
former presence.

12

On the 18th January 1871, at the same noon hour when the Couneil in
the Hall of Mirrors at Versailles was laying the foundations of the Second
German Reich, and when roughly 4,500 miles further south the former
Prussian military surgeon Dr. Gustav Nachtigal was leaving the capital of
the King of Bornu to explore the regions north-east of Lake Chad, the
Lieutenant of the Royal Prussian Reserve, Dr. Hans Suklow, had an un-
forgettable experience. In civil life he taught Larin, Greek, history and
geography in 2 grammar school in Pomerania. Many a generation of
sixth-formers were to pass through his hands and were to learn what had
happened to him, when on that 18th January 1871, he had met the famous
French explorer Henri Duveyrier, and had shaken him by the hand. At
this point he always recited the following lines of Holderlin:

And like Possidon many mighty minds
Ordered the onslaught of this raging wrath.
Bruve hlood flowed freely on this field of death
And every wish and every human will

Like lightning flashed 2nd fused in one slone

What had happened during his meeting with Duveyrier? How had Dr.
Suklow, an obscure Pomeranian teacher, managed to meet the great man#
The story can quickly be told. At the beginning of the war with France he
had been called up, but because of a heart complaint he had not been sent
1o the front. Thus in the late autumn of 1870, Lieutenant Dr. Suklow
found himself with the job of censor in the prisoner-of-war camp at
Neisse, an old fortification in Silesia built by Frederick II of Prussia. This
was a gigantic nerwork of block-houses which had hardly been used for
the last hundred years, but it was quickly made ready to house the

prisoners captured near Sedan.
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In our callous age, the task of censoring prisoner-of-war letters is con-
sidered a first-class sinecure in all armies of the world. Licutenant Dr.
Suklow was of a different opinion. He found it degrading to have to apen
and read letters which were not meant for him, just because he
French fluently. He made repeated requests to be sent to the Front, and to-
be relieved of his ignoble task, but he met with no success.

On that 18th January 1871, Suklow was performing his unwilling duty,
taking letters from one pile, glancing through them and putting them on
another pile, when his attention was attracted by a lerter addressed to
Caprain Henri Duveyrier, Sixth Regiment of the Imperial Guard of
Chasseurs. It had been sent by a highly esteemed professor of geography
at the University of Leipzig.

Duveyrier, Suklow thought, Duveyrier? This surely could not be the:
famous explorer himself, the professor at the Sorbonne? He would be
about thirty now and still liable to conscription, but they certainly
could not have sent him to the Front! Perhaps it was his brother or his
cousin. In any case Lieutenant Suklow sent his orderly across to the
officers” camp to ask Captain Duveyrier to come and see him since he had
a levter for him.

A little later he heard the soft jingling of spurs. The sentry posted out-
side Dr. Suklow’s office clicked his heels smartly, an honour awarded even _
to captive enemy officers. Then the orderly opened the door to announce
Captain Duveyrier. A tll, carelessly elegant figure with exceptionally
bright eyes stood before Suklow, saluted him politely, and asked in
impeccable German betraying an accent of slight surprise: * You wished to
speak 10 me?* The Prussian blushed. He had recognized his visitor as soon
as he had appeared in the doorway. This was no cousin or brother, it was
Duyeyrier the famous traveller himself. Completely put out by the fame of
his visiror he managed ro stammer, * Good God, Professor, how ever did
you get here?' He discovered that the great scienrist had rejected all
attempts to use his services far from the scene of action, because he had
believed it his duty 1o serve with his own regiment. Thus he was now a
prisoner of war in the Neisse camp.

Suklow, still out of countenance, handed Duveyrier the letter from
Leipzig. The Frenchman opened it, read it and with a slight smile handed
it back 1o the censor, who read the following lines: * We men of science
are citizens of one world, and thanks to insoluble ties of liberty, fraternity
and equality, we know no differences of nationality or race, and dre mmll}
disinterested in questions of political power ! Deeply moved, the Prussian
officer handed the letter back. That single sentence became imprinted in his

memory, and years later he would repear it word for word to his sixthe
formers as if it were the morto of his whole life.

When this scene happened, the Frenchman had not been to Africa for
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almost ten years and his career as an explorer was already over. Although,
four years later in 1874, he went once more 10 the Sahara and in 1884, after
innumerable petitions, he even managed to be allowed to accompany the
Sultan of Morocco on a voyage from Tangier to Meknss, exploring the
completely unknown Riff mounmains, the mature man did not repeat the
great deeds which it had been granted to the impatience of his young years
to perform. In many respects he suffered the same fate that many decades
later befell T. E. Lawrence, the uncrowned King of Arabia: politics
destroyed his work.

And yet he had set off to a most promising start. He had managed to
gain the friendship of the feared Tuareg, the robber barons of the Sahara,
and had even become their blood-brother. He could speak and write their
language, had lived in their tents, had accompanied them on their journeys
of adventure, and had finally so won the respect of these fanatical sons of
the desert that they had asked to be joined to France. 1f politicians had
listened to Duveyrier it would probably have been easy to pacify the
whole Sahara without removing the sword from its scabbard, and France
might have avoided the tragic situation in North Alrica.

But after all it is a well-known fact that a prophet is not without honour,
save in his own country, especially when he has risen through his own
powers and has no influential connections. The Duveyriers belonged to
the small landed nobility and, furthermore, came from the Languedoc, a
land which produced few lawyers and politicians but many poets and
dreamers, crusaders and troubadours. Duveyriers father was a typical
example of these unusual people. As a young man he had been an ardent
follower of Saint-Simon, and later he became an enthusiastic Socialist,
ceaselessly working to cement the ties of brotherly love and striving for
the removal of class differences. This was pure romanticism, and thus no
one was astonished when in 1858 he sent his oldest son Henri, who was
then fourteen, to Germany, the land of romanticism. At his boarding
school in the Allgiu, the exceptionally talented young boy learnt Proven-
;alm;dthcnﬁddlelﬁghGemmﬂmlmgungunfdmmdmmdﬂr
tronbadours.

But the lute and sword belong to the past, the modern knight has differ-
ent emblems such as Stock Exchange prices, tax returns and profits, and
so Duveyrier’s father did not leave his son too long studying poems of
medieval chivalry. In 1855, he sent him to a merchant school in Leipzig:
where the young student worked very hard for two years. It was here that
the young man met the famous Orientalist Dr. Fleischer, a close friend of
Heinrich Barth who at that time was on his way back from Africa.

The inevitable happened. Henri Duveyrier, who at the age of seventeen
could already speak Arabic fluently, made his début not in Paris, London
or Dresden but in Africa, It was not a very long or important journey. He
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went as far as one of the northernmost oases in the Sahara, just a stones
throw from the borders of the civilized world. But at this casis he met a
Tuareg noble and this nomad, wrapped in his dark blise cloak, his knightly
lance in his fist and the tremendous two-edged sword hanging from the
pommel of hiis saddle, made a deep impression on the young man, Despite
his scientific training he was almost ready to believe the legend that the
Tuareg were the descendants of some medieval knights who, during the
Eighth Crusade, had penetrated as far as the Sahara in order to be invested
with a fief there,

The romantic Henri Duveyrier was deeply struck by this meeting, par-
ticularly since he had always felt very proud to be French and a faithful
son of his country, which some decades previously had made her entry on
the African scene. In the middle of the summer of 1830 the French had
landed with 37,000 men in North Africa and; by a rapid series of battles,
had conquered the towns of Algiers, Béne and Oran. The reason for this
inyasion was that the coastal towns of Algeria had for long harboured
nests of pirates, which had done much damage to French shipping, even
in the northern waters of the Mediterranean.

The intentions of France in taking this action were highly moral.
Admittedly the most beautiful corals in the world were to be found in the
waters off Algiers, Bone and Tunis, and apart from this wheat grew
abundantly in North Africa, but who knows whether these factors were
taken into consideration when the government in Paris decided to under-
take the heavy responsibility of acting as a Mediterranean police force
and putting a stop to piracy. The whole of Europe looked on with admira-
tion as these selfless sons of Gaul wiped out the pirates. Only the British
were a little loath to applaud the action of the French. There is a malicious
German proverb which says: ‘ Cotton and Christ are synonymous on the
Thames', and thus London very cynically interpreted the French willing-
ness to clean up the dens of pirates as the century-old interest of the mer-
chants of Marseilles in wheat and corals, Whatever the truth of the matter
may be, on the eve of the French excursion to Algiers Lord Stuart, the
English ambassador in Paris, received orders to stress to the French
government that England would resent any occupation of Algeria by
France. When this official diplomatic step was taken, the French fieet had
already sailed from Toulon. Baron d"Haussez, the French Minister of the
Nayy, was very abrupt with the English Lord and uttered words to the
effect that France did not give a damn for England. The English ambassa-
dor could not believe his ears and thought he must have misheard, but
d’Haussez made his meaning quite clear by shouting: ' Merde! The times
when you could dictate your will 1o Europe are gone for ever!’

Nevertheless at first Paris did not think of annexing Algeria. France,
unlike England, was a peasant country, not an industrial state, and was
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<el.supporting. She needed o colonies to sel her goods. Tn fact she had
had very bad experiences with possessions eas. She had lost Canada.

to the English after Tong and bloody warfare, and Louisiana had been’
sold to the United States. The possessions in the Senegal, annexed in the.
eighteenth century, and Madagascar, occupied by Richelieu in the seven-
teenth, had given nothing but trouble. In con-
sequence, the French Ministerial Council
deliberated for some time after Algiers had
been plucked like a ripe fruit whether France
might not restore this land to its nominal, if
quite powerless, owners, the Turks. But soon
it became clear that they were no longer free
to act as they wished. If France marched out
of Algeria, then not only would the pirates
return, bur other European powers, and
England in particular, would not hesimate to
annex this part of North Africa for themselves.
Thus it was finally decided, albeit with: sighs;
to retain this distant land. Within ten years
the profits from Algeria had been increased by
some 600 per cent, having risen from eight
million francs in 1831 to nearly sixiy-one
million in 1841. Today France boasts the
greatest colonial empire on earth, covering an
area of some four and a half million square
42. A Targuiin full  miles, a good third of the Black Continent.
bateledress. Once the decision had been taken, North
Africa became quite the fashion in the best
sense of the word. The French were thrilled by the idea of bringing
back into the European fold this old colony of Rome, the home of
countless emperors, fathers of the church and great lawyers. The
winning back of Algeria to western civilization appeared to nineteenth-
century France as a noble, historical mission, At least, Henri Duveyrier,
the son of a Sodialist romantic from the Languedoe, could not help but see
the African problem in this light. It was quite natural therefore that he
should go to Africa. The same logic explains his special interest in the
E § :
ugi?guourse the legend of the Tuareg’s descent from the Crusaders is
nothing but a pious fable. It is within the realms of possibiliry that, at
some time, a larger or smaller group of European people had reached the
central Sahara. Since ancient times, Africa as far as the Niger and Lake
Cliad had been one of the large spheres of influence and power of the Old
Waorld, the continent being *dark” only south of the Sahara. But the idea
0
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that crusaders were the ancestors of the Tuareg is completely out of the
question, even though the latter are light-skinned, have no Semitic
features and are generally just under six feet tall. Probably the Tuareg,
‘the god-forsaken people of the sand’, as the Arabs called them, are
descended from that large family of peoples who inhabited vast regions of
south and west Europe in the early Quaternary Period and who are pos-
sibly connected with Cro-Magnon man. Perhaps they are also dispersed
remnants of the Hyksos, that mysterious people which probably came
from the interior of Asia and about 1700 B.c. overran the land of Egypt.

Islam obviously considered the Tuareg an alien people, for they con-
verted them to Mohammedanism in 2 most perfunctory manner. While the
wild sons of the desert prayed in Arabic, they hardly understood what they
were saying, having retained their original language, ramaskeg. This
isolation was made possible because the regions where they live, stretching
from south Algeria to Lake Chad —an area equal to half the United States
of America—include the most impenetrable parts of North Africa. Even
to this day, the Northern Tuareg’s home, the mountainous region of
Hoggar, consisting of a crystalline primordial mountain ridge with tertiary
volcances 10,000 feet high, has never been completely explored. The
Arabs themselves call it *The Land of the Spirits’, and do not venmre
there. Wells and oases are non-existent and vegetation cannot survive,
Duveyrier's Targui came from these regions and invited the young
Frenchman to return with him. Duveyrier was deeply disappointed that
he could not accept the Targui's invitation, but he had to return to

He first reported 1o Berlin, and it was a great honour for the beardless
youth when the famous Oriental Society decided to publish his dictionary
of the Berber dialect. One day Barth, who was living in London at the
time, came across this dictionary and was so impressed that he invited the
seventeen-year-old explorer 1o come and visit him in London. A few
‘weeks later, at the end of 1857, the year of his visit to Africa, Duveyrier
knocked ar the door of the cosy cottage in St. John's Wood, London,
where Heinrich Barth was living. Barth took him in and taught him all he
knew.

At first he tried to dissuade me from attempting such greas enterprises while I was
siill 5o young, but when he saw that he could not shake my resolution he did not spare
himself in his effores 10 teach and guide me. . . . Later on, he watched over the success
of my undertaking and sent me letters, full of cordial advice and the most valuable
hlnu,whichnpcmdupn:wpuﬁmnfﬁewmddmwmym&nnwimpoﬂamﬁcu
that I might otherwise have missed. For my protection he gave me a letter in Arabic,
ncldressed to all his friends in the Sahara and the Sudan. . . . [ was 2 Frenchman but the
narrow spirit of nationalism found no place in his great hearr. . . .

All the knowledge that Heinrich Barth had been unable to pass on in
Germany, where his lack of social graces had aroused resistance and anti-
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was now being bestowed in unstinting measure on this
%amﬁmﬂmﬁm:ﬁuh&dmﬂﬁhﬂ

in Africa: always to remain master of oneself and a gentleman,
and to be scrupulously just towards black, brown and white. Duveyrier
was fertile ground for such seed both by birth and by inclination. Thus
equipped, he made a second journey to Africa in 1859, when he was just
nineteen years old. This time it was not the gentleman’s grand tour bura
serious business with a scientific aim in view. He had prepared himself
diligently for a full year. He had made himself familiar with the methods
of arientation by the stars and had made excursions to distant goals until
he was sure of himself and his abilities. He studied geography and the
other sciences relative to his purpose with indefatigable zeal. His teacher
for languages and ethnographical exploration was the most famous
Orientalist of the day, Jean Ernest Renan, the man who fifty years later
was to reach celebrity and notoriety through his Ple de Jésus. All the same,
Heriri Duveyrier was still a very young man and was lacking in experience.
The other Africa explorers of his time had also been rather young. Horne-
mann had finished his travels at the age of twenry-five; Vogel, his com-
patriot, was only twenty-three at the end of his career; Caillié had reached
the ripe old age of twenty-nine, and Heinrich Barth’s work was over at
the same age. Laing, who was murdered in Timbuktu, was thirty-two
years old, and Gerhard Rohlfs and Alexandrina Tinné were in their early
thirties. Nevertheless, Henri Duveyrier was considerably younger and the
years covering the period of early manhood count for double, but still he
had the advantage of being much better prepared and educated than many
of the explorers who had preceded him. It is certain that on occasions he
must have had doubts whether he would be able to master his task, but
each time his narural optimism asserted itself. He wrote in a letter:

I know only 100 well that the joumney T wish 10 undertake is not without dangers,
But 1 have full confidence in my own powers and 1 hope that by dint of greas prudence
and determination T shall manage to avoid all pidfalls and lesd my expedition 1o a
suceessful conclosion, Events will show whether I have deceived myself.

He did not deceive himself. Henri Duveyrier was one of the most
successful and tenacious explorers ever 1o have worked in the Sahara,
Next to Gerhard Rohlfs, he has the greatest claim on our gratitude, for'it
is thanks to his almost ceaseless activity during two years that we cn
drive our cars in safety across this gigantic ocean of sand.

It was as if fate had singled him out for this task. He started from Biskra,
which today is the first station along the road from Constantine. Du
naturally travelled by camel, so that he had none of the difficulties we
&xperimhsmﬁnguurcarsaﬁﬂ the cold night of the desert. From here
he went south-west, leaving the old caravan route, which followed
roughly the course of the modemn rilway to Tuggurt, then he bore due
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south making for Ghardaia, the capital of the Beni Mzab, a particularly
orthodox tribe of Arabs. After a short stay, he went on to El Goléa, a fer-
tile oasis inhabited by fanatically hostile nomads, who looked on irarely as
the Christian dog placed his sextant in the middle of the market-place, in
order to make an accurate determination of his position. True, no one
raised a hand against the almost childlike white youth with his brigh,
earnest eyes, but he was nevertheless a prisoner, and his return to the
north coast was in the nature of an escape. That he had behaved 2 little
injudiciously caused him some anxiety, and he wrote a little laters

At first glance my voyage to El Goléa might be considered 3 defeat, since T was
forced to leave the town at night under most inglorious circumstances, yet 1 consider it
asuccess. . ... [ hiave the impression that this route has now been opened up.

Today this is a fact, and drivers who understand something about their
cars consider El Goléa a most pleasant and convenient halt. But sill
Duveyrier’s optimism went a little far, for some years later France had to
send General de Galiffer and a considerable contingent of troops to estab-
lish law and order there. In fact if we examine Duveyrier’s first journey in
a cold unemotional light, disregarding the evidence of his personal
bravery, we are forced to the conclusion thar it was not an unquali
success, for he did not carry out his plan of advancing as far as the Tuat
Dases.

Duveyrier did not allow this to discourage him, and a second expedition
was ready to start in the following year. This time he managed to
reach Tuareg country. Heinrich Barth had already studied the southern
Tuareg tribes but their northern brothers in the Hoggar region, and also in
the rugged mountainous country of Tassili, had never before been inves-
tigated by white men. Thus in 1860, with the financial backing of Napo-
leon I, Duveyrier travelled to Gadamés and Gar. Today both these
places are connected with civilization by pistes principales, and although
the words * sables’, 'dunes’, * Fech-Feck® (deposits of pulverized sand dust)
appear alongside thiese roads on the French maps of the area, the ordinary
traveller has no difficulty in negotiating, within a few days, a strerch that
took Duveyrier months to cover. His hopes to persuade the Tuareg to
enter into economic relations with France seemed 0 be nearing fulfilment.
He had established friendly relations with both Ikhenouken, the political
head of the Tuareg, and Sheik Othman, their spiritual leader. He had also
accompanied the Tuareg as they rmavelled through the length and breadth
of the desert. The chivalrous bearing of the white youth had responded 1o
their own kniglitly code. He was a crack shot, rode like a devil, fenced
with charming elegance, and had been as devored to the beautifisl young
Tuareg princesses as if he himself were by birth a knight of the desert. In
1927, seventy years later, the German explorer Conrad Kilian paid a visit
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to Gat and found that the people of the small oasis still sang heroic songs
about the great deeds of this Frenchman.

Duveyrier's main political triumph was the magnificent reception
given by Napoleon 111 to the eighty-year-old Ikhenouken in the Thileries,
but from then on he achieved little of importance. It is true he made other
expeditions and returned safely from them, was made a member of the
Légion d'Honneur at the age of twenty-one and was awarded the Gold
Medal of the Geographical Society of France, bur his life as a great ex-
plorer was over. He fell ill with typhus and lay at death’s door for three
months before pulling through. When he was finally cured he discovered
to his deep horror that he had lost his memory. This dreadful state, which
sometimes appears as a side effect of typhus, improved slowly, and three
years after his return he managed to publish his great work, The Tuareg of
the North. Bur he was never again to be the same man that had charmed
and won the respect of the Tuareg. It was with deep sorrow that he had 10
stand by helpless while the friendship he had made possible between the
Tuareg and France dribbled away like water in the sand. He had to look on
while the stupidity of French colonial bureavcrats undid all the good work
he had accomplished and when, some years later, an expedition led by the
Englishman Flatters was cut down to the last man by his desert friends,
the scales tipped heavily against the Tuareg and himself. He was blamed
for having given a false picture of them. They were, people said, not noble
knights, as the romantic Duveyrier believed, but treacherous lying rob-
bers

Perhaps this criticism was not entirely unfounded, bur the Paris news-
papers which spoke of the Tuareg as bandits, beasts and enemies of
humanity, completely overlooked the fact that this strange people lived
in a country which could not feed them. People who are forced to chew
rough grasses and swallow the bitter sap of sunted acacias in order to
deceive their empty stomachs and for whom grasshoppers, lizards and rats
are rare delicacies, must either emigrate and conquer a new home with
lance and sword, or else remain in their mountainous desert and demand a
toll from the caravans passing through their barren, waterless country.
Those who would not pay the price which the Tuareg demanded, and
which they needed in order to exist, were murdered on the spor. Those
who did were allowed to continue unmolested.

Today the problem has long been solved. Lance and sword, in these
times of revolvers, have become collectors’ objects or childish toys and
even ricing méhara cannot compete with French luxury buses, jeeps and
aeroplanes. The Tuareg were the first to understand that. In the mining
regions of Colomb-Béchar they are now mining coal; in Figuig, Erfoud,
Aoufous, Beni Tadjit and Qugnat, they mine lead, copper, nickel, zine,
mungsten, cobalt and uranium. Thus they Aave evolved, at least the men,
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peacefully and without arms. Only time will show whether this lack of
arms is not their strongest weapon. They are about to effect a complete
change in the economic structure and the style of living of North Africa,
and it seems that they are well aware of ir.

Of course Henri Duveyrier could not possibly have had the slightest
inkling of the fate awaiting his friends. Tt is doubtful indeed whether his
romantic feelings would have allowed him to understand the difficult
choice that faced his friends, and that by European standards they were
undoubtedly highwaymen and thieves. But this partial blindness does not
detract in the least from the scientific and even from the humanistic value
of this great Frenchman's work. Even today, ninety years after its pub-
lication, his book is still considered one of the main sources of information
about the people, the vegetation and the geographical conditions of the
northern Sahara. This book stands alone in the literature on Africa: a
happy mixture of youthful enthusiasm, idealism and strict scientific obser-
vation.

Duveyrier's own work was done, but he remained in the background,
giving help and advice 1o others who were to continue the great task.
Although highly esteemed and admired, he became more and more dis-
satisfied, feeling himself out-dated and no longer in harmony with the
spirit of his times. Thus it came about that one fine spring morning in the
year 1892, he took a pistol and blew out his brains in the Bois de Boulogne.

13

The price quoted by the travel agency was too steep. Seven hundred and
fifty pounds for a trip to Tamanrasset in the Hoggar mountains in the
central Sahara | Furthermore it could only be arranged if at least two other
people would go as well. Twice £750 poundsis £1,500and is an exorbitant
amount for a round trip of less than 2,500 miles. In the end, we decided to
trust to our luck and drive in our own 1§-litre car.

The trip was a great success. Any motorist who can do running repairs
by himself, can nowadays venture across the Sahara. Nawrally the car
must be large enough to carry sufficient water, fuel and food. But during
the winter, between November and February, when sandstorms are rare,
hardly any serious difficulties arise. Apart from this, the two main high-
ways —the western Tanezruft route, an all-weather road leading across the
*Land of Thirst’, the literal translation of Tanezruft, 1o the Niger, and the
somewhat more easterly Hoggar route which ends up in Zinder—are
reasonably well supplied with repair and petrol smtions and even with
hotels. The French sectional commanders, to whom one reports both out

of politeness and for safety’s sake, and also the great oil firms in Algiers
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and their officials, receive one in the desert with touching care and assis-

tance.

‘But despite the good roads
and other services available
for motorists, drives through
the desert are not just Sunday
afternoon trips, and if you
have bad luck on such an
excursion, it may well cost
you your life. Those who do
not feel quite sure of them-
selves should use the luxury
coaches, run by the Com-
pagnic Transsharienne, or
by the Société Algérienne des
Transports Tropicaux, which
have crossed the Sahara for
many years on regular
schedules; or else they should
fly with one of those planes
which hop from oasis to casis.
Perhaps better sill, they
would be advised to join one
of the tours that travel via
Biskra to Touggourt, a pic-
turesque settlement in the
middle of the desert, equipped
with facilities for tourists and
giving a good example of
traditional oasis life.

We began our tripfrom La-
ghouat, about 250 miles south
of Algiers, the starting-point
of the Hoggar route, which,
aIlhmxgh a little more difficult
than the Tanezruft route, is
very much more beauriful
from the scenic point of view.
The Shell Company in AIgu:rs
had provided us with one of
their Guides du Tourisme auto-
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mobile et aérien au Sahara, a magnificently illustrated little volume with
numerous sectional maps and detailed descriptions of the *sights’ along
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the route, and we were always fully prepared and could, as it were, read
off milé for mile what was lying in wait for us,

The 125 miles from Laghouat up to Ghardaiaare on thelevel, and though
the road is narrow and only partially tarred, high speeds were possible.
Nevertheless we heaved a sigh of relief when the first diay was behind us.
It is not so much the fear of a blow-out that cannot be mended which
makes the traveller fall silent, as it is the unimaginable loneliness in
which he finds himself. As far as the eye can see there is nothing but stony
steppes without a trace of life, without a tree or bush, without man or
beast. The knowledge that the desert stretches for many thousands of
miles to the east, the west and the south, and that marching ar the rate of
twenty miles a day one would require two hundred days to cover it, fills
one with awe and some depression. One cannot help feeling respect for
those brave explorers and discoverers who, until a few generations ago,
risked their lives in laborious caravan trips to explore regions which
nowadays can be easily reached by car in a few hours.

The Sahara was first crossed by car in 1924, more than thirty years ago;

the journey took seven days and was macde in stagres of 350 miles each day.
The same distance by racing camel rook about forty-five days, and longer
if conditions were unfavourable. We had no desire to break any recordson
our trip and in any case we only wanted to go as far as the Hoggar moun-
tains. We reckoned, therefore, that we could cover the distance comfort-
ably in five days. Actually it took us longer because we had not realized
that some stretches of the road ran along wadis, those deep, steep, dry
river valleys; nor had we reckoned with the Fecd-Feck spots, veritable
traps for cars which mean exhausting shovelling in order to get free.
Furthermore; we simply had to stay for a few days at both the Ghardaia
and El Goléa oases; those palm-studded dream islands in a sandy sea, with
their extensive shady parks. We realized how right the oft-repeated state-
ment was, that eight-ninths of the Sahara is fertile soil and that a water
supply of no more than a few quarts per second would break the evil spell
for ever. We stood full of admiration at the tiled swimming-pools filled
with running water, the numerous artificial lakes and ponds, the mosques,
museums and art galleries, The hotels too are generally fairly good and do
their best to make the tourist forget that he is in the middle of the great
desert. We were stupid to hurry, and the Sakariens quite right when they
ironically called us voyageurs chronométres, stop-warch travellers. But ever
since meeting Monsieur Godin in a small village on the Moselle not far
from Nancy —the kind old peasant had lent us his horses to pull our car
out of a ditch—we had been filled with a burning zeal to visic Taman-
rasset, and 1o see the final stages of the work of the Vicomte de Foucauld,
of whom Monsieur Godin had told us so much.,

One evening, the ninth day out from Laghouat, we were driving across
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the desert towards the Hoggar massif. Suddenly in the far distance we
heard a strange roar of thunder, followed by a sudden resounding clap
and then the din slowly rumbled into silence, It sounded for all the world
as if the Heavenly Host were firing their cannons. Instinctively we mcked
our heads down until the noise had stopped and all was quiet again. The
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next day we learned that it had been nothing but an avalanche of rocks,
caused by the change in temperature between the scorching heat of the
sun by day and the freezing cold by night.

Soon afterwards the road became flanked by jagged blue-black rock
walls and began to climb, doubling back upon itself, in numerous difficult
hairpin bends. We were in the former Tuareg mountain stronghold and
we soon realized why the Tuareg, the rulers of the Hoggar, had managed
to resist conquest for so long, despite the fact that their total fighting
strength could not have been more than three to four hundred men. Even
with the modern weapons of today it would still be a difficulr task to
block all means of access to their eagles’-nest hide-outs. Tamanrasset
held out against the French until 1902, and even as late as 1919 two
lientenants were murdered not so far from where we were. Today, of
course, law and order have long been established in this region, and not

o*
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only because Tamanrasset has now become an outpost of the French
army. This former hunting-ground of the Tuareg is an oasis just like the
others and its reputation for being a dangerous spot slowly gave way
before the glory of being one of the most beautiful and impressive tourist
sertlements in the whole desert. :

Tamanrasset, the * mountain air resort’, is situated at 4,500 feet and is of
great interest 1o rock climbers. Its hotel is built of clay, but is none the less
spotlessly clean. The town can also boast a hospital, extensive palm
groves, avenues of poplars, tamarinds, and gardens full of flowers, plants
and fruit. It lies in a wide flat mountain valley hounded on all sides by the
walls of the Hoggar. The houses are red and orange in colour, and con-
trast prettily with the dark green of the trees and bushes and the brighter
green of the lawns. This delightful picture is surrounded by massive black
walls of rock rising to a height of some nine thousand feer. One cannot
resist a shudder as one looks across to the Bréche de Roland, a terrifying
precipice and breach in the Hadrian range, to the east of Tamanrasset, or
to the tremendous volcanic vents of the Asekrem to the north, the hi
peaks of the Hoggar, real flues and chimneys burnt so hard by the heat of
the glowing magma masses that not even sandstorms can harm them. Here
is the Pic Laperrine, and not far from it the hitherto unconquered, and
probably unconquerable, needle-rock, Le Mortier, with the neighbouring,
but more accessible Alarakar: both primordial rock formations, alien,
evil and satanic. When the sun goes down they can be seen glowing red
from the fires within them. Thus they must also have looked in ancient
times when the legions of hell raised them up in the world above,

Perhaps we were tired from the many strange impressions of the last
few days, tired and over-excited, but we felr strangely anxious to tum
round and run away,

And it was here that Pére Foucauld had lived, the saintly hermit,
revered and loved by priests, Tuareg princesses and French marshals alike.
During the First World War he served his country as an information
officer, and this holy man, who had once been a gambler, a seducer and the
protagonist of countless scandals, fell here among the Tuareg far from the
busy life of the great world.

14

Monsieur Godin of Pont-3-Mousson, a village eighteen miles from
Nancy, could still recall the arrogant, dissolute young lieutenant of the
4th Chasseurs. At the time Father Godin had been a small boy in shorr
trowsers, but he could still clearly remember the squadrons of horsemen

dressed in sky-blue tunics and scarler breeches, clenching their curved
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all her hopes on these umits after the humiliation of 1870, Alus, Licutenant
Foucauld was not much of a military hope. He did his service, for worse
rather than betrer, and as early in his career as his first appointment, in
Pam%bioussnn, immediately after passing out from the military acs-
demy, his superiors considered him an eccentric and reckles.s wastrel.
He lived in a large, elegant mansion in the Rue du Manége and night after
night the lights were only extinguished at dawn. People drank, gambled
and made love, with charm, spirit and elegance, bur also with deadly
cynicism and abandon. During this epoch of his life, Foucauld's notoriety
was based largely on the invention of a new way of preparing coffee.
Since water was much roo bourgeois he had his caff filtre made with
chierry brandy. This was a powerful brew and one needed a strong hears
1o take it, but Aés heart obviously could.

Quite suddenly, no one knew how, a woman entered into his life. Her
name was Marie and she was the child of simple people. Foucauld had her
dressed in velvet and silk and presented her with horses and carriages. At
first she presided as dame d"fionneur over the nightly orgies, and Foucaunld’s
comments about ber were as cynical as everything else that he said about
women. But the delicate, fair girl, called Mimi by Foucauld, was one of
those wonderful Frenchwomen who can subdue even a gambler, gour-
mand and drunkard. She saw the man who was keeping her for what he
was: a spoilt and immature boy, and she acted accordingly. Imperceptibly
Foucauld began to change. He still remained extravagant and wasteful but
in a different way. There was more taste and style about his revelries, That
winter was particularly cold and the Moselle became covered with thick
ice. Foucauld had the brilliant idea of holding a banquet on the river
irseif. The scene would have delighted the eye of any painter and could
not have been rivalled by any stage manager or Hollywood producer.

Chains of coloured lanterns, tied to the trees lining the two banks, hung
across the river. Steaming bowls of punch were placed on small
and servants in rich livery served it to the guests in silver goblets. Sud-
denly, from a group of trees, there emerged a gigantic swan, a sleigh in
whose golden interior lay Mimi, covered with precious furs. It was a.
glorious spectacle, and even after so many years Father Godin’s en-
thusiasm remained undiminished. He proudly gave us full details, as if
some of the glory were reflected back on himself. The long tables were
covered with the choicest delicacies that the world could offer, the order-
lies, clad in furs, carried round bottles of champagne, and at the conelusion
of festivities a gigantic bonfire was lit on the ice. The old gentleman be-
came 50 excited by his own description that there was no holding him,
He dragged us out to the Moselle to show us the very spot where it had all

happened.
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Thoughtfully we made our way back to our hotel, That celebration in
honour of Mimi rurned out to be Charles de Foucauld's farewell to France,
and a farewell 1o all his previous life. A few days later his regiment was
ordered 1o Africa and was stationed, under the name of the 4th Chasseurs
d"Afrique, in Sérif, a small town in the district of Constantine. Thus in the
mid-winter of 1880, Lieutenant Vicomte de Foucauld stepped on African
soil for the first time, The dark continent was never to release its hold over
him. At once it began to fashion him just as it had Rohlfs and Heinrich
Barth.

In Africa, Foucauld struck up a friendship with two men who later
became famaus sons of France. The first was Lieutenant Laperrine, who
wis to found the famous Camel! Corps, the Méharistes, and the other
Lieutenant Lysutey who was later to become President-General of
Morocco, and Minister of War during the difficult years of 1916 and 1917
These three managed to enact a thrilling last-minute rescue of a certain
Captain Marquis de Castries and his beautiful wife from an ambush laid
by rebellious Arabs. The Marquise was a brilliant horsewoman and a
grande dame of the old school. The whole of North Africa was in love
with her and admired her grealy, and Charles de Foucauld more than all
the rest. Soon, however, he realized that the fascination she held for him
did not come from her own personality bur from Africa itself, and from
her love and understanding of the country. The fever of Africa had claimed
him and was ro lead him to the little-known land of the Kabyles in Er Rif.
It made him learn the language of the Kabyles and Arabic as well, and to
delve deeply into the Koran.

Suddenly, things came to a head with his military superiors and Fou-
catlld was dimissed the service. His family had also just added up the
balance of his expenses and discovered in horrified amazement that the
rwenty-two-year-old had, in the two years of his ingloriously terminated
military career, squandered over 110,000 francs. The family council then
decided to put him on probation. He was given a small but adequate
annuity and told to make his way in the world.

As soon as the embarrassing family conference, to which our ex-
lientenant had been summoned from Africa, was over, Charles de Fou-
cauld took the first steamer back to Algiers and dissppeared into the desert.
Europe, France, his family —all that was past and done with. From nowon
it was Africa alone that counted. Nevertheless he had to wait a whole year
before he could accomplish his grear wish. He wanted to make for the
interior of Morocco and chart that still widely-unknown territory, but in
order to do that he first had 10 know how to handle a theodolite and as ex-
tant, and lie needed astronomical, geographical, and cartographic know-
ledge and to speak the language of the land fluently and without accent.

At the beginning of June 1883, he set off from Oran towards the south.
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He travelled disguised asa Jew, thus placing himself under the protection
of the malicious contempt which the Arabs felt towards their Hebrew
relatives. He explained his presence in the country by pretending to be
busy collecting money for the sons of Abraham persecuted in Russia. He
returned twelve months later with a wealth of material, completing Rohlf’s
rather sketchy reports. The largest part of Moroeco, as far as the neigh-
bourhood of Agadir, could now be considered fairly well known. In the
early autumn of 1885, he started on a new expedition, planned as a pre-
paratory exercise for his later journey right across the Sahara, In this
second expedirion he roughly followed the modern Hoggar route as far as
El Goléa. Foucauld took almost eight weeks to cover a strerch which
today means a three-hour drive by car! At the beginning of 1886 he was
back on the coast and a week later in Paris. He wanted to rest for a few
months, organize his notes and write a book on Morocco. He met
Duveyrier, who took a keen interest in the young man, and the Geo-
graphical Society awarded him a Gold Medal for his expeditions: A lirtle
later his work on Moroeco was published under the title Reconnaissance au
Maroc, a volume of five hundred pages with numerous maps. Bur the man
who one night wrote Fints to his manuscript was quite a different person
from the one who had once begun it. He had decided to become a monk
and to forsake the world, and so in the middle of January 1890 Charles de
Foucauld entered the Trappist monastery Notre Dames des Neiges in the
Cevennes Mountains, as Brother Alberic.

The reasons that impelled him ro take this step were never divulged. As
far as we know there was no sudden cause, no heavy disappointment, no
illness. How God touched the heart of His servant, the Vicomte Charles de
Foucauld, remains a closely guarded secrer, though it seems likely that ic
took place in Africa and in the desert. He once wrote a letter 1o his friend
the Marquis de Castries from Africa: *Islam has wrought a deep trans-
formation in me. Faced by the faith of these people who live constantly in
the presence of God, I have begun to perceive things that stand above all
earthly cares.’ Even after mking his vows, Brother Alberic stll felt so
strongly drawn to the desert thar he requested permission to work in the
North African colonies of France, At the end of October 1901 this was
granted and he settled as a hermit in Beni Abbés, today the second stop on
the Tanezruft route. Contrary to all expectation he still preserved his dis-
like for conventional behaviour and refused 1o conform to it. When he
first went ro Beni Ahbés; he was met on the outskirss of the settlement by a
military guard of honour under the command of a young comrade from:
his former military academy. Father Alberic, his habit flying behind him,
galloped towards the guard, saluted them smartly in the military fashion,
and then rode to inspect the fronr of the troop.

This aroused much head-shaking, not so much on the part of the
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officers of the garrison of Beni Abbés, as in Algiers in the Maison Carrée,
the headquarters of the Order of the White Fathers. This association of
French missionaries in Africa had been founded in 1874, and had spread
over the whole of French North Africa. The French government had
expressly forbidden them active proselytizing, and thus they chose to
serve as living examples of Christianity to the Arabs, Seeing that the White
Fathers were inclined to the opinion that the honour of God and the glory
of La France were identical, the political heads of the French Republic
allowed this organization of patriotic missionaries to continue even after
the laws disestablishing the church had been passed. The State worked
hand in glove with them and the Intelligence Servics had no more reliable
and trustworthy agents.
Obviously Foucauld, the greenhorn who had a passion for making
extended tours, was a thorn in the side of the veterans of the Maison
Carrée. They decided to keep him in Beni Abbés whese they could keepa
close watch on him. Here they gave him a free hand and looked on with
amusement as he began ‘liberating” slaves, so to speak, on the conveyor-
belt system. Men and women would queue up outside his hut and to each
one he would give money, believing that these unhappy creatures could
now buy their freedom, unaware that they were merely trading on his dis-
ingenuousness, later to disappear into the desert with what for them was a
forrune. The White Fathers soon realized that 25 a "fisher of men® Pére
Foucauld was a miserable failure. But there could be no doubr that trade
‘between natives and French merchants in the coastal towns was con
-siderably stimulated by his rich gifts, and in the final analysis every mirror,
every necklace, every spade bought by a Bedouin in Algiers or Oran, was
evidence of the blessings that the disciples of Jesus could bestow on the
votaries of Mohammed, thus helping France in her mission.
Primitive and worldly-wise though this calculation might have been, it
-came off. It did not take very long for the Arab sheiks to find out what wes
happening. They were by no means pleased when they were suddenly con-
fronted by numerous subjects who, through the generosity of the un-
doubtedly crazy new Father in Beni Abbés, had become rich overnight
and were becoming correspondingly unruly. They pointed to Section ¥
of the Franco-Arab Treaty which stated expressly: *You will retain your
old customs and usages as hitherto, nor shall we interfere in your internal
affairs”, and complained that this newcomer was undermining the social
order. Foucauld's family in France also got wind of this new style of
extravagance, and hastened to the banks, where they learnt to their sorrow
and dismay that the earthly possessions of the pious Father Foucauld wers
disappearing at an even faster rate than had the fortunes of the former sol-
dier. The family council took immediate action and the source of money
pouring into Africa suddenly ran dry.
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For a while he was able to borrow money from his old comrades in the

Officers' Mess at Beni Abbés, but soon he was met with excuses and he had
to give up his former practices.

Reckless though his philanthropic activities were, Foucauld proved

himself an outstanding intelligence officer. His reports about Beni Abbds
and the country around it were
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Foucauld remained in Beni Abbes for two years, then one fine day an
old friend arrived with a plan 1o travel 1o the Hoggar mountaine across
Tanezruft. This old acquaintance was Major Henri Laperrine, like Fou-
cauld a former cadet from Saint-Cyr, the military school of the French
army founded by Napoleon. Laperrine was now a divisional commander
of the Méharistes, the Camel Corps of the Sahara which he himself had
created. These Méharistes, so-called because they ride on méhara, fast
racing dromedaries, are a crack troop consisting entirely of volunteers. Tt
was a great honour to be allowed to serve in this unit and Foucauld was
delighted when its leader asked him to accompany them. The two friends
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were vastly different in external appearance; the one lean and wiry from
his ascetic way of life and the other an elegant yet burly army officer. But
like all the other French explorers of Africa such as Caillié, Duveyrier,
Lyautey and de Castries, they spoke the same language: the Sahara must
belong to France, Laperrine, the free-thinker and atheist, would add, under
his breath, that for all he cared it might even turn Catholic, provided only
it was French.

The expedition was planned down to the last detail on the large map in
the Officers’ Mess in Beni Abbés, and in the middle of January 1904,
Foucauld started out. He refused to ride on horse or camel back. He
wanted to go on foor like Christ. Thus for eighteen days he trudged the
240 miles to Adrar, today a mere ten hours' drive by car. But time is not
very important in the Sahara and it did not even matter much that Pére
Foucauld had to make a detour of a further 25 miles from Adrar to a very
remote oasis. He wanted to learn tamaskeg, the spoken language of the
Tuareg, and riffinar, its written form, from an Arab scribe there. He stayed
until he had learnt enough to be able to translate and interpret with ease.
The next stage of his journey, a desperate week-long race against death by
thirst, took him to the Hoggar mountains. We, although of an age that is
noted for its callousness and brutality, are obviously made of weaker fibre,
for we shudder and turn away in alarm from these devilish mountains.
Foucauld, who reached them in the middle of June 1904, at once felt him-
self attracted and knew that this was the spot where he wanted to make his
home until that day when God should choose to call him to appear before
Him.

His comrades were horrified when they found out thar Foucauld in-
tended to make the small village of Tamanrasset his furure hermitage.
Apart from some very large tamarisks and a few sparse patches of camel-
thorn, there was no vegetation of any kind. True, there were some
wells, but the water supply was incomparably worse than that at Beni
Abbés, In addition the village was in the heart of the Tuareg country, the
“home of the untamed robber-knights of the desert. Important though it
was for the French Intelligence Service to have a reliable agent right in the
centre of the Sahara and at the main junction of ancient caravan routes,
they were loath to lose Foucauld, one of their best men, and he could be as
good as written off if he were allowed 1o carry out his foolhardy plan,

While Algiers and Paris were still deliberating the matter, Charles de
Foucauld had long cut the Gordian knot. Just as Henri Duveyrier had
‘ance befriended Tkhenouken, so the Vicomte de Foucauld was in contact
with Musa ag Amastan, the uncrowned head of the Hoggar Tuareg, When
the two men met, they discovered that both their lives had taken a similar
course. Up 1o his thirtieth year, Musa had been a great warrior and a grear
lover, and even now the Arabs still sing of his romances and adventures
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round the camp-fire at night. But suddenly one day, this wild life came 1o

a stop. Allah had laid His hand on him, and Musa had embraced Islam and
decided to follow Mohammed. Thus he bade the Frenchman welcome,
who like himself had left soldiering for earthly rulers 1o become a soldier
of God. The two men must have approached each other with a certain
amount of mistrust, but they were admirably placed for mutual under-
standing.

thghljr the Princess Dassiné, Musa’s close relative and perhaps his
mistress, had some part in the decision to allow the French monk to live
among the Tuareg. When, many months later; she first set eyes on this
strange marabout, she became most devoted to him, and when she
eventually died she was buried at her own request next to the grave held-
ing the heart of her teacher and friend. From the very start she must have
agreed with the judgement of the desert people: this strange white
man, despite his monkish garb, was every bit of him a knight, full of
understanding for the customs of other people, but springing up like a
steel blade when his own nation or faith was doubted, The fact that evena
European could be two things—noble knight end fighter for God—
seemed to have aroused Dassiné’s curiosity. She determined to make the
acquaintance of this stranger and since the Tuareg had only recently
abandoned the matriarchal forms of saciety, Dassiné’s wishes were still in
the nature of commands. _

Thus in September 1905, Pére Foucauld sertled in Tamanrasset. Witlt
the exception of a few short trips, he was to remain there for the next
eleven years until his death —without once baprizing, solemnizing a mar-
riage, burying the dead or gaining a single soul. Once one of the sheiks
ferched the Christan marabout to his mother’s deathbed but Father Fou-
cauld, in order to comfort the poor woman as she lay dying, read her
passages from the Koran. He had one aim in life and he lived accordingly:
*May all men look upon me as their brother, Christians, Moslems and
heathen alike!’ This, however, is not the real crusading spirit, and as a
missionary Foucauld must be written off as an utter failure. He was not
the man to push his foot in the door and force his message of salvation like
a commercial wraveller. He was, and remained, an aristocrat and gave the
Tuareg an anistocratic example of the Christian life, and it was just this
which opened the hearts of his brown friends. The Jhaggaren, as the
Tuareg call themselves, are not at all fanatical, and are rather lax Moham-
medans. This was the loophole through which Foucauld had hoped to in-
troduce himself, and Musa ag Amastan at once realized how well-founded
were these hopes. He took immediate counter-measures. He made Taman-
rasset his capital and the permanent residence of his family and their
friends —an unprecedented step for a nomad —and at the same time he
planned to erect a mosque and a gasuia, « Mohammedan monastery. When
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his sheiks heard of these plans, they rebelled at once. An arrem, acnlf@i!-ﬂ;
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were very loath to part with it. Dassiné, too, was opposed 1o his idea and
this probably explains why Musa’s plans fell through. She feared that her
European friend would not be able to compete with the Arab monks and
priests and that he would be forced to leave Tamanrasset. This she could
not allow to happen, for the white monk had become irreplaceable for the
beautiful, clever and intelligent Tuareg princess. Together they began to
colleet and write down all the old Tuareg sagas and songs. Dassiné gave
tea parties to which the sheiks were invited, there was dancing to the
imgad, the one-stringed Tuareg instrument, there was singing and there
was love-making, everything in the presence or with the knowledge of the
bermit. Together they encouraged the mothers to have their children
vaccinated, hygiene and physical culture were taught, and gardens and
plantations began to spring up. In short, before Musa knew whar had hap-
pened, Tamanrasset, once a miserable little village, had become an actial
capital

The Quai d'Orsay in Paris were highly interested when they learned
that this Pére Foucauld had wrought miracles. At the beginning of 1908,
Major Laperrine was sent to Tamanrasset. He rurned his old friend’s here
mitage into an imposing stronghold and builr another small fortification
nineteen miles further east in a commanding mountain position, At the
conclusion of this official state visit, Musa ag Amastan presented his
Tuareg warriors to the commander of the Méharistes. Foucauld, wearing
sandals and his monk’s habit, stood on the right of Laperrine as five hun-
dred Tuareg, mounted on racing camels, thundered past at the gallop,
lances in their fists,and with takuba,their gigantic double-edged swords, at
their sides. Both Frenchmen’s hearts were beating fast with exci
and Duveyrier, who had so ardently desired the pacification of the T
their submission to France and their introduction into the Gallic Empire,
saw that his hopes were now fulfilled. There still existed many blank spots
in the map of the Sahara, rarely visited, unknown and unnamed, but those
who had the Tuareg as their allies were masters of them all, The last stone
of this tremendous superstructure of power had been laid. And it had been
Charles de Foucauld who had brought it about.

Our hermit was to live for another eight years. When the First Waorld
War broke out, he, Pére Foucauld, requested to be sent to the front ime
mediately, either as a chaplain or as a hospital orderly. His request was
refused and he received strict orders 10 remain where he was. Foucauld
realized how important his advance post was for the intelligence service,
but he insisted thar this activity could be carried out equally well by any of
the experienced missionaries of the White Fathers. Paris knew better. It
was foreseen that if France used coloured troops at the front, the enemy



would take retaliatory measures which were bound to be directed towards
North Africa and the French Colonial Empire. This step was not lang in
coming: Turkey declared a Holy War, a political and religious measure
which obliged all Mohammedans to rake up arms against the infidels,

Now Foucauld understood why they had wanted him to stay in Taman-
rasset. He warned the troops in Fort Laperrine to be on the alert, but he
himself carried on with his normal peacetime tasks. He produced com-
prehensive studies in which railways, roads and irrigation installations
were projected down to the last detil. The pious hermit knew only too
well what he was doing. In one of his memoranda, he prefaced his remarks
with the following statement which in the light of subsequent events hasa
tragically prophetic ring: *If we do not manage to make Frenchmen out of
the natives, they will drive us from their land. The only way, however, of
turning them into Frenchmen, is by making them Christians first."

While his former fellow students of Saint-Cyr, amongst them Pétain
and Franchet d"Esperey, were installed at the front as staff officers, fighting
for the immediate life of France, the hermit of Tamanrasset was looking
after the future of his homeland. Thus he was not thinking of the war,
when fate at night on the 15t December 1916, there was a hard knocking at
the gate of the fort. Thinking that a letter had arrived for him, he opened
the door and put his hand out. Strong fists clamped down on it, he was
thrown to the ground and tied up. A shock demchment of Senussi—
xenophobic, fanatical Moslems from the northern Sahara oases —had
attacked Fort Laperrine, and, since Musa ag Amastan and his warriors
were away in far-distant parts of the Hoggar mountains, the Senussi
warriors had an easy task. A shor from a carbine ended Foucauld's life.

Thirteen years later, in April 1929, the monk of the Sahara found a last
resting-place in the oasis of El Goléa. While his heart, preserved in a cas»
ket, remained in Tamanrasset, where it belonged, his body was taken 10
the north in solemn procession. In a wide clearing under tall date palms, a
grave was dug for him in the sand of the Sahara. And on the giant granite
stone above it we can read:

In the expecration of the verdict of the Holy Church,
Here lie the morm] remains of God's servant
Charles de Jésus—Vicomte de Foucanld
185E—1916
He died in the servics of God
On the 15t December, 1916, at Tamurnracss
Mutrdered by rebellious Sermpssi
Victim of his hrotherly love and of his zealous Fadh.



494 The World Unyeiled

Iy

On the way back wemet Herr F. from Colognein the bar of the hotel at El
Goléa. Hewas highly interested when he learnt that we had been to Taman-
rasset and plied us with questions. The night lingered on, it was pleasant to
chat with a compatriot, and towards moming we knew Herr F.'s real
business. Despite the political disturbances he was of the opinion that Nerth
Africa was the tourist attraction of the future, just as Switzerland had beena
hundred years ago. He was there to have a good look round before settling
dawn to the practical details of organizing tours and developing tourist
sites and facilities. When we promised faithfully not to repeat anything,
he became less reserved and what he had 10 say was extremely fascinati
though in the end we were quite overwhelmed by the figures he quoted,
We learnt that flocks of tourists, like migrating birds, had already spent
their holidays in Africa. Friulein Miiller, the shorthand-typist; Herr Leh-
mann, foreman of a factory, and his wife; Herr Meyer, the school teacher:
Herr Schulz, the journalist, and hundreds of others like them, had all made
up their minds to make a real tour onee in their lives ar least. Spain and
Italy no longer artracted them, they simply Aad'to see the Black Continent.
They knew they would have to go in winter, and so they saved up their
summer holidays and instead of rlking about the Dolomites, Swi
and the Allgiu Alps, they now spoke of El Goléa, of Bidon 5, Ghardaia,
Colomb-Béchar and Agadés. Most of them wanted to go by luxury coach

in.an organized tour, but there were some who wanted 1o ke their own
cars and a few even wanted to fly.

Herr F. was amused at our astonishment. He asked Monsieur Paul, the
barman, a plump linle Frenchman who had been to Germany with the
armies of occupation and could speak the Saxon dialect like a native, to
hand him the visitors’ book. We read the names of those who had put up
in the hotel during the last few weeks and months. Te was like 2 directory

of the big names in the tourist business. Firstand foremost, of course, there
were the French, but there was also a score of