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AN ENCHANTED CHILDHOOD

Dullun the ‘seventies and ‘cighties of the last century an old
grey-haired scholar, wearing a high collar and a sun helmet, was to
be seen wandering over the ruins of an obscuré mound in Asia
Minor. He was short and wiry, with dark brown eyes, high cheek-
bones, & heavy nose and a sensual mouth ; there was something of the
peasant about him, something too of the Lobeck merchants who
were his ancestors. He spoke in a high-pitched nervous vaice, dressed
shabbily, walked with a curious gliding motion, and always carried
in his coat pocket a dog-eared paper-bound edition of the fiad or
the Odyssey. To the friendly inquirer he would explain that he had
uncovered the ancient eity of Troy and found in its walls o secret
treasure hoard of gold, which he kept securely locked in his house in
Athens. He believed that the ashes of Odviseus, the crown jewels of
the Trojan Empire and the golden death masks of Agamemnon and
many other Greek heroes were in his possession, and it is just possible
that his claims were justified. Until he was long past middle age he
never touched a spade, but during the last seventeen years of his life
he excavated continually. The most unscientific of archacologists,
he founded the modern science of archaeology.

Luck helped him—luck, and a fierce hunger for gold. At various
times in hiz life he mude four immense fortunes; one fortune came
from profiteering during the Crimean War, but the greatest came
from the Californion gold-ficlds: And this fortune he merely
stumbled upon when he went out to California to collect the estate
of his brother who had died of fever, Just as some people seem to
have the power of divining water, so he scemed to have some sixth
sense which fold him where gold was buried. He discovered the
treasee of Troy when he least expected it, and he stumbled upon
the treasure of Mycenae where no one else had suspected it. One
day in Indianapolis; shortly after his divorce from his frigid
Russian wife, he wrote to & bishop of the Greek Orthodox Church
in Athens, saking the bishop to find him a wife. Once more his luck
held. In all the world there was hardly another woman so under-
standing of his needs as the beautiful wife selected for him. Luck
pursied him like a fury.

When he was born on January 6, 1822, in the parsonage of the
abscure village of Neu Buckow in Mecklenburg, not far from the
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1 THE CGOLD OF TROY

Pualish frontier, Ihmwunnhimnﬁhcnﬂl]jmaimbnnk:rhcwutn'

become or the great treasures he was to unearth, Two years later
his [ather became pastor in the village of Ankershagen, so small a
place that it is carely shown on aoy maps, Slavs and Teutons had
once fought mcross the plains of Mecklenburg with their lakes and
brooding mists, but st the beginning of the pineteonth century all
Mecklenburg had become a backwater, “Stupid as a Mecklen-
burger,’* said Berliners, but it was not true. Mecklenburgers pro-
duced few artists and few poets, but they produced food. They
drank heavily, laughed hugely, cultivated their potato fields, raised
beel, and amused themselves on long winter evenings by telling
stories around the hearth-fires, In all of Germany there were no
peaple so deeply attached 10 the earth. /

In later years, whenever Heinrich Schliemann remembered his
childhood, he remembered the little parsonage with the cherry
Iilossioms in the garden, the treasures reputed to be buried in the
neighbourhood, and the ghosts who haunted the place. One ghost
lived in the little garden house under a linden tree : it was the ghost
of Pastor von Rustdorf, his father's predecessor at the parsanage.
On the other side of the wall, in a pond, there was a maiden who
was believed to rise each midnight with a silver bowl in her hands,
whilr less than a mile away stocd the burial mound of  child buried
in a golden cradle. At the centre of Ankershagen stood a medieval
castle with secret underground passageways. Once the castle was
owned by the famous robber baron Henning von Holstein, who
made war against the Duke of Mecklenburg. He offered to parlay
with the Duke, who marched up to Ankershagen and would have
been murdered iFa cowherd had not warned him in time. Hennin
van Holstein captured the cowherd, roasted him alive, and kick
him for good measure after broiling him. The Duke brought a larger
army up against the castle, and when Hemning von Holstein saw
there was no escape, he hid his tressure near the crumbling round
tower and killed himself. The long fiat stopes in the churchyard
marked his grave, and every year his left leg—the one that had
kicked the unfortunmte cowherd—grew out of the grave like a
strange fAlower. The sexton said he had seen the leg clothed in-a
black silk stocking, but none of the village boys ever saw ik,

The young Heinrich grew up amanyg these legends. He visited the
castle and aaw the terracotta relief on the north wall which showed
Henning von Halstein riding 1o war. He saw the fireplace where the
cowherd had been rousted, and knew the hill where the cowherd
had hidden to warn the Duke of Mecklenburg. He penetrated the
underground gallerics of the castle and thouiht he knew the en-
trances 1o the secret passageways which meandered across the whole
countryside. He was fed on legends and stories of hidden treasure,

‘
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AN ENCHANTED CHILDHOOD 13

“In a sense, he never stirred from his native village, never so much
as stepped out of his father’s parsonage. To the end of his life he
resembled the child with his face glued to the parsonage window,
shuddering with joy as he gazed through the msts at the Bame-lit,
mysierious, and legendary world outside.

For him the ghosts were everywhere—he had anly to put out his
hands and touch them. Tt was the world of the Brothers Grimm and
E.T. A. Hoffmann, with their strange firy tales drenched in blood.
The horror came unawares, at every turning in the road, There
were good fairies, but there were also crab-apple womien with silver
cords in their hands ready to hang you an the nearest crab-apple
tree. There were worse things than crab-apple women: there were
strange whispers at night, lights moving about in the garden, and
at any time the legless Henning von Holstein might descend from
his castle, Heinrich lad his own way of dealing with ghosts—he
would cut his initinls on trees and benches and windowpanes, and
somchow these boldly carved letters kept the ghosts at bay. On the
great linden tree in the garden he once carved his initials in letters
two feet high, and they were still there, very clear, when he examined
the tree again nearly filty year later,

Perhaps, too, lie carved his name everywhere out of a need
assert himsell in the crowded parsonage. There were four daughters
and two sons—ane other son had died the year he was born and he
was baptized with the name of his dead brother. He was closest to
his two sisters, Dorothea and Wilhelmine, and perhiaps clossst afall
to his mather, a quiet woman, the daughter of & burgomaster, who
seems (0 have found little joy in her marriage with a grufl and domi-
neering pastor, She was thirteen years younger than her husband,
having married him when she was sixteen. She wore lace cuffs and
played the piang, and the villagers distiked her because they thought
she gave herself airs. The children adored her ; her husband despised
her, and had affairs with the kitchen maids. To the end of his long
life—he lived to be over ninety—the pastor was a centre of scandal.

Before entering theological school, the pastor had been a school-
master. He had a gift for teaching. He taught his children, their
letters and liked to show them the fine plates in his books. One day
when the pastor raged against paverty, Heinrich asked why he did
not dig up the silver bowl or the gold eradle. The pastor smiled, He
seemed to know that he was dedicated to poverty, and no riches
wiild ever enter the drab parsonage.

He was a man of moods, generous and close-fisted by turns, with
a strange sternness which would sometimes give way fto light-
hearted garrulity, He told stories well, He liked playing practical
jokes. He especially liked to take his children on long walks through
the countryside, telling them the history of every field and hamlet,
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inventing everything at the spur of the moment, spinning out his
lt(ﬁﬂh?lilﬁ they became completely ludicrous and still credible;
and then he would throw back his head and roar with laughter at
the spectacle of his children open-mouthed in wonder. And some-
times, 10 keep them quiet on winter evenings, he would tell stories
out of Homer until the little parsonage reeled with the thunder of the
Trojan wars.

The parson knew no Greek and had never read Homer in the
original, but there was nothing in the least surprising in his desp
interest in the fiad and Odyssey. All Germany was aware of Homer.
Goethe and Schiller and a host of other German poets paid Homer
the tribute of imitation and celebrated him to the skies. Excellent
tranalations were available, the best and most amous being by J. H.
Voss, who bad spent same months of his unhappy youth as a tutor
in the very castle where Henning von Holstein had roasted a cow-
herd. Accordingly the children in the parsonage felt a proprietary
interest in the Homerle heroes and Hstened breathless 1o the stories
of the war between the Achaeans and the Trojans, and it wae not
difficult for them to imagine the war taking place among the riined
towers and battlements of Ankershagen. In their childish imagina-
tions Troy and Ankershagen overlapped, became part of one an-
other; and the lives of the heroes entered their own childish lives,

At Christmmias, 1829, when Heinrich was seven years old, he re-
cezived as a gift from his father Ludwig Jerrer's Hiustrated History of the
Warld. He tumed immediately to the page showing Troy in flames,
In the foreground was Eneas, plumed and helmeted, wearing a
corselet, striding through the smoke and Aames of the doomed city,
while carrying his father Anchises on his back and holding his son
Ascanins by the hand: The picture fired the boy's imagination.
Everything in it helped him to identify Troy with Ankenhagen.
The round towers, the huge castle walls, the great gateway—all
these could be found at Ankershagen. But the most extraordinary
thing of all was the resemhblance between Eneas as depicted in the
engraving and the old pastor, as we recognize him in surviving
photographs. There was the same high forchend, the same enormons
eyes, lieavy nose, and bearded jowls. Encas looks like a prosperous
grocer, and so does the father. He is not fleeing from Troy in mortal
terror. Quietly, calinly, with no backward glance, the hero emerged
through the smoke, his son beside him.

When he grew older, Heinrich liked to say that this engraving
was the turning point of his lifi, and that from the moment he set
eyes on the picture be decided to excavate the buried city. He re-
membered turning to his father and pointing out that in spite of the
fire the walls were still standing. He told the pastor that he thought
Jerrer had actually seen the city.

e W W pee—E———




AN ENCHANTED CHILDHOOD I5

“No, all of Troy was burned to the ground,” the pastar replied,
“It’s just a fanciful picture."

“But Troy had walls fike that—""

'I"lﬂ.ll

“And these walls are much too large to be destroyed by fire, so
there must be something left

The pastor was fairly sure nothing remained, but the boy hela
fast to his opinion. He told himself that one day he would make the
Journey to Troy and discover the walls and towers depicted so
realistically in the Mwitraled Hislory of the World.,

Fifty years later, when he told this story in an autobiographical
fragment, scholars raised their eychrows, It seemed inconceivable
to them that the discoverer of Troy should be able to remember a
conversation so decply buried in the past, Schliemann answered
that hardly a day passed in his mature life when he was not dream-
ing and planning to uncover Troy, and all his encrgics were directed
toward the day when he would stand in triumph on the Trojan
walls; and once again the scholars raised their eyebrows. It is un-
likely that Schliemann was exaggerating, for the dreams of 2 seven-
year-old child are so vast that they can encompass the whole future
and dictate his journey through life,

The boy dreamed his way through school. He was seven when he
fell in love with Mirma Meincke, the daughter of & focal farmer.
Minna was his own age. She had yellow hair, blue eyes, and was
pretty in a doll-like way, They met at dancing class, and thereafter
they were inscparable. She enjoyed listening to Heinrich telling her
staries. One day, when the whole Meincke family came on a visit
to the parsonage, Heinrich vanished from sight. He had dis-
appeared upstairs, and was sprucing himsell up. Usually untidy, he
appeared in the drawing-room wearing his best suit, his face shining
from soap and water, his hair neatly combed, The Schliemann
family was thundemtruck, until they realized that Heinrich was
determined to produce a good impresion on Minna.

Even at the age of seven he loved Minna to distraction. He sat
by her side at school, attended her at dancing class, and accom-
panied her on long rambles through the countryside. They haunted
the castle and the cemetery, and gazed at the spot where Henning
von Holstein's black-stockinged leg had ence grown through the
stones. Together they examined the fireplace and the secret ge-
ways, and interrogated everyone who could throw light on the fierce
robber baron's existence in the castle. From the sexton and the
sacristan they learncd thar a¢ the wumn of the century the leg had
appeared regularly each year, but more recently someone had taken
it into his head to pluck the leg from its roots and use the bones for
knocking pears off trees. They believed everything they were told.
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There was Peter Huppert, “Hopping Peter”, the village tailar, who
had only one eye and one leg, but he wo liked to tell stories. He told
themn well, and had a prodigious memory. Like many literate
le he could remember everything he ever heard—he could

repeat the whole of Pastor Schliemann’s last Sunday sermon, and his
recital was word perfect. One day he told them how, during the
time of Pastor vor Rustdorf, he had been wondering where the
storks built their nests In winter, and so with the help of the sexton
be caught one of the storks which nested on the parsonage barn.
He fastened a strip of parchment round its leg with a mesage saying
the stork had spent the summer in the village of Ankershagen in
Schwerin-Mecklenburg, and would the finder kindly report where it
had spent the winter, The following spring the stork flew back, and
Hopping Peter said he found n strange runic message written on
parchment around the stork’s foot:

Seheerin-Mecklenburg ist uns nicht bekannt,

Das Land wo sich der Storch befand

Nennt sich Sankt Johannes-Land.

Unknown to us is Schwerin-Mecklenburg:
The country where the stork was found
Is known as St, John's Land.

“We believed him,” the boy wrote later, “and would have given
years of our life to know where that mysterious St. John's Land was
to be found.” Perhaps, after all, St. John's Land was only another
name for Troy, that ruined and improbable land where the heroes
walk unharmed through the flames and every stork carries o mys-
terious message and black-stockinged feet grow out of churchyards.

From listening to Hopping Peter the children would go to the
chureh, to amuse themselves by turning over the pages of the ancient
_chmhrqinnminwiidnh:mmdfhug-dndvﬂlagtﬂm
inscribed in heavy Gothic script in the hands of Johann Cheistian
von Schroder and his son Gottfriedrich. For ninety years, between
1709 und 1790, father and son had occupied the parsonage, and
Heinrich felt a protective right over those heavy books, whose covers
mtdw:ityboiiﬁndnith difficulty. And when the children wearied
pi_'nlmmim_rd:mpuchmm:pnguwithdﬁrnﬂlmmqmdlﬂf
hmhl,murmgﬁ, and deaths, there was always the possibility of
visiting Gottfriedrich’s daughter, an old woman cighty-four years of
age, who knew all the village lore and showed them the portraits
of her ancestors, The portrait of her mother, Olgartha Christine
von Schroder, especially pleased Heinrich because it resembled

So for nearly two years the children wandered hand in hand
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through a legendary landseape, confiding their secrets to one an-
other, always inseparable, They swore to marry each other and live
the rest of their lives together. They would remain in Ankershagen,
because it was the only world they knew—the high church steeple,
the cherry blosom in the garden, the graveyard, and the great
castle on the hill. They promised faithfully they would never allow
anything to interfere with their dream.

Quite suddenly their dream came to an end, and they saw all
round them a world in ruins,

For a long time Heinrich’s mother had been ailing. She had
known for many years that her husband had been sleeping with the
kitchen maid. She had watched in silence when the parson gave the
girl expensive presents, jewels, clothes and money. She had barne
her husband’s children and suffered his Gerce temper, and abe knew
the miid was only waiting for her to die (o become the mistress of
the parsonage. The kitchen maid wore about the house the heaviest
safin dresses and velvet shawls, and was not above taunting her.
Two months before her last confinement, the parson’s wife wrole o
strunge letter to her eldest daughter, thanking ber for the affection
she had always shown to her “forsaken mother™. She went on:

In the coming days always remmember that I am waging the
battle of life and death. If vou hear that death has prevailed, do
not gﬁtvclmmlmh, but rather rqjuir:c that my sufferings are ot
an end in this, mn:-:,smhnnkim world, in which patience, prayers,
entreaties to God in the silence of the night, beseeching Him to
t:hl.ngemyhﬂnllm,hm:mweml:d « If God helps me
happily to survive my time of suffering, md my life afterward
becomes such that I once again find joy and happines among
men, [ promise you 'to wear my pretty cap very often. 1 must now
conclude, as 1 am in the middie of killing the pigs, and it goes so
This letter, which seems to have been written in blood, was

almost the last she wrote, A few weeks after giving birth to a son, she
wiis dead,

Thi yillagers knew why she died. They had long known about the
affair with the kitchen maid. Now they turned against the parson in
silent anger, watched him from behind their curtained windows,
and hoped to make life intolerable for him. But they only sueceeded
in. making life intclerable for his children, who were sent away to
stay with relatives until the storm blew over. The kitchen maid was
glad : now at lust she had the parson to herself

Heinrich was sent off to stay with an uncle who was a parson at
Kalkhooit in Mecklenburg. He did not leave immediately, For some
weeks, while amangements were being made for the journey to

L



18 THE GOLD OF TROY

Kalkhorst, be remained in the parsonage, and sometimes he would
steal away to the howse of Gottliriedrich’s daughter and contemplate
in stunned silence, with tears streaming down his cheeks, the portrait
of Olgartha Christine von Schroder, which was so like the Minna
he was no longer allowed 1o see. His mother's death made little im-
pressicn on him. *“T'o be separated altogether from Minns—never
to behold her again—this was 4 thousand times more painful to me
than my motier's death,” hie wrote later, "for I forgot my mother
in my overwhelming grief for the loss of Minna. I have since under-
gone many great troubles in different parts of the world, but none of
them caused me a thousandih part of the grief I felt at the tender age
of nine years for my separation from my bride."

So he spoke In the authentic voice of grief, which he was never
alile to hide from athers or from himsell Fer the rest of his fife he
dreamed despairingly about her. He tald himsell he would serve
ber all the days of his life, and in some mysterious way, after great
hardships and many perilous journeys, he would findd her again,
Minna, Troy, St. John's Land—these were the names of the un-
availing landscape of hia dreams.

But no one can live with his grief every moment of the day, and at
Kalkhorst the boy settled down to school, worked hard, and was re-
garded as a promising Latinist, His uncle, Friederich Schliemann,
was & kindly and unobtrusive mentor, There was a bust of Homer
in the schoal, and his professor of Latin was a certain Carl Andres
fram Neu Strelitz, who recognized the boy's briliance, corrected his
grammar, and saw to it that the boy wrote his Latin themes on sub-
Jjeets that interested him. In spite of everything that had happened,
Heinrich sdll worshipped his father. Accordingly, as a present to his
father at Christinas in 1842, he wrote a Latin esay on the Trojan
wars. It was a long essay describing the principal events of the war
and the adventures of Ulyses and Agamemnon, and though “not
entirely faultless™, it secmns to have pleased his father. The next year,
when Heinrich was eleven, it was decided 1o send him to the Gym-
nasium at Neu Strelitz, where he was placed in the third class, which
meant that ke was connidernbly above other boys of his age in in-
telligence. A pale, brilliant, unhappy youth, possessed of driving am-
bition, he could loak forward to years of quiet study and eventually
to same post in a university, perhaps at the University of Rostock,
one of the most ancient and distinguished in all of Germany,

Within three months these dreams, too, were shattered by his
father’s uncompromising determination to do as he pleased. The
village was up in arms against him. Determined to ruin him, the
villagers whispered that be had embezzied church funds and for
other reasans s well was incapable of leading his flock. He was cen-
sured by the bishop, suspended from the minkstry, and threatened
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with expulsion from the church, Since be could no longer afford to
pay the school fees at the Gymnasium, Heinrich was forged to enter
the Realschile, the ordinary common school, where he spent the
next three years in a state of quiet and relentless misery. He drowned
himself in work. He was a good pupil and advanced rapidly—in the
spring of 1835 he had already advanced to the first class. The blow
fell the following spring, when he Jearned that his father could no
longer afford to pay the relatively small sums necessary to keep him
at the common schoal. He must go out and carn & living, by himaelf,
without friends, with no hope of ever pursuing a earcer of letters or
entering & university,

His whole world shattered, he went blindly about the biminess of
nhlm;ngnmmiﬂjuh—nnywhm as lomig as it would give him food
to eat and a bed to sleep on. In the end he decided to besome an
assistant in a grocer’s shop in the neighbouring villuge of Fllrsten-
berg, remembering perhaps that ina grocer’s shop he would st lenst
have enough 1o eat. He had left school just before the Easter holi-
days. He had decided to go to work immediately after Easter, and
he was still staying at Neu Strelitz when an unhoped-for accident
occurred, Visiting the houwse of Hery Laue, & musician of the court,
he came [ee to face with his beloved Minna, and for a few
momenis he was alone with her,

Five years had passed since he had last scen her, but he recognized
her instantly. She was dressed very simply in black, and the very
simplicity of her diess only enhanced her beanty, She was fourteen
years olid, and carried hersell' like a grown wornan, They' gazed help-
lessly at each other, burst into tears and fell speechless into each
other’s armm. Severnl times they tried to speak, but no words came,
They were still gazing at each other in the anguish of their griel and
scparation when Minna's parents emtered the room. They were
forced to scparate, and it was more than five years before he saw her
again, and then only for a briel moment. She came to him when he
was most lomely, and most in need of her, and then vanished. To the
end ol his [ife he remembered her os she stood in the eourt snisieian's
house, wearing a black dress, the tears strenming down her cheeks.

Long afierwards he wrote: *T was surc that Minna still loved me,
and this thought fired my ambitions. From that moment T felt within
me & bountlos energy, and filled with an unshakealile confidence in
my ability 10 progress in the world by untiring effort and to prove
mysell worthy of her. And so 1 implored God to grant that she
wﬂrmmuyh&ml'hnduhmiudmhﬁcpmdm:puﬂlmh
m . L

A few days later the boy rode off 1o Fiirntienberg, to become a
servant in Herr Holtz"s grocer”s shop, at the beck and call of every-
one who winted herrings or a bottle of potato whisky.
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THE STORM

Hx hated the shop and everything about it. He hated old Herr
Haoltz, who was as wooden as his name, and he hated his servitude

and the niggardly sums of money he received. He hated waking up
at five in the morning o apen the shop, sweep the floors, dust the
counters;, oil Here Holtz"s boots, and arrange the counter. Above
all be hated losing Minna and being so weary at the end of the day
that it was impossible to study, imposible even to remember the
lines of Virgil he had memorized at school or anything else he had
ever heen faught, Qutsice in the sunlight boys went to school and
played leapfrog and suntered home in the afiernoon with their
satchels on their backs. In the grocer's shop it was always dark and
cald and miserable, and there were no legends o feed his imagina-
%m, and no pictures of the ancicnt world to remind him of burning

ToY.

For the next fve years of his life he seems to have lived in a siate
of mindless abandon. Ambition gnawed at him, but there were no
prospects of wealth in sight. The village was poor, and sometimes
Herr Holtx had difficulty in making ends meet: if they sold 12

talers worth of groceries a day, about (g, they thought they were

lucky, and their total sales in & year hardly amounted to 3,000 talers,
or £ 750. Profits were small, hours were long, and there was no end
to the elemnal drudgery.

The best hours were in the early morning when the was left
to himsell. At eight o'¢lock in the morning Herr Hﬁ]umr down
and sent him off to the local distillery with a sack of potatoes—in
Mecklenburg everyooe drank potato whisky, and Herr Holtz was
lhdﬂdphnwaﬁtintheubmmﬁlhg:nffﬁmhtg.ﬁﬂ
hch?ul;dhum:hmkmuudhlzrhind the counter until cleven in the
evening, retailing hermings, butter, milk, salt, coffee, sugar, oil,
candles, and the inevitable potato whisky.'lhlhq:u:ukdg:‘fhm
rings and whisky. He was always trundling heavy casks around the
shop, counting the cases of herrings, and running errands. There was
na opportunity for mudy, though he would sometimes read for a
little while at night before going to bed under the counter, his brain
weary with figures, his hands damp with herring-oil, and his clothes
sprinkled with wood shavings. He never had enough money to buy
clothes, and therefiire he wore the same patched suit summer and

L
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winter, So it went on, year in, year out, until it scemed that all am-
bition was erushed in him,

Yet all this time he was drcaming of wealth, vast wealth. The
more miserable he became, the more carnaitly he thoaght of
Mintin and the day when he would be able to marry her and pro-
vide for her. The wretched peaple who came to the siop nauseated
him. He would become a scholar. He would grow rich. He would
ghow himsell to advaniage in an unbelicving world. Inevitably am-
bition became a monstrous growth, like Henning von Holstein's leg,
clothed in black silk, growing in the churchyard.

There were occasional interludes of contentment. One night a
drumken milley lurched into the shop, and Heinrich waiched him as
he declaimed a hundred lines of Homer in the light of the oillamps
Heinrich was fascinated, He could not read or understand Greek,
but the rhythm of the words struck a chitrd i his soul, and when the
drunken miller had recited a hundred lines, he was asked to repeat
them, and then, still oot satisfied, Heinrich asked him w repeat
them & third time. He was 3o pleased that be gave the miller three
glasses of potato whisky for his mrouble, even though it cost him all
the money he had,

In time Heinrich came to know the drunken miller well, and
always looked forward to his coming. His name was Hermann
Niederhoffer, and he was the son of the Pratestant pastor at Rocbel.
A twentv-four-year-old nc'er-do-well, he had been expelled from
school for some misconduct or other, but not before he had learned
those famous hundred lines, which he always repeated in exactly
the same way, with the same flourishes and the same swectnes of
tone, Heinrich wrote long afterwards that hiot tears flowed down his
cheeks as he listened to the words, “From that moment,"” he said,
“1 did not cease to pray to God that by His grace it might one day
be permitted to me to learn Greek.™

He did not imagine the incident, but he may have imagined his
prayer. He was always dreaming of escape—to America, where the
streets were paved with gold and a man might buy books to his
heart's content. He was eighteen when he signed a contract with the
land-steward of a neighbouring estate, which would have permitted
him to make the journcy to New York, if he could get together
encugh money to pay some of the expenses. It was 1840, with the
fmmigrants flocking in thousands to the Western praivies. Heinrich
applicd to his father for & loan, but that strange secretive father was
engaged in ane of his innumesable love affairs and no moncy was
forthcoming. With a heavy heart and no hope at all of ever escaping
from bendage, he returned to the little grocer’s shop, and he might
have served behind the counter for the rest of his life if an accident

bad not happened.
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Sametimes, when be was older, he would find himself trembling
in a cold sweat when he remembered how a cask of chicory had
altered the whale course of his life, Tt was not a very large cask, but
it was heavy, He strained himsell, and suddenly spat blood, and
while the blood poured over the sawdust on the Aoar, he knew he
could not go on carrying sacks of potatoes and lifiing milk churns
for ever. He was pale and weak-chested, und in danger of dying
surrounded by packages of herrings and whale-oil candles. He
decided to go to Hamburg, which was on the sea, and therefore
close to America. He hud mved 40 Prussian dollars, amounting to
about £7. With this money and the clothes he stood in, he walked
to Hamburg by way of Rostock, where he paused long encugh to
learn book-keeping “on the Schwanbeck system", completing ina
few days & course which normally kept a student busy for s year or a
year and a half,

Even if he had wanted to return 1o the pitiable little village of
Ankershagen, there was nothing there (o attract him. His father had
married & woman of the people, given her two children, separated
from her and brought her back again. There were ghosts in Ankers-
hagen, but there was something far worse than ghosts—scandal.
There was nio peace between his father and the new wife. They
screamed at each other and fought like wildeats, with altermating
bouts of hate and lust, and matters grew so grave that the new wile
hid hersell in the woodshed for fear of being murdered and the old
clergyman was summoned before the court and ardered W treat
ber kindly or make her an allowance of 300 Reichstalers a year. All
this wis known at Firstenberg and Rostock, and so Schiiemann
hurried off 10 Hamburg, & vast anonymous city where he could lose
himself and forget his misery and his yearning for Minns, wha still
dominated his thoughts, although sometimes he found himself
dreaming of his coutin, Sophie Schliemann, the daughter of the
rector of Kalbhors, who was slim and graceful and blushed easily.
It was Sophie who saw him off on the coach which brought him
from Rostock to Hamburg, and he was dreaming of her all the way
until the five great towers of Hamburg came in sight,

The towers fascinated him—he was to be fascinated by towers for
the rest of his liff—and he stood outside the city spell-pound by its
sithouette against the September sky, saving, “Hamburg! Ham-
bm'g!"mumdw:rag:iu.thli&hchndkmhmlymu
;“t?eﬁtﬂh&“‘ but here wasa dt:.;hwhh great avemies bordered

ces of merchant princes, with huge painted signs hanging
ﬁrmlhemndumi:nfﬂmnxmnﬁhhm lnd_n:mhnn}*-
where, Wagons rattled along the paved streets; clocks chimed;
there were earillons from the high belfries of the churches, Excited
beyond measure by the magnificence of the roaring city, deafened

PSSR .
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by the poise, he forgot his own misery. He was like a sleepwalker,
or a dreamer. And thinking of how he would soon make his fortune,
he wrote to his sister: “Hamburg has raised me w0 the seventh
heaven and turned me into & dreamer, "

But who in Hamburg wanted to employ a youth with a weak
chest who was continually spitting blood P He knew something about
serving behind a counter in a grocer's shop and he possessed a pre-
cocions knowledge of double entry book-keeping. With his mick-
ness and his pallor he was not a very atiractive youth. He was a little
astonished to discover that no one wanted him. At Lindemann's
grocery shop overlooking the fish market, he got & job which paid
him about {14 a month, but he was dismissed cight days later. It
was the last time he was ever 1o tend groceries, for his next job was
a3 a book-keeper, and this lasted only a week. He was in desperate
straits, and wrote 1o an uncle for a loan 1o tide him over until
Christmas, The money came by return mail with a letter so insulting
that he would have sent the money back if he had not had so much
need. The loan amounted to no more than ten Reichstalers, It barely
kepr him nlive. And when Chrinmas came, he had abandoned
Hamburg for ever,

Luck had worked for him in strange ways, The heavy cank of
chicory brought salvation and suffering, and now a chance encoun-
ter with a shipbroker, who had known his mother, led Lim to hope
he might escape from Germany altogether. The kindly shipbroker
introduced him to the captain of the brig Dorothes, bound for La
Guayra in Venczucla, There had been o time in Schliemunn's
yourth when he had dreamed of the pampas of South America, and
now he jumped at the opportunity of making the journey. His health
was broken and he was penniless, with no money to buy even a
Blanket. Then he remembered Tis silver wateh s he sold it for three
dollars and went out on a spending spree. He had spent all his
money when he came on board the sailing vessel, but he had bought
in a second-hand market two shirts, a coat, & pair of trousers, a
mattress, and a blanket of sorts. He was to lose most of them a few
days later,

He had never sailed befare, and he knew nothing about ships.
The Dorothea sailed out of Hamburg on November 28, 1841, with a
fair wind. There was a crew of eighteen and three passengers:
Schliemann, a joiner from Hamburg, and the joiner’s son. Schlie-
mann was peasick even in calm weather, and he was ill when the ship
put in at Cuxhaven three days later. They berthed for only o short
while at Cushaven, smiled out into the North Sea, and two daye
later found themselves in the path of a hurricane. The ship took on
water, the pumps were manned continually, and Schliemann found

himself suffering from an unappeasable hunger, which he allayed
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as best he conld by chewing on ship”s hiscuits, He roped himself to a
benchi, set himself to learning Spanish from # Spanish grammar, and
sometimes {ell with a erash on to the deck. The other pasengers
suffered in silence in'their bunks,

It was the worst weather Schllemann had ever known—the storm
pouring out of the skies, the waves breaking over the sides, the ship
in danger of foundering. On December 10 the gale was mill raging,
but the captain succeeded in maintaining his course with the help
of the main topgallant sail, the only sail he dared to use. In spite of
all the eflorts of the crew the ship was being blown south by evening,
and hardly anyone believed the ship could survive the incesant
-pounding of the waves. The wild snow was falling, and seagulls kept
circling around them in great flocks—this was thought 1o be a bad
sign. It was intensely cold with six degrees of frost, and on the after-
noon of the next day the storm grew worse, with the waves piling up
like mountains and then hurtling down on the ship, which seemed
to be no more than & shuttlecock at the mercy of the waves, Towards
evening the main top-gnllanit sail broke away. The storm sail was
heisted, but this too broke away. And then a strange thing ha
pened—lor a brief while the clouds parted and they all mw the
blaze of the setting sun. When the clouds closed over them again,
most of them thought they had seen the sun for the last time.

Schiiemann was by this time too sick to worry, and be listened
with an odd sense of abstraction to the joiner who was trembling
with horror at the fate which awaited them. The joiner believed in
dreams: he had known some terrible dreams the previous night.
Then, too, the ship's cat had been whining throughout the whole
day, and the capain's dog had howled. At about seven oclock the
cabin boy came down (o the cabin with tea and biscuits. The boy
was weeping and saying be would never bring them anything any
more. A little later the captain and the sccond mate came 1o the
«cabin and spoke gravely to the passengers, and they were graver still
when the first mate came to report he had ieen two lights in the dis-
tance, The captain gave orders for the anchors to be dropped, but
the anchor chains snapped fike broken twine a few moments later.
Bythhﬁ.m;ﬂ:hiiemmnlmﬂundrmdmdgwmmhmi.mm
pletely exhausted that he was beyond fear.

Around midnight the cabin door blew open and the captain was
l-!m:dingn:Lhmi“ﬁllpnmagmundnd!ﬁeﬂﬁp‘sguingdnw!“
A moment later an enormous wave amashed all the portholes,
flooding the cabin, and the ship lurched violently to port. Schilie-
mann sprang out of his bunk, tried to dress, could not find his
clothes, and rushed up on deck stark naked. Badly bruised, he some-
how caught hold of the rigging and managed to crawl 1o the star-
board gunwale, elutching at loose ends of rope and silently corm-

———



THRE STORM 25

mending himself to God. He was afraid of sharks. He had seen them
coming to the surface when the storm broke on them. He said his
prayess and thought of his sisters, and all the time he could hear the
Jolner screaming to the Virgin Mary for belp, The strangest thing of
all was that the ship's bell was tolling continually. It was like a death
knell,
Niked, on the caldest night of the year, the snow falling round
him, the sky like a black cloud, he awaited his fate. When the ahip
wag sinking, the capmin ordered the crew to man the lifeboats. One
lifeboat fell perpendicalarty imto the water and vanished. The second
was smashed 10 & pulp against the side of the ship. There remained
the small stern boat, slung between the masts, but by this time the
crew was too [rightened to do anything except climb the rigging.
The ship was waterlogged and slowly sinking, Two hours passed.
At last with a violent lurch the ship keeled over to port, and sank.
Schliemann went down with it, but soon rose o the surface. When
an empty cask floated by, he clutched at it, his fingers curling con-
vulsively amound the rim, _

80 lie remained for half the night, hanging between the sky and
the sea, until the first mate pulled him out of the water and some-
how got him inw the stern boat, which hnd been thrown free,
There were fourteen people in the boar, and no oars. They drifted
until the dawn, only to be thrown up on one of the sandbanks off the
island of Texel, off the Dutch coast. The storm was dying down, and
the people of Texel were hurrving to the shore o gather all the
cargo which was drifting on to the banks, Schllemann was in great
pain. Three of his front teeth were broken, there were deep cuts
on his face and body, and his feet were swollen, All the survivors
lay gasping in the sand antil a friendly farmer came along with
B cart and carried them off to his firm house, where a fire was
kindled and they were given coffee and black bread. For three days
the survivors remained at the farm house, recuperating from their
opdeal,

Schliemann was given some wooden shoes, a pair of torn trousers,
& blanket, and a wool cap, He liked the farmer, but what pleased
him more than anything was that his sea box with his shirts and
stockings, together with his pocketbook, which cantained his "letters
of recommendation for La Guayra procured for me by Hers Wendt”,
was found on the sand bank. None of the sen boxes of the other sur-
vivors flonted to shore, and inevitably Sehliemann wes chris-
temed "Jonah', A heavy cask had nearly killed him when he was a
grocer's clerk at Firstenberg; an empty cask had saved him. His
luck was holding. When he took the ferry-hoat to the mainland, still
haggurd and coatless, wearing heavy wooden sabatr, with his sea
box under his arm, he was amused to find hinsell greeted by a
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crowd of impudent bootblacks who, secing him as ragged as them-
selves, pretended he had come to join their ranks.

But there were few things that amused him in those days. Des-
perate and miserable, without money, in a strange counuy, he
reilized he had survived by a miracle. He told himself he had sur-
vived the ordeal only hecause he had hardened himself with cold
baths at Hamburg and because he had worn two pairs of under-
drawers and two woollen waistcoats during the winter, He had no
coat, no leather shoes, and no prospects. He refused to retumn to
Hamburg with the other survivors, announcing that he had been
inexpressibly miserable there and felt that his destiny lay in Holland,

MNeeding money badly, he went o the consul for Mecklenburg in
Amaterdam, & certain Herr Quack, but the consul’s servant, think-
ing he was a beggar, shut the door in his face, Schliemann rang the
bell again, and when the door opened he had time o throw inside
the house a short note sayving he was a citizen of Mecklenburg in
need of assistance. Herr Quack read the Ietter and sent his sepvant
out into the bitterly cold street with two gulden, about fifty cents,
for his compatriot. The servant informed Schliemann that he must
connt himsell lucky to receive the gift, and the Consul hoped it was
the lnst he would hear from him.

Schliemann was angry. When he grew older, he would become
capable of vast and volcanie rages, but now he was angry with the
cool bitterness of a poor man desperately In need of ssistance. He
found a sailors’ lodging house, kept by the Widow Graalman on the
Ramskoy in Amsterdam, and when his funds were low and he could
no longer pay his rent, which amounted to one gulden a day, he
resorted (o a ruse. He wrote to Herr Quack, saying he was ill and
demanding to be taken to hospital—it was the least the wretched
coniii| could do lor him. There was no difficully in getting the
messnge into the consul's house, for the widow was only tos anxious
to help, afraid she would have to keep and feed him until he died or
r?m:uod.'lhnuwnmm He spent eight days in the hos-
pital.

He wrote to Herr Wendt, who had befriended him in Hamburg, a
detailed account of the shipwreck and his peesent fortunes, and by a
lucky accident the letter was delivered while the ship broker was
entertaining guests at dinner. Herr Wendt read the letter aloud.
Everyone sympathized with the unlucky youth, and they made a
collection, which amounted to the sum of 240 gulden, a very amall
fortune. Herr Wendt also enclosed & letter of introduction to the
consul-general for Prussia, requesting his assistance. Within a few.
ilygchlmm“nnmkinth:mﬁn&hmﬁﬂﬂ.{bﬁm

., B8 & supernumerary messenger boy, His job consisted of
stamping bills of exchange and getting them cashed in the town.
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From that moment there was no turning back. He had found what
he wanted to do, abandoned grocers” shops for ever, and set his foot
on the path which would lead him to a fortune.

From the beginning e saw that the only way to make a fortune
wis to dedicate his whole life 1o it. He would sharpen his wits and
strip himself to the bone, surrendering himself to the task with an
act of dedication so complete that he would in time find himself in-
«capable of leading any other life. First, he reduced his expenses to a
minimum, He was paid thirty-six gulden a month, and out of this
eight gulden were reserved for his cheetless room in a lodging house.
Secand, he would waste po money on entertainment—his sole enter-
tainment consisted of evening walks in the town to admire the shops
brightly lit with gas, or wandering down to the railway station to see
the trains coming in. Third, he would have nothing to da with
women. This was not particularly difficult, for he found a substitute
in garing at the exquisite wax models in hairdressens’ windows.
There was one hairdresser who had six models made of brightly
caloured wax, with elegant coiffures, revolving on tumtables. With
the passion of a poor man dedicated to making a fortune, he gazed
at them with the hopeless abandonment of a suitor who knows that
the fairy princess will never pay him a moment's attention, and
sometimes he thought of Minna and hoped he was worthy of her.
Fourth, he would acquire an education, even if it meant starting
from the bottom by learning the elements of German calligraphy.
In twenty lesions he learned how to write a passable German hand,
and then he went on to learn Dutch and English by reading aloud,
taking lessoms every day, writing essays and having them corrected
by # tutor. Fifth, he would train his memory, so that nothing that
ever happened to him, no book he read, no figures he encountered
in the ledgers, would ever pass completely from his mind, Sixth,
hie would spend his money only on books or on the means to advance
his education,

That loncly, spartan life left ineradicable marks on him, and he
never recovered from it, He had the pride and single-mindedness of
the self-taught; and if he grew bitter in his personal relationships
that was the price he paid for his stern devotion to the duty of im-
pmﬁnghimndr.llehndmndnluumu,ormhu;mapcdmud
all the emotions of adolescente between the ages of nine and eleven,
when he was secing Minna every day. Now the steel was entering
his soul, and with the steel went quirks of behaviour, terrible rages,
and titanic resolutions. Ruthlessly, dispassionately, with appaliing
lucidity, he mounted the steps leading to the temple of Success, and
for long years the vision of Troy and even the thought of marrying
Minna were to succumb to an allconsuming passion for gold.

Now every moment he could spare from the office was devoted to
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study—not the study of the Greek and Roman empires which were
the passion of his youth, but the study af all the languages used in
business. He leamned English in six months by attencling the English
Church at Amsterdam twice every Sunday, and repeating under
his bredth every word spoken by the parson; and it seems never fo
have occurred to him that he wis modelling himsell on Hopping
Peter, the old tailor in Ankershagen, who was able to recite his
father's sermons without in the least undlerstanding what was being
said, At night he read and re-read The Vicar of Wakdfield and Joanhor
until he knew them by heart. His brain worked best at night, and
therelore hie allowed himself little sleep, He grew ill and pale, and
had no time for his fiiends; he became a kind of memory-machine,
learning nouns and verbs and éonjugationy by rote, divorced from
the ordinary world of Amsterdam all arcund him,

After learning English in six months, he spent the next six months
learning French, At the end of the year his powers of concentration
had improved so vastly that he was able to learn Dutch, Spanish,
Italinn, and Portuguese with astonishing rapidity, claiming that it
took him no more than six weeks of concentrated study to speak and
write these languages fluently. Before he came to Amsterdatn he
knew only German, and that only in the Plantdeutseh of Mecklen-
burg, and a good smattering of Latin. Now he knew seven langunges
well: he could read and write them, could draw up business reports
in them, and read fureign newspapers. To accomplish this, he had
stalen time from his employers and maintained a ruthless schedule,
learning long lists of words even when he was running errands in
the rain, or memorizing whole passages while waiting for stamps at 5
post office. Never for a moment did be relent. He knew that in time,
if he survived the rigours of his self-comppsed discipline, he would
come into his reward,

The reward came shortly after his twenty-second birthday, on
March 1, 1844, when he stepped into the office of Herr Schiider,
who headed the vast import and export business In Amaterdam.
Schiliesnann appealed for a job, explained his qualifications—seven
languages, a head for figures, and two years experience as an ervand
boy—and was immediately put to the test. At first glance Herr
Schirdder recognized & man who might be useful to him, and within
& matter of minutes Heinrich was appointed a book-keeper at 600
gulden, and within a few weeks the mlary was increased to 1,000
gulden. The kindly Herr Sehirtder seems to have been amused and
amazed by his new book-keeper, who bore hix own Christian name
and who was so very apt in his understanding of the complexities of
trade. Schliemann abandoned his study of languages for a few
months, and instead put his studies to use, He advanced mpidly,
He soon became one of the chief correspondents in the oifice and
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was attached to the small cirele surrounding Herr Schroder. When
letters from Russia came to the office, Heinrich announced that he
would learn Russian in & few wesks, so that he would be able to
answer them,

He lcarned Russian in the same way he had learned English—by
pitching himself head foremost at the language, without troubling
about grammar, though he would spmetimes permit himself & cur-
sory examination of grammatical rales, He obtained a poor transla-
tion into Rusdian of Féndlon's Les dvembires de Télémanie, which tells,
in an extremely long-winded fashion, the story of the son of Ulyses.
He bought a dictionary and an old grammar, The first time e read
the story he simply looked up all the words in the dictionary, and by
dint of hammering at the text in front of him succeeded in extracting
some sense out of it. He had a prodigious memory, and never needed
to look up the same word twice. He wanted & tuter, but none was
fortheoming. He took the trouble to go to the Russian Consulate at
Amsterdam and begged the vice-consul te give him lesons, but the
vice-consul had other marters on his mind, and reflsed.

50 he retwrned to his lodgings, wrote short stories and essays in
uncorrected Russian, and because he felt lonely and needed an
audience for his recitations, he hired a poor Jew at four fancs an
hour to listen to him reciting whole chapters of Les deenturer de THL
mague, which be had learned by heart, He liked to have an audience,
and liked shouting the heavy and sonorous syllables of the Russian
language, but the walls and floorboards were thin and the lodgers
complained at these nightly cxercises, and he was twice forced o
change his lidgings. The method was singularly successful, At the
end of six wecks he sent off his first letter in Russisn, addresing it
with all the proper salutations to a certain Vassily Plotnikov, the
London agent of & lorge lirm of indigo merchanty in Moscow, That
letter was to shape the next twenty years of his life, In time he was
ta acquire a huge fortune, and perhaps the largest parc of it was
derived: from selling indigo in Russia.

In those days Amsterdam was still one of the great contres of trade
in indigo, which was imported from India and the Far East, Periodi-
cally indigo auctions were held there, and Schliemann would be
sent to atiend the auctions. With his consuming interest in all things
Russian, he sought out the Russian merchants, who were surprised
to find a German in Holland talking to them in their own language.
He mked about conditions in Russia, made himsell agreeable to
them, inquired about prospects, and spoke about Jeaving Amster-
dam for Moscow aad seiting up as an importer in partnership with
an estiblished Rusian firm. He even drew up a contract with a

Russian importer named Zhivago, who ised to open a budiness
agency to be called “Zhivago and M'ﬁmlMM
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Bo,000 silver roubles to be supplied by the Russian partner, the
profits to be shared equally. Evidently he was being regarded ns a
man of substance, and Heinrich Schrder, while paying him well,
hatl to contemplate the possibility that he would leave for finer
pastures,

For a year and ten months Schliemann continued to live in &
series of dingy lodging houses, always saving his money, spending as
little as possible on himself, his only apparent vice being innumer-
able cups of sweetened tea—it was a pleasant vice which he per-
mitted himsell (o the end of his life. Sugar gave him sudden spurts
of energy, and kept him awake during the long nights of study and

And now more and more he began to wrnite letters
to his father couched in the tones of an elder brother, anxions to
-save the family from disaster. He was continually cajoling his father
to lead a more profitable life. He showered his father with gifts—
from his first savings he sent two casks of Bordeaux and a box of
cigars to the old reprobate, and he cantinued to send gifis in an end-
less torrent, always sccompanying them with moral maxims and
admenitions to follow his son’s example—and all the time he was
dreaming about marrying Minna. He told himsclll that the years of
apprenticeship were nearly over. Soon he would marry and settle
down with a healthy bank account. He would become a merchant
prince, modelling himself on the Brothers Schroder, his knowledge
of eight language enabling him to carry on a vast trade across the
length and breadth of the earth.

Towards the end of December, 1845, he was summoned to the
inner office and asked whether he would like to represent the
Schrider business interests in St. Petersburg. It is possible that news
of his negotiations with Zhivago had already leaked out, and the
firm was anxious to retain his services at any cost, even the cost of
sending him na their chiel representative to the capital of Russia
Told that he would be allowed to represent all the wide-flung
Schroder interests with ther branch offices in Bremen, Trieste,
Smyrma, Le Havre, and Rio de Janeiro, he accepted at once; and
he spent his last weeks in Amsterdam interviewing the heads of
other businesses and suggssting that he could act as their repre-
sentative as well. He was so sure of himself and the profits he would
make that he requested that no fees be paid to him until be had
actually shown a profit. “T will incur no expense for you,"" he wrote
to the head of one business, *until you are satisfied that my activities
on your behalf are productive of remumerative resalts, and accord-
ingly I ask you to address your letters to me in unfranked envelopen™

Just before setting out for St, Petersburg he thought of writing
to his friend Herr Laue, the court musician st Neu Strelitz, to in-
quire about Minna and to suggest that the time had come to marry
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her. Then it occurred to him that it would be better to postpane the
matter until he had established himself in St. Petersburg, He wrote
to his father, explaining his good fortune, the result of his awn relente
less single-mindedness. “Such gifts”" he said, “do not fall from
Heaven on those who are unworthy of them.” He had made few
friends in Amsterdam, and he felt no greater wrench in parting
from Amsterdam than he felt in parting from Hamburg. For the
rest of his life he was to be a wanderer over the face of the earth,
So in a mood of profound sell-satisfaction, at the age of twenty-
five, only four years after being shipwrecked off the coast of Holland,
he set out from Amsterdam as the chief representative of one of the
greatest trading finns on earth, and sixteen days later, February 1,
1846, after an arduous journey by coach and sleigh, he arrived in

St. Petersburg,
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Iﬁ the 1figos of the last century St. Petersburg was a city still
coming to birth, Nicholas I was on the throne, & stern square-
chinned muan, six feet tall, who despised his ministers and preferred
to think of himsell as a cavalry officer who had inherited the Tsure
dom by the grace of God and was therefore entitled to enjoy himself
to the utmost, Among his major amusements was the construction
of glittering white Ttalianate palaces on this bleak northern shore
of the Baltic. He held himsell well, his waist tightly compressed, as
befitted a cavalry officer, and he pursued indiscriminately all the
women at his court. Nearly everyone who came into his presence
trembiled, fir his left eye was so much brighter than his right that he
seemed to be somehow inhuman, removed from the common pre-

of humanity—a trait which he shared with Alexander
the Great, whose terrible eyes also made solid soldiers wremble in
their shoes,

St. Petersburg in the time of Nicholas T was a city of extremes:
wide sireets, a fow fctory buildings, innumerahle palaces, the hovels
ol the poar. Visitors remarked on the absence of traffic on the streets,
the emptiness of the place, the sense ol abandonment which had
come over this new city built on marshlands by Peter the Great and
now rebuilt by Nicholas I, who saw himsel as the destined successar
of Peter, In winter the whole city was white, the only colour coming
from the bright scarlet liveries of the royal conchmen, At night
ghosts wandered through the icy streets, While the courtiers en-
dured the endless frivolities of the Caurt, and the serfs endured their
;l:v:rrm sindents were w;r planning to overthrow the monarchy.

t wai the year when Dostoevsky’s first novel, Poar Folk, appeared,
and already that group of conspirators known as the Petrashevsky:
circle was plotting against the Tsar, with the young Dostoevsky
among them. Throughout Russia there was a gradual awakening.
of # feverish social comsciousness: the bitterness and despair of 2
people enslaved,

In all the years he spent in St. Petershurg, Schiiemann never
showed any sign of being aware of the deadly poison in the air. He
told himself continually he was living in the best of all possible
worlds. For him St. Petersburg was a good, substantial city, emi-
nently suitable for business, and far safer than most cities. He spoke

n
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of "the beautiful and clean houses, the fine strects and delightful
climarte'’, In his letters the Tsar becomes “the wise and most glorious
emperor Micholas.” He had no illusions about the Ruossian business-
men—they were as grasping and difficult to handle as all the other
businessmen everywhere, but at least he posessed advantages over
them. He knew his trade betier than most, and as the chiel repre-
sentative for Schroder he was in a position to make himsell heard.
Resticss, energotic, ambitious, be was constantly on the move. After
seven days in St. Petershurg he drove off by aleigh to Mescow, to
establish connections with firms he had been corresponding with.
He was at ense in the company of merchant princes, and was soon
on intimate terms with them,

From the moment he arrived in St Petersburg he acted out the
part of international merchant with rescunding success, He repre-
sented the Schrider interests, and six or seven other interests as well.
Even with s commision of § per cent, which was all be allowed
himself in those carly years, he earned 7,500 gulden during his first
year, and this represented a turnover of 1,500,000 gulden—a sum
beyond his dreams two or three yean before. He achieved his sue-
cess by a meticulous attention to detail, by standing at his desk from
early morning to late in the evening, by following every clue which
would lead him to & profit, however small.

He made four separate journeys to Moscow that year, and by
October things were going 8o well that he permitted himsell a com-
bined business and pleasure trip through Germany, France and
England, stepping off for a few hount in Amsterdam 10 renew ac-
quaintance with Heinrich Schréder, for whom he felt an intense
gratitude. What interested him most of all was the vast progres in
industry—locomotives, bridges, factories, the telegraph, the whole af
Europe surging forward into the new age of industrialism, and
Russia 0 backward that it scemed aa though he were specially selec-
ted to bring the advantages of industrialism to his adopted country.
Gradually he came to regard himsell as a Russian. He spoke of the
Tsar as “our Tsar" and Russia as “my country”, And while enjoying
his riches, he also enjoyed his old habits of thrift. So it happened on
all his travels that he would put up at the best hotels, while choosing
the least expensive rooms, usually on the top floor, He had a passion
for being under the roof, and perhaps it went back to those days in
Amsterdum when he learnied seven languages in two years in the gar-
rets of cheap lodging houses.

He liked London, though he knew the cold chill of a typical Vie-
torian Sunday, He wandered into the British Musewn and made
careful lists of the mummies in their sarcophagi, and ol Greek and
Roman yases, He was delighted with the train which took him to
Maunchester, travelling so much more guickly than any other trains

]
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in Europe. At that time Manchester was the greatest Industrial
centre in the world, a vast humming factory lit with the fires of coke
furnaces and the blaze of innumerable chimneys. There he saw the
giant locomotives being built for export to Germany and watched
iron being cut “as easily as paper”, and everything pleased him.
Stenmubips, dockyards, iron foundries, the telegraph which could
send a message from the south of England to the northernmost tip of
Scotland—it was all wonderful beyond beliel, and at the same thne
magnificently arranged by the Creator for the furtherance of trade.
No one ever looked upon the industrial revolution with a less jaun-
diced eye:

He returned to St, Petersburg by way of Le Havre, Paris, Brussels,
Cologne, Disseldorf, Hamburg, Berlin, without pausing in Meck-
lenburg. There were excellent reasons for avoiding the places where
he had spent his childhood. Some time during that year he had
written to Herr Lave in Neu Strelitz and asked for the hand of
Minna Meincke, only 1o learn that she had married o local farmer.
The marriage took place a few weeks before he wrote his letter. The
shock nearly killed him. Sixteen years had passed since he first set
eyes an her. He told himsell that through all those sixteen years
he hod lived for her, and for her alone, What did it marter to him
that he was slowly acquiring a fortune, influence, and prestige, when
be had no one to:share them with? So he grew sullen and embit-
tered, nursing his grief, telling himself that there was s kind of curse
on him, but the time would come when, with a great fortane at his
ecommand, he would marry any Russian beauty he desired, To s
man of wealth all things were posiible, even a happy marriage.

At the beginning of 1847, shortly after his return to St. Petershurg,
he was inscribed as n merchant of the Fisst Guild. This meant that
he was now properly established, could obtain bankers® credit, and
was on an equal footing with long-cstablished merchants. He at-
tended the monthly meetings of the Guild, made speeches in impec-
cable Russian, and was welcomed in the Guild club, He sat at the
tables of the wealthiest people in the land. Peter Alexieff, “who s
worth 160 million roubles and has a private fortune of 12 million
roubles besides”', greeted him affably at the club and invited him
into his home. The prominent sugar and timber merchant Pono-
mareff took & fancy to him and spoke of advancing 100,000 silver
roubles if he would enter & business arrangement with him. Then
there wna "my [riend Zhivago, who is worth several millions'' —the
minn he had met by sccident at the Amsterdam auction sale, and
who was therefore largely responsible for his journey to Rusin—
who lived in  palatial house in Moscow and entertained him when-
ever be visited the city. Zhivago was childless, but his niece Eka-
terins, “an angel of virtue and beauty", was staying with him. She
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wan sixteen, and completely captivating, and Zhivagn himsell
secmocd to desire the match, for be invited Schliemann to siay in the
Moscow house for four or five monthy, evidently with the intention
of acquiring a partner and a relative by marringe. Schlicinnm was a
little nervous about these Moscow prosperts,

He liked Ekaterina, but was unsure of himselll He wrote to his
sister in Mecklenburg, begging her to make the journey to Russis—
she would stay for s few weeks in St, Petenburg and then scecmpany
him to Moscow, where she would observe the behaviour of the
beautifl Ekaterinn. In effect, Schliomann wanted a business report
on Ekaterina, just such a report as he was in the habit of receiving .
from his agencies abroad, What was she really like? How did she
behave in the seclusion of her own apartment? Was she a person of
fire and temperament? Could she cook? He wrote to his sister : T am
sitre there is no lack of brides: the difficulty ix to choose among o
hundred would-be brides. You will help me in my choice. 1 mysell
am blind, and passion clouds my viston, I soo only the virtues and
never the failings of the f@ir sex. 1 have s large bath, 5o you can take
your baths at home."

This astonishing letter proved only that Schliemann was incap-
able of relying an his own judgment in matters of the heart. Nothing
came of the invitation 1o his sister, and in time he realized that oo
one could help him and only a miracle would provide him with a
wife as adorable as Minmu. So he temporized, made excursions
among the daughters of the gentry and wealthier businessmen, and
usually retired from the battle, hurt and confused. He was full-
blooded, violently jealous, and self-opiniomated. Accustomed to
having his orders obeyved immediately, he found quite early in his
carcer that the laws governing business are ingppropriate in the
boudoir; and in the presence of women he became more and more
baffled. It was not that he lacked the social graces; it was simply
that he could not trust himself, did not know exactly what he
winted, nlways hoped to marry a rich heiress, but could never find
one who possessed the beauty, simplicity and grace of Minna,

And while Minna still dominated his dreams, the search for a for-
tune dominated his life. He had opened his own business Y
while continuing his connections with Schrixler. He tra in
every kind of merchandise and took appalling risks, but never gave
eredit “except to merchants of the very first standing”. He explained
to Schrider that he had worked exceedingly hard on their behalf,
and felt that he was now in a position to demand more than the
‘miserable 4 per cent which they had granted him in the days when
he wis unknown, Now everyone knew him, Was he not regarded as
a tnan of ments, with & business which extended

dazzling ac _
over the whole world? Accordingly Schrisder permitted him to daw
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off 1 per cent of the value of the merchandise passing through his
hands, and from that moment Schliemann knew that only a few
years would pass belore he had acquired an immense fortune,

So matters progressed until the end of 1848, when for the fifth
time he made the journey by sleigh (o Moscow, to spend Christmas
and the New Year with the Zhivagos. He enjoyed the visit, but on
the return journey the snow he suffered agonies of cold
when a storm blew up, and fell ill with influcnza, He thought he
was dying. For four months he remained in bed, and as soon as he
was yecovered, he threw himself so violently into his work that by
June e was in a state of collapse. The doctors put him in a dark
room and refiged 1o let him continue with his business. He raged
at the doctors, but admitted the justice of their accusations. He was
discovering that to make a fortune a man lus to live on his nerves,
in a perpetual state of intellectual fever, in a landscape where the
only comfort consisted in the sight of the gold which was always just
out of his reach,

When autumn came he had learned his lesson. He worked a livde
less nvidly, and atrended more social engagements. He gave dinner
parties, served the finest wines, and surmounded himseli with mer-
chants and their eligible daughters. All thoughts of Ekaterina van-
ished when he fell hopelesly in love with a certain Sophia, who pos
sciied no fortune, but was thrfty and spoke three European lan-
guages fluently. He was madly in love with her. He wrote off to his
father that he had found the gir of his dreams, only to write in the
next Jetter that he had taken her to a party, where she showed un-
pardonable interest in a young officer, and at the sight of “giddy,
stupid Sophia" behaving in this lamentable fashion, he had broken
-off the engngement, On the whole he was glad he had escaped from
her. He would have the opportunity of cultivating a romance with
the adorable Ekaterina—the Zhivagos were always asking him to
visit them in Moscow. So in February, 1850, he journeyed by sleigh
again to Moscow, and as usual stayed with the Zhivagos. No one
knows exactly what happened, Within a month he was journeying
at high speed across Europe, drowning himself in business, never
staying in one place fur more thana few days, his letters full of sound
business advice, with not 2 word about Ekaterina in any of them.

Like a man hounded by the police, be slipped from ane hotel to
another, It is possible that he thought of settiing in northern Eng-
land, for be spent most of the time there, visiting Bdinburgh, Glas-
gow, Liverpoal, Bangor, Chester and London. He took notes of
everything he saw, and every night wmote up his diary; the industrial
progress of England continued to amaze him. At the end of a lew
weeks he was back again in St. Petersburg, his pockets bursting with
contracts. But it is undikely that he made these sudden journcys only
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for the sake of business. Most of his long journeys in those early years
seemn to have mken place immediately afier the collapse of a love
affair, These hurried and precipitous excursions abroad were in fact
surrogates for the sexual experience he lacked, There were moments
when he detested St. Peteraburg and thought of kettling down on &
farm in Mecklenbirg with a poor pessant girl for a bride.

But St. Petersburg summaned him. There, at least, he had estab-
lished the foundation of his fortune, and he told himself that for a
few more months he would attempt to live in that cold northern city.
He settled down to work, attended parties, and some time in the
summer of 1850 he was introduced 10 a certain Ekaterina Lishin, a
tall statucsque besuty, the niece of another acquaintance, She had
a pale oval face, dark eyes, and carried herself like » princess, Schlie-
mann admired her, discussed the possibility of marrying her, but
with his Mecklenburg caution decided to bide his time. Since she
was extremely haughty in her manner and possessed no fortune of
her own, he was a little wary of her, So the summer passed, and
autumn came, and business prospered, and he still did not know
whit to do with his life or the small fortune he bad already buiit up,
largely inindigo.

He was a man who rarely committed hinmself He saw the world
in harsh colours—riches, poverty; food in abundance, starvation ;
life in one of the glittering capitals, or on an obscure farm. As he
atood at his desk in St. Petersburg, sending hurried messages to
agents all over Europe, be was always close to nervous prostration.
Sometimes it occurred to him that there must be easier ways to
make a fortune.

Early in 1850 he received news that his younger brother Ludwig
had reached the Californian gold-fields. For some time Ludwig had
scted as Heinrich's sgent in Amsterdam. He lacked his brother's
spark of genius, but possessed an equal amount of temperament.
Headstrong, nervous, with a talent for langunges—he corresponded
with his brother in French, English and Spanish—Ludwig also pos-
sessed @ burning desire to make a fortune. Once he thought of
opening a shop and asked Heinrich to lend him sufficient capital,
and when Heinrich offered 10 lend him 500 talers he rejected the
offer with indignation—he had supposed his brother to be a linde
less miggardly, On another occasion he wrote that he intended to
kill himself unless Heinrich brought him into the business in St
Petersburg, and signed the letter with his own blood. Heinrich
answered at length, pointing out that it was not a small matter to
introduce a partner into the complicated affairs of St. Petersburg,
and he had po intention of providing for Ludwig during the long
years of apprenticeship. It would take him four ycars 1o learn
Russian sufficiently well to be able to use the language properly,
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and there was absalutely no guarantee that he had the makings of a
businesstnan, and in particolar he was Incking in the necessary
driving ambition. “'T mysell have had to fend for myself for thirteen
years without siking a penny from anyone,' Heinrdch wrate, and it
was quite clear that he intended Ludwig 1o do the ssme,

One day in Rotterdam, while walking along the banks of a canal
in a mood of desperation and anger, Ludwiy on an impulse decided
to sail to America. Once in New York, he became a teacher of
French, and then entered business. When he hod saved enough
mancy he struck out for the Californian gold-felds, where he became
a banker, and progressed so well that he soon made a small fortune.
In the infuriating manner of a younger brother who has always
lived in his older brother’s shadow, he wrote o long, munting letter,
explaining the advantages of California over any other place on
earth, and suggested thar Heinrich would be well-advised to sell
everything he had and eome to Sacramento,

The letter must have stung Heinrich to the quick. He could
hardly have failed to observe the innuendoes, the challenge, the
implied superiority of the younger brother who spoke so casually of
making & vast fortune in a few months. Heinrich knew that such
fortunes were being made by men who did not possess a tenth of his
discipline or his dedication to wealth—in a few weeks Ludwig had
apparently accomplished more than Heinrich in all his years as a
businessman. Ludwig’s final jibe was the most painful: he promised
to take full financial care of his sisters and hoped to send Heinrich
*a fat remitiance’ in the fall.

The remittance never came. Instead, there came a clipping from a
Sacramento newspaper announcing that “on May 25, 1850, Mr.
Louis Schliemann, of German nationality, latcly of New York, died
from typhus in Sacramento City, at the age af 25 years."" The news
reached Heinrich in the middle of August. Together with the clip-
ping came a briel covering letter which said little more than that
Ludwig had left a large estute.

For the reat of the year Heinrich continued to supervise his busi-
ness, uncertain what was demanded of him: He had a profound
harror of death, and his brother's death shook him. So that goicf
would not fall oo heavily on his sisters, be wrote them a strange
letter, saying that he had seen his brother lying dead in & dream.
I, who have not wept for twenty years, & man who is never shaken
by things of this kind, found mysell weeping continually for three
days, and all because of a dream.” A few days later he wrote that
Ludwig had died in Sacramento and left a large fortune.

By the end of the year he had made his decision. Out of a sense of
huthahdrdmrhemul&gnmthngaﬂ-ﬁﬂd;mdmkelfum
following in his brother’s footsteps. He would start business with
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the money left by his brother, and grow rich far more rapidly than
in St. Petersburg. He would build a proper gravestone for his
brother’s tomb, and remain in America for the rest of his life,
Nothing held him ; there were noattachmenty in St. Petershurg close
enough to keep him there, though he still admired Ekaterma Lishin
and sometimes it crossed his mind that he might return to Russia
and marry her, but only if he posscssed a fortune so large that it
would dazele her, In all his life he had never stayed very loog in one
place. He had thought he would be able to strike deep roots in St
Petersburg, but it was all a mistake, He decided to begin his life
again, and once more he was a wanderer on the face of the carth.

On December 10, 1850, he gave his last dinner 10 his friends, the
merchanis Melin and Lishin, and said farewell to St Petensburg.
The Neva was frozen over, and an icy wind blew across 5t Isasc’s
Square, His friends accompanied him to the post office, where the
sleighs st out for the long journey to Germany ; and as he passed the
gleaming white Winter Palace, the Admiralty, and the equestrian
stitue of Peter the Great, he saluted them as though be never ex-
pected 10 see them again. At that moment he could not have guessed
what misadventures would come to him before he stood by his
brother's grave at the other end of the world,

As usuzl, he kept a diary, Very often during his travels the diary
reads like an extended time-tahle, He notes the times of the trains,
where he staved, how much he paid for his room on the sixth fioar,
how much money be exchanged at the bank; and the names of the
businessmen who met with his approval, One wonders what satis-
faction he derived from those endless pages which announce the
names of the railway stations he passed through. He wrote on
December 15, 1850:

By 7 t'clock in the morning we breakfasted at Elbing, at 11
a'clock we passed Marienburg and at 4 o'clock p.m. we went at
Dierschau on a large floating bridge over the Vistula, On the
18th Dechr. at noon we arrived at Woldenberg, where we gota
bad dinner and at 1 o'clock we started by the railroad over Star-
gard to Stettin, where we arrived at 5} o'clock p.m. At 6} o'clock
we started again by rall and arrived at o} o’clock at night in
Berlin.

Mercifully, he does not always write like this, The diary of his
journey to America, which he wrote in English, contains some of his
best writing. It was not intended for publication, ar to be read by
any eyes but his own, but it was written earefully, and sometimes
there is a direct, tortured honesty in his story which cnables us 0
shace his experiences. When the diary opens, he is still the business-
man with & consuming intcrest in acquiring the fortune he had
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promised himsell He goes about his affairs pompously, doing the
right things at the right moment, very surc of himselL By the time
the diary ends, the raw edges of human experience had shaken him
to the depths, storm, tempest, and sickness have laid him low, He
has looked into the face of horror, and become a man.

No one who turns to the opening pages of the diary iz likely to
believe that he is about to read a human document comparable
with Conrad’s feart of Darkness, Schliemann arrived in Amsterdam,
called on B. H. Schrdder & Co., acquired letters of introduction to
agencics and banks in America, and conducted himself as a proper
businessman. On December 23, a Sunday, he arrived in London
and took up lodgings “with Mr. Keizar, the Royal Hotel, Black-
friars Bridge." On Christmas Eve he discounted the bills on London
he had brought with him from St. Petersburg and sold his gold to the
Bank of England, and in the afternoon visited the Crystal Palace,
which delighted him—it was only one more illustration of England's
undoubited advances in industrialization. He attended services at
Westminster Abbey on Christmas Day, It scems to kave been a
lonely Christmas. He notes in his diary that on December 26 he saw
“the celebrated tragedian ‘Macredy’, who played for the last time
before retiring from the stage.” This is a puzzling entry, for Mac-
ready spent the entire Christinas holiday with his family at Sher-
borne and did not retire from the stage until two months later, the
gala performance at the Prince’s Theatre oecwrTing in an atmos-
phere of wild excitement, with Dickens and Bulwer-Lytton in the
aundience, on February 26, 1851. On the day following the imaginary
performance he took the train to Liverpool, staying as be always did
in the huge, square Adelphi Hotel, which must have reminded him
af the heayy-set hotels of Germany, Then he arranged for his pas-
sage o New York, paid (35 for passage, sauntered around Liver-
pool, and went to bed. He did not know it, but very soon the mask
of the imperturbable businessman—that mask which he liked most
to show to the world—would be torn 1o shreds.

The 5.5. Atlantic, 3,000 tons, on which he sailed for New York the
following day, was one of the fastest ocean-going steamers of the
time. They were eight days put from Liverpool when they strick o
storm. A huge wave smashed the port wheel with such force that the
main shaft broke, and the ship was thrown to the merey of the waves.
Baoth engines were dizabled. They were in mid-Atlantic, 1,800 miles
from Liverpool and 1,400 miles from New York. With a strong
westerly gale blowing, the captain decided to make for the American
caast, and put up a mainsail and maintopsail, hoping o be blown
acros the ocean. Schliemann noted in his diary that “the sails
looked like handkerchiefs'! and none of the passengers approved of
the captain’s desire to make his way against the prevailing winds—



THE SEARCH FOR GOLD 1

it would be better to return to England, There were long debates. It
was pointed out to the captain that the ship would almost certainly
capsize il he continued to fight against the storm: it would be much
safer if he turned round and sailed to the nearest pore. In the excite-
ment of the storm seasickness miraculously stopped, and Schlicmann
discovered to his surprise that he was in good heart, and even &
little amused by the behaviour af the famous ocean-going steamer
whichsailed home under her pathetic saily,

Sixteen days later the ship pur in at Queenstown, and soon
Schliemann was making his way back to Liverpoal by way of Dub-
lin, where he heard that there was some outstanding business in
Amsterdam o be attended to. He hurried off, but he wan back
ngain in Liverpool on February 1, ready to sail 1o New York on the
8.8, Africa. This time the journey was uneventhl,

He liked New York—"a very regularly built, nico, clean town
with many many elegant and even colossal buildings"—though he
felt it did not compare with the European capitals. He found Tittle
to admure in New York women, and noted in his diary that “at the
age of 22 they look just ny old and worn out as they are beautiful and
symmetrical at 16 and 10." He complained of their tendency to be
amusing and frivolous. Also, he disliked the railrouds, and come
mented sternly after a trip to Philadelphia: “The American rail-
roads are merely laid out with the design to make money, and not
the |east notice is taken as o convenience und aceommodations for
passengers.'’ Later he inveted huge sums in American milroads,

In Washington he cilied on President Fillmore. "I made my in-
toduction by stating my great desire 1o see this beautiful country
of the Weat,” he wrote in his journal, “and o make the acquaing.
ance of the great men who govern it.” Soon after attending a seirde
at the White Houwse, he hurried off by ship to the Isthmus of Panama,
at that time the most direct voute 0 the Far West. There was no
Panama Ralleoad. Prospectors journeyed by mule ivain acrom the
Isthmus, where vellow fever was prevalent and there were bandits
in the surrounding jungles. Schliemann went armed with a revolver
and a long dagger. He saw alligators in the Chagres niver and butter-
flics as large as pigeons. It was the first time he had ever 52t foot in
the tropics, and he paid the tribute of his grudging admiration to the

The isthrmus of Parama B an immense Eden in which the
descendants of Adam and Eve seem to have reained the man-
ners and customs of their primitive forefathers; for they go quite
naked, and live upon the fruit which the splendid tropical vege-
tation puts around them in magnificent abundance. Their chief
characieristic is u horrible Iaziness, which does not permit them
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to occupy themselves with anything; they cannot find themaelyves
happier than lying in their hammocks and eating and drinking,

They are very [antastic.

Fantastic or not, he feared them—and not only for their Inziness;
The bones of many prospectors, killed by these Indians, littesed the.
niule trail, He was no happier when he reached Panama Gity and
discovered that the Spanish inhabimnts suffered from the same lazi-
ness, and in addition posscssed the vices he attributed to the young
women of New York. *The characteristic of the Spaniard in this
country,” he wrote sententiously, “is a great inclination for the frivo-
lous and anvsing, a great laziness, and a great lightmess of charne-
ter."" It did not oceur to him that in a tropical climate vast ambi-
tions are sometimes at the mercy of the weather.

But though he detested everything in Panama, he was curiously
content. The journey was nearly over, and the prospect of acquiring
gold in Californin pleased him. Because he had to wait several days
for n ship, he amused himself by visiting the old city of Panama,
destroyed by Maorgan and his pirates and now hall overgrown with
Jjungle. It was the first time he had paid any attention to ruins since
leaving Ankershagen, and though he showed no particular excite-
ment—what puzzled him most of all was how the mots of trees
became embedded in the ancient walls—this visit to the old city
must be accounted his first archneological exploration. He noted
that the guide was stupid, and seemed to know nothing at all about
the ruins, and the whole journey was a waste of time.,

He sailed for California on March 15, 1851, on the 5.5, Cregon,
and hated every moment of the journey. He complained bitterly
about the food: no jce, no fresh meat, only salt pork and corned
beef. He liked 1o take his barhs in seawater, but the ship's servants
were curiously unco-operative. A week after leaving Panama the
ship put in at Acapulco, and his intense distrust of the Spaniards was
exchanged for 2 still more intense distrust of the Mexicans—they
were all false, ignorant and arrogant, and Acapuleo isell was no-
thing but a huddle of huts "like an African village™, Nor did he have
anything good to say abaut the port of San Diego, which he dis-
missed &5 a small village with a few wooden howses around & bay
thick with yellow seaweed. Hating the earth and his fellow-passen-
gem, he took to reading about astronomy and spent long howrs at
night gazing at the stars, mht have exploded altogether with
Il temuper if they had not arrived quickly at the Golden Gate. San
Francisco delighted him, but he had no time to waste. He was off
immediately to Sacramento, in search of his brothes’s grave,

Sacramento was still in ity infancy, and as he went about that
strange clapboard town which owed its existence to the neighbour-
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ing gold-ficlds, he had the same feeling which came to him with sur-
prizing force when he visited St Petersburg for the first time: here
wai undreamed-of wealth for the' anking. But he noted, too, thai the
number of gruves in the cemetery exceeded the toml population
of the town. He found his brother’s grave. There wan no marker,
and g0 he gave £15 to a loesl umdertaker for “a beautifidl marble
tombatone.” He asked about the fortune his brother had left, and
learned that Ludwig’s partner had absconded with it, He made
some inquirics about whether the police would be able to trace the
partner, but came to the conclusion that nothing would be gained
htﬁa;:at:m:ptmpmhmmfwmhd vanished into

n air,

When Ludwig arrived in Sacramento in July, 184, the whole
town consisted of exactly one frame building and & few huts, In two
years it had mushroomed into a city of 16000 inhabimante, and was
likely 1o connmue expanding at the same pace. Schiiesnanm liked the
town, and in his customary fashion set about exploring its poten-
tinlitics by making trips into the surmounding arcas. He visited Sut-
terville and the Yuba River gold-fields and Nevada Gity, which he
desctibéd as “a small and extremely nasty place in the midst of &
pine forest”. He was always searching for people who shared his
intepest in languages, and he was delizhted on a jourey through
the Sonoma Valley 1o encounter a certain Professor Reeger, who
spoke English, French, German, Imlian, Portnguese, and Dutch;
and it pleased him to it up half the night with a stranger who could
alip from one Innguage to another with his own euse,

Though Sacramento pleased and intoxicated him, he was still
undecided about his firuee, He lent a fittle money on short-term
morigages, but otherwise showed no particular desire to take root
there. He had ofien thought of making a prolonged journey o the
Far East, and it occurred to him during moments of weaknes thit
he ml'glll return to Germany by way of the Pacific, taking a boat
from San Francisco and visiting all the ports of China, India, and
Egvpt, and then taking a train through Italy. But these moments of
weakness passed, and as the exciternent of being in a strange country
wore away, he began to think seriennly once more of the fortune
which was only waiting for him to gather in his hands, So April and
May passed in a preliminary reconnabsance, and June found him
ohce more in San Francisco in conferences with the agents of
Messrs. Rothschild and other businessmen, while he prepared to sot
lumitlfupulbuyu-u{guld&uu,wllhhmdqummntﬂwmmu
of | and Front Streets in Sacramento.

He was attending these conferences on June 4, 1851, and had re-
tired to his hotel room after an exhmoting day, when the whale city
burst into fame. That was the night of the famous San Franciso
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fire, and Schliemann in his down-town hotel was caught in the
middle of it. Awakened by the clanging of fire bells, he dressed hur-
ricdly and ran out into the sirset & gale was Dowing and fanning
the flames. For a fow moments he watched the houses all round him
melting in the Aames, and then he found hingelF burrying up Tele-
graph Hill. “The roaring of the storm, the éracking of the gun-
powder, the cracking of the falling stone-walls, the cries of the

le and the wontedful spectacle of an immense city burning in a
dark night all joined to make this catastrophe awful in the extreme."
So he wrote the next day, the flames siill dazzling his eyes. There
was.a numour that foreign incendiaries were responsible for the
conflagration, and Schlistmann reports casually that many foreigners,
especially Frenchmen, were murdered by the people of San Fran-
cisco on suspicion of setting the fire. He was amazed by the coolbess
of the Americans, who went about rebuilding their city while the
ashes were s1ill hot and the lames were sill burning. He spent the
whole night on Telegraph Hill, and in the morning set out for
Sacramento,

Because he was afraid of fire, he leased an office in the only fire
proofl stone-and-iron building in Sacramento, and because he wis
afraid of theft he Bought a huge iran safe and siood over it from six
in the morming to ten at might; working hinselll and his two assist
ants, one Spanish, the other American, (o the bone. Prospestors
were flocking to California from all over the world, and so in a single
day be would find himself speaking all the eight languages he knew.
There were some languages he did not know, including the Kanaka
spoken by the natives of the Sandwich Lslands who had mysteriously
appeared in Sacramento, During his rare moments of leisure he in-
spected the 'Californian Tndians. They were a small copper-red
people extremely dirty, and suffered from syphilis. *“They lived,”
he said, “like ants in their heaps of earth."”

He had dreamed of a fortune, and now within & few months a
fortune was within his grasp, There were days when 180 pounds
weight of gold passed through his hands. His wealth increased
from week to week, until he became almost afraid of it, and like his
assisiants he went about armed with a Colt revolver. He wrote later
that he felt no particolar fear of the rascals he met in the course of
business: he conld always outwit them, But he repeats himself too
much, and boasts a little 100 often of his expertmess: there were
dhays when he seema to have lived in mortal terror of the gold which
came 30 easily into his hands, And sometimes he remembered that
he might die of typhus, like his brother, and there would be nothing
10 show for those long hours spent at his desk.

He had reason to be afraid, for in October he was lying on his
back, vomiting and raving like 4 madman, his body covered with
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yellow spots;‘while the doctor fed him with quinine and cilomel,
which were the usual medicines against yellow fever. In his absence
his clerks carried on the business, thieving to their heart’s content.
%mh:mmmudmhquuhh:fmmm:qﬁmln.mﬂ_
[ngl:ttum-ﬁ'fmdlﬂ,&nﬁmnh:du&ihdmtnh:ryﬂ
loneliness which goes with acquiring a fortune:

I had a pery hard fime here during the week, and never a negro
alave worked harder than [ did.

But that is all nothing to the danger of sleeping the night alone
with o immense accounts of gold in cash. I always spend the
night in a feverish horror and loaded pistols in doth hands. The
noise of a mouse ar a rat struck me with terror ;—I could eat only
once a day viz: at 6§ at night, and other wants of nature T was
forced to forget entirely, In one word : it was & most awful time.

He had hardly recovered from one bout of fever when he caught
the fever again. In January, 1852, he went 1o recuperate in the
Santa Clara Valley, a sick man, drained of energy, worried beyond
measure because his doctor had tald him he had the same constitu-
tion as his brother and was likely 1o die in the same way. Yet he
kriew his strength, and possemsed a driving compulsion to acquire a
fortune before he left Sacramento, and he was back again at his desk
at the beginning of February. Onee more he rose at fve in the
morning, took his place behind his desk, weighed gold dust, wrote
out banker’s drafts and talked to prospectors in cight Innguages—a
stilf, unsmiling, puncrilious man, with a curiously shrill voice and the
air of a scholar resolved to solve the mystery of wealth and harness
it to his own purposes, though he was still ursure what these pur-
poses were. He called himsell an Americin, spoke of “our gold-
fields" and “‘our cemetery”, and sometimes thought of settling in
America for the rest of his life. More often he found himself dream-
ing about a farm in Germany, though he must have known he pos~-
sessed no skill as a farmer. He had put Russia behind him. Sitting
over his horde of gold, he lived a life of quiet desperation, at odds
with himself, certain of only one thing : he must make his fortune, or

perish,
He very nearly perished at the end of March, when the fever
came again and once more his body was covered with yellow spots.
He had given his clerks instructions—as soon as he showed himself
to: carry on his business, they were o wrap him in a

blanket and send him by steamer to San Francisco, Seven days later,
on April 7, he had made his resolution. Miraculously recovered, he
visited the Rothschild bank in San Francisco, and arranged for the
transfer of his assets and the liquidation of his business, He had
made his fortune. Others had made larger fortunes from the Cali-
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fornian gold mines, but few had made them so quickly, or at so little
risk. In the course of nine moniths be had amassed §400,000, He wiy
not in the least staggered by his staggering good fortune. It seemed
to him that this was no more than his due reward, earned by e
morseless attention to detail and a consuming passion for hard work.
He was to learn during the following weeks that the gods sometimes
punish those to whom they have shown excessive favours.

He adotred the Americans, but found them curiously uncouth,
their manners reprehensible, and their women unattractive. Ac-
cardingly, he now decided to spend the rest of his life among the
R ussians, whose social graces he respected and whose women showed
the proper seripusness he demanded, His fortune would enable him
to lead a life of baronial magnificence in Moscow or 5t. Petersburg,
He decided to return to Russia in style, paying §600 for a state-room
in the steamer taking him from San Francisco to Panama. He would
crosy the Isthmus, take a ship to New York, and then make his way
in & leisurely fashion to Russia.

The first warning (rom the gods came in the Gulf of Tehuamepec,
seven days out from San Francisco. The ship was caught in a
typhoon, and nearly foundered, The second warning came in
Panama Ciry, when an attempt was made to steal his luggage—he
sat over it grimly with a Calt revolver in one hand and a dagges
in the other. A few miles of the Pannma Railroad had been lLuid,
but thereafler the journey scross the Isthmus was along the mule
traili
He had chosen the worst season of the year for his journey. [t
rained continually. They were abandoned by their guides. They
had no food, and were forced to live on iguana lizards, which they
ate raw, They were attacked by scorpions and rattlesnakes, It was a
Jandscape of nightmare and terror. He suffered excruciating pain
from a wound in his leg, which became gangrenous. There were no
bandages, no medicines. For fourteen days they pushed forward
along the forest trail, their clothes sticking to their skins, in danger
of attack from the Indinns, without maps, without any resson 10
belicve that they would ever reach Colon. They shot monkeys,
skinned them, and ate the Ash, and quarrelled violently among
themselves. Some died of dysentery, others of yellow fever, and their
bodies were left beside the trall for the jungle animals to feed on.
And still the rain came down, a bitter cold rain which sucked their
energy and gave them the appesrance of drowned men wandering
at the bottom of the sea,

For Schliemant the most terrible thing of all was that he trusted
no one and therefore could not afford 1o sleep, With his dagger and
revalver he stood guard continually over his luggage : the gold bars,
the drafts on Rothschild, the letters of introduction to merchant
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princes all over Exrope. He was a man who rarely wrote vividly of
his own emotions, but sometimes emotion comes through. So it was
when he described the storm off Texel, and 5o it §s again in & short
paragraph he permitied himself when deseribing the agonies of the
Journey across the Isthmus:

We became so familiarized with desth thar it lost for ua all jts
terror, that we began to like it and 1o look upon it as a lingeri
of our sufferings. Thus came that we laughed and mm
selves at the convulsions of the dying and that crimes were per-
petrated among us; erimes g0 ferriple! that now at a later date 1

cannot think of it without cold and trembling harrar,

He pever revealed what crimes were committed, or whether he
himself committed them. Rape, mumder, cannibalism—there are no
elues. In later years, whenever he wrote about his life, he always
passed quickly over the years be spent in America, and he never
again referred to his journey acréss the Isthmus of Panama, He did
everything he could to forget those terrible fourteén davs, and be-
came more merciless and demanding of himsell and of others. His
sisters had always complained of his coldness, the air of indifference
which he showed to the world ; now he was to become colder, harder,
sterner, and more than ever in love with wealth, In 4 strange way
he was ing more and more like the Greek heroes who slum-
bered in the depths of his imagination, for they too had laughed
-and amused themselves at the comvulsions of the dying, and like him
‘had pursued wealth avidly, with barbaric abandonment.

Sa he made his way back to Europe, pausing only long enough in
New York to have his wound bandaged, and in London to have the
gangrene burned out with lqpis infermefis, and then be was back in
Mecklenburg for a few weeks, renewing old acquaintances and
flaunting his wealth, giving expensive presents to his uncle, his
father, and his sisters. He had abandoned the idea of setiling down
oti-a farm. He would have & mansion of his owny ar at Jeast & large
apartment, and marey 3 Russian girl of good family, and perhaps
in time he would be elevated to the Rusian nobility. He was
thirty ; he had made his fortune, and he feared no one. As he mode
back in the sleigh to St Petersburg, he counted himsell the most
fortunate man in the world. He had only to lift i finger, and
everything he had ever dreamed of during his poverty-siricken days
in Fumstenberg and Amsterdam—books, wine, women, servants,
housss—would all be given to him in double measure, He did not
know, and could not guess, that fur seventeen lang years his wealth
was to taste like ashes in his mouth,
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THE MERCHANT PRINCE

Ou'rwnnm.*r he was 8 man of the world, the very type of the
suceessfill business executive, with his gold-rimmed spectacles and
long coat with an astrakhan collar. He wore his mustache @ la
Tartare, carried an ebony cane, and possessed his own carriage. His
vast apartment on one of the best streets of St. Petershurg conssted
ol two salons, seven bedroams, five other rooms, a kitchen, stables,
cellars, and a coach-house, The best available wines were in the cel-
lars and three of the most expensive horses were in the coach-house.
Princes and merchants clumoured for invitations to the house of the
adventurous businessman who was believed 1o have made a vast
fortune in the California gold-ficlds. He had an air of authority. He
was cultivated and well-mannered. He spent money lavishly—had he
not spent a thousand roubles to furnish a single guest-room? In St
Petersburg be was regarded as the most fortunate of men, the most
desirable of acquuintances, & man in line to become president of the
Chamber of Commerce,

The inward man, however, bore very little resemblauce to the
image he showed to the world. Fires blazed in him, and sexual pas-
sion drove him almost insane. Above all he wanted a wife and
children, and with all the women in Russia to choose from, he had
to choose i cold virago who married him only for his money, re-
fused to share his bed, taunted him comtinually, and lived out her
life as though she were waiting for him to die so that she could in-
herit his fortune. Again and again in leters 1o his father and sisters
he complains in a tone of bewilderment against the borror of being
marricd toa woman who despised him.,

Perhaps it was unavoidable. Perhaps he was so full of his wealth
that no woman would have married him on his own merits, Eka-
terina Lishin had refused him before, when he was already a wealthy
merchant, Now that he was wealthy beyond the dreams of avarice,
she accepted him. He called on her the day after he reached St
Petershurg and continued to call on her during the following weeks.
He told himsell he was in love with ber, and would always love her,
She possessed all the virtues: she was good, kind, simple, attentive,
She held herself well, and was equally at home in her own salon
and at the receptions given by wealthy merchants. He adored her,
and promised to do everything to make her happy. On the day nf his
marriage, October 12, 1852, lmw;me to his family :
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Today | became the happy husband of Catherine Lyschin,
who is 2 Russian lady of great accomplishment of body and mind.
My wif ia a very good, simple, clever and sensible girl, and 1 Jove
and respect her more with every passing day, Because T am so
happily married, 1 have decided to make St. Petershurg my bome
for the rest of my life.

No one ever entered upon a marriage with such high hopes, or
regretted them so quickly, Within a few weeks hie was writing to his
gsters that his marringe was a mistake and he was being driven to the
verge of madness. He had hoped for warmth from his wife, but re-
ceived only implacable coldnes. “There are some phlegmnatic
people,” he wrote, “whose passions glow with a gentle, almost im-
perceptible flame, but in me pasion becumes a comuming fire
when obstacles prevent me from obinining the objects of my desire.
I know that intense desire and hopeless passion can drive a man to
madness, .. "

He was so shocked thnt he wrote a series of confidential letters to
his friends, begging for advice and consolation. Little consalation
was forthcoming. A friend in Amsterdam urged him to remember
that even if Eliterina had murried him without love, at least by
the very fuct of marrying him she had sacrificed herself for him. She
was perhaps not wholly bad. Probably she was only terrified by his
parsimony, and if he was more generous to her, she might return his
affections in time, His sisters wrote in the same strain, pointing out
without malice that his own forbidding coldness might be the cawe
of the eoldness in his wife, He must learn to be human, to be warm,
to give himsell to others. But there was no school where he could
learn the art of being human, and so he plunged voraciously into
the world of business. In this world he was master, and knew exactly
bow to behave and what was expected ol him.

By instinct he was a gambler. Returning to Rusia he put his en-
tire fortune into indigo, and he controlled the market. His bead-
quarters were in St. Petersburg, but a few weeks after his marriage
he established a branch office in Moscow, placing his friend Alexed
Matveiev in charge of it. He still worked twelve and sometimes four-
teen hours a day. He saw little of his wife, preferring to stay in his
office or to travel around Russia rather than face her temper. He
showed no interest in the arts, Work was his oplum: he drugged
himself steadily, compulsively, and without any enjoyment except
the enjoyment which came to him when be sent copies of the Aren-
tadt Shipping Journal 1o his father. The Journal gave the names of in-
mrnin;anduuigcﬁngvmeh,th:mmuﬂmudmmnndﬂhdy
a3 not there would be a long list of vessels filled with indigo and con-
li;mdlnthcﬁrman.ScMimnn&G:.Thmmﬂﬂnr;mﬂ
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incoming vessels and three outgoing vessels shown against his name

in the report for 1853, but this was only part of the story. Thousands

of freight wagons were bringing consignments 5 him from Kdnigs-

bere and Memel, He wrote to his Ether that his cash turnover

amounted to a million sllver roubles a month, and there was no end

to it—fortune piled on fortune, gold on gold, and he was sill no-
nearer the happiness he yearned for. And just as previously he had

dreamed of ending his davs on & furm in Mecklenburg, so now there

would come to him the thought of returning to America and buying

a furm there, "1 believe I would enjoy country lile,"' he wrote ton
friend in America, "und I am sure I would find plenty to occupy

me in the cultivation and development .of my land."

He had none of the instincts of a farmer, who waits patiently for
the seed to flower, He was always in a hurry, always working at a
breath-taking pace, angry if there were any moments in the day
when he was not actively concerned with business. About this time
he wrote a revealing letter 1o his father, saying: “I cannot follow
your well-meant advice to retire [rom business and devote mysell te
a quict life. 1 was so accustamed to living a life of intense sctivity
that inactivity, even under the most favourable circumstances,
would drive me into an insane asylum.” He was close to madnes,
and knew it, & strange sallow-featured high-strung genius of finance
who sometimes broke into screams of rage and whose letters to his
agents all over the world were often written in tones of demoniac
fury, because his orders were not instantly abeyed. The dream ol an
escape to America pursued him during the early years of his marriage.

But for a man to dream of America while living in Russia in the
middle yean of the last century was to invite disaster. America was
as legendary as Atlantis, a place of perfeet freedom, where men
never suffered from the infuriating attentions of the buresucracy.
In Crime and Pumiviment Dostocvsky tells the story of Svidrigailov,
who had always dreamed of going to America. We see Svidrgailov
wandering through the dirty yellow fog of St. Petersburg on a winter
day, making his way along the wooden pavements covered with
slippery mud. Suddenly through the fog there looms up a strange
little man muffled in a grey soldier’s cloak, with a brass Achilles
helmet, evidently the guard outside one of the great official build-
ings. Svidrigailov and Achilles glare at each ather,

*"You've got no business to be here,” says Achilles.

"Well, good morming to you—that's true,” says Svidrigailov.

“Then explain yourself,*
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Svidrigailov draws out his revolver and cocks it. Achilles raises his
evebrows. _

*“You musin't do things like that here,” Achilles says. “What sort
of joke are you playing " '

“It's all righe—"

U] assure you it is notall right!"

0Ok, there's no harm done,” Svidrigailov says. *This iz just as
good a place as any other. 17 they ask you any questions, tell them
I was going to Amenica,”

Svidrigailov puts the revolver to his right temple.

“You shouldn’t do it,” Achillss protests, *This isn't the right
place at all."

Then Svidrigailov pulls the trigger.

Such was Dostoevsky’s story written only a few years later, and
though Schliemann showed no interest in Russian literature or the
strange upheavals in the spiritual atmesphere of Russia, he was in-

- escapably involved in the Russian temper, and perhaps all the more
involved becanse he believed himself so detached. Like the Russians
he felt the terrible yearning for the freedom of America, which he
had kinown for a few months in California, and Iike them he pos-
sessed a revulsion from freedom and contempt for American ways.
Those dreams of America, which enter so casually in his letters, had
the stuff of tragedy in them.

Meatiwhile business held him. Half-mad with anxiety, hating his
wife, at odds with his agents, he found security in nitending to his
ledgers. The richer he became, the less use he had for his riches, Yet
butiness was the air he breathed, and his Pole Star, Whatever he
looked upon must be tumed to profit—there was no other law, At
rare intervals he permitted himself the solace of writing letters to his
[uthcrmd:imu.;wmmjngthmuithm!muimﬂmﬂm—
couraging them to live in the utmost sobriety. His letiers must have
set their teeth on edge, but they always thanked him for the small
sums of maney he sent. He wrote to his father :

By today’s post 1 have forwarded instructions for 500 talers to
be eredited mmmmt.lhwhighhuputﬁ:tmwﬂlmc
this sum in establishing yoursell at your new address in Danzig
in the manner befitting the father of Heinrich Schliemann,

Inphdngﬂlhlumu?wdilpmdlmm_bwwﬂimhuhu
in future you keep a respectable manservant and a respectable
maid, while preserving a decent standard of cleanliness in your
hﬁmltzpmmp]lmﬁ:hﬂ,wp,knhﬂlndhrhmht
ihiningandcm:ndﬁmﬂmrbuuﬂubmﬂﬂhmhbﬂ!ﬂ:m
times & week, and you will have food on your table befitting a
person of your station in life.

27579
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The 500 talers he sent his father were a pittance compared with
the money he was making, Wherever he turned, luck pursued him.
He heard that the Tear was about to issué a new legal code, and it
occurred to him immediately that the code would be printed on
paper of fine texture and disuibuted in thousands of copies. Accord-
ingly, he made & corner in the best available paper, offered to sell
‘it o the government, and his offer was accepted. He branched off
in & bundred different directions, and always made money.

Oceasionally there were moments of tension. In the autumn of
1854 he was returning to Russia after attending the indigo auctions
in Amaterdam. The Crimean War had broken out. The Russian
ports were being blockaded, and all merchandise intended for St.
Petessburg had to be shipped through Kdonigsberg and Memel,
then forwarded overland. Hundreds of chests of indigo and huge
quantities of other goods had been shipped by his Amsterdam agent
to Memel. He arrived at Kanigsberg on October 3, and as usual
put up at a hotel near the Green Gate. The next morning he looked
out of the window, and saw, as he had seen many tmes before, the

words written in |arge gold letters on the gate-tower:

Fuiltus fortunae varsatur imagine lienae :

Creseit, decresit, comsigne persivfere nescif,

The face of fortune varics as the image of the moon
Waxes and wanes, and knows not how to remain constant,

For some reason the words with their ominous warning threw
him into a panic, Years before he had mentioned this strange in-
scription to his father, and sometimes his [ather had quoted them
back at him, This time, however, the words came 10 him with sur-
prising force. He was sure something terrible had happened. He
rode off to Tikit, and then to Memel, and learned on the stage-
coach that large arcas of Memel had burned to the ground during
the night. Smoke drifted over the city, and the ruined warehouses
were still smouldering when he arrived. Almost insane at the thought
of lesing those hundreds of chests of indigo, convineed that he was
ruined, he sought out his agent, who simply pointed at the smoking
nitins and shrugged his shoulders,

Schliemann panicked easily, Whenever he suffered losses, he
thought he was on the verge of bankruprey. He told himself that he
would have 1o start again from the beginning, and in his confused
state of mind began to make plans: he would write to the Schroders
and beg them for credit, sell his houses and estates, live at the bare

minimum of subsistence. He had done all this before, and triumphed.

He told himself he had lost everything, and would return imme-
diately to St. Petersburg and attempt to put his affiirs in oxder. All
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that ‘day he trembled in an agony of hysterical misery, roo sick at
heart to think of anything clse exceps his loss. _

He was moaning about his loss to the people standing around the
stagecoach thit evening, as he was about to continue the jourmney to
St. Petersburg, when someone tapped him on the shoulder. The
stranger introduced himself as the chief clerk of Meyer & Co.,
Schliemann's agents in Memel, and said none of his chests of indigo
had been lost. The warehouses were full when the ships put in at
Memel, and some wooden storchouses had been hastily erected at
a distance from them. The flames had not touched the storehouses,
Schliemann wits s0 overwhelmed by his good fortune that he re-
mained speechless for some mimites. Once again, 5o it secmed (o
him, divine providence had saved him when he was in desperate
straits. The only one saved from the general ruin, he saw the finger
of God pointing at him und he exulted like a child.

There was no need to hurry on to St. Petershurg. Instead, he
stayed at Memel and superintended the sale of his goods at & vast
profit, turning his money over again and again, and closing deals
on terms which sometimes astounded him. He had the Midas
touch, and no objection to playing the part of a war profiteer—he
sold indigo and other dyes, but he also embarked on trade in salt-

sulphur, and lead, to be used for gunpowder and bullets. He

made one fortune in the California gold-fields, and be made

another in the Crimean War. By the end of 1B55 he was worth
§1,000,000,

In other respects, too, fortune smiled on him. For the first time
he was enjoying happy relations at home. His greatly increased
wealth made Ekaterina more amenable and more loving, and that
year she presented him with a child, who was called Sergey, For a
few bricf months he was overwhelmed with gratitude towards his
wife. He bought an estate near the summer residence of the Tsar at
Peterhol, gave his wife jewellery, and promised to let her have a
holiday in the south of France. At odd moments during 1854 he had
learned Polish and Swedish. This @wur mirakilin, which gave him a
sccond fortune and & son, was to be crownerd with one lurther gift—
the gift of the Greek language, which he had always hesitated to
learn beeause he was afraid he would fall completely under its spell.

Ever since he had heard the drunken miller reciting a hundred
lines of Homer in the grocer's shop at Farstenberg, he had told him-
self he would learn Greek. He had suffered agonies of misery when
he was forced to leave the Gymnasium at Neu Strelitz just when he
Wﬂlbwtmenmrlhnﬁmckdlnﬂtwlhcymhchlquu?d
a library of books concerned with Homer and the Greek heroes in a
multitude of langnages, but he deliberately avoided books written
iy Greek for fear that he would set everything aside until he could
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recite whole books of Homer by heart. Now at last he eonld afford
to permit himsell this supreme luxury, But characteristically he did
not allow Greek to Interfere overmuch with his business,

For six diyz a week he worked at his office, but on Sundays he
sshut himself up in his study, sometimes alone, sometimes with a
teacher, and alter six Sundays of prodigious mental activity he was
able to eompose long, complex sentences in ancient Greek, and soon
he was writing in modern Greek as well. The fountain burst forth,
He was overwhelmed by the beauty and clarity of this language,
which was even more glorious than he bad anticipated. He was so
delighted that he wrote to his former teacher at Neu Strelitz, enclos-
ing a résumé of his whole life in the language spoken by Homer,
inssting that even in his darkest moments he had been “uplifted by
holy hexameters and the music of Sophocles™. *'T am intoxicated by
this angunge," he wrote, T must go to Greece, and live there! It
surprises me ihat a language can be so noble! 1 do not know what
wthers think, but it seems to me there must be a great future. for
Greece, and the day cannot be far distant when the Hellenic flag
will fly over Santa Sophia; And what amazes me more than amy-
thing else is that the Greels, after three eenturies of Turkish domina-
tion, still preserve their national language intact.”

As always, his enthusiasms ran wild. Not content with reading
Sophocles in the original, he must translate Sophocles into modern
Greek. He must read everything that Plato wrote, every speech
spoken by Demosthenes. He filled notchook afier notebook, with
lists of words, sentences, conversations with himself, and long mone-
logues. At night, in an inn in Nizhni Novgorod, he sat down and
described in clasical Greek the impression produced upon him by
the fimous [rir, Then he went on to unburden his soul, writing &
lise of his own faults: his nervousness, his absird addiction to
maney, the ruthlessness which he was the fisst to recognize, his
strange desire 10 escape—to Mecklenburg, to America, cven to the
equatorial regions, where perhaps he might become like the natives
who cared nothing for money, so long = there were bananas and
oranges growing on the trees. All his mest secret thoughts wers
written in Gresk, a language so beautiful that he believed to the end
of his life that it was spoken by the gods. But instead of calming his
spirit, the Greck language only made him more wildly excited.
He lived for those Sundays and those other days when, to ccape
from his wife, he travelled over Rusia, from one fair to another,
always with a travelling case filled with Greek books,

These Greek notes, written in thirty-five notebooks over a period
of two years, contain his mest revealing comments an himaclf, Here
the stern moralist gives way to the Rabelaisian commentator, who
was not above tuking a pretty woman on his knee when he was
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travelling by stagecoach, or exchanging rispué stories with

business men at the great summer fair at Nizhni Novgorod, whi

he attended year afler vear, In St. Petersburg he was the man of pro-
perty, sharp-tongued, with a shrill voice and consuming ambition

to make more and more money. At Nizhni Novgorod he became
human again, got drunk, frolicked with women and behaved like all®
the other merchants who kicked over the traces at the [uir,

Increasingly, as time passed, hesaw the world through Greek eyes.
He became a fanatic champion of Greek claims 1o Constantinople,
an attitude not caleulated to endear him to the Rumians, who also
elaimed Constantinople. For some months be searched for 8 Russian-

ing Greek, saying that nothing would please him more than
to have a Greek in his employ. He found a tutor named Theokletos
Vimpos, a priest of the Greek Orthodox Church who was studying in
St. Petersburg, Vimpos was a warm friendly man who spoke Greek
with the purest of Athenian accents. The tutor was one of the few
who could penetrate Schliemanm's reserve, and soon the iron<hard
casing began to crack. With the help of Vimpos, and a few other
scholars who attended the Sunday swinde given in the vast apartment,
he began to abundon the idea of escaping to some remote part of the
world. He told himself he was inescapably European, and as soon as
possible he would abandon his business and deyote himself to & Life
of scholarship.

So the weeks passed, while he fought within himself the war of
his own opposing natures, He was like a weather-cock : one moment
he was telling hinsself he dared not leave his business, the next he
was swearing by the almighty gods of Greece that his lilz was semse-
less and miserable, and he was the living example of a vile miser—
no, it would be best altogether to slip out of St. Petersburg and siudy
in one of the great university towns in Germany. But would he be
accepted there? He possessed no degrees, no formal training. Then
where? At such moments of doubt and indecision, he would find
himsell backsliding again—he would have a farm and devote the
remainder of his life to scientific pursuin. In July 1856 be wrote to &
ﬁimﬁdnth:wmm:nhin;(urnﬁmdmgthﬂkhhw,hutmﬂyn
few weeks before be had written to another friend that he wis deter-
mined to see the world, because he had seen 3o little of it, and he was
beginning to think that he might make a career for himsell as a
writer,

The trith was that be did not know his own mind, or what he
wanted, or what direction to pursuc. In spite of some lossss and a
few bad debis he had made a second fortune out of the war, and he
was aware of » mounting sense of guilt. He wrote in his Greek note-
boaks: “I am, | know, mean and avaricious, T shall liave to give up
being 5o mercenary. All through the war [ thought of nothing but
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money.” This was true, but he could hardly remember a time when
hie was not thinking of money, He hated himself, and approved of
himself, and went about his business, hoping that the solution
would come from somewhere otitade himsell, and none eame, and
#0 he fed his own misery.

He made plans to retire in 1857, but the financial panic which
settled over Europe during the closing months of the year caughs
him just at the moment when he was abbut to abandon his business.
He had, a1 usual, over-extended himeelf, There were bills outstand-
ing on London, Paris, Hambury, and Amsterdam totalling 3,000,000
talers. Acting for himsell] all his eapital invested in trade; he saw
himself ruined again. Foreign firms went bankrupt, His hair turned
grey, and he was almost out of his wits with worry, trying to keep
afloat, By juggling figures, by taking enormous risks, by superin-
tending every aspect of his busines, even the least important, he
succeeded in keeping his business guing, Actually, he had never
been in any great danger. Yet the horror of that winter affected
him deeply, and For months afterwards hot tears would spring to his
eycs as he remembered how he had kept awake through the long
nights, pitting his financial skill against the skill of Euvropean bankess,

By the spring of 1858, when he realized that there was no longer
any need for panic, with his fortune as secure as ever, he had des
cided the time had eome (o visit Greece. His relations with his wile
had never been worse: they stared at one another coldly across the
dining table and hardly exchanged ten words in a week. He had
however conceived another child—*I stole it from her," he wroe
bratally. When summer came, he decided he could bear her presence
no longer and set out alone on a long journey of exploration through
all the countries he had wanted to see, promising himself he would
pay special attention to Athens and Tthaca, the island of Odysseus.
Not Troy, but Mount Aetios on Ithaca, where Odysseus kept his
palace, was the object of his dreams, perhaps because he saw himself
a5 a wanderer like his hero, scarching for a home.

First he went to Sweden and Denmark, having leamned Swedish
and Danish in 1854 for business purposes, but he stayed in these
cousitries only a few dayvs—they had litle to teach him. ‘Then he
paid a brief visit to his father in Germany, and he was off to Italy.
He was a little afraid of going straight to Greece, and decided upon
delaying tactics. He would see what Egypt had to offer him before
throwing himself with heart and soul upon the land which entraneed
him more than any other, As an ordinary tourist he sailed down the
Nile on a dahabiyeh as far as the Second Cataract, learning Arabic
during the journey. From Cairo he went by caravan to Jerusalem
by way of the rose-red rock city of Petra, but he found little to in-
terest him in Jerusalem, and soon by way of Smyrna and the llands
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of the Cyclades he was making his way to Athens. In later years he
liked to remember that at some period during this journey he dis-
guised himaell 23 & bedouin, had himsell circumeized, and pene.
trated the hily eity of Mecea. But he makes oo mention of the visit
to Mecca in his voluminous diaries, and seems to have imagmed
the entire journey.

But he did not imagine Athens. He put up at the best hotel,
climbed the Acropalis, and was supremely content. Athens was
everything he had hoped for. That bright and glittering city pos-
sezted the powet to hold his ghosts st bay. Through letters of intro-
duction from Theckletos Vimpos he was able 1w meet Greek
scholars, who complimented him on his perfect pronunciation and
listened approvingly when he explained that he intended to spend
some months on the island of Tthacs and perhaps compose a book
on it. They offered him more letters of introduction.

He was about to leave for the island when he received a tele-
gram from St. Petersburg announcing that he was being sued in the
High Court by a businessman who had failed during the crisis of
1857, but instead of paying the sums due to Schiiemann had de-
rided to sue an the grounds that he had been defrauded. Schliemann
was suffering from a fever. He sent telegrams to St. Petersburg asking
whether the suit could be postporied, but the court permitted no de-
lay. His career as an amateur archaeologist came to an abrupt end
as he hurried back to St. Petersburg, exchanging Greece for the
miserics of an intolermble morriage and & court teial, For five more
years he was to remain in Russia, safeguarding his fortune,

He won the trial ; he won another child from Ekaterina; he won
a third fortune; and he lost himself, He lost, too, his interest in

and Greece frightened him. To reach Athens he had
made u long, roundabout tour, as though not daring to oonfront the
ultimate vision until he had steeled himself to the enchantments of
other countries and other landscapes. Now, when he spoke about
journeying sbroad, he never mentioned Greece—he would go to
China or South America. For nearly ten years the palace of Odys-
seus slept,

He was the businessman again, proud, imperious, sending off
scathing messages to his agents, who bore with him only because he
paid promptly and was regarded as one of the greatest importers in
the world, In a delirium of high finance, he began to extend himsel{
still further, Olive oil and indigo had been his staples; now he em-
barked on cotton and tex on a large scale. He quarrelled with
everyone. He quarrelled with Ekaterina on the upbringing and
education of his children. Sergey was uming into a bright boy, the
apple of his father’s eye. The second and third children, both as he
said “stolen” from the mother, were girls. Natalya was born in 1858,
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and Nadezhda—the word means “hope’"—was born three years
later, the year when he made his most far-renching deals, His busi-
ness prospered, In 1862—3, in spite of insurrections in Poland which
threw trading in Russia out of kilter, his net annual profit on indigoe
alone was £'1,500,000, with 6 per cent interest on the capital, This
third fortune was the largest of all, and with this safely invested he
could no longer pretend he would ever be in danger of penury,

He was always making finnl decisions which were never
Now he decided he would settle in Dresden with his wile and child-
ren, and live the life of a moneyed business man in retirement, with
properties and investments scattered all over the earth. He bought a
house in Dresden, and then sent urgent messages 10 his wife 1o join
him. She refused to come, reminding him that she oo longer desired
his embraces and he was perfectly free to choose a mistress. He
threatened to return to St. Petersburg. “With the aid of the police
and my own arms,'" he wrote, "1 shall take my darlings away from
iy own home so that I can give them here in Dresden the German
education which their mother denies them."" 'So he wrote to a high
government official, and he seems 1o have been surprised when he
discovered that his demands were listened to without sympathy. His
wife called him = tyrant, a despot, and a libertine, and he was
all these. A greying unattractive milliopaire, with a high domed
forehead and watery brown eyes which lit up only when he was
talking about money, he represented all that was most repugnant
in Russian socicty. No one knew, or guessed, that this lost and
bedevilled man would find himselfin the end.

He did not find himself easily. Many years were to pass before he
found the clue to Himsell. He did not know that to accomplish any
act of any worth a man must submit himsell 1o a higher authority,
must submit completely and with awful humility, casting aside all
the goods of this earth except those which assist him in the act of
perfect submission. He knew indigo and cotton, olive oil and tea,
and how much they were worth on the world's markets, but he had
not even learned the beginner's steps in the art of living. So he wan-
dered about in the quicksands, miserably aware that he was gener-
ally detested, with no close fHends, a stranger to himself, hating
himself, the prey of strange fancies. “How is it," he asked himaelf,
*'that I who have made three fortunes am so miserahly unhappy

A heavy sum of money was owetl to him by a certain Stefan Solo-
vieff, and as soon as this money was paid in the winter of 1863, he
decided to leave Russia. He sold his business, settled some money
on his wife and children, and vowed he would never return, He had
not the Jeast idea what he would do. He seems to have gone travel-
ling simply to drown his miseries, without plan, in & state of bewilder-
ment, At odd moments it occurred to him to write impressions of his
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journeys, but he had no high opinion of his own “All my
scribblings collapse like 2 house without foundations," he wrole
once, and in the same letter he speaks of himself ns “‘one who will
never remain anything else but a dabbler in scholarly pumuits" In
his journey which wok him round the weorld, he remained the
dabbler, making his clegant, precise comments on the world a1 he
found it. He was still a dilettante,

In April, 1864, he was in Tunis, gazing open-mouthed at the
ruins of Carthage. He made another trip 10 Egypt, and then went
on to India, where his mlent for languages failed him—he took no
interest in learning Urdu or any of the Indian languages, He visited
Ceylon, Madras, Caleutts, Benares, Agra, Lucknow, Delhi, and
made his way to the foothills of the Himalayas. The heat and the
noise of India frightened him, but Singapore pleased him and he
was delighted with the short side 1ip he made to Java, before going
on to Chinn. It had been a long, leisurely tour. He had high hopes
for China. There at least were great scholars and men held learing
in high repute.

Mast of the time he was miserable in China. He complained of
the food, the sccommodations, the dust, the smells; and he especi-
ally hated travelling in the little two-wheeled carts. In his diary he
mentions with approval only one person he met in China—the ex-
patriate Englishman, Robert Thomas, who had been a misslonary,
but Jost his faith and became u humble interpreter attached to the
customs house at Cheefu. Schliemann liked him because he was a
man who knew nine languages, speaking fiuently in Rusian,
Swedish, German, French, Spanish, Portuguese, Italian, Japanese
and Chinese. Thomas learned these languages by writing out words
and sentences and making stories from them. Tt was a method close
to Schlicmann's heart, and as he describes the impression produced
by “this most humble and intelligent man™, there is a touch of
mw.amlut:m:nuwnhhhuinm}:ﬂ.uﬂ:mdhhm
righteoumness. It seemed to Schliemann that Thomas could have
bettered himself] if lie had only applicd himself more actively 1o
making a fortune,

Soon he was on his way to Peking, which be reached on April o,
1865, after an uncomfurtable joumney by twoswheeled cart from
Tientsin, He hated every moment of the journey. He could neither
ﬂlwﬂimlinth:nrhmdmldcmMuﬁhthmdlﬁnguurﬂa
the lead-pole. Tt was evening when he reached Peking, and he was
out of temper. He admired the huge stone walls surrounding the
city, but once inaide he was filled with horror. These were no hotels,
He found lpdgings in & Buddhist monastery, wliere he was atked to
pay 12 francs for a room, but after prolonged bargaining he sue-
ceeded in reducing the cost to 6 francs, Everything about the room
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displeased him—ihe Fang, the raised brick bed of northern China,
the floor which had turned to mud because the monks had sprinkled
water on it, the stools and the little tables. There were fen large
gcrolls hanging on the walls of the room, and for some reason it
occurred to him to make careful measurements of them, They were
covered with precise Chinese calligraphy, and he says in his diary
that the scrolls contained extracts from the Confucian classics—an
unlikely decoration for a Buddhist monastery.

Birt il he hated the room, he hated the lack of service more. He
asked for food, but the monks assured him there was no food to be
obtained. He slept soundly, exhausted by hunger, and at five in the
morning he was awakened by his servant Atchon, who brought him
a bowl of dirty yellow rice, a teapot filled with green tes, and a tea
cup, Schlismann was almost out of his wits with herror, He could
not eat rice without salt, and he could not drink tea without milk
und sugar. He looked at the tea and came to the conclosion that the
most ill-paid workman in Europe would have rejected it out of
hand. Milk and sugar being unobtainable, he sent Atchon out to get
rice salt, and being unable to manouvre the chopsticks he suc-
cecded in finishing the rice by picking it out of the bowl with his
fingers. Barbarous people! He wondered how they could live with-
out knives and forks, milk and sugar]

At six o'clock he sent his servant out to procure horses, and he
spent the day wandering through the most beautiful city on earth,
hating everything he saw; the beggars, the rag-pickers, the decapi-
tated heads on the execution ground, the idiotic funeral ceremonies,
the whale Forbidden City, which seemad, from hiz vantage point
on one of the towers on the wall surrounding the city, to be crum-
bling into powder because “the imbecile Manshus” had not the
semse to keep up appearances. He visited temples, and swore under
his breath at the priests who allowed the painted gods to crumble
away. He observed that the silk gowns worn by the gods were all
threadbare, and the paper windows were tarn, and the temples them-
selves were being eaten away by climbing vines,

The young Empress Tzu Hal was on the throne, and the Taiping
Rebellion was still being fought in the Yangtze Valley, but his diary
reveals not the slightest trace of any interest in the vast changes
which were occurring in China. He spent only one day in Peking.
Characteristically, he saw Peking as though it were already a buried
city waiting to be excavated, and drew an astonishing portrait
which agrees with no other account by contemporary chroniclen:

Here and there | found the remains of white granite paving
stones, and everywhere the ruins of ancient sewers, and the muti-
lated cornices of eolumns and picces of sculpture half buried in
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the mud; and there were many magnificent granite bridges, but
half of them were in ruing, so that it was impossilile to pass over
them—one had to make a detour. And all this debris of paving
stones, these ruins of drains and columns and sculptures and
bridges—all this only shows that Peking, now inhabited by a de-
generate and bestial rice, was once peopled by a great and inven-
tive natior. Once there were magnificent clean streets with
paving stones, great houses and splendid palaces, but now there
were only hideous snd dirty houses and the roads are more like
vast sewers than the highways of a great capital.

So he raged, growing angrier every minute, while the main full,
and his horse stumbled through the mud. He spent the whole day
from six in the moming to seven at night riding through the desalite
strects. He stored his observations in his capacious mind, made de-
ductions from them, related them to one another, came to conclu-
sions—and nearly all his conchuions were wrong. There never had
been paved streets in Peking, nor stone sewers, and the “mutilated
cornices'' were probably carved tiles blown down by the wind. In all
of Peking there were no granite bridges. He thought the shining
palaces of the Forbidden City were in ruins, when they were merely
invisibile behind a green fiood of summer trecs. He had no under-
standing of, and no sympathy for, the Chinese addiction to shabby
exteriors, to hide the exquisitely decorative interiors, 1t never oc-
curred to him to blame the weather ar his own weariness, or to ask
questions; so he went on to the end, performing miracles of impro-
visation on the theme of the ruined city slowly sinking into the mud
—if he had come on another day the dust would have been gold
and all the yellow tiles would have been laughing in the sun.

His observations on P:kingmimu'ucﬁﬂ.{mthefihnwthc
manner of man he was: in love with ruins, secing them even when
they were pot there, hasty in judgment, and not unusually in-
quisitive. A few years later, when engaged in excavating Troy, he
would improvise theories in the same reckless way.

He was not thinking of Troy when he came to Peking. He was
thinking of a far greater ruin stretching over hundreds of miles of
mountain and desert—the Great Wall of China. Since childhood he
had dreamed of climbing along ene of the parapets of the Great
Wall, and the long journey to China was only the preparation for the
hmmﬁﬂmuwmﬁmﬁmmh:ddhhﬂih:
would find the secret of the ancient creative life which had loog ago
vanished from the earth. Accordingly, the next day, he set out with
his servant and made his way to Kou-pa-kou, close to the Great
Wall on the frontiers of Manchuria, which he reached two days
later. He was in good heart. The sun was shining and he amused
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himself by wearing an Arab turban around his head, which attracted
the attention af the villagers along the way, and he was delighted at
the thought of coming into the presence of that majestic wall which
wanders grotesquely along its irregular coune for 1,400 miles.
Everyone laughed when Atchon explained that his master had come
all the way from Europe to see the wall—it was a great joke, and
Schliemann beamed, happy to be in the presence of these wonderful,
clear-eyed, generous people on the frontier, so different from the
degenerates of Peking.

The sun was hot on his face and he was exhausted by the journey,
but the wall tempted him, He called for volunteers, but even Atchon
refused to climb up the jagged foothill, Schliemann decided (o
climb alone. According to his diary, it was a hard and dangerous
expedition, which he would not have attempted if he had not been
so overwhelmed by the sight of that gleaming wall wandering
across the mountains until it vanished into the distance. He brought
his measuring scale with him, and once he reached the wall he
measured the size of the bricks—they were 67 centimetres long, 25
centimetres high, and 17 centimetres thick. He measured the height
of the walls—they were 20 to o feet high, and the distance between
the watch-towers was about 300 feet. He was sure the bricks dated
from the Han Dynasty, about 200 n.c., although in fict they date
from the Ming Dynasty, about A.0. 1400. He was almost delirious
with joy after scrambling up to the top of the wall and seeing the
foothills in the distance.

He remained in the tower most of the afternoon. It was not
enough to have reached the wall ; he wanted time to enjoy the spee-
tacle of the small and shadowy world below him. He remembered
everything he had read about the heroic defenders of the wall, who
fought off invasons of the barbarians from Central Asia; and he re-
membered all the other great vistas he had seen in Java and from the
Sierra Nevada. At last, when it was growing dark, he carcfully de-
tached a brick from the wall and with a picce of string succeeded in.

ing it to his back: then he went slithering down the slope on
his stomach. This was the first serious work of excavation he had per-
formed, and he was understandably proud when he discovered that
the brick was intact when he reached Kou-pa-kou. Thirsty, he
shouted for water, and the peasants came hurrying up to him with
bowls of water, and when he showed them the brick, they laughed
at the thought of all the trouble he had been to to sccure a solitary
brick. “I am sure,” he wrote later, “these generous and kindly
people, who answered my call for water, have never smoked opium.™

Some days later he wrote up his diary, describing at length every-
thing that had happened on the journey. Nothing in the warld, he
said, had so moved him as the sight of the wall, now crumbling,
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once the bastion of Chinn In words of elation and triomph he
deseribes his emotions as he gared from his solitary tower at the
wurld below, and if he exaggerates his own prowess in mountain-
climbing—for he claims to have scaled the Himalayas and the sum-
mits of the Sierra Nevada—there is no doubt of the validity of the
emotion. Here, for the first time, the merchant prince surrenders
to the ardent archacologist :

Standing on the velcanoes of Java and on the summits of the
Sierra Nevadn in California, on the high mountains of the Hima-
Iayas sind the great plateaux of the Cordilleras in South America,
I have gazed on magnificent vistas, but never on one so magni=
ficent as this. I was astonizhed and stupefied, filled with admirm-
tion and enthusiasm, and 1 could not accustom mysell to this
miraculows wall, which had always excited me even in oy earliest
childhood. 1 saw it now before my eyes a hundred times more
glorions than I had seen it in my imagination. The more T gazed
at this immense wall with its formidable crenellated towers seek-
ing always the crests of the highest mountains, the more it scemed
to me to be the work of a fabulous race of antediluvian giante.

I knew that the wall was built about 220 nc., but even so 1
could not bring myself to understand how mortal hands had built
it: how it waa postible for them to transport and put in place on
those great jagged rocks those huge blocks of granite and the
myriads of bricks. It ocourred to me that the bricks must have
been baked in the valley immediately below the wall, But to
build such a wall, holding st bay =0 many invasions of the enemy
in the north, needed the strength of Hercules himselfl

Today the Great Wall lies abandoned and neglected, and in-
madofmldi:nhrheumdhﬂ;::mlhmmmhﬁ?qm;
peacefully making their nests, ¢ harmless lizards multip
among lh}:: yellow flowers and violets which announce the coming
of spring. No one can deny that this is the greatest work ever
accomplished by the hand of man, now to become the funeral
monument of an age long since departed from this earth.

When Schliemann wrote these words, he was not yet certain what
he intended to do with his life. The vision of Troy was still remote,
and though he elaimed afterwards that not & day had passed since
his childhood when he did not think of ubcovering the buried city,
it is likely that the discovery of Troy came about as the result of a
slow process of erystallization. At about this time he was writing
to friends, saying tlat it was always his ambition once he had se-
cured a large fortune to set himself up as a writer. He would leave
Russia and settle somewhere in Europe and cultivate his {:ﬂmu-
writers—he could think of no more agreeable occupation. It is pos-
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sible that the journey to the Far East was simply the preliminary
to his life as & writer, for many of the writers of his day entered
upan their careers with accounts of their travels in strange countries,
This diary, so carcfully composed, the descriptive passages modelied
closely on those of Emest Renan, scems to have been intended as his
first offering in the market-place, He possessed the gift of tongues;
he had always admired writers; he had never yet failed to achieve
his ambitions. Yet already in the opening pages of his first book,
written a1 the age of forty-three, he was announcing the theme which
dominated the Inst years of his life—crumbling ruins, eyclopean
walls, the endless pageant of the buried past. What is surprising is
that he should have announced the theme first in Peking and in a
remote corner of China close to the Great Wall,

Once he had stood on the Great Wall, China lost all interest for
him. He describes his journeys briefly and desultorily, with the air of
a visitar amised by the strange eustomy of the barbarians, For some
reason he paid particular attention to the bound feet of the women.
“I have closely examined their feet many times,” he says, “and 1
have not read any reports by European writers which describe
accurately how they are bound.” Thercupon he explains exactly
how the three toes are forced back under the soles of the foot and
how the peculiar waddling walk s accomplished. He is equally
amused when he discusses the Chinese theatre—the brocaded
gowns, the high falsetta voices of the male performers, the strange
miasks and still stranger gestures. He seems to have been glad when
the time came to leave China for Japan.

He was intoxicated with Japan, and all his best writing in the
boak he wrote later concerns the carefree days he spent there, though
it rained most of the time and there were no friendly Englishmen
like Robert Thatnas to act as interpreter. He was on his own, enjoys
ing himsell. He attended kabuks plays, visited the public baths, ad-
mired the friendliness and silk kimonos of Jupanese women, and was
on the best of terms with ambassadors. He carried a curioms red
caral fob on his watch chain, and it pleased him when the women at
the baths crowded round to examine it, and he admired their
shamelesstiess. He liked the Little inns where he stayed, the continual
bowing, the air of gentle decorum which met him everywhere, To
him Japan was delightful and mysterious, hardly credible, like 3
fairy tale, and he wrote about his brief experiences there leisurcly,
without haste, as though tryving to recall the savour of every moment.

He arrived by luck during one of those brief periods of peace
between the Mikado and the Shogunate. Only twelve years before
Commodore Perry had sailed up the Bay of Yedo and presented his
demands 10 the Emperor of Japan, without suspecting that there
were two Emperors, and only the year before the combined Britishy
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French, Amigrican and Dutch fleets had bombarded Shimonoseki in
retaliation against the actions of a local princeling, the Dammyo of
Choshu, who repeatedly fired on foreign ships from his batterics
along the coast. But Schliemann hnd no fnterest in contemparary
history. Japan unfolded before him like a pugrant, and he was de-
lighted when he saw the colourful procession of the Shogun passing:
along the great imperial road called the Tokaido. He 1ok carefitl
notes of the gaudy uniforms worn in that brilliant and barbaric

procession :

First came the coolies earrying heavy luggage on bamboo pales,
then a troop of saldiers in long white or blue blouses, black or
dark blue trousers fastened at the ankles, blue socks, straw san-
dals and lacquered bamboo hats, with knapsacks on thar backs,
and carrying bows and quivers, swords and rifles, Their officers
wore fine yellow ealico, with sky-blue or white coats reaching to
their knees and theie were decorated with little touches of colour
as & sign of nobility, They wore bilue trousers tied 1o the ankles,
blue socks, straw sandals and lacquered black hats, and they
carried two swords and & fan at their belts. Their horses were with-
out iron shoes ; instead they wore steaw sandals,

After the officers came more coolies carrying luggage, and then
came the higher officers on horseback with red hieroglyphics on
the back of their long white gowns, and then came two troops of
lancers—then two picces of artillery—then two more troops of
infantry—then coolies carrying great lacquered chests—then
lancers dressed in white, blue and red—then once again came
dignitaries on harseback wearing white robes with red hiero-
glyphim—dtmntmupufmldimlnlnrgcwhimjnkeulbﬂuwud
by stableboys leading four horses caparisoned with black hang-
ings and four magnificent norimons (sedan chain) black-lacspoered,
and behind these a standard in the shape of a fleur-de-lys in gilded
meml

At last there came the Shogun riding a beautiful brown horse
without fron shoes, but with straw sandals like all the other
horses. His Majesty seemed to be about 20 years old; with a fine
face, his complexion rather dark. He wore a white gown em-
broidered in gold, and a hat which was gilded and lacquered,
Two swords hung from his belt, and about twenty great digni-

taries in white gowns rode beside him.
Never again was Schliemann to show such a pasionate and femi-

nine interest in the colours of things, and to write so accurately and

delicately. He was so delighted by the procession that he returned

th:rdlnw{u;d:rnnhunnbmkmlnukupmm:ummmc
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he had been standing, three mangled corpses lying in the dusty
road, so mutilated that it was ifgpessible to tell whether they were
soldiers or peasants. There they lay, sprawled out, terrble in their
silentmisery, and he could make nothing of it. The long and glitter-
ing procession of the Shogun, accompanied by nearly two thousand
soldiers and retainers, had passed before his eyes, and he had not
suspected that they marched over three mangled corpses.

Returning to Yokohama, he made delieate inquirics. Had they
been killed by arders of the slender, dark-featured Shogun, a sick
‘s who wad' to die a year later? Why had they been left there?
Wiy had they been trampled in the dust? At last he received an
mmn which satisfied him. It appeared that no one at all was

to cross the road when the Shogun was selting out on a
journey. Heralds were usually sent on shead to clear the road. But
it happened that a peasant had wandered inadvertently across the
road just when the advance guard came up. An officer told one of
* his soldiers to the peasant to pieces, but the soldier refused.

Thereupon the officer brought his heavy sword down on the soldier’s
head and then turned his attention to the peasant, who vss soon
killed. At that moment a senior officer rode up, and thinking the
officer had gone mad, he bayoneted the officer who had already
killed two men. So there they lay, a peasant, a soldier, and an officer
of the Shogun's army, and the whole procession had passed over
them. As Schliemann tells the story, we are aware of the authentie
Jfrisson, the quick barbaric horror of the thing, but he wastes no
words,

From Yokohama he went to Yedo, where he admired the great
fortress-like bastions, the palaces, and the crowded streets, Yet from
his account Yedo made no great impression on him—it was simply
one more city on his itinerary, to be marked off after a few days'
visit. By early September he was weary of Japan and ready to com-
mit his impresions to paper, and so he boarded a small English
ship called 73z Queem of the Avon and st off across the Pacific for San
Franciteo, With time on his hands, he wrote an account of his
travels through China and Japan, a small book of 221 pages, which
ke published in Paris two years later under the title, La Chine of [e
Japon au femps présent, It was his first book, and he was very proud
of it, but it is of no particular value except for the light it throws on
the author. The last entry in the book is & cry of triumph so dis-
ggbndthltithmninglmunlmmhﬂwhilmhﬁanﬂﬁpmbh

Aﬁcwdlyloutd'ﬂ'nm_] he ealculated that he had reached
:hcoppmmmdurm:uﬂhﬁm&&mbmg.mdh:mmi
‘On 7 September between 10.45 and 11 o'clock in the morning we
passed latitude 43° 9" and longtitude 149" 4a* 27* wost—the ant-
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podes of St. Petersburg.'" Apparently he did not trouble to consult
the ship’s captain. The caleulution Is insceurate, and he wis not as
he thought at the other end of the earth from St. Petersburg, -

Still the wanderer, still without a home, he stayed only a few days
in San Francisco and took ship 1o Niearagua. He had no intefition
of making the tip Panamn again, and instead crassed Nicar-
agtmandwmuntn vana, where he bought some property.

He stayed tliere for a fow weeks, and then decided that Mexico
might be worth a visit, but everything he saw in Mexico City dis-
couraged him. At last, in the spring of 1866, he found himself in
Paris with an apartment overlooking the Seine and the Cathedral of
Nétre Dame at the foot of the Place St. Michel. At the age of forty-
four, he had decided what he wanted to be ; he would become s |
ln@t,nlnﬂcntnfhngugmgdngmdmntm&mm
in the intervals between attending lectures he would publish ‘his
book on China and Japan.

He had made three fortunes, visited half the, countries in the
world, sired three children by a frigid wife, learned twelve or
l.hutnm languages, collected a vast library, but even now; grown
grey and weary, he had no idea what he would do with his life.
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Fnunzinﬂm':i:ﬁudthelnﬂmmrym:munwwhichhnd
surrendercd to the bourgesisie. Napoleon 111 was on the throne—a
sick and stammering Emperor who rarely knew where he was going,
.and hardly cared. Around the Emperor and the beautiful Empress
Eugénic an clegant court gathered, remote from the people and
strangely sterile, In those years all France scemed to be sleep-walking.
The most prosperous and i t people in Europe were moving
slowly towards the disuter of n.

Schliemann, studying at the Sorbonne, was perfectly at home in
the France of the Second Empire. Wealthy, be could indulge his
whims, take a mistress, eat in the fashionable restaurants, and con-
sort with the aristocracy. A scholar, he could seek the companion-
ship of other scholars. A business man with huge investments in
America, Cuba, Germany and Russia, he could amuse himselfl by
buying and selling property in Paris, thus proving to himeell that
he had lost none of the instinets of & merchant. He bouglit some
houses in the Bois de Baulogne, and sometimes he would complain
about the eost of plumbing and refurnishing the houses for his
tenants. Why a multi-millionaire should have troubled to become a
house-agent, spending his time in long discussions on wallpaper, s
only one more of the insoluble problems presented by that lonely and
embittered man, who came to France in the expectation of being
able to reap the fruits of his wealth and discovered only that he was
regarded as one of the least prepossessing students at the Sorbonne,
a man who seemed to go through the motions of life without any
deep-rooted interests in living. There was no gusto in him. Like
many men who retire from business, he discovered that retirement
solved none of his problems.

As usual, he went about his life methodically : 20 many hours for
study, so many for business, so many for smusement. He attended
theatres and the races, and was welcomed in the salons of the great
ladics. He met Ernest Renan, who seems to have accepted his fawm-
ing admiration with reserve, answering his letters politely but with-
out enthusiasm. Since Paris ix the spiritual home of all wanderers,
he found solace in the city, but no sense of direction, and sometimes
be longed for the bitter winds of St. -

Ahv:ﬂhh:hmgdhhhnh&dmﬂ:n:ﬂ:ﬂwithmgutﬂm
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thought of Ekaterina kenp’nqguudnwmum.ﬂ:uﬂdh:rhe'm-
tended to re-open his house in Dresden and welcome her with open
arms. He would provide her with every luxury she desired—<ear-
riages, horses, jewellery, dresses from the most expensive coutuniens
in Paris—if only shie would share her life with him. “1 have became
a true Parisian,” he wrote, “and so when 1 come 1o Dresden our life
will be pure happiness.”

1t never occurred to him that she refused to leave St. Petersburg
becatse she could not bear the sight of him. In letter after letter he
attempted to dazzle her with the inducements of his prodigal wealth,
and en the rare occasions when she troubled to reply to his letters,
she showed herself to be in complete mastery of the situation, She
would not come, she would not offer hersell to is embraces, and
she would never permit the children out of her sight. He answered
that if she came to him, they would live chastely together like
brother and sister, He would make no demands on her, He loved
her, and it was enough il he could only set cyes on her. He let his

t on the Place St. Michel and bought a magnificent town
house on the Bois de Boulogne, spending 40,000 francs on the fr-
nishings, and promised her she could travel between his' patatial
residences in St. Petersburg, Dresden, and Paris a3 she pleased—
they were all hers, and he had bought them only for her enjoyment,

When these inducements failed, he threatencd to cut off her
allowance and that of the children. *“You have brought it upon your-
self by your unreasoning and insane behaviour,” he wrote. "You
yourself are responsible for the fact that the children ure being disin-
herited. 1 swear to vou that I have finally disinherited them. You
have attained your ends, This s the last letter T shall ever write to
you in this lite.”

There were many more letters, He pleaded, cajoled, demanded
that she see the error of her ways, wept endless tears, and never
realized that his letters only reinforced her decision to Tive her life
up-n&umhiln.ﬂctnldhﬂﬂutwithmnmktuﬁh:pmhehnd
cancelled the inheritance amounting to a million francs cach which
he hadl set aside for his children, “even though I would joyfully have
given my life to each and all of them.” Ekaterina remained un-
moved. She had rich relatives, the house in St Petersburg, and the
large sums he had settled on her. Grey and balding, Jooking older
Mhbyﬂm&chﬁmmmﬁuudumthﬂdhgtﬁuufn
middle-aged student at the Sorbonne.

Though he had promised to abandon business many times, he
never succeeded in keeping his promise. He read the financial pages
of the London Times every day, and continually studied the money
market. When he read that American politicians were clamouring
mw:nﬂ'wninhpndlwilhpnpﬂrmmhhbruﬂzéﬂlhnthc
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operation would invelve thousands of millions of dillars, the vilue of
gold would increase sharply, and the issue of paper money would in
effect form a repudiation of the bonds. He had large American hold-
ings. Afraid that his holdings would depreciate, he decided to visit
America,

He sailed for New York early in 1868, and as soon as he renched
Washington, he called upon the Secretnry of the Treasury, who ex-
plained that the American Government had no intention of repu-
diating the bonds. A little later he called on President Andrew John-
son, a1 previously he had called on President Fillmore. *Johnson is
quite a simple tnan, about ffty-five years old,” Schliomann wrote
later to a German friend. "I told him [ had come to pay my respects,
and said I was pleased with his latest message 1o Congress concerning
Cuba. He told me that Cuba had great leanings towards the United
States, and the ume will soon come when the States will absorb the
islanel, It is unlikely that the President would have committed
himself in this way to a total stranger. Yet he was genuinely pleased
with his conversation in Washington—he felt that his land-holdings
in Cuba were more secure than ever, and he was understandably
gratified to learn that the bonds would not be repudiated.

He liked Washington, but New York no longer attracted him.
On his previous viait he had admired the huge buildings, the broad
streets, the air of frantic hurry and good fellowship he found every-
where, This time he examined New York through the eyes of a
Parisian and saw only narrow ill-lit streets and confusion every-
where, the whole city still reeling from the effects of the Civil War.
Like most Europeans he sympathized with the fate of the Southern
States. “Today they are being treated like a conquered territary,”
he wrote, “They are under martal law, without political
sentation, without money, banks, or means of defending them-
seives."

At the same time he became passionately interested in the Negroes,
visited their schools and listened to their spirituals, filling his diarics
Lﬁth long Mllh timI.Ih on their virtues, Then, just as mldn‘ll&t::

t interest in them. His consuming passion became the stud
American railway system. He rode on all thuﬂnuwhichr{:thui
out to the Great Lakes. Previously he found the American railways
rather less than efficient. Now, after a thorough inspection, he was
idqg-htci with them. He noted that they were all paying a 10 per cent

He noted other things: the price of indigo, the amount of
exported, statistics about the development of Chicago during the
past thirty year, the size of the buildings in Indianapolis, the value
of timber at the current market rates. He was feeling his way back
into the world of business, which he had never for a8 moment com-
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pletely abandoned. Indianapolis pleased him. He came to know
many of the business men and important politicians, and sometimes
the talk would turn to the divorce laws of the State of Indiana, then
undergoing revision,

Schliemann was oot an American citizen, though he sometimes
claimed to have become a citizen while he was in Californis, when
that state entered the Union, But in fact be had not claimed citizen.
ship, and to divoree his wife according to the state law of Indiana he
would first have to become a citizen. This he knew, and accordingly,
with the help of his friends, who were not above stretching the lawa
little, he made arrangements for becoming a citizen the following
year. He bought a house in Indianapolis and an interest in a starch
business there. He was in good humour, looking forward to the time
when he would be free of Ekaterina for ever,

Throughout this winter journey to America he was in a gay
mood. He had ridden on the railroads with the fecling of a director.
He had made a number of profitable investments. He had met
everyone in the government he cared to meet except General Gramt
(who for some unexplained reason bad refused to see him), but
everyone else was impressed by the intelligent, incisive merchant,
;“Mniﬂmmmfm:mmmlhwdme' a

Outwardly debonair, he was secthing with misery and loncliness
within. Gaiety crackles in his notebooks, but his letters to St. Peters-
burg and Germany tell a different story, He did not want to divarce
Ekaterina, He told himsell he was being forced to it, and he con-
stantly sent her imploring letters, accusing hinself, admitting his
Mmpmhin%::hcmumgmﬂmuinfumﬂnjmmryﬁ,which
was Christmas rinmmin,hcm:hmein-‘w“hinglmhmd
room, close to tears and dreaming about his three children, the
Christmas tree, the presents, the happy laughter. He was utterly
minmhk.Hchadmtmprumu,bmmh:mmngodﬁm
their mother, but now he was sorry. In his weariness and anger he
told himsell it would be worth $100,000 in American money to be
mthmltwubeyundewryﬂha,thﬂhcﬂ;oulﬂbeumblem
share their joys and sorrows. Worse still, the next day was his forty=
sixth birthday, and there was no one to share it with him. So he
wandered about Washington like a ghost, not daring to tell his
secrets to others, wearing his loneliness like a garment.

Sometimes the calm exterior he liked to show to the world eracked
wide apen. A friend had given him a letter of introduction to the
Prussian Ambassador in Washington, and Schliemann presented
himsell at the Embassy. The Ambassador, Baron von Gerolt, wel-
comed him and asked his business. Schliemann replied that he was
-mingnmuyuﬂ.ud@uﬂﬂngahmth&li&h?uﬁmﬂ
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the fortune ke had made in St Petersburg. Suddenly the Ambas-
sador roared with anger, and shouted : “Well, why don't you go
and call an the French Ambassador—or the Russian? The Russians
don’t have so many people here, but there are a lot of Germans, and
1 have no time——"" Schliemann marched out of the Embassy in a
raging temper, and when he left New York for France in February,
his Inst letter written just before the ship sailed consisted of an insult-
ing diatribe addrested to the Prussian, reminding him of the hleak
reception he had given him, repeating every word the Ambassador
had spo temembering every detail of the agony. His pride
woit , Schlicmann flung a final munt at the Ambassador: “1
beg 10 inform Your Excellency that your insufferable treatment of
me forms the only impleasant recollection of my recent tour. [ shall
remember America as w place where everyone s highly cultured,
charming and well-mannered—everyone except "

Then he was In Paris again, the chestnut trees in bloom and the
war clouds looming on the horizon: He attended lectures at the Sor-
bonne and resumed his study of philology, went to the theatre,
amused himself by buying more houses and acting the part of land-
Jord—be wrote voluminously on the subject of gas-burners and
water closets—and it was not long before it occurred to him that he
was being bored to death. ‘The compass needle was still revolving
frantically, He had no direction, There was nothing of any im-
portance worth doing. Would he spend his life buying enamel baths
and mirrors for his ienants?

Suddenly, in the middle of that restless spring, two things hap-
pened which changed the course of his life. They seem to have
occurred simultaneously, shortly after his return to Paris. He
attended some lectures on archacology at the Sorbonne, and he re-
ceived a letter from his consin Sophie Schliemann, She was a spinster,
nearly fifiy, and she wrote him an impassioned declaration of love.
He answered coldly that he remembered the days they had spent
together at Kalkhorst, but be had not the least intention of gallivant-
ing with an elderly woman who had once refused to embrace him,
ar even to give him her arm, Injuries he had suifered when he was
fourteen, thirty-three years ago, awoke in him ; and he dismissed ber
in the same tone with which he dismissed the Prussian Ambassador.
She had suggested tmidly that she would love to travel with him.
“Of course,” he wrote to her, *1 would think mysell fortunate to
travel with an expericnced woman of the world, but to travel with
a saint, and one far more suited to the cloister than the stage of this
glm::iuwld—lhill would regard as the most tedious thing in the
werld "

Sophie Schliemann, his childhood playmate, never received the.
letter, for she died on the day it was written.
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When he hicard of her death some days later, he flew into a pas-
sion of grief. In Washington he had told himself he would give vist
nmunfmunrrml]mtchrhtmuwithhhchﬂdrﬂ.ﬂﬂwhelﬂlﬂ
himself he would have done everything possible to save the life of his
d-;wtndcmuin.ﬂwmmtﬁunnmdocmnﬁnmﬂamhurgnmllhﬂin
would have hurried to her bedside. He himself would have watched
over her, and perhaps by his very ardour saved her life. “There was
nothing calculating, nothing sensual, in the love 1 possessed for this
pm,tm:—hmrt:dmdnngﬂinhcim.Th:hﬂIhnﬂfﬂthﬂrm
purely platonic, of the most sublime sympathy.” He asked for a
photograph of Sophie's coffin, and raged because the letter was un-
stamped and addressed incorrectly, with the result that it was de-
layed. He told his sisters that he would have given a fortune to
travel ten times round the world with her, If only he had known, he
would have devoted the remaining years of his life to her. He
accused himsell of the utmast ingratitude because she had sent him
alncku!'h:rhﬂrshuﬂ]yhd'm:hrkﬂfmhmmim,mdhmhad
thmmilmmdmlyiuhﬁuunk.ﬂ:mtricmdi:m:poku[phdng
the hair in a gold case set with diamonds, which he would carry
over his heart. T shall do this 55 long as I live, for her beautiful hair
has become the most sacred treasure of my Lfe.”

The death of Sophie Schliemanon struck him where he was most
valnerable. He had loved her briefly and then dismissed her from
his mind, but she was one of the few who had ever been close to
him. She was the only girl beside Minna Meiocke who had loved
him for his own sake, Gay and impetugos, she was one of those girls
whu-uhesgnnre!wmurtwdwimkuﬁmghﬂﬂwm:mh
down guite early in their lives to 3 happy marriage, but instead
choose to become spinsters. At long intervals in his life he had
thought fondly about h:r.]mlnﬁ:whhm:nin;cmf.hmﬁm.ht
had written to his sisters, asking about her, hinting that he was
thinking serioualy of marrying her. But that was fifteen years ago,
and be had no very clear impression of her. Quite suddenly she
died, and just as suddenly she returned from the grave to haunt

him.,

He was & man without faith in religion, or any hope of an after-
life. He believed that man was the measure of all things: with in-
dmy:aduumnnymmﬁmﬁpuhrmard enjoy the
good things of the earth. But now he found that the old shibboleths
were wanting. His griel over the death of Sophie was exaggerated
and raw with self-pity; but there was a real despair in the hurried
Jetters he wrote off to Germany, asking for details of how she died,
a portrait of her, anything which would help him 1o remember her
Hviumﬂehunud“ﬂhmmmuhdlpmtlhchni;mm
'ofhull&iapmry.'fhmhilmkcqrtuwnubmnds,uhtmﬁud
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thae with a siall fraction of his fortune he could have eased her last
days. The proud man, Aomo supertus, was compelled to examine hiy
own motives. Why was he living? Why was he unhappy? Why was
be always wandering around the world like 8 homeless beggar,
friendless and alone, with no children around him, with no wife 1o
comfort him? There must be some God somewhere, some hope of
peace in the world.

Then there came to him, in that intolerable spring, the memory
of Hamer which had enchanted his childhood—nat the Miad with
its tale of Troy besieged, but the Odyseey, the story of a wanderer who
returns at last to his own home, He would go to Tthaca, where
Odysseus found his Penclope in his own mountain stronghold high
above the Ionian Sea. He would stand there, and somehow, by
some miracle still unknown, he too, would find his Penelope and
there would be an end 1o his wandering.

Schliemann always gave the impression of a man of decision, who
knew exactly where he wanted to go. He had a look of determinas
tion. He could add up sums at a prodigious pace, and make deci-
sions on financial matters quickly, suddenly, with an intuitive grasp
of complex dealings in merchandise. But in all other matters he was
slow and halting, unsure of himself, pathetically aware of his own
weakneses. Nearly all the major tuming-points of his life came
about as a result of forces over which he had no control. He did not
0 to Greece because he believed in his own powers as an archaeolo-
gist. He went because he was haunted by the ghost of Sophie Schlie-
mann, because his wife refused him, and because at long last he had
found a divinity so infinitely superior to him that it was no longer
postible to withhaold his entire devotion.

In his distress he tumed to Homer, who had reigned over his
childhood, and it did not surprise him that what he had been search-
ing for had been close to him fraom the very beginning. The name of
his god was Homer—not Homer the poet, ner Homer the master of
of a complex language which provided excuses for philological ex-
cursions, nor Homer regarded as the father of the Attic dramatists.
What he yearned for was Homer the creator of a world so valid, so
entrancing, and so truthful that a man could live in it and hold his
head high.

When he made his way to Greeee in the early summer of 1868 he
had already decided to become an archaeologist. He would unearth
the towering castle on Mount Aetios, or “eagle’s clill™, which Odys-
seus entered disguised a3 2 beggar in rags on his return from his long

wanderings,
To reach Ithaca, he went to Rome and Naples, and took ship to
Corfu. He spent only a day an Corfis, the ancient Corcyra, which
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was, perhaps, Homer's island of Scheria, the abode of the Pheacians,
where King Aleinofls had his splendid palace and his beautiful
daughter Nausica® entertained Odysseus. He could find no trace
of Aleinois' palace, but he found the legendary stream where
Nausicafi had washed ber clothes and played with her handmaidens,
and after swimming naked in the stream he sought out the place
where Odyssens had been hiding in the bushes, It pleased him to
stand naked where the naked Odysseus had stood, but no maidens
came clamouring around him and there was no wonderfully carved
cart to take him to the palace.

The next day he took a steamboat to Cephalonia, the largest ol
the Joninn islands, but its ancient capital had been destroyed by the
Romans, and he found little to interest him there, Soon he had
crossed the little strip of sea which separates Cephalonia from Ithaca.
He had been a little dubious about the Homeric antecedents of the
other islands, but in Ithaca everything reminded him of Homer,
“Every hill, every stone, every stream, every olive-grove reminded
e of Homer," he wrote, “'and 3o [ found mysell with a single leap
hurled across a hundred generations into the glittering age of Greck
knighthood,”

From the moment he stepped foot on Tthaca he was like 8 man
enchanted, He must go everywhere and sec everything. In spite of
the heat—the thermometer stood at 120°—he was deliriously happy.
There were nio hotels, but he found lodgings with two elderly spin-
sters. He met a miller with a donkey who offered to take him round
the island, which was shaped like a figure cight with a thin, craggy
isthmus : on the isthmus, according to legend, was Odysseus’ castle,

The miller, whose name was Panagis Asproieraka, knew all the
legends of Odysseus and pleased Schliemann by reciting them at
great length. Sometimes Schliemann would interrupt and ask; “ls
that the harbour of Phiorkys? Where is the grotto of the nymphs?
Where is the field of Laertes?" But the miller was too full of hisstorics
to answer these questions, and Schliemaun commented wearily:
“The ronds were long, but so were the miller’s stories." Yet he liked
the miller, and they got on famously together. He approved, wo,
of the villagers—hard-grained peasants with & natural nobility about
them, neighbourly and indistrious, with honest eves, worthy of their
great ancestor Odysseus. Above all, he enjoyed the prospect of un-
mvuingth:pnhq:,lmln,:ﬂnmd-ﬁa{uphaﬁnhﬂnp
ganized an expedition up Mount Aetios.

It was & small and inexpensive expedition, consisting of four
workmen and a donkey. Because it wan the hottest time of the year,
they had orders to set out at five o’clock in the morning. Schlicinann
would wake at four o'clock, bathe in the sea, then drink a cup
ﬂ-Hﬂ&mﬂhlﬂdlpmdthcmmhumdimﬁn‘uph
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guide, a donkey, and two suldiers for escort, and made his way south
to Myecenae, which made no deep impression on him, though he
mensured the wills and admired the Lion Gate.

He had left his guide and the escort in the village of Charvati,
and when he retarned in the afternoon he found them fam asleep:
to wake them be had to squirt water on their fces. He told them he
wanted to proceed to Argos, but they told him it would be quite
impossible to reach Arges that evening. I had no desire (o stay in
this village, the poorest and dirticst I ever suw in Greece—no spring
witer, no bread, nio fisod, only some brackish rainwater,” By cajoling
the guide and giving the soldiers small presents, he was able to con-
tinue the journey and reached Argos. Perhaps because hic was ex-
hausted by the long ride, the heat, and the miserable inm, he had Little
to sy about the place, though he noted that it had been “/the greatest
and most poweriil eity in ancient Greece, famous for the love of its
inhabitants for the fine arts, especially music." This reads like
Baedeker, and is not very convincing. He is more illuminating
when he discusses the rich, sweet wines of Argos—he found them
aurgezrichnet.

The next afternoon he wandered off to Tiryns, the great fortress
stronghold with its immense walls, but he was not particularly
attracted to it, and the two pages devoted to Tiryns in his journal
are concerned with philological questions. Weary of ruins, and still
more weary of his escort, he walked alone to Nauplia, glad to be
auce more by the seashore, where it was cooler and there was no
need to ride about on a donkey without » saddle. In later years be
was to make great discoveries at Mycenae and Tiryms, but his first
glimpse of them was disappeinting.

Nauplia refreshed his spirit. Here was a hotel, good food, a rest
from wandering. And here, while he was waiting for a ship to take
him to-the island of Hydra, a strange incident occurred. During
the afiernoon he was walking in the main street when be saw five
men shuffiing through the dust with chains round their legs. They
were evidently prisoners on leave of absence from the local prison.
One of these prisoners, seeing that Schliemann was carrying some
books, approached him and asked to barrow a book or a newspaper.
Th:mwunhww-mdlgniﬁndpmm,aﬂhhmﬂnmhwﬂ,
and Schliemann immediately gave him & book. The prisoner ex-
pressed his gratitude and examined the book carefully, holding it
upside down. Puzzled, Schliemann said: “'Can you read?” “Not a
wordl,” the prisoner answered, “but I shall soon learn,” The other
prisoners came up, Asked why they were wearing leg-chains, they
explained that they were good peasints from the hills, had been
arrested without cause, and were sulfering from the perfidy of the
police. They spoke gently and bravely, and Schliemann approved
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of their devotion to reading, He learned later that they were all
murderers, and would soon be executed,

A few days later he sailed o Athens, where he renewed his ne-
quaintance with Theoldetos Vimpos, the man who mught him Greek
in St. Petenburg, Vimpos was now Bishop of Mantinea and a pro-
frssor at the University of Athens, For a few days they were in-
separable, anc then in August, Schliemann set out for Troy by 'way
of Constantinople. The Russian consul obtained a guide and two
horses for him.

As he wandered over the plain of Troy he was in high spirits. It
was soft molling land ; there were clumps of spruce and cak; the
wialer was sweet and the air was like wine. At Bunarbashi, long
believed to be the site of Troy, he found a huddle of small houses
inhabited by Turks and Albanian Greeks, The walls were black
with mosquitoes, the people were poverty-stricken. When he asked
for milk to slake his thirst, it was given to him in a jug which had not,
he thought, been cleaned out for ten years. The impertinence of the
villagers and the stupidity of the guides annoyed him, but he was
pleased to see the storks Happing their wings on the rools of the
houses, because they reminded him of Ankershagen. He wrote in
his journal: “Storks are very useful—they eat snakes and frogs.””

He had dreamed of a Troy of white marble, majestic and per-
mancat, gleaming in an cternal noonday of the imagination, At
Bunarbashi be found only filth, rubbish heaps, miasmas rising from
the surrounding marshlands. He was not inclined to look favourably
on Bunarbashi, ten miles from the sea. Homer speaks of the Achaeans
making scven or eight journeys a day from the seashore to the site of
Troy. Schliemann felt sure that the hill of Hisarlik at the western
end of the valley was a more likely site, This wag an opinion he
shared witly Charles Maclaren, an English scholar who wrote A
Dissertation on the Topography of Troy in 1822, Frank Calvert, an
Englishman who acted as American vice-consul at the Dardanelles,
shared the same view. He owned half the hill. With the Austrian
eonsul, Von Hahn, he had done some preliminary digging. Con-
vinced that he had found the site of Troy, he wrote a report on his
finds in the Archacological Joamal and invited the British Museumn to
begin large-acale excavations. On the eastern slope of the hill Cal-
vert had discovered the remains of a palace or a temple formed of
great blocks of hewn stone. He wanted the British to have the honour
of discovering Troy, but nothing came of his proposals. He was
convineced that he had discovered Troy, while his brother Frederick,
who owned a 5,000-acre estate near Bunarbashi, was equally sure
he had discovered Troy mear his vineyards. Frank Calvert had
already begun his excavations with two ditches dug across the hill,
Schliemann simply followed in his footsteps.
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As Schliemann concentrated on Hissarlik, everything began to
full into place. The approaches, the shape and size of the hill, even
the evidence from the pathetic ditches dug by Calvert proved that
Hissarlik was Troy. To find the ruins of Priam’s palace, all that was
needed was to remove the top crust of the hill. As he imagined it,
the citadel was on the hill, while all around it stretched the wide-
flung city, as Athens lies below the Acropolis. There would be ruins
buried in the carth all around the hill, while the hill itself would
contain the marble palaces, the treasures, and the bones of the
heroes. On August 21, less than two weeks later, he was back in Con-
stantinople, busily discussing his theories with Frank Calvert,

He was in a mood for quick action. Vast plans, sudden resolves,
furious onslaughts against the hill—he would enter into battle at
ance with the ghosts of the past. Calvert, whose mind moved mare
slowly, was a little amused by Schliemann’s wild enthusiasm. A
calm, quiet man, he suggested that it was already late in the season
for digging, and it might be better to wait for the following spring.
There would have to be careful preparations, a firman permitting
the excavations from the Turkish Government, among other things,
Calvert generously promised not to stand in the way. Hall the hill
belonged to him ; he could, if he had wished, haye bargained with
Schliemann, but it seems never to have occurred to him. In all his
dealings with the vice-consul, Schliemann scems- to have been a
little dazzled by the Englishman who assisted him at every oppar-
tunity, asked for nothing, and behaved in all matters unlike the
merchants who always demanded the best possible terms. Without
Calvert's help there would have been no discoveries at Troy.

Troy had become Schliemann’s obsession, but there was ane other
matter preying on his mind—his forthcoming divaree from Ekater-
ins. Friends in Indianapolis had promised him a divorce in the
Eﬂhﬁﬁnfn?ﬁng. Accordingly he proposed to be in America in the
spring, as soan as the divorce papers were signed, he would
return to Troy. Meanwhile he decided to spend the autwmn and
winter in his apartment in the Place St. Michel, writing an account
of his six-week rour through Greece,

The book, which he called Jthaka, der Peloponnes und Troja, falls
between many stocils. The antiquarian, the philologist, the archaco-
logist, the historian, the businessman, and the excited child quarrel
among themselves. There are whole pages and even chapters which
read like the dreasiest doctoral dissertation, but here and there the
spark shines through, The gods, whe endowed him with wealth and
intuition and the knowledge of many languages, unfortunately gave
him no sense of style, Too often he writes like a banker. His school-
master at Neu Strelitz had described him as a *“‘diligent worker,
but often lacking elarity of thought, There is little clarity in the
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book, and only too many signs of diligence in the long philological
discussions. But occasionally ideas bubble up from the remote depths
of his capacious mind. :

He makes no attempt 16 conceal himself: his desire for glory, his
scquisitiveness, his unsmiling contempt for nearly. cveryone he
meets, and his rejoicing whenever he encounters another wealthy
banker in his travels. When he describes how he recited the twenty-
fourth book of the Odysey to the worshipping peasants of Tthaca, it is
almost impossible to believe that it huppened in exactly that way.
Yet it is easy to belicve that he possessed genuine sympathy for the
shackled prisoners hie met in Nauplin. He was a man at odds with
himaelf, and the book shows it. He parades his knowledge, quotes
the suthorities who bolster his arguments and neglects sometimes
those who oppose him, and runs every philological conundrum to
the ground. Where Homer and Strabo conflict, he pouts scorn on
Strabo; and setting himself up as the champion of Homer, he as-
cribes intolerable prejudice to anyone who would dare o find the
least topographical inaccuracy in his cherished poet. His fundamen-
walist beliel in the divinity of Homer emerges clearly from this boolk,
together with the fundamentalist’s combative temper.

This book, so oddly put together from his journals and scraps of
philological learning, was to be his passport to fame, He wrote it
hurriedly in English, then translated it into German and sent it off
to his Leipzig publisher, who printed 750 copies at the author's
expenste, How deeply he regarded his role as author can be seen
from the letter he wrote at the beginning of November to his thir-
teen-year-old son Sergey

1 have been labouring day and night over my archacological
work, for I really have the hope of achieving some small reputa-
tion as an suthor. T am a member of the Geographic and Ar-
chuohgicﬂﬁocimyhm.mdlmdlhmmtbiﬂr pages of
the book—it gives me great joy to tell you that my remarks were
greeted with enthusiasm.

If this book is successful, T will spend the rest of my life writing
buoh,Fanunmtimagin:a.mnmmmﬁngmﬂ:m:thﬂ
writing of serious books. Writing, one is always so happy and
content and at peace with oneself, and then when & writer emerges
mhhwmdnytwhummwm&ﬂﬁnpmuf—m
fruit of his long rescarches and meditations—and so he can
amuse everyone, And everyone looks up to writers and welcomes
th:m,mdmrhnugh!lmunlym-ppremimuthug-mc,l
have ten times as many friends as T want. . . .

In fact he had almost no intimate friends, and neatly all his letters
contain concealed plﬂl,linlcdupairingain, I‘nrfnmdih:rm
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understanding. Greeee had warmed him, but he was still a remate,
Exintly intimidating figure, who took offence easily, cared little for
the feolings of others, and possessed a ludicrously high opinion of
himself. Emest Renan was the lion of Pars society, and Schlie-
mann_ hoped fervently to follow in his footsteps, without possessing
any of Renan's grace and ecase. As his letter to his son indicates,
he knew little enough about the burdens and rewards of author-
shi
Aboverall; Sehliamans vas: iiven by the: desine 1o b honouirsd
and respected ; the rewards which the world offers 1o dignitaries
meant a good deal to him. Nothing would please him more than to
be addressed as “Herr Doktor™, and one of his chief reasons for
staying in Paris was the doctorate he hoped to obtain from the Sor-
benne, Unfortunately, the curriculum at the Sorbonne was so
arranged that he was unable to see himself as anything more than an
occasional student, and so he applied to the University of Rostock.
Asked what thesis he proposed 1o submit, he suggested an account
of his carcer written in classical Greek. This :xtmnrdmuydh:r-
tation—perhaps the most astonishing in the annals of the university
—was accepted, Schlicmann wrote his history of himself, received
his doctorate, and was always annoyed il he was not addressed by
his title.

So November and December passed, while he wrote his brief
sutobiography and his book on Ithaca, the Peloponnesus, and Troy.
Meanwhile his enthusinsm for excavating the hill at Hissarlik was
waning, Alone in his Paris apartment, with the cold winter [og ereep-
ing up from the Seine, he was no longer the wild enthusiast be had
been. It would be an expensive undertaking, and might take years,
many years. Also, he knew nothing about the arts of excavation.
How does one go about it? How many workmen would he need 1o
employ? How much would it cost. How does one protect oneself
against bandits? What kind of hat does an excavator wear?

All these problems, and many more, were troubling him when be
wrote to Frank Calvert towards the end of December 1868, enclosing
a list of nineteen questions and requesting an immediate answer.
In these questions, which are reproduced here as he wrote them,
we sce the tentative beginnings of the work which was to engross
him for the remaining years of his life:

Whes is the best time to begin work?

is it not advisable to begin as early as possihle in Spring?

I am very susceptible to fever; is there much apprehension
of same in Spring.

what medicines have T to take with me?

Must 1 take a servant with me? or can I get a very trust-

g s
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wth?meinﬁlhnu?ﬁohublyiﬁlbuﬂu‘mhnwuﬁiﬂ:ful
Greek who speaks Turkish.

6. Have I to take a tent and iron bedstead and pillow with
me from Marscille? for all the houses in the plain of Troy are
infested with vermin,

b Plcmgimmlnm:tmmtduumnimpmof
whatever kind and of all the necessarizs which you adviss me
to take with me.

8. Do I require pistols, dagger and rifle?

0. Is there no obstacle on the part of the landowners to exca-
vate the artificial hill?

1o Gmlgﬂhbuurcnmuugh.whmmduwhnlmgﬂ?

11. How mymlmpluy?hitbﬂmmmknﬂmk[n}m

Turks?

12, In how much time do you think I can dig away the artificial
mountain?

13. at what cost?

14 you mdigﬁm:tunnnllﬂutlmmﬂﬁlhnm

ical, for if the hill mﬂrm&ﬂd’mﬁudmdmt
temples and walls, the cyclopean stones will impede the
tunnel being made.

15. Muthastrdyoutumdudcﬂutth:ldﬂi:nﬂiﬁnhl?

16. You indicate the dimentions as 700 feet squarc; a French-
mnnwuuldmrdnimndwuaﬁihﬂlmgmr]ummdtin
breadth but I think you mean 700 feet long and the same in
breadth, which—in the French mode of calculating, would
mnkumn:,omsqumfmnﬁutinmrhmklhlumuddm
length and breadth with 233 metres, which would make
about 54,000 square metres.

17 %ni:mehlgimnh:uﬁﬁd:lmtmhcuimwy?

18. llhinkthcbutplmhwuhnﬂuditmﬂnmlmnﬁmph
hnhr,whnlddlmitlﬁ:minﬂmnudnndhmﬂulim
mtbnth:m&mdmnhnututﬂrﬂudmdluvahﬂ!

require.
N What sort of a hat is best against scorching sun?

Thilmgﬁn:huuﬂhrudw&uﬂy,furitmmhhhduﬁm
hhhpqhhm:ndhkmuinu&fmwmi:ppmﬂhm
whuhmbjmnfmunﬁnuﬂcmumbe;ppﬂlﬂlhﬂbcm
mityoﬁhzmkbd'mhhn.mdmmﬁnhinglﬁgmmhmkm
vert replicd immediately in & sensible letter full of cautious advice
and gentle remonstrance. He had studied archasology and read
widdrinﬂwwhdhyu&.mmmnmh,mdhum
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labourers could be obtained, and how much they should be paid.

As for Hissarlik : “Part of the artificial hill is my property and as
I have already informed you, you have my consent to clean it out."
He promised to use his influence with the other proprietor to permit
the excavation of the whole hill, and expected no serious difficulties.
Knowing Schliemann's predilection for tea, he pointed out that few
luxuries were obtamable in the Dardanelles, and though there was
coffes and sugar in abundance, he had better bring tea leaves with
him, He corrected Schliemann’s mathematics, explained there was
no real need for pistols and daggers—those romantic implements
were not so dependable as guns—and he suggested that Schliemann
would be wise to rent one of the houses in the villige of Ciplak,
whitewashing it and destroying the vermin with insect powder,
Finally he suggesied that the best hat to wear against the heat of
the sun was a white muslin turban, like those worn by the Turks.

Siill contemplating Calvert's letter, Schliemann went off for a
holiday in Germany, visiting Frstenberg where he had been &
grocer’s assistant, and Rosiock, for the presentation of his doctorate.
His book was in the hands of his publishers, and there was little at
this stage that he could do to prosecute the excavation of Troy,
especially since his presence was needed in Indianapolis. So off he
went to America. He hoped to get the divorce imemediately, but there
were inevitable delays. He had suggested important alterations in
the luws, but these were rejected by the state legislature. Weary of
hotel life, he bought a house in the fashionable district of Indiana-
palis and scitied down to await the fnal deeree. He filled his house
with hlack servants and a black cook, employed five lawyers, and
amused himsell while fighting the case by writing long letters to
acquaintances all over the world, Oa April 14 be wrote to Calvert,
saying he feared he would be unable to obtain the divoree before
June: consequently digging would have to be abandoned until the
spring of the Fllowing vear,

On the same day he wrote 1o Renan a strange little letter, half in
English and half in French, describing an incident he had observed
in New York concerning an eight-year-old merchant, who was sell-
ing books on & streetcar. The boy went down the streetcar shouting :
“*T'wo cents each for the books "™ Then he whispered to each of the
passengers in turm: “*But you shall have three for five centa I After-
wards he went around the streetcar again, picking up the books or
taking money, and Schliemann talked to the boy, who said hia father
had died the year before, leaving a sick wife and six children, and
so the boy was trying to support the family, Schlicmann was im-
pressed and gave him a dollar, but the gift was rejected. "I will not
tnke your moncy unless you accept sixty books from me," the boy
said, drawing himself up to his full height. “T am a merchant, ot a
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beggar!" Schliemann was deeply impressed, took the sixty books,
and made a little speech. **May this dollar,” he said, *'he the foun-
dation-stone to your earthly fortune, my boy! May you one day
become a great banker, the pride and glory of this great country,
which, with such characters as yours, is bound to eclipse all the
empires emblazoned in history I'*

There is nothing improbable in the story, with its troubling refer-
ence to “'a great banker, the pride and glory of this great country,"
but one would like 1o know what Renan thought of this typical
Horatio Alger story. Unfortunately there are no records of Renan's

reply.

In his usual way Schliemann kept himself busy in Indianapolis,
His starch lactory was progressing well. He studied the money-
market, wrote lengthy reports about business to Schrixler, polished
up his Arabic—he wrote a short treatise on The Arabian Nights Enter-
tainmmi—and sent to the Convention of American Philologists
meeting in Poughkeepsic a lengthy dissertation on the art of learning
languages quickly, Troy was temporarily forgotten; he was writing
enthusiastic letters on the subject of the North-west Passage and the
discovery of the North Pole, and promising to give financial asistance
to prospective explorers. And while the divoree was still under study,
he was preparing in the most extraordinary way to find a bride to
replace Ekaterini.

He had decided upon a Greek bride, because he liked the sound
of the language, especially when spoken by women. But how to find
one? He could, of course, return to Greece, make inquirtes, and
search diligently for a suitable wife, but an easier way occurred to
him. In Febroary, a3 soon as the unbound sheets of his book on his
Greek travels arrived, he sent two copies to his friend Theokletos
Vimpos : ane copy was for Vimpas himself, the other for the library
of the University of Athens, He enclosed a cheque for 100 francs
drawn on Paris to poy for the binding, adding that if there was any
Mhmont;rlnftwm itnﬁghtbulpmtiurrh:bmuﬁlu{'lh:pwruf

ens.

Then, abruptly, he turned to the subject which absorbed him
completely, Would Vimpos please send him the portrait of & Greek
girl—any girl, so long s she was beautiful. He would especially like
one of those portraits which hang in the windows of phatographers’
shops ; and withthi:phnmgmphinhhktmm.schlkmmnwu
mcmheimmmmfrmrh:dmg:rurmmﬁngnﬁmh“mm,h
everyone knows that French women are dangerous. He began the
letter hesitantly, almost reluctantly. Hall-way through, he felt in a
mood to make his supreme request—would Vimpos please choose a
bride for him. Her qualifications? She should be poor, beautiful,
mm&nﬁmﬁrﬂmr.dmkﬂrd.wﬂudummi.lnddmpub
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sessor of a good and loving heart. The ideal was Vimpos's sister, but
she was already married. Perhaps he could find an orphan, daughter
of a scholar, compelled to earn her living as & governess. Schliemann
concludes his letter by saying that there was no one in the world ex-
cept Vimpos to whom he could entrust the secrets of his heart, and
encloses another 100 francs for the poor of Athens,

Vimpos was not in the least outraged by the |etter. He went about
Athens, collected photographs of desimble young Athenian girls,
and sent them to Indianapolis. Among these photographs was one
af Sophia Engastromencs, o pretty, dark-haired girl with a delicate
oval fisce, large eyes, and thick, curving eyebrows. It was the face of
a girl of quite unusual beanty, very serious but capable of lighung
up with quick, childish smiles. Schliemann hae twelve copies of her
photograph made, and sent one off to his father with & brief note
saying he knew be would be happy with her, but he had decided
not to marry her uniess she was enthusiastic about learning, I all
went well, he would go to Athens in July, marry her and then bring
her to Germany,

He did not reach Athens in July because the divorce proceedings
were held up. He had nothing to fear, He had become an Amesican
citizen in March, and it was therefore only a question of waiting
patiently for the time when the papers were signed. At last, towards
the end of July, his divoree was granted. He hurried to New York
and took the first available ship across the Atantic. He was still not
sure whether he would marry Sophia, for he wrote to a friend from
the ship: “Thank God, there are great possibilities of choice in
Greece, and the girls there are as beautiful as the pyramids of
Egypt.” It s unlikely that Sophia would have been pleased to be
compared with & pyramid.

He arrived in Greece in August on the eve of the Feast of St
Meletius, the patron saint of the little church near the country villa
of the Engastromenos family at Colonus, slightly more than a mile
north-west of Athens. Colanus was the birthplace of Sophocles and
the scene of the mysteriows disappearance of Oedipus—"‘White
Colonus,” says Sophocies, “fed by heaven's dews, the place where
the clear-voiced nightingales sing amidst the wine-dark ivy.” There
was no place more auspicious, The moment Schliemann reached
the little town be found himself looking upon the celebration of an
ancient rite, for the girls were carrying garlands to the church.

Sophia was not an orphan, nor was her family particularly poor,
nor had she ever beent a governess. Her father was a draper, with a
shop and town house in Athens, a solid handsome man who won
the cross in the War of Independence. Sophia was in the church,
standing en a stool and hanging up garlands when Schliemann
arrived at the bouse in the company of Theokletos Vimpos. In the
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church there was the cry: “The German has come!" He had not
been expected so carly in the day. Sophia jumped off her stool and
hurried into the house to change her dress. The whole family was
there—father, mother, sisters, brothers, cousins—and they were all
sitting round the table, gazing at the strange German with the sad
smile and the gold-rimmed spectacles, fearly bald, with a heavy
gold watch-chain hanging over his waistcoat.

At last Sophia came into the room, wearing a white dress, with
ribbons in her hair, very demure. Wine and cakes were being
served. Sophia sat down at the table with her eyes lowered. Schlie-
mann was talking about his travels all over the world in impeccable
Greek. Suddenly he turned to Sophia and asked her three questions.
The first question was: “Would you like to go on a long journey "'
Sophia answered that she would. The second question was: *When
did the Emperor Hadrian visit Athens?"* Sophia gave the exact date.
The third question was; “Can you recite pasages of Homer by
heart?" Sophia could, and did. The examination had been passed
with flying colours,

During the next three days Schliemann haunted the country
vills, He spent his days there, retiring to his hotel only in the even-
ing. Sophia knew she was being watched closely, but she showed no
nervousness. She played with her sisters and cousing, help to prepare
th:hﬂe,:ndmmnﬁmﬂmﬂilhcdinmthcmﬂmrwhmﬂlqrhpt
their casks of oil, butter and olives. There were 3o many relatives in
the houss that Sehliemann had to slip a message into her hands 10
see her privately,

Once when they were alone, he said abruptly : “Why do you want
to marry me?"' _

“Hecause my parents told me you were a rich man,” Sophia
answered simply.

Schliemann was hurt to the gquick and strode off in anger to his
hotel. He had thought the girl possessed a natural nobility, and she
had answered like a slave. He wrote on his hotel notepaper:

lmduptypuiund,hﬁn&phiu,utthgmwuhw:ghm
me—one worthy of a slave, and all the more strange because it
comes from an educated young woman. I mysell am a simple,
hmmhlt,hmnculwingmn.lfmwmmrdnd.hmﬂ
be 50 that we could excavate together and share our common love
for Homer,

The day after tomorrow 1 shall leave for Naples, and perhaps
we shall never meet again. But if you should ever need a friend,
remember your devoted HEINRICH SONMLIEMANN

Doctor of Philosophy,
Place St. Michel, 6, Paris
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This letter, with is confusions and self-appraisals unresolved, was
written in white-hot anger and despatched by hotel messenger,
Sophin was overwhelmed. While the whole family inssted that she
compose a letter to allay the German's wrath, and called in one af
her uncles, a government official, to help her, she seems 1o have
known exactly what to do, The letter she wrote shows no evidence
of any assistance. She wrote on cheap note-paper hurriedly bought
from & local store :

Dear Herr Heinrich: I am sorry you are going away, You
muist not be angry with what T said this afternoon. I thought that
was how young girls should speak. My parenis and I will be very
happy if you will come and see us again tomorrow.

Schliemann was relieved, but determined to punish her, He wrote
more letters and received more letters in exchange, until he felt
assured of her affection. It was as though he could not trust himself
to confront her. Six days passed beftre he relented, and then only
because the seventeen-year-old girl wrote in her round, careful
handwriting a proposal of marriage, and against such a proposal he
was defenceless, He had arrived in Athens late in August, and on

Schliemann wore & frock coar, Sophia wore a' white dres and
bridal veil wreathed with Bowers from Colonus, and all her rela-
tives attended in Greek national costume. Then there was a feast
which lasted late into the evening, and that night the bride and
groom drove to Pirmaeus, the port of Athens, and waited until three
o'clock in the morming before they could board the ship for Naples.
Sophix insisted on bringing her dolls with her, and Schliemann was
in no mood to argue, She had wan her first victory, and she was to
win all the others.

Beautiful and childlike, moving with an easy grace which she
mever lost even in old age, Sophia dominnted him by appearing
never to dominate him. She loved him to distraction, with the vio-
lence of the young in love with the old, vet never completely under-
standing him. Reserved and cold even in the presence of his intimate
friends, he loved her passionately, delighting in her quick changes off
moad, her laughter; and her profound seriousness, which was always
like the seriousness of a child, During the honeymoon he wrote:
“She had a kind of divine reverence for her husband.”

It waa true; but the words shoold not be allowed to stand alone,
for he, too, posessed a:kind of divine reverence for this wife, who
had been given to him so unexpectedly and against all odds, To the
end of his life he worshipped her; and though they quarrelled, and
sometimes the old habits of intolerance were renewed i himy her
own quict galety was proof against his pride, his self-estcem, his
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overweening vanity, In&ermpmphnmwummﬂgmﬂ:,m
miracle had been accomplished ; and sometimes he would find him-
-:lrlmkimgathurwithth:upuﬁmurnmbmﬂﬂandbrhh
own good fortune.

It was a strange honeymoon. Naples, Pampeii, Florence, Munich
—always the hurried journeys through the museurns, with Schlie-
mann delivering in his high-pitched voice a running commeniary
on all the works of art, until Sophia could have cried out in agony,
and loved him all the more for it. People stopped and stared at the
elderly professor—he was forty-seven, but looked ten years older—
and his young wife, both so serious, so intent upon the study of art,
In the cvenings he would ask her to recite two hundred lines of
Homer, and often she would fall asleep before she was finished. She
had awakened the pedagogue in him.

He was determined to mould her eloser to his heart's desire, and
he insisted that she become a linguist—she would learn German and
French, one language a year, and surely that was not demanding too
much from her! Then he took her to Paris and installed her in the
vast apartment overlooking the Seine and the Cathedral of Nétre
Dame. It was a cold winter. She missed her relatives. Her husband
dressed her in the latest fashions and made her wear a chignon, but
when some Greck girhcamcmvisithu,dl:tmadthcchipm
away, got down on her knees and showed them her dolls.

She hated Paris—the fog coming over the Seine, the cold, the
dampnoess, the knife-edge winds blowing up the Boulevard St
Michel. She was bared by the society be cultivated, the visits to the
Geographical Society, the continual talk about Troy, Mycenae, and
the Islands of the Greek archipelngo, where hitherto unlnown
umummightbcbuﬁnd.ﬁchﬂtmnn'imindmnwdﬂhthx'mni-
cate mechanism of a watch, never still, for he was still searching for
uth:ﬂh'cufopmtimuuﬂwudmm&rthﬂupmm[ly to
prove himsell,

By the end of January he was restless again, planning to return to
Troy, but about this time he learned of the death of his daughter
Nadezhda and was prostrated with grief. Once again he was haunted
b?ghmmumﬂﬂmdfnfumpﬁdtyhhnduth:h:umﬂd
have done everything in the world to save her, the best doctors
would have been sent to her bedside, why had he not been informed
before? Tt was a fmiliar story: the millionaire caught in the toils
of grief, telling himself he would have fought against death itsell
with his gald, if anly he had been given the opportunity, He thought
of rushing to St. Petersburg to comfort his remaining children, and
might have done so if Sophia had not fillen il

She grew pale and listless, but the doctors could find nothing
wrong with her. She was studying too hard—he had decided she



9o THE GOLD OF TROY

should learn German and French simultaneously, and could not
undentand why she was 5o slow, Sometimes he took her to the circus,
where she enjoyed hersell, but more often she was taken to the
theatre. Sitting upright in a box, wearing diamonds, listening to
speeches she could barely understand, she was bored to tears. When
she fell ill, the doctors conld find nothing wrong—perhaps it was no
more than the fever of homesickness.

In the middle of February, with Sophia no more than a ghost of
herself, suffering from unaccountable fits of weeping, Schliemann
decided to take her to Athéns and make his way to Troy. Calvert
had promised to obtain a firman 1o permit the excavations from the
Turkish Government, but no firman had arrived. On board the
steamer Nieman bound from Marseilles to Piraeus he wrote to
Calvert on February 17, 1870, with his usual impatience ;

Please inform me by the firt opportunity whether you have
got now the firman, for in that case T would like to commence the
excavations at Hissarlik at once, I think the early season can be
o impediment to do so, for the weather is warm and delightful
here and it can hardly be different in the Troad. 1 would wish to
‘begin work at onee, the more so since 1 have later on other im-
portant things to attend to,

Thus, if you have got the firman, please give me once more a
list of the implements and instruments required, for in the hurry
with which we left Paris I have forgotten to copy same from your
letter of last winter . . .

When Schliemann reached Athens, there was no _firman awaiting
him. He had thought of making some excavations at Mycenae, buta
party of seven Englishmen had been killed by bandits not many
months ago, and the Greek Government frowned on archasologists
who wandered alone into the interior, In despair, Schliemann de-
cided to pass the time until the fiman arrived by sailingin a sail-boat
among the islands of the £gean Sea.

It was an unhappy adventure. He knew nothing about sailing
boats, and the Greek sailor who accompanied him seems to have
been incompetent, He visited Delos, where Apallo was born, and
Paros, famous for its marble quarries, and Naxos, which was sicred
to Bacchus, but he was most attracted to the small island of Thera
(Santorino). He reached Thera after drifting for four days in a storm,
living on bread and water. It was the most southesly of the small
islands scattered about the Egean Sea, and had an impartant his-
tory ! from this island in G4t n.c. the Greeks haid sailed 1o colonize
the rich province of Cyrene in Africa. Tt was a voleanie island, and
Schliemann was delighted with the strange cliffs formed of layers of
lava in different vd, black, yellow, white and brown.
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These cliffs, seven hundred feet high, were “‘a terrifying and awesome
spectacle.” He liked the islanders and was able to buy from them
some recently discovered Stone Age vases found under three layers
of lava, and then he made his way back to Athens, hopping from one

island to another,

In the past his good fortune was sometimes announced before-
hand by a great thunderstorm., So it had been when his ship foun-
dered off the island of Texel; and then again in mid-Atlantic the
thunder of Zeus roared overhead and not long afterwards he made a
fortune in California, So now, returning to Athens, he may have
believed that the four-day storm which hurled his small sailing ship
on the shores of the island of Thera was a sign of the good fortune
waiting for him in Troy; No firman had arrived from Constantinople,
but there was nothing to prevent him from visiting the Troad ; no-
thing to prevent him from employing workmen ; nothing to prevent
him from wielding a pickaxe, Alone, without help, leaving Sophia
behind in Athens, he decided to take Troy by storm.
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WHINSdﬂImmmm to Troy, he was travelling a well-rodden
road. Other and greater men bad worshipped at those crumbling
altars, overgrown with tharny serub and decaying trees. There was
no mystery—or only a little mystery—about the site. For generation
upon generation men had wandered along the inhospitable Phrygian
coast to seek refreshment among the broken towers and mouldered
stones of the ity where Helen was kept captive and the ten-year-
war was fought,

Xerxes, King of Persia and most of the world, had paused there,
if we ean believe Herodotus, during his march through Asia Minor
on his way to Greece. He climbed up to the citadel, sought out the
knowledgeable inhabitants of the place, and listened to their stories
of the sicge. Then he sacrificed a thousand oxen to the Trojan
Athena and ordered his priests to pour libations of wine to the spirits
ol the great men of old. That night all the Persian troops who had
gathered there felt a ghostly dread coming out of the earth, but they
could pur no name to it

For the Persians and for others Troy was a place of strange
terrors, of mingled myths and nightmares. Like all battlefields it
was haunted by ghosts screaming for vengeance. Xerxes called
himsell the avenger of the erime. According to the Persians, it was
the fall of Troy which made them the hereditary enemies of the
Greeks.

But when the Greeks came to Troy, they saw it as the place where
they had triumphed over Asia. So when Alexander crossed the
Hellespont on his way to make war on Persia, he ran oiled and
naked around the tomb of Achilles on the promontory of Sigeum,
and donned some of the arms preserved in the Temple of Athena,
and made grandiose plans for embellishing the city.

Julius Caesar, hunting Pompey over land and sea, arrived on the
Rboetian promontory and wandered abour the ruins of the city
burned forty years before by a Roman expeditionary force. All he
found was the emveloping furest, rotting oak thickets growing over
the palaces of kings and the temples of gods. He was crossing a
stream which meandered through the sand when someone said:
“Thix is the famous River Xanthus!" He stepped on a patch of
grass, and somecone cried: “This is where they brought Hector's

w
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body | Be careful not to offend his ghost " And when he came to a
pile of loose stones, some plucked his sleeve and said : *Do you not
see the altar of Hercacan Jupiter?”

Caesar had seen nothing, only ruins and the surrounding dark-
ness, but he knew he had come to a sacred place, and feared the
ghosts, So he hastily erected an altar of turf, burned incense on it,
and prayed to the gods who guarded these sacred ashes, asking
prosperity for himself and vowing to rebuild the shattered walls
until they gleamed and sparkled as before. And then remembering
Pompey he hurried off to Egypt, so impatient to kill his enemy that
he sailed past all the wealthy cities of Asin and did not pause until he

reached Alexandria.
Madmen and emperors came to Troy. The mad Caracalla paid

tribute at the shrines. Hopelessly lost among delusions of grandeur,
he imagined he was Achilles, as in Macedonia he imagined he wus
Alexander the Great. He remembered thut Achilles had been grief-
stricken by the death of his beloved friend Patroclus; so he poisoned
his favourite freedman Festus in order that he should have someone
to grieve over, and ordered a great funeral pyre to be built, and
himself slaughtered the sacrificial animals and lified the body on to
it and set the pyre alight. Then he sprinkled wine on the flames and
called upon the winds to celebrate the death of his friend. Herodian,
who tells the story, adds that in his grief he tried to cut off a lock of
his hair to throw into the fire, but as he was very bald-headed, he
was laughed at, Afterwards he remembered that Alexander had run
naked round the tomb of Achilles, and nothing would satisfy him but
be must do the same.,

And after Caracalla came others—the endless procession of
tourists determined to set foot on the sacred soil while on their way
to Persia or Jerusalem, The Emperor Julizn visited Novom lium
and gave fresh burial to the bones of Ajax. The young emperar, who
laughed when the Christinny worshipped the bones of martyrs,
worshippeid devotedly at the shrine of Ajax. The Emperor Constan-
tine decided to build & new capital of the Roman Empire in the
East, and thought of esmablishing it in Troy before finally deciding
upan tium, Then for a few more years the Trojans secretly
offered sacrifices st the ancient altars, but with the coming of the
Christinn emperors the eity lost its importance,

For fifteen hundred years it had guarded the approaches to the
Dardanelles. Now grass grew in the streets, the walls of temples and
palaces collasped, and soon there was nothing but & huge mound
of thistls and gms. The Anglo-Saxon chronicler Sacwulf, who
passed close by the shores of the Troad about A0, 1100, says the
ruins aof Troy were scattered over many miles, and two hundred years
Later Sir John Mandeville, that mysterious traveller who may never
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have visited the East, says that nothing remained, for Troy way
completely destroyed.

Though destroyed, Troy remained. No other city except Jeru-
salem had such power to kindle the imaginations of men. Virgil
and Homer kept it alive during the Renaissance; and Italian
scholars dreamed of the day when they, too, could walk along the
roads where Achilles strode, *as high as a mountain®, The English,
like the Romans, sometimes thought they were the descendants of
the Trojans, elaiming that the original name of Landon was Troy-
novant, the “New Troy". In the chansons de peste Troy was a living
city, all the more luminous because it was a city of the imagination,

In 1870 there seem to have been only two people—Frank Calvert
and Heinrich Schliemann—who believed firmly that Troy wasa real
city; that its walls, its palaces, even the furniture and literature of
the Trojany, lay buried in the mound at Hissarlik. Charles Mac-
laren, the brilliant archaeologist, who had proved to his own satis-
faction as fir back as 1822 that Troy was 1o be found at Hissarlik,
was dead; the consensus of scholars was that Troy was at Bunar-
bashi, and few people believed that anything would be gained by
excavations at Hissarlik,

Frank Calvert had neither the money nor the inclination to make
a camplete excavation of the mound. The ecastern part of the mound
belonged to him, the western part belonged to two Turks living at
Koum-Kale.

Schliemann was convinced that the more important discoveries
would be made in the western part, overlocking the sea. Charac-
teristically he decided to attack the part belonging to the Turks,
leaving for some future occasion the exploration of the part belong-
ing to Calvert. He said later: 1 was 5o sure of finding great build-
ings, and then too I hoped they would pardon my audacity when
they saw the treasure—"espérats gu'ils me pardonneraient mon audice & la
tue de ces trdsors,” From the very beginning his eye was on the buried
treasure,

On April g he dug the first trench with the help of ten Turkish
labourens from the nearby village of Rembkoi. The workmen were
paid 10 piastres a day. Schliemann stood over them with a pistal in
his belt, a riding whip in his hand. The first spadeful of earth was
dug on the north-west comer of the hill at a place which roughly
carresponded in Schliemann's mind to the position of the Scacan
Gate, After an hour's digging, two feet below the surface, the work-
men came upon the remains of a wall, Schliemann was excited, The
workmen worked hard, and by sunset they had uncovered the
foundations of a building 6o feet long and 4o feet wide.

The next day, with eleven more workmen, he began digging at
the south-cast and south-west comners of the building which was
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Mtr:mging&ﬁmhbqﬁhtlmlth:ﬁnpwmwmmﬂhi
were covered with two feet of earth and detritus formed

They

through the ages—sheep dung, the remains of plants, and atmos-

pheric dust. There were 1o po : only this thick coating of
rones and found exactly what he

earth. Then he dug below the flags
had expected to find: cinders, calcined matter, evidence of fire.
ﬂmw_nlmmuchh;m.ﬂdmuﬂnndit‘\m in such an
orderly manner that he came 1o the conclusion that alogether ten
wooden houses had puri:hedinlh:ﬂmn?m&:uththnme
house was built on their ruins. Among the cinders he found a coin,
hﬂﬂngnnmdﬂ:dmlmgca[thnﬁmp:m Commodus and on
mcothudwimgtdﬂmm.m:mnofﬁmmmtgmcrﬂ
who commanded the Trojan forces, In Schliemann's eycs coin,
which bore the inscription, Heclor Ilieon (*Hector of Troy") was the

ot suspicious sign of all.
For two days Schliemann dug around this building, but on the
third day, fearing that the Turkish proprictors might arrive at any
he

moment, and in haste to discover mare profitable remains,
and another

started on two long trenches, anc from east to wel, !
mmﬁngdwmﬂ:.ﬁrﬂichzgmthehupoﬁhemmdh:hopd
to form a general picture of the buried city, just as a man drawing
Ematﬁghtmgiumauamhvillngemdunmhﬁmaﬂ the
objects encountered in the path of these lines might reasonably be
able to form a rongh sketch of the entire village. Somewhere these

lines would cut through the main street, the mayor's office, the post

alfrm.fhcﬁm:npntlhﬂl.

army of excavators on their land. Schliemann explained through
an interpreter that he was doing work of scientific importance, that
he wanted uothing&xhimﬂlf.mdthuh:mhmuﬂng‘furkcj’
brhilprm&h:mndmdbﬂfﬂ:d,lhﬂTurhuguedlhithﬂmd
no right to be there, and asked him to leave. Schiiemann took them
aver the property, cajoling, pleading, making long speeches about
hudhmmuwhiuhm:lﬂmmb:hnﬂndhy:mhuﬂlﬁgimﬂ
mlbcmld—-h:hndnhmdrdimmﬂﬁpaﬂuflhnwmﬁfﬂm
mnp]cnf?:ﬂu&thma.bmmﬂbmﬁﬁlﬂ.hmﬂ'mnh.

mehmtmreiumu:iindmhﬂvyblo:huflmmht
had unearthed. They intended i build a stone bridge over the
Simnil,nndihuchhmhnn:t]ymﬁtedﬂmirpmpm'rh:f
mlﬂ&hﬁmmﬂmﬁnundigingrhnmuhngumdﬂmmn—
dﬁinutbcrwm:ﬂnwdmu:thumfwlh:hﬁdmﬂﬂpﬁd
them forty francs, and they went off smiling. .

'Ihwghwthkljf:nmmwmschlhmnnhndthehbituf
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giving heroic mames to his discoveries. He had found an immense
wall; and instantly oamed it the temple of Pallas Athena, A litile
while later, while digging deeper in the north trench, he discovered
below twenty-two layers of cinders the tesracotta bust of a woman,
and instanly named it the bust of Helen of Troy. Supremely self-
assured, never hesitating to make grandiose claims, he rarely per-
mitted himself the luxury of the slightest doubt. But sometimes
doubts crept in.

The mare he thought of his encounter with the Turks, the more
convinced he was that he was at the mercy of forces beyond his
control. By paying them forty frunes and promising them the use
of the stone for the bridge, he had obmined & temporary truce.
But what if the truce were broken? What if the Turks insisted on
their rights? He had tried to bargain for the land, but the price they
demanded was cxorbitant. They had demanded the use of the
stones for their miserable bridge—it was the worst kind of sacrilege.
How to deal with them? How to obtain full rights over the land?
He was sill debating these questions when, on the afternoon of
April 21, the Turks returned, said they now had enough stones for
their bridge, and ordered him to stop digging.

Schliemann had no weapons against this ultimatum, He could not
light them an their level, but he could fight them on other levels;
and that night, in a mood that curiously mingled resignation, des-
pair, and vast hopes for the future, he wrote off a series of letters
outlining what he had done and the problems he (aced o friends
in Germany, France, Athens and Constantinople. To a powerful
friend in Germany he wrote:

I have uncovered the ruins of palaces and temples an walls of
much older buildings, and at the depth of 15 feet T came upon
vast walls six feet thick and of most wonderful construction. 7d
feet lower down I found that these same walls rested ypon other
wills 8§ feet thick. These must be the walls of the Palace of Poam
or the Temple of Athene,

Unfortunately there has been continunl unplessanimess with
the two Turks who own the land, and they will probably make
me put an end to my work tomorrow. Meanwhile I intend to go
to all possible lengths to buy the land, and shall not rest until 1
have uncovered the Palace of Priam,

For the moment there was nothing he could do. Bowing to the
inevitable, he paid off his workmen and returned to Athens, where
he hoped to receive permission to dig in the ruins of Mycenae, He
would spend a few weeks in Mycenac, and then, with the firman
from the Turkish Government and the mound of Hissarlik in his
possession, he would resume digging in the Troad,

¥
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Everywhere he turned there were obstacles. The Greeks refised
to allow him to dig at Mycenae, claiming that the surrounding
territory was infested with bandits. Frank Calvert had only. just
recovered from a serious iliness and was in no condition to assist
him. Sophia was still ill. Schliemann wrote an account of his ten-day
adventure in the Troad for the Kilnirche Jaitung, openly admitting
that he had excavated the mound without the permission of the
owners, and he was surprised when he learned that the Turkish
authordties had read the account and disapproved of his activities
There was nuthiug for him to do but bide his time in Athens,

He hated his inactivity. He could not understand why Frank
Calvert was so unhelpful, He offered to pay £ 100 for the land owned
by the two Turks, adding tactlessly that if Calvert could buy it
cheaper the difference would be his own profit. To Schliemann it
was all very simple : once the land was in his possession the excava-
tibns could go on, and he was perfectly. prepared to spend three
months every year for five years cleaning the rubbish away from the
palaces buried in the mound.

The weeks pussed, with Schliemann oppressed by the misery of
frustration, He bombarded Frank Calvert with letters, begging him
to intercede with the Turkish Government, waiting as always “with
immense anxiety your kind information on this head,” but there
was little Calvert could do—little he had inclination to do. The
Turks were outraged, in no mood to offer assistance to & man who
dug huge trenches across Turkish property.

Summer came, It was too hot for digging on the plain of Troy,
and Schliemann set out for Paris and the cultivated conversation he
missed in Athens, He had big investments in property—more than
200 people lived in the buildings he owned—and it pleased him to
look over his property from time to time. One day in the middle
of June when Paris was empty, he received a letter from Sergey in
St. Petessturg, The boy said he was not progresing well at
school,

Schliemann replicd in French in a letter so filled with frigid
boasting that he gives the impression of & man on the verge of in-
sanity, He wrole:

It was very sad to hear you have not been progressing, In this
life one must progress continually, otherwise one becomes dis-
couraged. Try then to fllow the example of your fther who, in
all the positions he has occupied, has always proved how much a
man can accomplish provided he has a fierce energy. | performed
miracles during the four years 1842-1846 in Amsterdam. I did
what no one else has ever done and no one else could ever do.
Then I became 3 merchant in St. Petesburg, and no merchant
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was ever so accomplished or so prudent. Then I became a travel-
ler, but not an ordinary traveller—I was a traveller par excellence.
No other merchant in St. Petersburg has ever written a scientific
work, but I wrote one which was translated into four languages,
n book which became the object of universal admiration. To-day
I am an archaecologist, and all Curope and America are darsled
by my discovery of the ancient city of Trov—that Troy which the
archacologists of all countrics have scarched for in vain for two

I did what no ome elre hay ever dome and no ane elee could ever do. . . .
These boasts arose [rom weakness. They are cries of despair, uttered
in loncliness and misery, as he sought in vain for the purposes of his
own life. He had hoped to lay bare the legendary eity of Troy, but
two obscure Turkish peasants whose sheepfolds lay across the mound
of Hisarlik had simply ordered him off their property, as though
he were a common trespasser. They had no right o do it! He,
Schliemann, had uncarthed the buried city, that city which was his
by right of discovery. Had he not promised to spend & hundred
thousand francs on the excavation, for the stole purpose of enlighten-
ing the scholars of the world? He pomessed property all over the
world, Then why should a small hill in & corner of Asia Minor be
refised to him? Why had these Turke in baggy trousers defiled his
city by removing the sacred stones to bulld a bridge? Just before
leaving Hissarlik these same peasants had demanded 100 for the
damage he had caused, but this, of course, he refused to pay.

On July 19, 1870, Napoleon III declared war on Prussia, and

i was still in Paris, burning with resentment against those
two peasants who, by this time, had probably forgoiten lis existence.
He wrote to Frank Calvert from Boulogne-sur-mer, where he fled
shortly after the declaration of war, begging him to sec that no stones
were removed from the palace walls he had uncarthed—surely there
must be some way to prevent those peasants from destroying a work
which had survived for thirty centuries?

At the end of August he wrote to Safieet Pasha the Turkish
Minister af Public Instruction, a long, imploring letter, saving that
be had never hoped to find any treasures. No, this was not the
reasun why he had dug at Hisarlik. On the contrary, he had acted
out of “the pure and disinterested love of science,” with only one
desire—to prove that the eity of Troy lay beneath the mound, He
enclosed a copy of Ithaka, der Piloponnts wud Troje. He threw himself
on the mercy of the Turkish Government. Surely they would realize
the importance of his researches. Surely they would not blame
him for having made, in the wild enthusinam for Homer which
overcame him when he found himself at Hissarlik, a few unimportant
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excavations which nevertheless proved the existence of Priam's
and the great wall surrounding the civy.

“] worked in rain storms as though it were summer, T thought T
had lunched and dined when 1 had eaten nothing all day, and every
little piece of pottery which 1 brought to light was for me another
page of history I’ He begged His Excellency’s pardon for having
acted high-handedly, and offered to wait upon His Excellency at
any time, if only there was some slight hope that the excavations
might be allowed to continue, There was no reply. The inscrutable
Safvet Pasha confronted the inscrutable Schliemann across the
whole length of Europe, and neither gave an inch.

If Schliemann hsd not written this outrageous letter with its
pious sentiments and florid appeals to *'our common mother Science,
to whom both of us owe our lives, which both of us adare with the
same enthusiasm,” the story of the discovery of Troy might have
been very different. The letter, for all its denials, convinced Safeet
Pasha that Schliemann was looking for buried treasure, and when
Schliemann arrived in Constantinople at last in December, the
minister greeted him affably, promised him every kind of assistance,

imed his total belief in the blessings of science, and did every-
thing he could to prevent the excavations from continuing, Schlie-
mann was left with the impression that it was only & matter of a
few days before he would be in full possession of Hissarlik with a
firman from the Turkish government permitting him to excavate
to his heart’s contents

While waiting in Constantinople, his mind absorbed by the
approaching fall of Paris and the prohlem of obtaining title to the
mound at Hisarlik—with great difficulty Frank Calvert had ob-
tained from the two Turks a verbal promise that they would sell
their land for 1,000 francs—Schliemann received a letter from his
wife full of dejection and despair. He could be cruel to those he

ir, If she would

lowed. He answered that she had no reason 1o despair.
only count her blesiings—her husband who worshipped her, her

pasition in life, ber house in Athens and all the good simple people
who were devoted to her, while in France two million men, women,
and children were dying of starvation, with enemy shells &lling on
their defenceless houses, with not a crust of bread to eat and not »
stick of firewood 1o warm them. Ifshe would only think about more
important martters! He had visited Safvet Pasha. He had been
greeted cordially, The long-wished-for firman had been promised,
and in & few days would be safely in his hands, He would go to His-
sarlik in a few days, buy the land, and then he would have to return
briefly to Paris, but she should pot think of the dangers of the

journey. He went on:
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You should fall straightway on your knees and thank God for
all the blesings He has showered on you, and you should ask His
pardon for permitting yourself in these days of strain to forget
the bounty He has poured over you.

You farget, too, that T have learned Turkish during my in-
voluntary stay here. I have been studying the language for the past
ecighteen days, and 1 assare you I speak and write it fluently, and
already 1 have a vocabulary of 6,000 words,

A week passed. There was still no word from Safvet Pasha, On
January 8, 1871, Schiiemann wrote a formal request for permission
to continue the excavations. Ten days later he was summoned to the
Ministry of Public Instraction, There he leamned that Safvet Pasha
had telegraphed the governor of the Dardanclles granting permis
sion for the excavations to continue and at the same time ordering
that the land be bought on bekalf of the ministry.

Schliemann was violently angry, "I told him in the plainest
language what I thought of his odious and contemptible conduct.™
He explained that for two and a half years he had done everything
possible to acquire title to the land, He had been actusted by the
purest scientific principles. All he had ever wanted to do was to
prove that the Trojan War was no fable, that Troy had acmally
existed, but it was a question of cutting through a whole mountain
at enormous expense, and it was intolerable that he should not be
allowed to possess that little spit of land, which he was perfecily
prepared to pay for,

An Englishman, the director of the National Museum, was
present at the interview, and Safvet Pasha scema to have been con-
fused and ashamed by the outburst. He did his best to calm Schiie-
mann by saying that everything was perfectly in order. Of course
there was nothing to prevent him from going to Hissarlik and buying
the land and continuing his excavations *as long as he submitted to
the regulations of the Ottoman Empire concerning any treasures
which are discovered.”

At this new turn in the discussion, Schiiemann overflowed with
gratitude. He evidently assumed that he had been granted every-
thing he asked for. He thanked the minister cordially, and promised
to mention the minister’s name in his forthcoming book an his exea-
vations at Troy. It is possible, and very likely, that Schliemann had
completely failed to understand what the minister was saying. It is
alio possible that he deliberutely misinterpreted the minister’s
words. He had shouted and threatened. In the Turkish fashion
Safvet Pasha had attempted to quict him, saying that Schliemann
was & man of good sense, and of course everything was posible w
him. Among these face-saving gestures and hesitant smiles Schlie-
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mann appears to have detected approval and genuine sympathy,
and it never seems to have occurred to him that he was being politely
dismissed. To the end of his life he maintained that at the meeting
on January 18 he received a verbal promise which gave him full
authority to buy the land and continue the excavations.

Three days later, in the pouring rain, he reached Koum-Kale, a
little village on the Trojan plain. He was soaked to the skin and ex-
bausted by the journey. There be learned that the minister had
telegraphed orders for the purchase of the land on January 1o, and
titl to the land was tramsferred to the minister two days later. At
once Schliemann demanded to be taken into the presence of the
Governor of the Dardanelles, He asked whether the minister had
countermanded the order. “No, the order stands,” the Governor
replied. Feeling betrayed, in a raging temper, Schlicmann returned
to Athens,

If the Turks thought they had seen the last of him, they were

Schliemann was a man who rarely changed his ideas. He had

long ago convinced himsell that the land belonged to him by right
of conquest. Had he not left his irrefutable mark on it? Then, too,
he had learned that the minister had paid 6oo francs for the land,
while he himself was prepared to offer 1,000 francs. Surely the land
should go ta the highest bidder | If they were refusing to give him the
land, it was because they held science in disrepute, because they
were barbarians, because they feared his towering eminence as an
archaeologist, whose fame resounded through Europe—he was pre-
pared to use all arguments, on all levels, in order to outwit them.
Like a blustering child, he was prepared to stelke back in all divec-
tions.
His first attack ook the form of a long letter 10 Wayne MacVeagh,
the American Abassador to the Sublime Porte, begging for the Am-
bassador's intervention and enclosing 4,000 piastres—3,000 piastres
to pay for the land, and 1,000 piastres for the Ambassador’s trouble.
In this letter Schliemann describes his interview with Safvet Pasha,
painting himsell as a knight in shining armour and the minister a8 an
incompetent fool who had forgotten to countermand an order after
promising to do so. He wrote:

What is certain is that His Excellency Safvet Pasha gave me the
field at Hissarlik and authorized me to travel to Hissarlik and
purchase it formally, and therefore it follows that if his word is
sacred the place belongs to me at the price of 3,000 piastres,
which he paid for it. I am therefore taking the liberty of enclosing
4,000 pinstres with the request that you pay 3,000 to His Excel-
lency, and T would beg you to accept the remaining 1,000 for the
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costs attendant upon this petition. He knows that everything 1
have stated s true, and he will not for a moment hesitate in sgree-
ing with my demands.

This is not a question of a commercial ransaction. It is a
gquestion of resolving the mest important of all historieal prob-
lems, and every step you tuke in this affair will be applauded by
the entire civilized world,

There was method in Schliemann’s madness. There were o be
many more letters to officials in Constantinople. He would show
himself in all his disguises: genile, severe, charming, intolerant of
all oppasition, and in the end his will would prevail.

Meanwhile there were more urgent matters to attend to, That
winter Paris was ringed around by the heavy guns of the army of
the Crown Prince of Prussia. Schliemann was concerned about the
fate of his property, He had a deep affection for his apartment on
the Place 5t. Michel, which contained his fibmry and a small col-
lection of archacological treasures from the Far East, Ithaca and
Thern, and among them was the vase containing the ashes of Odys-
seus. There was nothing for it but to return to Paris,

Armed with a letter of introduction from the Prussian Ambas-
sador in Athens, he left hurriedly for Munich, acquired more letters
of introduction, went on to Strasbourg where he terviewed
Count Bismarck-Bohlen, the governor-general, and then to Ver-
sailles where he attempted to acquire from the hands of Bismarck
himself' a safe-canduct into the besieged city, But Bismarck and
President Jules Favre, who had already concluded a form of armis-
tice, had agreed that no one should enter Paris until peace was re-
stored,

Characteristically Schliemann reganded all laws which impeded
his progress, even martial laws, as intolerable whuses of freedom,
For five francs he bought a false passport written out in the name of
the postmaster Klein of Lagny. Schliemann was forty-nine, but
looked sixty; the photograph on the passport showed a man about
thirty years old. Incvitably, as he made his way through the Ger-
man lines, he was regarded with suspicion. Three times he was de-
tained for examination. He said later that he might have been put
up against 2 wall and shot, but he remembered the German manin
for titles, and by addressing every licutenant as general and every
I soldier as full colonel, he succeeded by flattery in passing
through the lines unscathed,

News reaching Athens suggested that Paris was in ruins, but it was
not so. As he walked around the city, Schlienann discovered that
all the familiar buildings were still standing—the Pantheon, the
church of St. Sulpice, the Sorbonne were untouched. His apartment
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at 6 Place St. Michel, and the house he owned next door, were ex-
actly as he had left them. Tears rolled down his checks when he
entered his library—"'such tears as would have sprung to my eyes if
I had come into the presence of a child resurrected from the dead,”
Oddly ennugh, the house at 5 Place 5t. Michel had received a direct
hit, and he found himsell thinking of that day when all the ware-
houses except his own at Memel had been destroyed in the fames,
Once more 3 divine purpose had protected him. It was spring,
and the chestout tress were in flower, and Paris on the eve of the
Commune was as beautiful as ever. He wrote to his friend Golts-
chalk, & business man in Wiirttemberg:

By day the face of Poris has changed so very litthe. There are
Just aa many pecple on the strécts as belore: only there are few
carringes, because most of the horses have been eaten. It is at
night that Paris is sad, the only light in the sireets coming from
miserable ail-lamps. Because there is no gaslight the theatres are
open during the day. All the museums and libraries except the
Sorbonne are still closed, To my great delight the College of
France opens its door tomorrow. Among the hundreds of untruths
1 heard about Paris there is the one that the trees everywhere—in
the streets, in the gardens of the Tuileries, in the Pare Moneeau
and the Champs Elysées—have been cut down. Let me assure you
that not & single tree has been cut, and you may wander through
the Bois de Boulogne for days before coming upon any trees cut
down, and these are usually near the fortifications . . .

When the Communards were in possession of Paris, Schliemann
was still there. He had faith in France, and little faith in Germany
under the monarchy—he agreed with Victor Hugo that Germany
would becaine 4 republic in time, and that she had power to invade
other countries was of very little interest, since she would hersell be
invaded in her turn. He pased the time quietly in his study, cons
templating the war from a distance.

He wrote 1o Frank Calvert suggesting that something might be
grined by a mecting between Safvet Pasha, the American Ambas-
sador, and himself—surely the opportunity must not be allowed to
lose iwsell'in the chincelleries of the Sublime Porte. He remembered
that treasure had been found at Hisarlik, and this not far from the
place where he had dug his first trench. The treasure, which eon-
sisted of 1,200 large silver medals of the period of Antinchus the
Great, was perhaps one of the factors which weighed heavily with
the minister. In that case Schliemann would demsonstrate his pure
disinterestedness. He offered to give all the gold and silver treasure
he discovered to the minister, and every coin. He offered to permit
two watchmen from the ministry on the site of the excavations. Only
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one thing he refused: he would not dig unless he was given title to
the land :

I will even give him double the value of the precious metals I
may find, for I have nb other objeet in view than 1o solve the
mighty problem of Troy’s real site and am ready to sacrifice for its
excavation years of my life and a vast amount of money, but the
field must be my property and as long as this is not the case T will
never think of commencing the excavations, for if I dig on Govern-
ment ground I shall be exposed to everlasting vexations and
trouble . . .

Never previously had he promised to surrender all the treasure
he discovered to the ministry and in addition pay double the value
of the precious metals. He was speaking like onc possessed of illimit-
able largesse, who cared nothing for the treasure once it was dug
out of the earth, but in fact he was still determined o seize the
treasire, and keep it. Against the duplicity of the Turks he was pre-
pared to employ the greater duplicity of a skilled merchant, and the
cunning of Odysseus.

In those days he thought often of Odysseus. In & sense he had
maodelled himself from childhood on that cunning wanderer. Sophia
was pregnant, and he had already settled the name he would give
to his unborn son—Qdymsecus.

Paris wan in the hands of the Communards, Undaunted, Schlie-
mann simply walked through the German lines with his false pass-
port. He reached Athens in May, in time for the hirth of his child.
He had always imagined it would be a boy. Instead it was a girl,
and he called her Andromache after the beautifil wife of Hector,

In June, & month afier the birth of Andromache, he hurnied to
Constantinople and presented s new offer to Safvet Pasha, This
memorandum- reveals the temper of the man—his Odyssens-like
cunning, his highly developed sense of his own importance, and that
suality which the Jews call ehutapa, which s neither nerve nor gall,
but the finest flower of these. He denied that he had any hope of
finding treasmue; this, indeed, was the last thing on his mind, If,
however, any treasure was dug up, he offered solemnly to divide it
between himself and the Turkish government. He made no claim
on the land, and asked only that he be provided; in the name of the
Grand Vizier, with the protection which would be afforded to any

foreigner in a remote part of Turkey, He wrote:

I have the honour to submit to Your Excellency a proposition
which is very close to my heart concerning excavations I hope to
undertake in the Troad, near the Dardanelles, with the aim of
determining, if possible, the true site of the palace of King Priam.
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I have already made some small excavations at Fissarlik, and
I believe I have found the palace which formed partof the ancient
ity of Troy. The difficulties I there encountered on the part of
the two proprictors have been happily resolved now that Your
Excellency has bought the property.

I do not expect, Your Excellency, to find any treasure there
Such hopes vanish in the light of the far-distant epoch we are
dealing with. My task, then, will be limited to archaeological
tests based upon the writings of Homer, If by chance it should
happen that I come upon ancient ohjects of value which would
be of interest to the Imperial Museum, I would be happy to
divide them, one hall for the Museum, the other half for my
collection, to remuncrate me for the expenses I have undertnken.
The equitable division of the treasures should take place in the
presence of a representative of the said Museum, and I should be
permitted to take my share out of the country.

1 am not asking Your Excellency for any financial asistance in
making these excavations, for I mysell shall assume the entire
financial burden. However, 1 request Your Excellency to furnish
me, a8 soon as possible, with & firman from His Highness the Grand
Vizier addressed to His Excellency the Governor of the Dardan-
clles, so that I may be protected during my researches and exca-
vations, and the same protection shall be given to the historic
buildings brought to light as a result of my work.

This letter, written with the help of Wayne MacVeagh, the
American Ambassador, and John Brown, the sympathetic and
learned Secretary to the Embassy, resolved all the outstanding
problems, Shrewdness and guile lay concealed within it; poison
was mingled with honey ; and Schliemann himself had no intention
of keeping to the Jetter of the agreement. But now at last there was 8
face-saving agreement which satisfied both parties to the dispute.

Schliemann was in London on August 12, 1871, when a sealed
package arrived from the American Embassy in Constantinople.
The package contained the firman, The same day, anxious to start
digging, Schliemann wrote to Frank Calvert, saying that he hoped
to start work at the end of September: “Pray, write me to Athens
whether the fever are then over and what the average weather is in the
Dardanelles in October.”

Once more there were delays. On September 27 he arrived with
his wife in the Dardanelles, anly to learn that there was some doubt
about the wording of the firman : it was not clear whethes it referred
t the hill ar Hissarlik, and no permit had reachied the local autho-
rities from Achmed Pasha, the Governor of the Dardanelics. Also,
the firman as written ordered him “'to respect the walls of the ancient



THE 0OLD OF TROY 107

and celebrated city," and he wondered what would happen if he
broke through any of the cyclopean walls.

He had already established his headquarters in the village of
Ciplak. Everything was ready, He had chosen his foreman, the
workmen had been hired, wheelbarrows and baskets had been
assembled, spades, picks and axes were belng unbundled—all that
remained was o break through the last vestiges of red tape. He sent
an urgent message to Brown, followed it with another three days
later, and at last, on Wednesday, October 11, he was able for the
first time to attack the hill with the full protection of the Turkish
government, Beside him as he worked was a Turkish official,
Georgios Sarkis, an Armenian by birth, a former second secretary
of the Chancery of Justice of the Dardanelles, *the eyves and ears of
the government", to act as a perpetual watchdog and to see that no
treasure was taken from the earth without the Turkish government
being aware of it.

Schliemann had brought enly eight wheelbarrows from France,
and accordingly he started work the first day with eight workmen,
The next day, secing that work was progressing rapidly, he em-
ployed thirty-five, and on the following day he employed seventy-
four. He paid each workman g piastres. The wages were paid out
by Nicholas Zaphyros Jannakis, a colourful Greek who entered
Schliemann's service shortly after his marriage. Jannakis, who
came from the village of Remkoi and knew all the local dialects,
acted as bodyguard, cook, cashier, and general factotum. Schlie-
mann trusted him implicitly and always called him by his proper
name, though it was his invarinble custom to give his other servants
names out of Greek mythology. Wherever Schliemann was, Jannakis
was sure to be somewhere near ; and whenever there was some local
official to be bribed, Schliemann would leave it 1o Jannakis, who
paid out the bribe money from the gold coins he always carried in
his belt.

The rains came, and they were still working. As usual Schiiemann
was in a hurry; he hoped to uncover the whole of Priam's palace in
six weeks, Even in the rain the workmen worked from six in the
morning to six at night. There was a thirty-minute rest for breakfast
atnine o'clock in the morning, and an hour and a half for lunch in the
carly afternoon. No one was allowed to smoke except during meals—
Schliemarnm had a theory that smoking reduced a man's energy and
powens of concentration. He was a hard task-master ns he superin-
tended the digging, cuning the rains and the interminable Greek
feast-days which held up operations. Three times in the course of
month there were such heavy storms that digging had to be aban-
doned ; on those days be wrote out his reports,

But there was little to report: a few coins and calcined bones,
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huge walls, and some strange phallus-shaped objects which seemed
to belong to a period long before the Homeric Age. On the moming
of October 90 he began o dig up hundreds of these objects—lance-
beads of green stone, curious objects shaped like fiery mountains,
and phalloi of hard black diorite, some striped with white and all of
them beautifully polished. Among these were boars’ tusks and boars'
reeth.

He could make nothing of this, It was the last thing he expected to
find, And day by day these objects were being unearthed. He began
to find lintle clay medels which resembled owls, and it oceurred to
him that they might represent the owl sacred to Pallas Athena.
Homer spoke of “owl-fuced Athena", but since Athena was the
virgin protectress of Athens, scholars assumed that the term meant
that her eyes had the brightness of owl's eyes and she could see in the
dark, He had hoped to find treasure, the painted walls of & palace,
perhaps a great funeral chamber; instead there were these litile
black, glistening phaflod, painted owls, and tiles with an owl's head
sketched on them, and here and there traces of molten copper.

Must puzzling of all were the terracotta shapes which resembled
small spinning tops, sometimes with two holes bored into them,
which he found at a depth of ten feet, He thought of the heavy stone
phallei e had seen in the Indian temples, representing the male
principle, and it occurred to him that the carrousels or tops repre-
sented] the female principle. But what in heaven's name were they
daing in the palace of Priam?

All of his discoveries that winter puzzied him. Owils, of course,
were sacred to Athena and appeared on Athenian coins, but these
owls seemed to derive from an age beyond history. He thought he
had discovered same relics from the Stone Age, and wrote off & dis-
couraging letter to James Calvert, the brother of Frank Calvert,
begging for advice. Calvert replied that there was nothing pecu-
liarly astonishing in these finds. The Greeks made no painted
pottery until the sixth or seventh century, and such abstract shapes
hudb:tn'hfi.mdbcﬁar:. *You must not be discouraged by the sup-
position that you are working in a barbarous period,” he wrote.
“Goahead 1" g

So, more puzzled than ever, Schliemann continued to dig, finding
more and more phalloi and spinning tops, which strangely resembled
the shapes of the funeral mounds dotted over the plain of Troy. He
found ohwidian knife-blades so sharp they might have been used for
razors and small terracotta boat-like objects which reminded him
of the canoes he had seen in India. Perhaps all these objects derived
from India. He was convinced that the stariling, lifelike phellsi had
some remote connection with Vedic India. But there were also faint
inscriptions which seemed to be Egyptian, and here and there he
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came upon clay tiles with swastikas cut into them, and these puzzled
him as much as the carrousels. .

He went on working. On November 16 was excavating one of
the walls formed of huge blocks of wrought and unwrought stone,
and for three hours sixty-five workmen were engaged in clearing a
single door-sill with block and tackle. They were still at work on the
wall the next day. November 18 was a Greek holiday, when the
men refused to work, and Schliemann oceupied his time writing up
his journal. He was a man who rarely expressed himself with humi-
lity, but he was so puzzled by the obsidian knives, the spinning tops,
the phailos, the swastikas, and the occasional spidery imscriptions
muthmmdugmnﬂplufmaﬁlminduddnﬁnghhﬁnh
It was his custom to send copies of his journal to scholars abroad,
and in his characteristic fashion he invited those “who desire further
enlightenment in these matters to write to me at my address in
Athens, where I shall be spending the winter."

The bitter north wind was sweeping across the plain of Troy.
Huddled in his grestcoat and wearing a sun-helmet, he decided to
superintend the excavations until the last possible moment, But on
November 24, after two days of violent storm, he abandoned all
operations and returned 1o Athens, where he spent part of his en.
forced haliday assembling notes for a treatise on the swastika. Uge
like the Nazi swastika, the true swastika moves from right to left, and
there is hardly any place in the world where it has not been found.
They are seen on anelént Chinese carvings, on the pulpit of St.
Ambrose in Milan, on a Celtic funeral urn found in Norfolk,
England, and in the Ramayana, the ships of King Rama bore it on
their prows, He carefully assembled a vast number of references to
swastikas and geems to have contemplated a book on the subject,
but he was still engrossed by the thought of uncovering Priam's
palace and refused to wander from his appointed path, and so the
book was left unfinished,

Much of his time was spent in rewriting his journal, which ap-
peared in five instalments in the Augsberger Allpemeine Lritung, nter
reprinted in his book, Tretanische Altertimer (Trojan Antiquities).
Ernst Curtius, the distinguished Hellenist, after reading the early
reports, pronounced against Hissarlik in favour of Bunarbashi, and
Schliemann roared with anger. He admitted that the lower city of
Troy probably extended along the valley and perhaps reached as
huﬁuwbum,hutmlynﬁmlwmﬂdmm:thuthepahm
were anywhere else but ar Hissarlik,

In spite of the phalloi and the carrousels he was still convinced that
he had discovered the ancient city. Great scholars like Ernest Renan,
MuMu.llu.mdlnngpﬂiﬂnﬁghtbe&v:tht'I‘my WS A com-
pletely imaginary city, but for himself he was convinced of its reality,
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In March, 1872, just before setting out for his fourth expedition to
Troy, he wrote from Athens : *“T have an unshakeahle faith in Homer,
If 1 succeed in bringing to light the palace of Priam, the acropolis
of ancient Troy, my discoveries will produce an immense sensation
all gver the world, and admirers of Homer will come in their hun-
dreds of thougands to admire the sacred relics of those historical
times."" That they did not come in their hundreds of thousands was
no fault of Schliemann's,

He embarked on his fourth attempt in good heart. From Schroder’s
in London he received a present of sixty wheelbarrows and a
large number of excellent English spades and pickaxes. With his
wife he returned to the Dardanelles at the end of March and re-
sumed digging on April 5,

There was the usual trouble with the workmen. There were so
many rainstorms and so many Greek festivals that in the first two
weels he obtained only eight days work from them. Some days he
employed roo workmen, other days 126, and he caleulated that he
was employing an average of 20 at & cost of goo francs a day. Three
weeks after digging began, most of the workmen mutinied when he
found them smoking and ordered them to stop. Worse still, the few
workmen who remained at work were being stoned by the rest.

Schliemann acted pramptly. He dismissed almost his entire
work-gang and spent the night rounding up replacements so suc-
cessfully that he had 120 new workmen working for him: the next
day. Because work was progressing slowly, he increased the work-
day by an hour. Work now started at five in the morning and ended
at six in the evening. Yet he was still plagued by the unaccountable
and balefiil influence of the Church—during the Greek Easter no
work was done for six days. He tried to bribe the men back to work,
threatened them with obscure punishments, taunted them with [azi-
ness, and got nowhere. There were still no great discoveries. Occa-
sionally there were moods of black despair, when he felt like a man
committed to the task of honeycombing a mountain to no purpose.

In May there were more feast-days. Onee again he attempted to
bribe the warkmen with higher wages, but they only answered : "If
we work, the saint will strike us."” On those days he sometimes visited
the workmen and prescribed remedies for their discases. The local
doctors were usually Greek priests, whose prevailing remedy was
the bleeding-cup, Schliemann had a horror of blood and of bleeding,
and he especially detested the bleeding of children—one could
always tell when children had been bled repeatedly because there
were deep wrinkles around their lips. For himself, he thought the
sovereign remedy was salt water, and wrote: “'I never bleed any-
one, and prescribe sea-bathing for almost all disenses.”

One day a girl covered with ulcers was brought to him. The whole
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ofhu'!eftcyewutﬂcmmd::hendh:dﬁmﬁunfmqhhglu&
could hardly walk. His remedy was a dose of castor oil, frequent
mlmths,mdmeﬁmpicmhu'lnmq:andlmchcuTwwuh
after receiving the prescription, she made the three houss’ Jjourney
from her village to Schliemann's camp at Hissarlik, threw hemelfl
down at his feet and kissed his shoes, She told him she had regained
her appetite after her first bath in the sea. There was no hope for her
left eye, but most of her ulcmum:urud.lndfnrrm afterwards
he liked to tell mnlmuf:hngiriﬂnmumﬁﬂagenfﬂm-ﬂbud
who had been cured by sea-water,

Summer came. The heat roared out of the sky, and the nights were
mmdmmwithlh;cmakingaffmg:inrhcumnbultwuﬂw
timewhm:mal]hmwnvipm,ahinuwhipmdvay
mtﬂudoutufthunﬂns.&.hﬁmnnlmndfhulheviﬂngan
drank a concoction of snake-weed found on the Trojan plain, and for
salety’s sake he followed their example,

But he was not & man who played for safety. He was always taking
risks. He cut deep trenches across the mound, and was surprised
when the walls sometimes collapsed and his workmen were buried
under the ruhb]a—h}rnmimdnmmwmmm-iﬂmh injured,
He was always climbing about the excavations with the agility of a
monkey. He laboured all day, and worked on his notes through the
night,

Yei he knew nothing sbout scientific archaeology, a science which
was then in its infancy. Emile Burnouf, the director of the French
S:hnolntA!h:u:,hadtompﬁmndhimﬁ:rhhurdm:mhwu
not enough to digﬁ-‘:dlaimxi:mubmdbmkmpdmarponuy
out of the ground: the exact positions must be recorded, the date,
!h:tim:,!hucirmmtnmu,lﬂthﬂcmuﬂbe:nmmiinmthdly-
book. "“You must take care to report these things accurately,” he
wamed, “urehcym:ﬂi[[untrh&thlctumm:hdﬂﬁnimmﬂm
sions on your wonderfil discoveries, Tenes bien compte de cela?* Those
last words suggest an impatient schoolmaster, Schliemann was an
obedient pupil. He took far greater care of his records, labelled

ing, and came to realize at last that aceurate records were
almost the most important part of the excavation,

Anduﬁllvuy!iul:wumningmﬁghnﬂugtwdh,mhnﬂ
marble slabs with long, dedicatory texts, all very late, and n few
hng:jmlnﬂmdtﬁmhlndpmwwndmmthcm
of his discoveries. Of King Priam, Prince Hector, and Achilles there
was no sign.

Suddenly on June 18, 1872, he discovered a monumental relief of
Apulhridingthcﬁn:rhmnfﬂ:eSun.Mgh:mlLitwun
brilliant work—the horses modelled lightly but with great skill and
ﬁm.thegudmﬁthu!pﬁeddiﬂmwﬂhmhngmp



1ig THE GOLD OF TROY

and ten shorter ones, his golden hair flowing free. It was a {ate ren-
dering, perhaps Prolemaic, but Schliemann was immensely pleased
with it and immediately set about smuggling it out of the country
with the help of Frank Calvert, on whose part of the mound it was
discovered, Then for years it graced the garden of Schliemann’s
house in Athens,

As summer advanced and silll there was no sign of Homeric Troy,
his moods of black despair returned. At enormous expense he had
cleared a large termace on the northern slope, and revealed a stone
tower; but increasingly doubts entered his mind, The wark wia
easier niow, for the British consul at Constantinople had sent him
1o handcarts and 20 more wheelbarrows and he had a whole ar-
moury of digging implements—& horse-carts, 108 spades, 103 pick-
‘axes, 24 iron levers—but though the work was easier, Schliemann
‘himscif was losing hope.

He paid his workmen five centimes for anything they discovered,
and came to the conclusion that they were forging clay goddesses
and carroueels, The workmen feared him and showed little liking for
him. Though he had an excellent memory, he could never remember
their names. They reminded him of people he had seen in the past,
and he gave them new names—thia one was “‘doctor’’, that ane “'the
monk", another “the dervish”, another “the schoolmaster”, be-
cauwse be reminded him of a schoolmaster be had known in Ger-
many,

That summer for the first time Schliemann complained of wenri-
ness and sickness. The old fire was burning low. He began to talk of
surrendering his firman to a well-endowed archacological society or
to a foreign govermment, and spoke bitterly about the drain on his
resources, For diays on end there were dust storms, so that the work-
men’ could hardly see. The wind, driving down from the north,
exhawted them. In July came “the pestilential miasma", which in
Scliliemann’s vicw arose from the decampasition of millions of dead
frogs, and with the miasma came fear. He feared the snakes which
fell from the rafters of the house he had built on one of the cliffs of
Hissarlik; he feaved scorpions; he fearcd the workmen,

Sometimes hé would wander off to a neighbouring village and
forget his loneliness in conversation with a Greek shopkeeper, Con-
stuntinos Colobos, who was born without feet, but who had learned
Italian and French and could recite pages of the fliad by heart. He

] his discossions with the old man, but there were few other

tions in that “'lonely and miserable wilderness”. On August 4,
when be was already suffering from marsh fever and was about to
give up for the summer, he found his first treasure,

At first sight the treasure was not calculated to throw him into
ecitasics, 1t consisted of three gold ear-rings and a gold dres-pin.
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Nearby was a skeleton. He pronounced it the skeleton of a young
woman, and was sure she died during the burning of Troy. “The
colour of the bones," he wrote, “leaves no deubt that the Iady was
overtaken by fire and burned alive."

He worked on, hoping more treasure would come to light, but
though he found some more phalles and “a very pretty bird's egg
made of fine marble,” there were no more important discoveries.
There had been no rain for four months, For days on end the mound
of Hissarlik was hidden by clouds of dust. Suddenly there were
thunderstorms and the whole mound seemed to turn into mud. He
guve orders to abandon the excavations for the season, and with his
wile he returned to Athens. He was a sick man. His three foremen,
his bodyguard and his wife were all suffering from fever.

In Athens he recovered his health, and he was well enough a
month later to pay a brief visit to the Troad with a photographer,
Burnouf had asked to see a plan of the palace of Priam, and noticing
some inaccuracies had suggested that a better plan could be drawn
with the help of photographs.

When Schliemann reached Hissarlik he found that the waichman
was calmly selling huge stones from the walls to the villagers, Some
of the stones went to build houses in the Turkish village of Ciplak,
others to build a belfry in the Christian village of Yeni Shehr.
Schliemann was almost out of his wits with anger. He dismissed the
witchman and had another installed in his place. He insisted that
the new watchman be armed with # musket. With the photographs
and new plans he returned in triumph to Athens,

As usual, Schliemann was planning to do a hundred things at
once. When he felt discouraged by the excavations at Troy, he
would remember the other places which had not yet felt the exca-
vator's spade. He wrote to the Greek Government a memorandum
in which he offered o excavate both Mycenae and Olympia at his
own expense, provided that he could keep the finds until his death
when they would become the property of the Greek nation, and he
offered to leave 200,000 franes to build & museum which would bear
his name. The offer was rejected, and he began o talk wistfully of
abandoning Athens for ever and living in Paris,

But Troy held him. When he heard that his frman from the Tur-
kish Government had been cancelled on the grounds that he had ex-
ported nearly all his finds, he became still more attached to Troy,
and bombarded all his acquaintances in high places to intervene
with the Turkish Government. As soon as he received unofficial
permission to continue his excavations, he was back ar Hissarfik. He
told friends he proposed to start digging on March 1, but he was
already at work on January 31, The ice-cold north wind was blow=
hg.muqmgndim:mmthmdmmudn?hgm
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of church festivals. In March an unexpected enemy appeared in the
shape of a merchant from Smyma who engaged 150 villagers to dig
up liquorice roots, paying them 12 to 23 piastres a day—a sum con-
siderably above that which Schliemann was paying. Schliemann
cursed, but there was nothing he could do. He wrote in his journal :

March 15, 1874, The nights are cold, and’ the thermometer
frequently falls to freezing point in the moming, but during the
day the sun is beginning to be oppressively warm, the thermo-
meter frequently reading as high as 72% The leaves are beginning
to burst on the trees, and the Trojan plain is covered with spring
flowers. For the last fortnight we have heard the croaking of
millions of frogs in the surrounding marshes, and during the last
cight days the storks have returned. The misery of lile in this
wilderness is increased by the innumerable owls who build their
nests in the holes in the walls 1 have excavated: there is some-
thing mysterious and horrible in their screeching; it is unbearable,
especially at night.

He had built a small stone house and & wooden house on the cliff.
The stone house, built in the aummn of 1871, had 2-foot thick walls
which could keep out the bitter cold winds, but he decided o give
this house to his foremen, who had not enongh blankers. Schliemann
himself occupied the wooden house, The wind penetrated the cracks
in the wally, One night towards the end of March he awoke at three
o'clock to find the room full of dense smoke and one wall already in
flames. In one corner of the bedroom there was a stone fireplace
resting on wooden boards, and evidently a spark had lgnited the
wood. The north wind was blowing fiercely. Shouting to Sophia to
run out of the building, he threw water from a bath on to the burn=
ing wall, and later the foremen, who had been awakened, helped to
put out the flames with earth,

In a quarter of an hour it was all over, but for days afierwards he
shivered at the thought of how he had been within an inch of losing
his books, papers, and antiquities, and how if he had slept only a few
moments longer Sophia might have perished. And once again in his
Jjournal he complained of weariness, the hopeless fight against the
perpetual north wind, the huge cost of employing an army of
workers—he was still employing 160 workmen—and the church
feasts which reduced him to abject misery, for he was sure he was
on the eve of important discoveries. He found some delicate black
pottery, a copper lance-head, more carrousels, all shattered and

In April the wind dropped, and the whaole plain was covered with
yellow buttercups. Now the workmen slept in the open under the
cloudless skies. Schliemann was calmer than ever, He seems to have
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had a strange premonition that he was close to a great discovery.
On April 16 he found a paved street and nine enormous earthen-
ware jars as tall as & man. Such jars had never come to light before,
though similar jars would be found later in Cnossus. In May he was
hot on the trail. He uncovered two gates 20 fest apart, which he
immediately named the Scaean Gate, and the large building behind
the gates he called Priam's palace. There were more vases with owls®
heads and vast amounts of rubble.

He was content. He had found what he had hoped to find, the
long years of labour nearly at an end. He announced that he was
preparing to publish his diseoveries—there would be 200 plates and
9,500 engravings, True, Hissarlik was a small mound, and people
would say that Homer never envisaged & small city when he spoke
of Troy; but the wide gate, the palace walls, the cyclopean breast-
works, the innumerable picces of black pottery, the great jars, and
the thousands of artifiscts proved that Schlicmann had discovered
the citadel of Troy, His joy was short-lived. Sophia heard that her
father was dying, She hurried off to Athens, only o learn that he was
already dead, From his house on the eliffs of Hissarlik, Schliemann
wrate the gentlest of all his letters:

Comfort yourself, my dearest, with the thought that after a
short while we shall all join your wonderful father, Comfiset your-
self with the thought of our dear daughter, who needs her mother
and will never have any joy in life without her. Comfort
with the thought that your tears will never bring your father back
to life, and that good, courageous man—Far from the sorrows and
cares of thiz lift—is now enjoying the purest happiness beyond the
grave, and is therefore happier than we who remain behind to
weep and lament him, If you cannot master your grief, then come
back to me by the first steamboat and 1 will do everything I can
to assuage your grief. There can be no excavations without yoiw
With tears of joy I pray you will soon come back to me.

A few days later Sophia hurried back to him. She knew where she
was wanted. He was lonely without her. She was the emblem of all
his success in life, and when he wrote that there eould be no exca-
vations without her, he meant that he could not excavate in good
heart or with hope of success unless she was by his side.

Summer was coming on, the buttercups were dying, and soon the
whole plain would have the burned-out, black appearance which
came with summer. Schliemann was folding up his tent. He wrote
to his san Sergey that he would bring the excavations to an end in
the middle of June and then take his wife and daughter to some

in Central Europe for a much-needed rest. He was

bathing place _ _
pleasad with his four months work. He had discovered the walls of
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Troy and the site of the palace, excavated 250,000 metres of earth,
and obtained enough antiquities to furnish a whole museum.

The letter to Sergey was written on May go. On the same day he
wrote to Frederick Calvert, who had an estate at Thymbria near
Bunarbashi only a few hours' walk away, a letter of a different tem-
per altogether. It was a letter written in fear and trembling,
smuggled past the guards at night. In all his life Schliemann never
wrote & mare dramatic [etter nor one so intimately connected with
his fomdest hopes and dreams:

T am sorry to inform you that T am closely watched, and expect
that the Turkish watchman, whe is angry at me, I do not know for
what reason, will search my house tomorrow. I, therefore, take
the liberty to deposit with you 6 haskets and a bag, begging you
will kindly lock them up, and not allow by any means the Turks
o touch them.

In the six baskets and the bag was the golden treasure of Troy.

In his published writings Schliemann never revealed the exact
date on which the treasure was discovered. We know the hour and
the place—it was about seven in the morning, and the place was a
deep cut below the circuit wall close to Priam's Palace. He may
hiave discovered the treasure on May g0, the day he wrote his hur-
ried note o Frederick Calvert, or a few days earlier,® On May g1 be
wrote in his journal his first account of the treasure, adding that he
had not yet had Hme to examine his finds or even coumnt them—by
this time they were out of his possession and safely in the hands of
Frederick Calvert.

From three separate accounts written at different times, it is
possible to piece together the story of his discovery. It was one of
those hot May days, with the whole plain smoking with bright yellow
dust. Eight days previously he had discovered a large silver vase
with a small silver beaker inside it. Not far away he found a copper
helmet; the helmet itsell was shattered, but the characteristic horms
(phalloi) were intact. For days he worked on, hoping to find mare
reasure.

Hemmmthnmutbemrcummtnmrby.hmﬂms{' y, he
divided his workmen into many groups and sent them digging in
dﬂﬁ:rcntphmonrhemnund.ﬂymuuingﬂum”ndlmingthm
in the long trenches and corridors which honeyeombed the mound,
he felt sure that if he discovered any large cache he would be able to
smuggle it unobserved to his own house on the dliff. In particular,

* In Troga, which he published ten Schlirmann Mihe tresmre
was found a1 the end o May, 1073, This b the ooty St e, Sressire
B o s i 1 ey Bk Lt e T T
June, ooe day befoee die termination of the work”, bt this s clearly Moot
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he was anxious that the Turkish representative on the scene, Amin
Effendi, would not be present when he discovered the treasure.

Schliemann, his wife, and a handful of workmen were digging
along the circuit wall close to the Scacan Gate when Schliemann
suddenly noted at a depth of 28 feet "4 container or implement of
capper of remarkahle design', Peering through the dust and rubble
be was able to make out that the container was about g feet lang and
18 inches high, and that there were two helmet-shaped objects on
top of it, and something which resembled a large candlestick. The
container was broken, and he could sce some silver vessels inside it.
About all this were some reddish and brown calcined ruins fram 4 to
5 feet thick, as hard as stone, and above this again were the huge
fortification walls, 5 feet broad and 20 feet high.

He had found treasure, and now there was the question of pre-
serving it from the cupidity of the Turks. None of the workmen had
noticed it. Sophia was beside him, and he turned to her and said:
*¥ou must go at once and shout ‘paidas/"

Paidor wias a Greek word meaning “rest period”,

Sophia had not yet scen the treasure, and was amazed at the
thought of ordering a rest period so early.

“*Now, at seven o'clock?” she asked.

*Yes—now ! Tell themn it i my birthday, and I have only just
remembered it! Tell them they will get their wages today without
working, See that they go to their villages, and see that the overseer
does not come here. Hurry, and shout: "Paidis!" ™

Sophia did as she was told. It was her task to call out the rest
peniods, and so she climbed up the ricketty ladders which led to the
platiorm. Soon the workmen were dnfting away, pleased at the
opportunity of an unexpected holiday, and a little troubled, because
there had been no such holidays before, Amin Effendi was especially
puzzled, because he wad wunlly well-informed about holidays.

Whien Sophia returned all the workimen had gone, and Schliemann
was attempting to dig the treasure out with a pocket knife. The
fortification wall, composed of earth, rubble, and heavy stones, was
threatening to fall, but at the sight of 50 much treasure he lost his
amﬂtmmudlgnintu&phh:ndﬁid:"@i:k,bﬁngmm

ig shawl!"

Once again Sophia had to make the journey up the step-ladder to
the upper platform and to the house, She returned with an enormous
scarlet shawl, heavily embroidered, such as Greck women wear on
feast-days. The treasure was poured into the shawl, and together
they carried it back to the house.

As snon as the door was locked, the treasure was spread out on the
rough wooden table. Many of the picces had been packed into one
another. Such treasures gleam freshly behind glass cases in museums,
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pale yellow, with a curious lifelessness, but when they were found
they had a wonderful glowing reddish colour. The treasure con-
sisted of u copper shicld, a copper cauldron, a silver case and another
of copper, a gold bottle, 2 gold cups, and a small electrum eup.
There was a silver goblet, 3 great silver vases, 7 double-edged
copper daggers, 6 silver knife blades, and 13 copper lance-heads.
At the bottom of the largest silver vase there were 2 gold diadems, a
filler, 4 gold ear-drops, 56 gold ear-rings and 8,750 gold rings and
buttons, most of them very small.

The most astonishing were the diadems, one of them consisting of
ninety chains, forming an claborate gold head-dress with leaf- and
flower-pendants and long tassels hanging down at the sides. Persian
and Roman diadems were simply jewelled bands worn round the
head : the Trojan diadems were formed of innumerable gold rings
entirely covering the forchead. Nothing like them had been seen
before, and none have been discovered since.

Trembling with excitement, Schliemann held them up to the
light and then placed them on Sophia's forehead. To the end of his
life he secms 1o have thought they were the diadems of a queen,
though they are more likely to have been those of a king. He
heaped necklaces around her neck and put the gold rings on her
fingers, until she shone with barbaric splendour. At last, after so
many years, the obscure son of a Mecklenburg clergyman was
standing in the place of kings before a woman arrayed like a queen,

He was sure he had found the treasure of King Priam, hidden
secretly in the wall when Troy was already in flames. At the last
moment, he thought, they had been stowed away in a wooden box,
and there was no time even to remove the key, What he thought to
be the key was later shown to be a copper chisel, and there was no
evidence that the treasure was ever enclosed in a box.

Much wes, and remains, mysterious about the finds, The gold
vessels were of superb workmanship, but the tiaras, wonderfully im-
pressive at first sight, proved to be of primitive workmanship, built
up with coils of wire and thin gold sheeting. None of the rings was
engraved. The beautifully-modelled gold sauceboat was a master-
piece of design, but why should it have been found among knife
blades, arrowheads, and strange little terracotta idols? Not only
:nldmr_ﬂﬂmhdbmmrndinthcmnmutwmunﬂdy
carved ivory and shafi-hole hammer axes of semi-precious stone,
but there was als a little lead figurine of a woman with a swastika
scratched on ber pubic triangle. Idol-worship and barbarism went
hand in hand with artistic refinement, Was this the Troy of Homer,
or of somie earlier, more barbaric age?

Schliemann was perfictly certain that he had unearthed treasure
belonging to Priam, and in the following weeks he liked to speak
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ironically about how he had found “‘the treasure of King Priam,
that mythical king, of a mythical eity, wholived in a mythical heroic
age". It was his way of saying that the discovery of the treasure had
proved that Priam was real, and the city was real, and the heroic
age was supremely unmythical. The gold was there to prove that
Troy was reals

He was a man tormented by gold, and never more tormented
that when he found himself in posesion of the gold and was afraid
of being discovered, He had not completely suceeeded in hiding his
discovery, Rumours were flying across the Trojan plain. Amin
Effendi called at his house, and said angrily he was sure something
wits. being kept from him. The watchman demanded permission to
search the house. In the name of the Sultan he ordered Schliemann
to open all his chests, even the wardrobes. Schliesnann's only reply
was to throw him out of the house.

That night, or the next night, the treasure was taken to Frederick
Calverts house at Thymbria and a few days later smoggled out of
the country,

For a few more days Schliemann peered and probed at the foot of
the wall, but no mare tressure was discovered. On June 17 the ex-
cavations were abruptly terminated, The workmen were paid their
wages, and a priest came to bless the desolate mound, now riddled
with corridors and trenches like a hattlefield. Announcing that he
would return to Athens and never set fbot on Troy aguin, he left
quietly, taking with him only a few of the objects he had gathered,
for the rest had been semt on ahead. On June 19 he was in Athens,
and that day he set abinit writing the first of the long series of letters
in which he celebrated his discovery.

He was on fire with enthusinam and excitement. He had made
“‘the greatest discovery of our age, the one which all men have been
looking forward to." For the first time this strange man who boasted
ecmtinually had cause for boasting. Against hope, against reason,
against all the evidence he had discovered Troy. Ubi Trota fuit. He
had only to hold up the shimmering, golden diadems, and who would
dare to dishelieve him?

But the gold treasure remained a liability, and the habit of
secrecy, which he had fostered 10 carefully at Hissarlik, was not
easily put aside. While he was writing to all the learned socicties in
Europe that he had discovered the treasure—the letters sometimes
read like proclamations—be was busily arranging to bury the
treasure in the carth. Sophia’s relatives were brought into the con-
spiracy, All over Greece strange objects wrapped in straw were be-
ing concealed in stables, barns and farmyards. A wicker-work basket
‘was dispatched to an uncle living in Eleusis. The treasure itself
vanished shortly after Schliemann weighed and described minutely
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each object. Neither the Greek nor the Turkish governments would
be able to lay hands on it

Schliemann remained in Athens when Sophia went off to Tschia,
for » long deserved holiday ; and some wecks later a trusted servant
was sent to tell her by word of mouth where each ohject had been
buried.

Schliemann was caught on the horns of a dilemma. He wanted
fame, which is impermanent, and the treasure, which was the most
permanent of all things. The treasure was a weapon he could use
against governments, particularly the Greek Government. He had
enly to announce that he would bequeath this treasure w any
one of three or four governments, and he knew he would be received
with open arms and allowed all the facilities he needed for exca-
vations. As soor as he returned from Hissarlik, he quarrelled with
the Greek Government. He let it be known that he possessed the
treasure and would give it to Greeee, but they must give him full
permission to excavate at Mycenae and Olympia. They had refused
his offer before, They refused again, apparently because they were
afraid of trouble with Turkey.

Trouble came in August when the Turks had had time to make
a few elementary inquiries and to read the despatches which Schlie-
mann had sent to the Augsburger Allgemeine Zritung. Schliemann
learned that Amin Effendi was to be punished because he had failed
to keep close watch on the excavations, Punishments of officials in
the Ottoman Empire sometimes ended fatally, and once again
Schliemann found himself on the horns of a dilemma, He would not
return the treasure. He would not retumn to Turkey to intercede
for the official. But at least he could write a letter “in the name of
humanity and of sacred justice", pointing out that Amin Effendi
was campletely innocent:

Irhcwuumbluwlmnpm:chnmwmythingmthnp-
pened, that was because there were always five works of exca-
vation proceeding at any one time, and by heaven, no one has
yet been born who can multiply himsell five times and keep
watch over five works simultaneously.
Ifomdﬂlemmwhﬂ:ﬂnﬂnﬁﬂ'mdimwwﬁngonm-
other part of the mound altogether, and if you had seen the des-
pair written on the poor man’s face when he learned from other
wuﬂmmnrlmuthen-mu,mdifmhudmhhmﬁng
rage when he came ing into my roam, ing me
dlmyd&uulndwum{nlhznmuﬂt::m&hm,mwmﬂ
have had pity for him.
Nnmwmhdmmymwﬂmmnlmﬂmlr
than Amin Effendi, but a man must be an archacalogist himself
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before he can survey the work of one excavation, and his only
fault was that he was not an archacologist, . . .

It is not a convincing letter. There are hesitations and ambiguities,
such s might come to & man defending himself when he knows he is
in the wrong. In his one-sided fashion Schliemann argued that when
his firman was revoked, he was left free to do as he pleased, “The
Turkish government,” he wrote, “broke our written contract in the
fullest sense of the word, and I was released from every obligarion."

But the Turkish Government had permitted him to continue his
excavations and no doubt expected from him fts fidr share of the
objects he removed [rom the earth. Schliemann's instinct was to
regard any agreement with governments as though they were com-
mercinl agreements. The Turks asked him privately to send a part
of the treasure as a token offering to the Imperial Museum in Con-
stantinople. Schliemann answered that he would send nothing, and
in the mme letter requested permission to return to Troy and dig
for three more months, promising that everything he discovered in
those three months would be given to the Museum.

Omnce again, a3 so often in the past, Schliemann found himself
riding a storm. His weapons were guile, cunning, patience, logua-
ciousness, He could, and would, use every trick of the market-place
to preserve his paina, Dissatisfied by the attitude of the Greek Govern-
ment, he began to think of emigrating to Imly. Palermo and
Naples were both excellent sites for an archacologist, and he was
soon making tentative approaches to Italian museum officials: he
would build a museum to house his treasures, provided he was given
a free hand to dig as he pleased.

Meanwhile his fame was increasing. Gladstone, the British Prime
Minister, heard of his discoveries and was impressed by them. Max
Maller, the distinguished orientalist, wrote an article on them. In
Germany the battle between the defenders and the opponents of
Schliemann was already launched, Through the autumn and carly
winter Schliemann completed his book, Treianische Altertimer, which
consisted largely of his Trojan journals interspersed with photo-
grapha. Simultancoualy he made a French translation, and sent
both copies to his publishers,

With the book finished, he was restless again. The right to exca-
vate in Olympia had been officially granted to the Prussian govern-
ment. He was outraged, but there was nothing he could do about
it. He decided to make a preliminary survey of Mycenae. There, if
anywhere, he thought he would be able to repeat his sucosses at

roy.
With his contempt for governments and permits, he embarked
on the expedition secretly with Sophia, informing no one. He
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engaged workmen on the spot and in five days dug thirty-four small
trenches on the acropolis, discovering only a few unimportant picces
of shattered pottery. Long ago, in his book, [thata, dir Peloponnes und
Trgra, he had stated his belief that there were graves dating from the
heroic age within the citadel wall at Mycenae, and the most im-
portant result of this brief visit was to reinforce his belicf. He sus-
peated the existence of & martuary dome chamber near the famous
Lion Gate, and still another one a little further away. He could not
explain why lic was 80 sure the tomb chambers were there, and he
scems to have sensed them, as he sensed the presence of gold ar Troy.
He spoke of digging a single shalt just beyond the Lion Gate, Thia
shafi, he thought, would reveal the mausoleum of the Kings of
Mycenae—Thyestrs, Agamemnon, and all the others. Already
he possessed the ashes of Odysseus and the tremsure of Prizm;
the discovery of the royal graves at Mycenae would crown his
career.

Unfortunately he had no business to be in Mycenae at all, and as
soon as the Greek Government heard that he was digging there,
arders were sent by telegram to the prefect of Argolis to prevent him
from putting & spade (o the earth, This telegram was followed by
two mare. The first said that everything Schliemann had dug from
the ground must be confiscated, and the second said that his luggage
must be examined.

These tasks were entrusted to the police chief at Nauplia, who
visited the house where the Schliemanns were staying, discussed
the matter calmly over coffee, and was shown a basketful of broken
pottery. It was the opinion of the police chiel that such potsherds
could be found in any village lane and in all ancient cities, and
wrute to his superiors: 1 found nothing of importance, and so 1
let It pass,”

When Schliemann returned to Athens he found the government
up in arms against him. He had been an object of suspicion ever
since his discoveries at Troy. The palice chief, the prefect of Argolis,
and the mayor of Mycenae had shown themselves incompetent.
“By their actions,” wrote the Minister of Education, “they have
proved that the soil of Greece is defenceless, and any unauthorized
mmdnﬂhplﬂmﬁ_thit,inmphmﬁquﬂnhhc

_ Schliemann, who had discovered nothing of any real worth,
simply bided his time, He had fallen in love with Mycenae. As
soon as & favourable oppartunity oecurred, he would send & memo-
randum to the Greek Government, offering to dig at Mycenae at his
own expense, giving everything he found to the government, reserv-
ing for himself only the right t report and describe his finds. The
favourable opportunity occurred two months later; sad the same
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minister who had characterized him as a thief and an enemy of
Greece solemmnly signed the agreement.

He had decided to start digging at Mycenae on April 21, and he
was making arrangemenis for the journey when the Turks instituted
proceedings against him for half of the treasurc. The trial, which was
fought through the upper and lower courts, lasted a year, and ex-
hausted his patience. He had to remain in Athens. By court arder,
policemen came to his howe and searched for the treasure, and
found no trace of it. He refused to say where the treasire was hidden,
he refused 10 answer the questions of the prosecutor, he refused to
make a settlement. He was determined to fight the Turks to the
bitter end, and at the same time he sent a stream of messages to Con-
stantinople, demanding the right to continue his excavations at
Hissarlik, ns though there were no quarrel between them.

In that strange year from April, 1874 to April, 1875, perhaps the
strangest he ever lived through, he quarrelled with everyone. He
quarrelled with the police, who dogged his footsieps. He quarrelied
with his own lawyers. He quarrelled with the Greek Government,
and he quarrelled with his eritics. In Germany particularly doubts
were being cast on the value of his discoveries at Hisarlik, and he
replied to these eriticisms with unaccustomed acerbity. Why had the
Prussian Government been given the concession to dig at Olympia?
He was outraged. Had he not offered to dig there at his own expense
—these words which are repeted in so many of his letters—and
give everything he found to the Greeks? He appealed over the heads
ol his ministers to King George of Greece. *1 have come 1o Greers
for the sole purpose of serving science," he wrote, "and 1 brought
with me my oun honourably acquired fortane.” He underlined the last
words, as though an honourably acquired fortune was itsell a pass-
port to royal protection.

To placate the government and to put himself in good standing
with the Athenians, he offered to remove at his own expense the
Venetian Tower, built in the Middle Ages on the Acropolis. The
tower spoiled the view. No one liked it, but no one had troubled to
remove it. The tower was 8o feer high, and the Venetians had buile
it out of slabs of marble from the Acropolis; and now the owls had
their nesty in it. How better could he serve Greece than by de-
molishing an eyesore? He estimated that it would cost £465 to pull
down the tower, and when the Greek Government accepted his offer,
he was delighted. Then for many days be stood on the i
superintending the destruction of the old tower, as pleased with hims
selll as if he were excavating for gold.

When the courts adjourned for the summer, he alipped out of
Athens and made a quick tour of northern Greeee, visiting Orcho-
menos, where he made some excavations six years later. He was so
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convinced of the importance of that ancient city that he offered to
finance an exploration to be undertuken by the Greek Archaeological
Society. Then he was in Athens again, fighting critics and lawyers,
demanding from the Greeks the right to excavate at Olympia, from
Safver Pashia the right to return to Troy, from the King the right to
speak in the name of science and to excavate where he pleased. It was
a year of patient improvisation, of sombre reflections, and of sudden
sallies against his enemies, and when it was over he was exhausted.
The trial aged and embittered him, and once more he began to

of abandoning Greece forever and settling in southern Ttaly.

At last the long trial came 0 an end. Schliemann had played his
cards skilfully. The Greek judges found in favour of the Turks and
ordered him to pay an indemnity of 50,000 francs. Since he valued
the treasure of Priam at a million francs, he had in effect won the
trial. As a gesture of friendship he sent five times the amount of the
indemnity to the Imperial Museum at Constantinople. He also sent
seven large vases and four sacks filled with stone implements.

Having woun his victory, he was in a mood to enjoy his growing
fame. Gladstone had written him an affectionate letter of greeting,
and his warmest admirers were in England. Accordingly he set out
fior England in the summer of 1875, taking Sophia and Andromache
with him. He stopped in Paris to address the Geographical Society,
but he made so many vast claims that his specch was greeted coldly ;
and when it was over, no ane came up to congratulate him, and
there were no flocks of visitors at kis house on the Place St. Michel,

In London he was lionized. Gladstone eulogized him. All through
July he was being wined and dined in the best circles, He had in-
stalled Sophia and Andromache in Brighton, and complained that
he was only able to tear himsell away from London once or twice
lmktnvi:ithcr.melandmh:mumelhku.tb:m
tary of the French Geographical Society :

Jmthcmﬁnpdthc.lmmdsﬁ:ﬁﬂmmﬁndwhml

ress them, cveryone applauds me, and everything I say is
published, The Court demands my presence, and all the foreign
pﬁnmnndpimuudmeinvim&nmmﬂﬂmmmym-
marks with interest—everyone wants to have the name of the dis-
coverer of Homeric Troy in their autograph books. Soon I shall
be leaving this charming iety, where everyone heaps honours
on me and offers me much kindness, to return to Paris—where [
was regarded as a traitor !

He spent only a few hours in Paris, The Queen of Holland invited
Mmhﬂwﬂnmﬂmwuammhninhhhmm,lnﬂﬂd
by all thndignimiuoﬁh:ﬂingdm'l‘h:&:mpw him a privale
audience, and for long hours he pored aver the Egyptian objects in
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the Leyden Museum in her company. He had two excellent reasons
for admiring the Queen: she had a passion for archaeology, and she
spoke seven languages fluently, He wrote to Felix Ravaison, the
Conservator of the Louvre :

Her Majesty is always inviting me for breakfast, lunch and
dinner. She has read much, and is gifted with a quite extraordin-
ary memary. I believe 1 could even persuade her to do some ex-
cavations in Asia Minor, the Greek Archipelago or in Italy, but of
&uumlshaﬂﬁmitmyﬂfmadvﬁughwuﬂnmmhpnniu

e,

Then he went off to Copenhagen for a week of prowling round the
muscums, happy to discover among the Stone Age weapons some
curious similarities with those he discovered in Troy, He went to
Rostock to deliver yet another speech an his excavations, The Italinns
welcomed him on his return. He announced that he intended 10
settle in Naples for the rest of hus life. He spent some weeks at Alba
Langa, where some funeral urns had been excavated recently, but it
was not a promising ground. He had no better luck on the island of
MotyE off the west coast of Sicily, where there was once & Cartha-
ginian scttlement; and though he examined the ruins at Segente
and made some preliminary diggings, he found nothing to warrant
a prolonged stay. At the end of October he was writing: **I do not
know where to turn. For Troy it is too soon, and if I return to Greece
I shall have to fight their continual explosions of jealousy.”

All his fame had come from Troy. Abruptly leaving Naples ar the

ing of December, he made his way to Constantinople, inter-
viewed Safvet Pasha in the Ministry of Public Instruction, and de-
manded 8 new firman, Safvet Pasha was dubious. He promised, how-
ever, to use his good offices, on condition that Schliemann faithfully
keep to his promise of offering everything he discovered to the Im-
perial Museum.

In April 1876 the firman was sent to him, but by this time he was
engrossed in the thought of uncovering the royal graves of M
He knew how to time his excavations. *For Troy it s toosoon. . . "
He wrote up his reports on the small and scattered excavations he
had made the previous year—there was only a handful of Cartha-
ginian arrowheads to show for the weeks he had spent at Motys—
and immersed himsell'in the study of Mycenae,

More and more Mycenae attracted him. He eould not have
Olympia, and he had discovered all he could reasonably hope to
discover at Hissarlik. 'There remained Mycenae, which the ancients.
belicved to have been founded by Perseus, the son of Danaé and
Zeus, who appeared to her in a shower of gold. There, if anywhere,
he would find treasure.
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THE GOLDEN MASKS

I % Schliemann's day the traveller approaching Mycenae in sum-
mer saw the plain of Argos all vellow and white with stubble and
dust, and the once-great fortress city was no more than a rubble of
stones on one of the foothills, guarding the pass between two moun-
tains nearly 2,500 feet high, These blue and barren mountains have
samething threatening about them—ponderous and sharp-edged,
with power in their heavy out-crops and huge shoulders. The moun-
taing still threaten and the wolves still howl in the foothills, but
much has changed. Today the plain is well-cultivated, there are
good roads through it, orchards Hower between tobacco and cottan
ficld, and there is barley in the foothills. Still, even today, Mycenae
is a menacing place as it lics huddled in the shadow of the bleak hills,
commanding all approaches,

Mycenae is an ideal site for a city dominating the plain of Argos
and the sheltered bay of Nauplia nine miles to the south, and appears
to have been inhabited from prehistoric times, Here about 1700 n.c,
a powerful king built gigantic ramparts around an Early Bronze
Age city and erected a new palace. No one knows the name of the
king, or where he came from, The entrance to the city was a paved
highway fanked by two bastions, Decp within the bastions there
stood, and still stands, a great Lion Gare of masive and imposing
construction, once closed by & double wooden door, with an enor-
mous lintel crowned by a relief of two lionesses face to face, Once
though the Lion Gate and beyond the walls which are 16 feet thick
the visitor comes upon a circular terrace, In Schliemann’s day this
was covered with rubble and the detritus of the ages, and beyond
this lay the tumbled rins of palaces and private houses, all weather-
worn and covered with lichens. On the slopes of the ridges and in
the surrounding valley lay the ruins of the lower city, This windswept
hilltop was a wild and desolate place, rarely visited except by plun-
derers, For centuries nothing had changed. In the second century
A.D. Pausaniag visited the place and found the same bare wilderness
and pastureland interspersed with slopes and precipitous cliffis, It
was even then a ruin Jost in the comer of the plain, dark and omin-
ous and crumbling away.

_ Once it was a large and prosperous city with broad streets, car-
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citadel, armies poured through the Lion Gate, and there were great
treasuries of gold, Both Homer and Sophocles speak of Mycenae as
being *rich in gold". Pausanias says the city was founded by Per-
seus, who gave it its name cither because he lost his scabbard-cap
(mpkes) there, or because he found mushrooms (mpkes) at a spring
which later came to be called the Perseia, In fact, no one knows the
arigin of the city's name, Schliemann thought it must come from
mpkithmos (“bellowing™) since the plain of Argolis was renowned for
its oxen. It was & guess, as good as any others, and he did not insist
upon it.

The dynnsty founded by Perseus was peaceful, but the following
dynasty, founded by Atreus, was soaked in tragedy. When Awreus
learned that his wife had been seduced by his brother Thyestes, he
killed two of his brothet’s sons and placed their flesh before the father
ata banquet. Tald that he hiad eaten his sons® flesh, Thyvestes vomited
what he had eaten, overturned the table and ran off] calling down
curses upon all the descendants of Atreus. Then he consulted the
oracle and was told he could destroy Atreus only by begetting a son
by his own daughter, Pelopia. One night when he was sacrificing, a
girl approached him and he seduced her without knowing he was
seducing his own daughter. The words of the oracle came true, The
child, born of this midnight encounter, grew to manhood and mur-
dered Atreus. Then Thyestes ruled for a while, only to be followed
on the throne by Agamemmon, the son of Atreus,

The curse uttered by Thyestes lost nooe of it fatal power, While
Agamemnon was fighting at Troy, Aegisthus, the child of Thyestes
and Pelopia, made love to Clytemnestra, the wife of Agamemnon.
The guilty lovers waited for the caming of Agamemnon. They sent
a watchman to the seashore, to signal the coming of the ships laden
with captives from Troy. Acrpss the plain an unsuspecting Agamem-
niom rode in his chariot at the head of his armiss. When be reached
Mycenae a banguet was served, and at the banguet or in a nearby
bathroom he was murdered by his wife and her lover..

Agamemnon dead, the curse still hung heavily over the hoyse of
Atreus:

+ « « and sang within the bloody wood
Where Agamemnon cried aloud,

And let their liquid siftings fall

Upon that stifl dishonoured shroud.

So T. 8. Eliot and the Greek dramatists depict those times when a
curse was like & yncaldu'ng,pllplhhinthcmd:ﬁ;htlir,m
tinuing for ever like ripples when a stone is flung in a pool. Ags-
memnon's death did not put an end to the curse. His children,
Orestes and Electrs, murdered Clytemnestra and ber lover Aegis-
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thus, Orestes came to the throne, and with him the curse which had
devoured the family of Atreus may have Jost its pawer.

Homer, Aeschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, all tell the story of the
murder of Agamemnon. For the Greeks the fall of Troy and the fall
of the house of Atreus were the great heroic tragedies an which their
spirits fed. They regarded Mycenae and Troy as equally sacred:
bath were places haunted by the presence of great heroes. Having
uncovered Troy, Schliemann was simply following the logical path
when he turned his attention to Mycense. In Troy he had found the
treasure near the main gate leading into the city. He had the feeling
that at Mycenne, too, he would find treasure near the main gate.

He had few clues to work on. There were legends and traditions,
h:t&wuflhmwmdurmdm:wmmhlmﬂng,Thcmm
authoritative statement about the tombs of the heroes was made by
Pausanias:

In the ruins of Mycenae is a fountain called Pemsein and the
underground buildings of Atreus and his sons, where their treasure
is buried. There is the tomb of Atreus and there are also tombs of
thmwhmﬁzgilthmmm'd:mdmth&rtm:mﬁ'omeylﬂu
entertaining them at a banquet, There is the tomb of Agamem-
none and that of his charioteer Eurymedon, and of Electra, and
m:anaIudmmtudMnHrthwmy&mndﬂgumbiﬂh
hthﬂcmimnndwhﬂcthqrmuﬂlihfnnhhcginhmﬂu:d
them with their parents. Clytemnestra and Acgisthus were huried
a little outside the wall, because they were thought unworthy of
burial within it, where Agamemnon lies and those who were
killed together with him.

Schliemann, who had read all the available books and plays about
Mycenae, pondered these words, learned them by heart, and came
‘1o regand them with the same reverence with which he regarded the
words of Homer. When Pausanias wrote, 1,900 years had passed
since the fall of Troy. Pausanias was simply recording local tra-
ditiana, Schliemann was inclined to accept these traditions for the
same reason that he accepted the traditions coticerning Henning
von Holstein. He had iniplicit faith in stories about buried treasure.

The mare Schliemann pondered the words of Pausaniss, the
more he became convinced that previous commentators were in
m.dmdh&gmdmnmtmhufﬂymnumhrmuiduth:
city walls, while the tombs of Atreus and Agamemnon and those
who died with him lay inside the city walls, But it occurred to
Schliemann that even in the time of Pausanias the city walls had
been reduced to rubble. He argued that Pausanias meant that the
tamb of Agamemnon was to be found inside the walls of the Acro-
palis, not the city walls which could be traced across the surround-
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ing countryside. With this belief, and fortified by the knowledge
that the treasure of Troy had been found near the main gate, he
sct to work in August, 1876, with sixty-threc workmen in the neigh-
bourhood of the Lion Gate, This time he was not allowed to work
alone. Three officials from the Greek Archasological Society watched
every movement he made,

Schliemann had always hated being watched, and he especially
hated the presence of the officials. Beyond the gate huge stones
blocked the passageway. He set his workmen to removing the stones.
The officials objected. Schliemann replied that they were interfering
with his plans, As usual, he had divided his workmen into groups
and haped to confuse the officials by working on several projects at
once. In the relentless heat, with buge clouds of dust pouring over
the ruined city, Schliemann's temper was easily aroused, and the
officials usually brought their complaints to Sophin, who did her best
to quict them, not always with success.. As the work went on, and
maore workmen were emplayed, and Schlicmann threatened to level
mare walls, they objected to Schliemann’s high-handed operations
more violently. Stamatakes, the chicl reprosentative of the Greek
Archacological Society on the spot, wrote to Athens:

He is eagerly demolishing' everything Roman and Greek in
sight, in order to lay bare the eyclopean walls, Whenever we find
Greek or Roman vases, he looks at them in disgust, and when these
fragments are put in his hands, he lets them fall to the ground.
He treats me as though [ were a barbarian. IF the Ministry s not
satisfied with me, | beg to be recalled, for 1 remain here at the
expense of my health, After spending the whole day until g p.m.
with him at the excavations, I sit up with him until 2 am,,
entering up the finds. 1 allow him to take some things which he
wants to study to his own rooms. For all these kindnesses which
are permitied to him, Schlicmann expressed himself to the Mayor
as very well satisfied,

The government, however, had taken note of Schliemann's
methods at Troy and was determined not to be eaught napping.
Sumatnkes was instructed to see that (a) no walls were pulled down,

4} the excavations should nn longer take place over several areas,

ut should be concentrated at one place at any given time, and
(¢) the number of workmen should be limited to a reasonahly man-

agealile figure. Stamatakes himsell would be beld responsible for
any infringement ol these regulations.

The new rules were easier 1o announce than fo enforce. Accome
panied by the prefect of Nauplia, Stamatakes delivered the mesage
to Schliemann, They approached him hesitantly and took pains to
speak with an almost excessive politeness, Schliemann completely

W
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lost his temper. He appealed to the prefect to have Stamatakes dis-
missed. He said it was intolerable that he should have to wark with
such a man. Stamatakes aid something about carrying on “accord-
ing to the law and the agreement you have signed.” Schliemann
answered hotly that it was not a matter of agreements. No one else
understood what needed to be done, and he was being plagued by
absurd officials, who were completely unaware of his, Schliemann's,
sacred duty to reveal an ancient civilization buried deep in the
earth. He would employ every device of modern science to protect
and preserve this ancient civilization, but it was necessary for him
to work in perfect freedom. Away with the officials!

While Schliemann blazed with anger, and Sophia remained in
the shadows; the prefect of Nauplia solemnly read out the dispatch
he had received from Athens. The tall slender Stamatakes con-
fronted the small and wiry Schliemann : the responsible official who
owed a duty to Athens, and the archaeologist who owed a duty anly
to the past. The air was electric. Schliemann's face had turned
bright red, as it slways did when he was angry, and he was mutter-
ing to himseli. The workmen had stopped working. Occasionally
there would come from one of them, a stout, heavily-built buffoon
who hiad been elected mayor of the local village, an ironical remark
uttered in 2 stage whisper. All the time the prefect of Nauplis con-
tinued to read out the edice,

At last, the reading over, Schliemann turned on his heels, barked
out an order to the workmen to continue digging, and paid no more
attention to the officials. The workmen obeyed him, but slowly, with
no heart in the work, frightened by the bright glare in his eyes.
And that evening Schliemann wrote one more of a long scries of
letters to the minister, and not trusting the post office to deliver i,
he asked Sophia to leave the next day for Athens. She would deliver
the letter herself to the minister, and await his reply.

So the work went on, with Sehliemann and Stamatakes a1 each
ather's throats, There were brief reconciliations, fervent declamtions
of affection, sudden bouts of hatred. Schiiemann had refined the art
of employing delaying ractics. His letter to the minister was &
masterpiece ol subterfuge, in which he proclaimed his undying love
for Greece, his dedication to archacology, and his belief that the
minister’s dispatch to the prefect of Nauplis was written in a mo-
ment of aberration. He added that he no longer possessed the Jeast
desire to excavate in a country where he was treated with such con-
tumely.

The Greek and Turkish guvernments possessed large files full of
limﬂnrlcttm-'fhcy!ﬂmglﬁ:tdhhmtkﬂﬂiﬂ.lndminl
position to take his threats seriously: if he wished t leave Greece,
lhuymiddunmhh:gmpmmthim.ﬂu&phhhﬂmddmm
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leave Greece, and she was an accomplished actress, always at his
side, employing all her charm and all her wiles 1o defeat the adver-
sary. Soon Stamatakes, usually so reserved and scholarly, was re-
Ferring to the alight Athenian girl as "that inhuman monster™. He
recognized that she had a full share in organizing the carcful plans
by which Schliemann maintained full liberty of action in spite of
orders from the government.

While Schliemann was threatening to leave for Americs, Stama-
takes was threatening to resign. He spoke of the intolerable burdens
that were laid upon him, the unbelievable rudenes of Schliemunn,
his obstinacy, his cunning, his devilish habit of making life insuffer-
abile for everyone around him. Sophin bided lier time. Whenever
the air grew thick with threats and counter-threats, she would watch
her opportunity, and then at a moment chosen by herself she would
enter the fray and speak a few calming words, In the body of a girl
there was the mind of @ mature woman. Schlicmann, who rarely
gave credit to others, was unstinting in his admiration of her cun-
ning, Was she not Penelope, and was he not Odysseus?

The work went on, but nothing of great moment was being dis-
covered, Curiously, they found no Roman or By:.mtine coins, like
those found at Troy. Below the ruins of the Hellenic city they found
splendid archaic vases painted with geametric patterns and terra-
cotta goblets bearing a strange resemblance to Bordeaux wine
glasses. There were the usual clay figurines of goddesses painted
bright red. There were knives, buttons, clay animals, arrow-heads
not unlike those he had excavated at Moty hundreds of cerrousely
made of a beautiful blue stone, combs, needles; shattered fragments
of crystal. There were millstones and hatchets, and pieces of bones
which Schliemann believed to be purts of Mycensean musical in-
struments, Ilwa:begmnmglnlmku!huughh:wfuldhuuput
the same experience he had suffered at T
roueels, innumerable phalloi, nnumerable lictle elay guddr.nu,
nothing of very much significance.

At lost, in the fourth or fifth week, the workmen digging south of
the Lion Gate came upan two tombstones, each about g feet high,
made of sandstone and bearing designs in relief in 8 technique re-
sembling primitive wood-carving, One showed a bunter in a chariot
pursuing deer with a hunting dog running beside the chariot-wheels,
The other showed another chariot with the horse led by a naked

soldier armed with » broadsword.

Schlirmann thought he saw some resemblance between the style
of carving on the tombsiones and the style of the famous Hons on
the Lion Gate. He noted that the talls of the horss, dog and deer
wmunml'.hrlhinknmilmrg. and though the chariots were only
briefly sketched in, he came to the conclusion that they faithiully
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reflected the chariots used in the time of the Trojan wars. A few
more fragments of tambstones appeared in the following dave. A
still more important discovery was a solitary gold button. With gold
and tombstones, Schliemann fett he was hot on the scent.

He had found the tombstones within the great circular space be-
yond the Lion Gate, and as he continued to wark there he became
increasingly pursled by what he discovered. All around the rircle
he found stone slabs arranged to form a nearly continuous ring of
benches. This suggested that the circle represented the open-air
meeting place where the nobility would be summoned by heralds
ta listen to proclamations; and perhaps, too, it served as a dance
ficor and a place where the poets celebrated their kings, Orators
would stand there; prizes would be given there; and here, too,
the sacred symbols of power would be periodically shown to the

e

These places were holy ground and were usually connected with
the dead beros, and sometimes the tombs of kings would lie be-
neath the stones. Such a place was called the agors, and though holy,
was used as a market place. Euripides in the Elertra speaks of the
Eplcofﬂymehdugulled “to the ggora to see the wonderful

b with the golden ficece”, the golden lamb being a symbol of
Toyalty. Pausanias said that the heroic tombs were within the apata
of Megara. Pindar, 100, speaks of the heroes being buried in the
agora on the island of Thera, Schliemann began to believe that the
tombs of the heroes would be found within that ring of stone.

For some reason which he never made clear, he did not at once
begin to excavate within the cirele. South of the circle lay a cyclo-
pean house with seven large, windowless rooms; and thinking this
wits the royal palace, he decided to excavate here in carnest, The
carly finds were disappointing : the inevitable carrousals of bluestone,
the inevitable hatchets and axes, the inevitable scraps of painted
pottery, The great discovery was a vase some 12 inches high, on
which an ancient artist had depicted a procession of soldiers march-
ing off to war, They are painted dark red on a light yellow ground.
Here for the first time we sce the equipment of the soldiers who
fought in the wars before Troy, and what is surprising is the liveliness
of these quickly-sketched portraits and their curious air of modernity.
They march out of an ancient past, but we would recognize them
if they came into the room.

It is worth while to pause and study these soldiers, for it is likely
that the Homeric heroes wore a garb similar to theirs, They wear
m helmets with plumes futtering from the crest. Similar

hﬂlmmlppntrmEgmﬁmrcﬂ:ﬁuprmtlnghtﬁnhﬂ-
tween the Egyptians and “the people from the lands of the sea™.
mmmmmwmmmmmwhuw
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gemi-circular shields, They wear small breastplates like gorgets
over their coats of mail, which are fastened at the wailst by a belt,
perhaps of metal, The coats of mail reach only to their thighs, which
are protected by tassels, probably of mail They wear stockings,
which may also have been of mail, though Schliemann was inclined
to believe they were made of cloth, On the paintings the helmets
are dotted over with white points, and Schliemann suggested that
the artist intended to represent the Justre of bronee. It is more likely
that the helmets were made of leather and dotted with metallic
spikes such ns are found on a small fragment of another warrior yase
which Schliemann discovered a few daya later.

Schliemann was puzzled by the horns (phaliof) on the helmets,
“It is altogether inexplicable to me what they can have been used
for,” he wrote, “and there is no word in Homer which might be
interpreted 3o as to indicate their existence on # Homeric helmet.”
For once Schlieminn was caught napping, for Homer refers to
them clearly enough in the third book of the Mliad in the description
of the duel between Menelaus and Paris: *Menelaus drew his silver-
mounted sword, swung it backward, brought it down on the horn
of the enemy's helmet, and then the sword broke into pleces and
dropped from his hand.”" The purpose of the horn was to receive
the blow of a sword, but there may have been other purposes: (o
avert the evil eye, to reinforce the warrior's virdlity, and to give him
the fecling that he had an extra eye. There were two-harned and
four-horned helmets, and sometimes the phalisn were curved like
goats' horns.

But though these curved and pointed horns provide an important
clue to the bearing of the soldiers as they march away from the slim-
waisted woman waving to them on the lefl, there are more important
clues. The plumes seem to be feathers, not horse hair. The thick belt

to the Homeric mifre, a broad band of metal which pro-
tected the lower abdomen, We know that Homesie leggings were
sometimes provided with silver ankle-clasps, and ankl seem
to be indicated here, Even the long noses, large éyes, and neatly
trimmed beards are what we might expect, These sldiers are re-
Inted to those who fought hundreds of years later against the Per-
sinns, and they march with the same daneing step. In the most ex-
traordinary way this broken vase diustrates the ancient history of
Greece.

So the months passed, and of worthwhile discoveriss there were
only the four fragments of tombstones found on the agora and the
warrior vase. With about t25 workmen Schliemann had worked
from morning to dusk under the scorching sun. Clouds of hot dust
roared across Mycenas, His eyes were inflamed, his temper was
short, and he was continually fighting the officials, who were more
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interested, he thought, in leaving everything in sifu than in uncover
ing the past,

Visitors came, but there was little to show them except potsherds
and beads and painted figurines. The Emperor of Brazil, Dom Pedro
I, rode up from Corinth to examine the excavations. Schiiemann
was delighted to have so distinguished a visitor, and gave him a
great dinner in the underground tomb called the Treasury of
Atreis, which had long been known and therefore offered little pros-
pect for excavation. Schliemann spoke of discovering treasure, He
would repeat at Mycenae his famous discoveries at Troy. The Em-
peror smiled. He had been warned by the Greeks of Schliemann's
boasts, He expressed interest in the tomlstones, and was 2 model of
politeness, Handsome, sceptical and unassuming, the Emperor
istonished Schliemann by his knowledge of archacology, praised
him highly, and spoke of “the invaluable contributions you are
making to the understanding of ancient civilizations."

Fimttered, Schliemann presented the Emperor with pieces of
painted pottery; and he was a little surprised a few days after the

Emperor’s departure o learn that Police-Captain Leonidns Leon-
ardos, who had carefully watched over the Emperor's safiety during
ltil\'ilit.h:drmivndthfmk:mblnnuanﬁ:ny francs as an im-
perial gift to be distributed among the police force. The police were
saying that the Capmin had received a thousand francs and em-
bezzled all except farty. There was an inquiry, and the captain wus
digmissed from his post.

Schliemann, who knew the man well, was outraged. He tele-
graphed to the prime minister in Athens, without effect. Learning
that Dom Pedro was in Cairo, Schliemann telegraphed the Emperor:

When you left Nauplia, Your Majesty gave 4o francs to Police-
captain Leonidas Leannrdos to distribute among the police. In
order o slander this worthy man, the mayor of Nauplia main-
tains that he received 1,000 francs from Your Majesty, Leonardos
hmme-nwhikb:mdimimd[mmhh;mn.mdlmhaﬁngtbe
greatest difficulty In saving him from prison. As I have known
himfurmunrruunndmprdhimuamulhmmmn,lbeg
Ywhlajmyh;ﬁcnmdfncmdh-uthmdhumuitjrwﬂﬁ-
graph to me the exact amount you gave the Police-captain.

Dom Pedro was a weak man, but he could be generous on ocea-
sion. He telegraphed l]ut-hﬂhudinﬁ:lgimlhcl'uﬂm{kptlin'
forry francs, and soon to Sehliemann's delight Leonidas Leonardos
was reinstated,

Summﬂum:mmcnd.mdthnmimﬂmbu&ngdmmthﬂ
mmnﬁqﬂmmhhlciummud.Thuwi:mtm.Ahnmihn
ﬁﬂ:d&tﬂu.wwmmﬁmgduphmew“hm
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he came across a tomb 20 feet long and 10 feet hroad eut out of
the slope of the naked rock. Rolibers must have plundered the tomb,
lor he found only some stone slabs and a scattering of gold buttons
and ivory horms, which may have been decorations for the mor-
tuary chamber. Then he dug a Hitle further south towards the centre
of the circle, and at & depth of 15 feet he renched & layer of pebbiles.
Below this Iny three bodies thickly covered with clay and what
seemed to be the ashes of a funeral pyre. Through the clay came the
glint of gold,

With the treasurc in sight and the government officials peering
over his shoulder, Schliemann once more knew the powerful agi-
tation which came over him when he discovered the treasure of
Troy, and once more he turned 10 Sophis for assistance. He was too
nervous and too excited to uncover the bones himeelll Sophia curled
down in'the hollow and stripped the clay off the bodies with a small
pocket-knife,

There were five golden diadems with each body. Five golden
crosses with the arms shaped like laurel leaves lay on one body,
five on the second, and four on the third. These dindems were un-
like the elaborate gold-chiin diadems found at Troy; they were
made from thin sheets of gold hammered with decorative circles and
bosses, Where the diadems of Troy showed extreme sophistication,
even though the design was simple, the Mycenaean diadems were
curiously unassuming, and their simplicity was disarming, suggesting
the raw nakednes of power.

Seattered about the shaft grave were small olsidian knives, frag-
ments of painted cases, and a silver cup, Schliemann thought he saw
evidence of fire and afterwards spoke at considerable length of how
the bodies must have been burned or roasted. He thought the
pebbles at the bottam of the tomb somehow provided ventilation for
the funcral pyres, and it was his belief, shared later by Darpleld,
that it was the Mycenaean custom to roast the flesh off the bones.
He eould make out the shapes of the skeletons, but they hid suffered
from moisture and soon crumbled, The treasure of Mycenae now
consisted of fifteen diadems and fourteen golden crosses,

Schliemann now decided to explore the side of the grave-circle
furthest away from the Lion Gate. At a depth of g feet he found
same sheletons and near them were absidian knives, but there was
no treasure. He was a lintle puzeled, but went on digging. If the
first grave was disappointing, and the second gave up only a handful
of treasure, the third treasure which he came upon afler digging
only a little way below the skeletons showed a dazeling and un-
expected richness of ornament. Here was God's plenty, the whole
?bl;ubﬂmmdwithohjumdpldwhichlhmﬁwiﬂlurﬂhh
ustre,
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By this time most of the workmen had been sent away, and a ring
of soldiers guarded the treasure chambers. Once more Saphia
curled hemell amang the skeletons and the gold, carefully removing
the s0il which stiill covered the royal tombs. She worked patiently
and slowly, afraid of destroying the delicately chased patterns on
the thin sheets of gold. As in the second grave there were three
bodies; one of them wore a gold crown with more than thirty gold
leaves surmounting it. These leaves were lightly fixed to the crown,
and they mist have trembled and shimmered when the king wore it.
There were eight more diaderns, and six more crosses of gold, some
of them double crosses and very omate. There were gold necklaces
and goblets and vases and wine jars, some with golden lids attached
by fine gold wires. There was a golden flower on a silver stalk,
There were shining spheres of rock erystal which may have been
the pommels of royal swords.

But the most surpristing discovery was an enormous number of
stamped golden discs—he counted over seven hundred of them in
this tomb-chamber alone, Seme were shaped like leaves, others like
butterfliss, octopuses, stars, and sunflowers, and there were some
with purely geometrical designs. Schliemann came to the conclusion
that they were miniature copies of shields, but it is more likely that
ﬂwrwm:lrmhus!:nﬁh:tnduring life which the dead were ex-
pected to lead throughout their underground existence.

Together with the gold dises were a large sumber of gold plaques,
rarely more than an inch across and not unlike the miniature gold
Plaques which have been found during excavations in Persia dating
from the thne of Cyrus and Merxes. With extraordinary liveliness
th:artiuhumo&cﬂ:dz:tripnfguldEailinmllmllmpenfﬂum,
griffins, cuttlefish, deer, eagles and swans, These, too, were perhaps
ornaments sewed on to the rolbes of the dead.

Schliemann thought he had found in the third grave three skele-
tons of women, and he pointed to the smallness of the bones and of
the teeth, but it s just as likely that they were men, a king and two
princes arrayed in their panoply, A dagger was found among the
bones; and two sceptres of silver plated with gald.

With the third grave opened, Schliemann set about excavating
thguun[th:m“rma!mingwhmmdignm,h:mnmhuuﬂ
being struck by the appesrance of the dark soil to the west of the
third grave. The soil was almost black, markedly different from the
sail elsewhere in the agora. He dug down to a depth of 15 feet, but
found only potsherds. Nine feet further down he discovered what
he thought to be & tircular altar 4 fect high with a round i
reminiscent of & well, He felt sure it was an altar raised in honour
of the dead heroes who must be buried below, and perhaps gifts
nmpoumdlhmu;hihhllurﬁarlbndﬁd.ﬂmmﬂlg:ﬂud'
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Sumeria have clay funnels through which offerings are poured, but
they had not been excavated in Schliemann's time and as usual he
was forced to rely on his own guesses. The altar still puzzles scholars,
but Schliemann's original gwess was right. He dog a further g feet
below the altar and found another tomb filled with treasure, There
were five bodies smothered in gold and jewels. Three of them wore
masks of gold, and near the head of the fourth lay a strange twisted
mask in the shape of a lion's head, which at first Schliemann thought
to be o helmet.

Of these four masks one was so crumpled that it bad almost lost
the shape of human features. By gazing at it for some minutes,
Schliemann thought he could make out a youthful face with a high
forchead, a long Greek nose, and a small mouth with thin lipa. This
matk possesses no character. But two of these golden masks are the
glory of the fourth grave. They possess power and authority, and a
terrible beauty. Death is marked on them, but there is no hint of
repose in those swesome features. In character they are completely
unlike the serene masks painted on wood which appear on
coffins of the Egyptian Pharachs, and evidently they serve a different
purpose. The artist has not attempted 1o depict them as they were
in life, for they wear the unmistakable signs of death. Schliemann
thought they were portraits. *There cannot be the slightest doubt
that every one of them represents the likeness of the deceased,” he
wrote, “Had it not been so, all the masks would have represented
the same ideul type"

But if they are portraits they are so simplified that they have almost
entirely loat those features by which they would be recognized in life.
They are reduced almost to abstractions. In one the hollowness of
death is conveyed by two bulbous eyes which appear to be bursting
out of the face, and in the other the heavily ridged forchead and the
tightness of the compressed lips suggest the agony of death. Like the
gold masks of Peru, which are extraordinarily similar, they represent
not so much portraits of dead men ns portraits of death, sculptured
and moulded by an artist who has transferred to a thin sheet of
gold his own terror before the sight of a decaying corpse. An un-
earthly beauty shines through the masks. We see these kings or
princes s they were many hours after their deaths, through the
eyes of an artist who made no attempt to reveal them exactly as
they were, for otherwise he would have shown them in greater detail
and with a more human aspect. Almost they are godlike. Tt seems
to have been the artist’s intention to suggest the divinity in the
dead rulers, who carried into the grave the mysterious power they
exercised during their lives. These masks can be interpreted as por-
hﬂluqfkinp:tth:mm:mddimlu&mwhmthqhﬂmgoda

One looks at these masks with awe and a sense of failure, All
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through Western history artists have grappled with death and
attempted to depict it, but rarcly with the success of these unknown
artists at Mycenae. Here, at the very beginning of our civilization,
death is depicted fearlenly, with immense power and simplicity,

Yet no one knows the precise purpose served by thes masks,
Neither Homer nor any other Greek writer refers to death masks of
any kind. We know that the masks were wrapped round the fices
of the dead, and perforations near the flattened ears show how they
were held in place by means of threads. Unfortunately the skulls of
the five bodies were in such a state of decomposition that none of
them could beuvud,andwdnmtknwdtdrnuﬂpuﬁﬁuh when
they were found. We have the misks; we have all the jewellery
scattered around the bodies; but we know too little about archaic
Greees to be able to envisage the scene when the bodies were laid
in their rock tombs,

When Schlicmann first discovered the lion mask, it was flat and
bmim,mdmemuﬂpidmappnmdmb:nﬁning.duumingit
was & helmer, he laid it aside, Later he examined it more closely,
thﬁﬁm‘:mmm&mﬂqmdmﬂwmmit
wusmuhm:lthutﬁntwnmmrthcfumi.nmﬁmwmllom'
heads &s helmets with the muzzles resting on their forcheads, as we
tee on the coins of Alexander the Grest. It is possible that the lion
mask was a helmet afier all,

Even Schliemann was baffled by the wealth of treasure in the
fourth grave. The masks formed only a small part of the treasure.
Two of the bodies wore golden breastplates, another ware & crown
with dancing leaves, and there were eleven massive gold goblets.
One of these had two delicate doves chased on the handles, exacily
like Nestor's gold wine cup in the Jtiad, which was "studded with
gold pins and decorated with two golden doves™. There were orid-
mmulguldmbdhmdﬁlﬂmm,uguldwhr.:gwldﬁmgol:ﬁm
brodches, and golden pins, There were minute double-headed
tile-axes in gold less than an inch across. There were 12 enot-
ttons covered with gald plate, and mare than 400 round
i mﬂdwﬂchmyhmbmmdm.mdmdznuzﬁnmld
melmuwnnlivdy:uﬂinﬁshingnid.Thuuwmmgddm

mwﬁchmyhnmuvulmmrdhnndlmﬁmummppﬂ
mldram,ngudbmnummdllﬁtﬁpim,wnm.mmw
a cow’s head of silver with faring horns of gold which must have
been, like so many other things found in the tomb, a sscred emblem
of the tribe. Amid this vast heap of gold the most surprising dis-
mwm-hmnwbudmmmdhnndmwmuﬁﬁh
had never been opened.
grave at Mycenae contained more treasure than
ar Troy, but Schliemann was in no mood to stop.

3

[
I
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While he was still excavating this tomb, he began to dig directly
north of it. Here he found his fifth and last grave, which gave every
evidence of having been rifled : there was only one body in ir, which
quickly crumbled 1o powder, In the grave he found a gold diadem,
a gold drinking-cup, & green vase and & few termacotta fragments,

Work on the first grave had stopped when the grave filled with
mud, After weeks of bright weather the mud had dried, and he
spent his last days at Mycenac carefiilly re-examining the first tambl
He had found it empty, By digging forther he found three bodies
squeezed within the inner walls. They had evidently been pushed
away to make room for other bodies, but all traces of these were lost,
With the bodies he found a small remnant af treasure. Two were
gold masks, and one of them still had flesh adhering to the skuil
Squashed fat by the weight of debris, and without a nose, it pos-
sessed recognizable features, and Schlicmann was excited beyond
measure because he thought he recognized the face of Agamemnon,

It was the round face of a mam about thirty-five years old, who
retained all his teeth in a perfect state of preservition, He wore a
large gold breastplate, and golden leaves distributed over his fore-
head, chest, and thighs. A flattened mask Iny over the face. Schlie-
mann raised the mosk to his lips and ldsted it Then he sent off a
telegram to the minister in Athens;

In [ast tomb three bodies one withonut ormament have tele-
graphed Nauplia for painter to preserve featurss dead mon with:
round face rsembling picture of Agamemnon I formed long ago,
From all over the plain of Argos people came tn view the body of

an ancient hero whose fuee wis so miraculously preserved. A painter
was summaned from Nauplia to sketch it, and for two days Schlie-
mann watched over it in a fever ol musdety, afraid Jest the face would
erumble into powder before it could be embalmed. Then a drug-
gist from Argos arrived on the scene. He poured & solution over it,
which rendered it hard, and shortly afterwaeds the body waa taken
in triumph to Athens,

The treasure found in the first tomb could not compare with the
great heaps of massive gold found in the fourth ; only a small scatter-
ing had been left there by the grave-robbers. But there were gold
cups and breastplates and bronze swords with golden handles—alto-
gether Schliemann counted eighty swords, most of them wafer-thin,

ing stags

This last mask, almost the last iblngs-:hlimumdhnmmadn



140 THE GOLD OF TROY

Mycenae, possesses a perfection lacking in the others. They spoke
of death powerfully and were of the earth, earthy; this one speaks
with a pure and serene majesty, and with no less power. Once again
we are confronted pot with a portrait but with an image or ilon of
death: no human fiace peers up at us. Where the other masks show
the hieroes at the moment of dissolution, this mask shows the hero
at the moment after he has become a god. There isno trace of carth's
fevers, only of benignity. The large eyes are closed, the eyelids
clearly marked, and the thin lips are pursed in a mysterious smile.
There is a hint of & beard, and the eyebrows are heavily incised and
curl upward in imitation of the flaring moustaches; but the total
effect of eyebrows and moustaches and smile is to give a curious
depth 1o the face, as though it were seen immensely magnified at the
end of a long corridor, beckoning. 1+ is a face to be compared with
the great mosaics of Christ at Daphmne, Cefalt, and Palermo, and
belongs among the most superb achievements of ancient art.

The diadems of Troy, the crowns of Mycenae, and all the heaps
of massive gald treasure speak of a people still rude and barbarous.
The Warrior Vase tells us how they went to war, The gold trinkets
found in the tombs tell us how they decorated themselves on exalted
occasions. But only this mask tells us of the deep reverence they
paid to their gods,

Now the work was done, and as Schliemann gazed around the
agara which resembled a crumbled honeycomb afler so many shafis
had been dug into it, he expected 1o find no mare treasures, He had
found five royal graves and thought he had looked on the fices of
Agamemnon, Clytemnestra, and the others who had taken part in
that heroic tragedy. One day towards the end of November he sent
aff a telegram to the King of the Hellenes:

With extreme joy 1 announce to Your Majesty that T have
discovered the tombs which teadition, echoed by Pausanias, has
designated as the sepulchres of Agamemnon, Cassandra, Eury-
medon and all their companions who were killed while partaking
of a meal with Clytemnestra and her lover Aegisthus, They were
surrounded with a double dircle of stone slabs, which would not
have been erected unless they were great personages. In the tombs
I found immense treasures of the most ancient objects of pure gold.

These treasures alone will Gll a great museum, the most won-
derful in the world, and for centuries to come thousands of
ﬂuﬂpmwiﬂﬂu:khﬂrmcmmthmiwkunlyfﬂlhﬂ
pure love of science, and accordingly 1 bave no claim on these
treasures. | give them intact and with a lively enthusiasm to
ﬂfmﬂudmntlhlllhtutmummrhmumﬂwm
stone of an immense national wealth,
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He was disappainted with the reply written by the King's secre-
tary. It was a very briel reply. He was thanked for his important dis-
coveries, his zeal, and his love for science, The King added the pious
hope that further excavations would Be crowned with a similar
success,

For the fimt time Schliemann returned from his excavations
empty-handed. Everything he discovered in° Mycenae became the
property of the Greek Government. The hated Stamntakes, so long
a thorn in his side, wau already making announcements about the
discoveries, In horror Schliemann despatched a telegram to the
government: "Forbid publication by Stamatakes. Not the Govern-
ment, but I, have the right."

Once more he was pitting. himself against governments: The
town of Nauplia intervened in the dispute with the demand that all
the treasure should be housed there—it would be good for the town,
and was not Nauplia the Jogical proprietor? Schliemann ruged in his
tent. He wrote off telegrams to all the learned societies and contem-
plated the huge collection of photographs he had assembled during
the excavations and wrote up his notes and dinries. As usuul the
Germans were inclined to laugh at his claims, the French showed
little interest, and only the English shared his enthusiasm,

He spent the winter in Athens. One day in January he sent one
of the assistants he had employed at Mycenae to make a detailed
drawing of the agora for his records. This assistant, Vasilios Drosinos,
was a young engineer who had worked with him in the tomb-
chambers. Recognizing near a partly excavated house south of the
agera some roughly carved stones which resembled the stones in the
tombechamber, Drosines discussed the matter with Stamatakes,
who had returned 1o Myeenae that day, A warkman with a pickaxe
was brought to the spot. With the first or second blow of the axe a
gold cup came to light, and in ess than half an hour there was a
small treasure consisting of four gold cupa, all of them with delicate
dogs’ head handles, one plain undecomted cup, a number of ring
fashioned out of gold wire, and two gold signets. One of these signets
showed some animal heads and ears of corn, all jumbled together,
and no one has ever been able to understand what it was intended
to convey. The other signet was a masterpiece.

We know it now s the Signet of the Mother Goddess, and like the
gold mask found in the first tomb it hints at an inexpected depth of
religious fecling among the Mycmmmhmmnyubnngpep
formed, the simplest of all ceremonics—an offering to the goddess,
Thnmmmlmpiq no altars, oo veils, no rituals, In silence they
make their offerings, and the artist seema to have caught the actors
in the ceremony at a moment which is at once very casual and filled

with significance.



[E= THE GOLD OF TROY

The goddess sits beneath the sacred tree with Bowers in her hair
and maore flowers in her hands, receiving a tribute of flowers from
two women of noble aspect, who may be priestesses. One of the
hand maidens of the goddess stands before her, introducing. these
worshippers, while another handmaiden is climbing & small cairn
of stones, plucking the sacred fruit from the tree and offering it to
her divine mistress, All wear the flounced, richly embroidered
double=akirts which were characteristic of Mycenaean culture
during the heroic age. Like the Mother Goddess they are all bare-
breasted, and wear fiowers and ornaments in their hair.

Between the first of the worshippers and the goddess stand ‘two
double axes, the smaller superimposed upon the other; these nxes,
perhaps, represent earthly and spiritual power. And beyond this
strange emblem of power there fluats a preiding genius who is
helmeted and holds a spear and hides behind a shicld shaped like a
figure **8""—the first representation of an armed goddess known o us.
Above this scene the sun shines in full splendour beside the crescent
moon ¢ it is at once noonday and the depth of night.

But what is most remarkable about the signet is the quict com-
posure and serenity of these people partaking in the offering. Such
a signet could not have been carved except at a time of great sell
assurance. The signet is extremely small, hardly more than an inch
across, but the artist has poured into it the sccumulated knowledge
of centuries of religious meditation. The power of the heavens flows
down in rings of light, and power wells up from the goddess as she
reposes in the saered grove. In the sttitudes of the priesteses there
?h no hl:;inilitr ; they come to her as though by right, gravely, making

eir offerings out of affection for the goddess, towering over her,
with none of the servitude which can be seen in the Egyptian paint-
ings showing the offerings 1w the gods. A very human dignity in-
forms them, Bathed in the light of the sun and moon, they stand and
move according to their own volition,

We cannot hope to understand the full meaning of the signet. We.
do not know, for example, what meaning can be attached to the six
strange chjects which decarate the side facing the tree, They may be
golden masks, skuils, helmets, sacred flowers, or they may simply be
decorations to balance the tree with its heavy fruit. No one knows
what kind of tree is being represented. Schlicmann, studying the
signet from photographs he obtained with difficulty from Stama-
takes, pronounced that they were pineapples or perhaps bread-
fﬂﬂhﬂlchnp:hdmincutumlﬁnmim.ﬂcumughtﬂu
women: wore vizors, and wns puzzled by their mosculine features;
and he noted that the curved parallel bands of their skirts mirrored
the crescent shapes which arc to be seen everywhere in the signet.
For some reason he thought that the waving lines beneath the sun
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and moon represented the sea, though it is moce likely that they
represent rings of heavenly light or the Milky Way.

In the fhiad, Homer describes how Hephaestus made for Achilles
a great shield with five panels, the fisst representing “the earth, the
gky and the sea, the indefutigable sun, the moon at the full and all
the constellations”, and when Schlizmann first saw the signet with
Sophia at his side, he exclaimed : “It must have been seen by Homer
when he described all the wonders which Hephuestus wrought on
the shield of Achilles.” It was one of his greater griefs that he had not
discovered the signet, but he took comfort in the thought that it
might have lain undiscovered if he had not sent his surveyor to
Mycenae,

The work at Mycenae was over. Schliemann never retiurned
there, feeling that his work was done, He wrote 2 book about his
finds in eight weeks, and then set about translating it into French
and English ; and then he wrote to Gladstone, begging for the honour
of an introduction to the work from the Grand Old Man of English
politics, Gladstone, an excellent Homeric scholar, wias reluctant to
undertake such a task, fearing that his commendation would be mis-
interpreted. During the summer Schliemnnn visited London, bring-
ing with him the treasure of Troy, which was exhibited in the South
Rensington Museum. Gladstone was not quite convinced that this
was the treasure of Troy, but he was impressed by Schliemann's
learning and finally wrote a rambling introduction which covers
nearly forty pages.

Gladstone was particularly struck by the Signet of the Mother
Goddess and debated with himsell whether the six strange objects
on the side were stars or lions’ heads, and suggested thar the waving
band below the sun and moon represented mother-earth, “with its
uneven surface of land and its rippling sea.” He was inclined to be-
lieve that the body found in the first grave belonged to Agamemnon.
The fact that the features had been preserved sugwested that the
body had been embalmed, and this would only apply to a very
eminent personage. The fliad relates that Agamemmnan was always
accompanied by two priestly heralds, and the heralds were no
doubt the two other bodies found in the tomb.

Schliemann gloried in the attentions he received in London, He
dined with Gladstane, and sent off # flood of telegrams to Sophia,
who was Il in Athens, He could never tolerate her absence for long,
and at last when the members of the Royal Archaeological Society
asked her to address them she came post-haste from Athens and
stood beside her husband on the platform, telling the story of how for
twenty-five days she had knelt among the tombs, carefully scraping
off thin layers of clay from the bodies of the ancient kings and
queens of Mycenae. She spoke very simply in English, and received
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an ovation. Schiiemann smiled approvingly, He had written her
specch, and was delighted because she recited it without faltering,
and still more delighted because she was carrying his son, bomn
later that year. Long ago he had chosen the name he would give to
his son—Agnmenmon,

Fame exacts [ts penalties, and not the least of them is the temp-
tation to rest on one's laurels. For eighteen months Schliemann
basked in his growing fame, and it was not until the summer of 1878
that he put a spade into the earth again,

Still looking for treasure, he thought he might find it in Ithaca in
the great palace of Odysseus. He spent two weeks in July excavating
among the cyclopean walls at the top of Mount Actios, but though
e found the ruins of 160 houses, he found little else of value, and
abandoned the excavations.

Troy summoned him—Troy where he had encountered so many
defeats from the Turkish. government, and so much success, Once
aguin be was employing all his resources to obtain a firmas, Thiy
time he was not alone, for Gladstone was sympathetic to renewed
excavations at Troy and the full weight of his influence was felt in
Constantinople, where Austen Layard, thediscoverer of Nineveh, had
become British Ambassador. The Turks granted a firman, but took
care to send a special commissioner and ten policemen w Hissarlik
to superintend the excavations.

It was Schliemann's sixth journey to Hisarlik. He began work in
September, and for nearly two months nothing of value was dis-
covered. But his luck was holding. On October 21, 1878, in the
presence of some officers from a British warship, he discovered,
north-cast of the Palace of Prinm, not far from the place where he
had found the first Trojan treasure, a small hoard consisting of 20
gold ear-rings, & number of gold spiral rings, 2 heavy bracelets of
electrum, 11 silver ear-rings and 158 silver rings and 2 [arge number
of gold beads. A few days later he found a still smallér tressure
consisting of gold bars and pellets of gold, a gold bracelet and a
silver dagger. Work stopped on November 26. This time Schlie-
mann was allowed to keep only a third of the treasure he found ; the
rest went to the Imperial Museumn in Constantinople.

His luck, which had been holding so well, lasted into the following
spring, when digging was resumed with the assistance of Emile Bur-
nouf and Rudolfl Virchow, Schliemann arrived in Troy in February.
His plan was to uncover the town wall of Troy and to make a com-
plete map of Homeric Troy. In April he discovered two small pockets
of tressure consisting of gold discs, chains, ear-rings, and bracelets,
He never found any more treasure again, Homer had mentioned
that there were three towns rich in gold—Troy, Mycenae, and Or-

‘chomenos, once a great city in Boeutia, The following year Schlie-
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mann hoped to crown his achievements with the gold treasure of
Orchomenos, but though he excavated the beehive tombs and
mapped the walls of the ancient city, the resulis were disappointing,

The years of luck were over. For the last ten years of his life he
was to be s wanderer on the face of the earth, always hoping to come
upon traces of gold, searching for it relentlessly, as though driven
by some inner force, and never finding it. The old magic had gone.
He had the eagerness of a child and the pasion of an adolescent,
but his skin was leathery and he was growing old. He must find
roots somewhere, and so at last, having made his peace with Athens,
he decided to build a house worthy of himsell in the heart of the
city.
Characteristically he designed the house himself on the model of
the palaces he had uncovered in Troy and Mycense. He called it
Jliow Malathron, or “‘the palace of Troy". It stands on the Boulevard
de |"Université at the foot of Mount Lycabettus, overlooking the
royal stables. It is a huge house, cold and chilling, with marble
steps and mosaic floors on which are depicted the gold cups and
vases he discovered at Troy. Along the walls run friezes with classical
landscapes nnd paintings of the Greek heroes with appropriate
Homeric quotations.

On the lower floors he displayed his treasure. Upstairs was his
private study, with the notice on the door: “All who do not study
geometry, remain outside”, The study was crammed with books.
Here were some of the more precious objects he had gathered, On
the walls were fading views of New York and Indianapolis, two citics
which he especially admired, For whole days he would sit there in a
heavily upholstered armchair studying the Greek clasiics, while the
smaller chair beside him was piled high with the siock exchange
lists which came every momning from Paris, London, and Berlin,
Telegraph forma were always at hand. He was still a business man,
and some hours every day had to be spent on superintending his
financial dealings which extended over the whole warld.

In his house he behaved as tyrannically as any Homeric
His word was law, All messages were sent to him in classical Greek,
and Greek was the langnage employed exclusively at table. He re-
named all his servants. The porter was Bellerophon, the foounan
Telamon, Andromache’s governess was Danaé, Agamenmmon's
nurse was Polyxena, and the old gardener was called Calchas, after
the soothsayer whose curses open the lliad. Because the ancient
Greeks employed little farniture, he did the same; and there were
only a few chairs and sofas tucked away in the corners of the bare,
draughty rooma. He refised to have curtains, because it was un-
thinkable that Achilles would ever stay in a curtained house. The
rnimdhmp&hddmy:haﬂtpuu!hrﬁuﬁuﬁmﬁnhim,md
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80 in this great house patterned on the palaces of ancient Greece, he
built & ballroom patterned on the villas of ancient Pompeii, with a
delicate blue and white fricze of putti encircling the wall. The putt
were modelled on people he had known and encountered in his
travels, Among them was a portrait of Schliemann in horn-rimmed
spectacles,

On the flat roof of the house, facing the four corners of the sky,
were twenty-four marble gods. Zeus, Aphrodite, Apollo, Athens,
and all the other gods stood there, protecting and encouraging him
during the declining years of his life,
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Dunmu the last thirty-four years of his life. Schliemann read the
liad avidly. 1t was his bible, the book he consulted at all hours of
the day, the fountain-head of nearly all the thoughts that ever oc-
gurred to him, and no single part of it was to be prelerred 1o any
ather. In his library were all the available editions, many in folio
“and bound in heavy morocco, but there were also cheap paper-
bound Tauchnitz editiona which he carried on his: traveld and
annotated heavily. Onee when a correspondent ‘wrote that he found
the fliad full of difficulties, Schliemann replied that on the contrary
he found it as clear and pelluciid as the Castalian springs, there were
simply no difficulties, and anyone in his right mind could read it as
he reads s modern novel., For Schliemann both the flied and the
Odyssey were holy writ, blessed by the gods, written with a nobility
and elegance almost beyond the range of human accomplishment.
In these books, if & man sat down to read them attentively, he would
find all the fruitfulness and joy, and all the tragedy of man dis-
played. Here was the perfect story told by the perdect poet, and be-
‘vond this it was unnecessary to go.

More than once Schliemann protested thay it was impossible to
make any choice between the parts of the [isd. On ane occasion,
however, he broke his own rule, He said the most splendid passage
of all is in the third book: the account of Helen arising from her

had been weaving a kind of tapestry showing the
Trojans and Achacans at one another’s throats—and mnking her
way to the Scaean Gate, where on one of the gate-towers overlooking
the plain Priam and the elders of the city have congregated “like
cicadas perched on trees chirping merrily”".

News has come that there will be no more war, Instead Menclaus
and Paris, ber husband and her abductor, will fight a duel, and her
fate will be determined by the issue of the duel. Velled in white,
accompanied by her handmaidens, she approaches the tower. The
elders lower their voices as they sec her coming, astonished by ber
beauty, and happy that a solution to the long conflict is in sight.
Priam beckons her to his side, points to the enemy, and asks: “Who
il:hlh;t‘uun,tnﬂnrbyabudﬂtmdwmﬁﬂinm]minﬂ:m
She answers that it is Agamemnon, her husband's elder brother.

wr
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Then Priam points to a smaller decp-chested man, who has left his
armour lying on the ground, and she answers: “That is Odysseus ™
There is a third man, eminently tall and handsome, and she says:
“That is Ajax." Then she recognizes Idomencus, the King of Crete,
the gentlest of Agamemnon's capining, but she cannot see either
Castor or Polydeuces, her two brothers, one a famous horse-tamer,
the other a renowned boxer, She gazes nfter them, and in her sllence
there is all the desolation of grief, for she knows nothing of what hias
happened to them but suspects the worst; and Homer comments:

The froitful earth had laid them already on her lap,
Far away in Lacedaemon, the land they loved,

There are seven or eight other passages in Homer where grief
entets just as nakedly, Grief—grief aver the lot of man—is the major
theme of the story. At the very beginning Homer proclaims that his
subject is the wrath of Achilles, the havoc he will create, leading to
the deaths of 5o many good men. An explosive, death-dealing force
it let loose, and we watch with bated breath as he destroys every-
thing in his path, quarrels with everyone around him, and never
rests unitil he has not anly destroyed his appointed enemy but out-
raged the corpse of Hettor and mangled it beyond recognition, so
that at last when he surrenders the body to King Priam, there is
nothing human or godlike left in the appearance of the young hero
—Hector is no more than a squashed fly.

Achilles is the hero, bt be is 8 hero in love with death ; and those
whoa listened to the story were a people i love with life, They maz-
velled at the destructiveness of the gods, who had made the earth
50 beautiful and filled it with so much tragic frony. The flashing
armour, the hold glances, the supple bodies of men, the dancing
and the gold—all end in tcars. In a sense, the fiad is no more than &
long litany on the tragic deaths of voung heroes,

All through the fiad there rings the cry of suffering. Why must
these things happen? Why are the Greeks determined to destroy?
What pleasure do they derive from it? From the beginning we know
that Hector must be dragged by the heels around the walls of Troy,
and that Achilles will triumph, and that Helen in her white and
shining robes will pass wraith-like through the story, always beauti-
ful and unattainable, a ghost who lives in horror of her own beauty,
For a ghost men waged this war, and for a ghost they perish. Men
must die, women must weep, blood must be spilled, and it is all in
vain. A grim, irrational fate broods over everything.

That life was vain and therefore senseless was something Homer
knew only 100 well. Homer knew fighting. He did not fight in the
Trojan wars, but he knew the excitement of small skirmishes and
what bodies looked like when they lay on the ground, He koew
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poverty and starvation, for otherwise he would not have taken such
enjoyment in describing banquets and the embroidered raiments of
heroic men. Tradition says he was blind, and this acconds with his
constant reference to the brightness of things; and that he was an
islander from one of the islands of the Egean, and this accords with
his curious detachment, for his sympathies are neither with the
Greeks nor with the Frojans, but only with the individual human
beings who are caught up in the senseless war.

Three figures stand out in massive grandeur: the turbulent
Achilles, the cunning Odysseus who asumes many of the charac-
teristics of Achilles in the last terrible chapters of the Odyssey, and
the doamed Hector, who remains the private hero of the epic, as
Achiiles is the public hero, Nearly all the tender and intimate
passages concern Hector. Almost he is Hamlet, He is the man caught
in the web, waiting impatiently for his own doom, dissembling,
hoping for a way of escape, falling into dreams and out of them,

ing his childhood, more aware than anyane ¢lse of the
evanescence of life and the terrible responsibilities he carries. He is
speaking to his wife on the eve of a disastrous battle:

The day will come, my soul knows it is coming,

When our holy Troy will go down into ruins,

Troy and the brave King and the King’s people with him.
And I am not moved so much by the gricl of the Trojans—
Grief will come—Hecuba’s gricl, and the gricl of my father,
The grief of so many good men, lying

In the bloody dust under the feet of our enemics.

I think of my death, and then your griel hurts me:

And 1 am grieved at the thought of you being carried away

weeping
By the bronze-coated enemy into certain slavery.
They will set you to work over somebody’s loom in Argos
Or carrying a pitcher in & remote village somewhere,
And always against your will, because you're a captive.
Seeing you weeping, they will say:
“"Look, the wife of Hector, the great captain
Of the horsemen of Troy, in the days when they fought for their
city.""
Hearing them, your grief will become greater,
For having no man like me to free you from slavery.
O let me be dead and let the carth be heaped over me
Before I hear you weeping or how you were enslaved.

So he spoke, the shining one, and stretched his arms to his son,
But the boy cried out to his nurse with the beautiful girdle—
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Frightened by the gline of steel and the horschair crest of the
et.

Suddenly both the father and mother were laughing,

And the shining Hector put his helmet away,

Set it shimmering on the ground, and threw out his hands
To his beloved son, kissing him and rocking him in his arms,

No one could have written such scenes of intolerable poignancy
without being overwhelmed with affection for the character he had
created. There is a sense in which the /liad is Hector's apologia. He
speaks throughout, and it is his veice, now shouting defiance, now
trembling with anger, now calin and composed, which speaks most
distinctly. “These things happened,” he says, “This doom was
brought on us. We fought back, and we extracted From every passing
moment the little joy that was left to us.'” It is a curiously modern
answer, and a5 we resd Homer, we find ourselves continually con-
fronting a curiously modern world,

We know Achilles only too well. He represents the violently an-
archic monater in the human soul. He kills for the pure joy of killing,
contemptuous of danger, certain only of the blessedness of destrue-
tion. To say he is ruthless and vengeful is to under estimate his
terrible sobriety. He kills aimlessly, as huntsimen kill. He is without
any sense of guilt, and cares nothing for the old or the very young.
When he falls upon the child Lycaon, shouting: “Death to all}”
and makes fun of the child who is pleading for his life, he is just as
amused as when he fights with Hector, knowing that the gods will
protect his own life. When Odyseus says to Eumaeus fn the Odye-
sey: “My delight was in ships, Aghting, javeling and arrows—things
that make men shudder to think about,” we hear once again the
authentic voice of Achilles, The nihilist asks for no pardon. He
despises the world, and i content to surrender all his privileges for
the pleasure of destroying the world. Achilles did not take part in
the Trojan war to rescue Helen : he went because he wanted ta kill
and because he wanted to see all Troy reduced to ashes and flame,

As we know Achilles, so we know Odysseus, “the cunning arti-
ficer”, the man who cares very little for the gods, but relies on his
own rude strength. He is the Good Soldier Schweik elevated o
general’s rank, an excellent soldier, and the rankest amateur as &
sailor, for how otherwise would he have taken so long to make the
comparatively short journey from the Dardanelles to Ithaca?

Best of all do we know Hector. He is the disenchanted one, for
whom no magic wand is ever waved, Hamlet and the Prince d’Aqui-
rge.lhﬂhnﬁhumu Hector wears the face of our own umtll;l:

es augury. He will do everything humanly possible 1o escape hi
fate, but he knows that it is inescapable. He will behave at all times
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with exquisite nobility, but he knows that honour will never win any
wars. As Homer says, he has the look of nightfall an his face, “None
but the gods could meet and hold him as he sprang through the
gate.” So in the end he Is stabbed In the throat, stripped of his
armour, and dragged through the dust, because the gods have aided
his enemy and forsaken him, and all this was known to him from

In every age men have read Homer, but never has he been read
so widely or attentively as in the present age; and for good renson,
He bolds the mirror up to nature. The world he describes is the
world of today, for little has changed in the thirty centuries since
the burning of Troy. The fires burn; the besieged make their des-
perate sorties; everywhere the crics of the doomed can be heard.
We are all Trojans; and Homer, the blind wanderer among ancient
islands, describes our present plight with excessive brightness, It is
not that he was a prophet: it is simply that no one el has ever
described the human condition with such ‘starkness and majesty.

When Schliemann went in search of Troy, he was searching Tor
the fountain-head of Western civilization. He, too, possesed the
modern temper. Restless, feverish, moving amang shadows, he
possessed many of the vices of the Victorians, but he also possssed
to a quite extraordinary degree the determination to break through
the trappings of the cluttered civilization which surrounded him.
Because he had no roots, he must search for rools even in the most
ancient past, in places where there are no signposts and men must
walle warily. '

He had a typically modern irreverence towards scholars who are
content to weave their thearies without observing the evidence, He
must find the evidence and bring it to light and prove incontestably
that Homer existed and wrote about battles still warm in the
memories of men, When he went beyond this and attempted o
prove that he had looked upon the face of Agamemnon dead and
hung Helen's diadem on his wife's forehead, he was greeted with
derisive laughter, but it is at least possible that his claim was justi-
fied. His greatest merit was that he clothed the more shadowy state-
mentx of Homer in flesh and gave them more substance than they
WM before. He discovered no writing except a few
scra fragments in Troy, but all his discoveries were in the
nature of a Homeric poem suddenly unearthed and laid before an
unbelieving world. He found the fountain-head, and beyond this
there was no need to go.

To this day we do not know what happened at Troy, and why the
battle was fought. We do not know whether Homer ever visited the
Troad, but the story of the fall of Troy comes to us with so much
authentic detail that it ix no longer possible 10 doubt the essential
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outline. Homer reshaped his heroes, magnifying and distorting
them for his own purposes; as a poet will. His own sympathics were
deeply involved in his portrait of Hector, He believed that the war
waa fought over the abduction of Helen by Paris, and the modemn
scholirs who assert that it must have been fought for the control of
the Dardanelles forget that wars often start seuselessly for causes
remote from economics.

Herodotus provides an ironic commentary to the Homeric story.
Egyptian pricsts told him that the war was completely senseless, for
neither Helen nor Paris were in Troy when the Greeks attacked—
they had escaped to Memphis, the eapital of Egypt, where they
were arrested by orders of Pharach, Paris was interrogated and
asked o explain the presence of the beautiful Helen by his side. His
cxplanation failed to satisfy Pharaoh and he was therefire banished
from the country, Shortly afterwards Menelaus, Helen's lawful
husband, came to Memphis, claimed her, and returned with her to

" Here s Herodotus® accornit of the mysterious ocigin of the wars

I asked the priests whether there was any truth in the Greek
story of what happened at Troy, and in reply they gave me some
information which (they said) came directly from the lips of
Menelaus. According to the priests the Greeks sent a great force
in support of Menelaus' cause when they learned of the abduction
of Helen, As soon as they landed and established themselves on
Trojan soil, they sent ambassadors—Menelaus was one of them—
to the city, When they were received within the walls, they de-
manded the restoration of Helen together with the treasure
which Paris had stolen, and they asked 1o for an indemnity.
The Trojans answered that neither Helen nor the treasure were
in their possession : she had fled w Egypt, where she was being
detained by the Egyptian King. It was the greatest injustice that
erll;FMdbcpuni!huJﬁ:rmlhingwuwhinhththdm
comiro

The Trojans always heid fast o this answer, and they were
always prepared to swear on oath that this is exactly what
happerned,

The Greeks, however, regarded this as a perfectly frivelous
answer. They laid siege to the city, and continued to fight until
1t fell ; but no trace of Helen was found, and in defeat the Trojans
told the same story they had told at the beginning. When the
Greeks at last realized thar the story was true, they sent Menelaus
to Proteus (the Pharaoh) in Egypt. He sailed along the river to
Memphis, and afier he had given a true account of what hap-
pened, he was most hospitably entertained and Helen was re-
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stored to him with all his other possessions. Helen was none the
worse for her adventures.,

Though Menclaus received generous treatment at the hands of
the Egyptians, he himself proved no friend of Egypt. When about
to leave the country, be wus delayed by contrary winds for many
weeks, To change the course of the winds, he seized two young
Egyptian children and saerificed them to the gods. When this
terrible crime became known, the friendship of the Egyptians
was turned o hutred. Menelaus was pursued, but succeeded in
escaping with his ships to Libya. What happened to him after-
wards nooe ol the Egyptisns could gay.

Such was Herodotus’ account of a Trojan war fought over
shadows, and it is not altogether unsupported by some sirange
references in the Homeric poems to a journey by Paris to Sidon in
Phoenicia and another by Menelaus 1o Egypt. With all his admira-
tion for Homer, Herodotus found it difficult to believe that Priam
was mad enough to sacrifice Troy and all the Trojans simply in
order that Paris might possess Helen. I do not believe,” he wrots,
“that even if Priam himself had been married to her, he would have
failed to surrender her to bring this succession of calamities to an
end.” No one, not even Herodotus, koew what had happened.
Only one thing is certain: it was & war 5o scrscless that it beggan
the imagination, and at the same time it was no mare senscless than
any other war.

But while we can never be certain about the causes of the Trojan
War, we know a great deal about the men who fought in it. No
Trojan graveyards have been found; and the graves of Mycenae
belong to & time before the war was fought. But we know those
soldiers well : Homer and the evidence of the excavations speak with
the same voice, There was little change between the time of the un-
known kings found at Mycenae and the time of the Trojan War:
the appearances of people, their social customs, their way of fight-
ing and tilling the sail and wershipping their gods. We know what
thcywmnndhnwthcydmmnudth:mdmmdwtmtthﬂntn
1§ we saw them walking towards us across a field, we would recog-
nize them instantly.

They wore lhtirhiirlung,mdbmndkwithguldtnd silver
threads. In summer the men wore sleeved cloaks reaching to the
knees; in winter they wore great capes, and these capes also served
as bed-coverings. They delighted in ornamental belts, ear-rings,
necklaces, jewelled dindems, and ribbons; they wore gloves and furs.
Priestesses and rich women were attired in long, embroidered skirts
with panels of various colours, and sometimes the skirts were divided,
as we see them on the Signet of the Great Motlier or in the rem-
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nants of a frieze found in Tiryns. Warriors wore helmets made af
rings of boars’ tusks, like the helmet Meriones lent to Odysseus, and
the curved tusks found in Mycenaean graves correspond perfectly 1o
the description given by Homer, Everything we know about their
skill in ornament suggests an extreme sophistication.

They had chairs ani tables, but no plates; food was eaten off the
table, which was afterwards washed with spanges. They ate meat-
muatton, goat's fesh, pork; and more rarely beef. These animals
were domesticated. Fowl were kept in their farmyards, and gesse
wandered in and out of their houses. Game included deer, wild boar,
wild goats, rabbits, and wolves. They ate fish, and epecially de-
lighted in oysters. They grew wheat, barley, millet, beans, peas, and
lentils, and cultivated vines and olive trees. They sweetened their
winc with honey, and enjoyed the fruit of their archards: in the
garden of Alcinois there were pears, apples, figs, and pomegranates,
Childres ate meat, marrow, relishes, fat and wine, but there seems
to have been no milk. They regarded cheese as a common dish en-
Joyed by even the poorest. There were no cats—the cat appeared
in Greece about the sixth century n.c—but they had hunting dogs
and watchdogs,

Tt was a simple and primitive society, organized around the sacred
persoms of their kings, There was almost no industrial organization,
and no coinage. Each community was fiercely proud and hestile to
all other communities, yet capable at times of forming leagues of
friendship and peace with them. As Walter Leaf observed long
ago, “their organizations were not yet strong enough to hold in
subjection the grown bodies of men.” OFf all people living today they
resembled most the Balinese, those proud and vivid people whose
lives are spent in unremitting toil, in harmony with the gods and
the seasons, under the rule of cultivated and despotic rajahs.

The Trojans worshipped the gods and the spirits of the dead, but
d:urMipwmju}w.l‘hcykmwnnhﬁngmuhnmhm
sense of guilt, no doom descending from & crime committed long
8go in & garden. They were young and fresh, living in an elemental,
sunlit world, the sap still new in their veins; and divinity was all
around them. It did not perturb them overmuch that the gods pos-
sested a rank and order of their own: Apollo, the lord of the silver
bow, was “the mightiest of the gods™, but so was Zeus, For them the
gods were almost mortal, and men almost divine; and the greatest
triumph of man was to enter the realm of the gods. A mortal Dio-
mﬁif:might Wnundth:gndﬂmﬁphmdimﬂﬂdlwﬂkdiug
market place, and they too were vulnerable, shuddering biefore *
dark realm of death™.

Most of all they loved brightness and feared the dark. For them
divinity was almost within men's grasp, a thing as light as air, as



THE HEROHS 155

palpable as fesh, resembling the glimmering flames of camp-fires
at night, the gleam of bronze, the shining of olive-trees, the faces of
people. Achilles recognizes the godidess Athena by “her mighty,
flaming glance". The signy of divinity were the double axe, the
wheeling swastika, the little elay fgurines of the Mother Goddess
and those strange carrowsels, usually of blue stone, which seem to
have symbolized the womb and the mysterious beginnings of things.
Every little stream possessed its attendant nymphs, and every thun-
derclap was a word from a hidden god. Rivers; sea-foam, moun-
tains, trees, all living things partook of divinity, but all divinity
fafled at the gate of death, The gods were humbled by desth; men
frared it with an unappeasable fear; all the heavens shutldered at it
Death was an error marked upon the face of the world ; from death
they recoiled with bated breath and shuddering horror. Nothing is
so remarkable in Homer as the special quality of their fear of death
—that fear which is also a kind of pride. Hating and fearing death,
they were still capable of regarding it with laughter and derision and
flashing eyes. )

According to Homer the Trojans and Achaeans bhurned their
dead ; like the Balinese they danced round the funeral pyres. Patro-
clus was placed on a pyre, and there were consumed with him not
anly sheep and oxen, horses and dogs, but also twelve young Tro-
jans. But this was a very special ceremony, ordered by the ferocious
Achilles in honour of his dead friend, and it is unlikely that it was
often repeatzd. Achilles abused the corpse of Hector for twelve
days until Apollo restrained him, and this too must have happened
very exceptionally, All the evidence we have suggests that the
Homeric Greeks regarded the dead with grave reverence.

Scholars have remarked that the Homeric descriptions of funeral
pyres have nothing in common with the grave chambers found at
Myeenae. They have said repeatedly that Mycenaean burial cus-
toms point to a civilization far earlier than the Trojan War; and it
is true that the shaft-graves heaped with gold antedate the Trojan
War by many centuries. But gold is flame. Homer says that the
spirits of the dead can only be sdmitted 1o the realm of the dead
after burning. Yet it is perfectly possible to conceive that a gold
mask was itself a kind of flame. The kings of Mycenae wear gold
manks ; Patroclus wears a raiment of flame ; and to the Greels these
may have been no more than variants of the same custom.

Rolend and Paradise Lost, the Iliad ie the story of a defeat endured
heroically in an evil time. Good men perish, the evil profit, but the
verdict of the gods is not based upon the good or evil deeds men
perform; and the gods are indifferent to men’s fate, To the gods
what is ultimate and significant is man's raw courage, the majesty
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he wraps around himself as he treads the path of danger, defying
the gods to do their womst. The highest virtue of man is his audacity,
which makes him most god-like; then his tenderness, which makes
him most human, So Odyeseus says in the fliad: *'Praise me not
much, neither blome me, but let us go forward ; for the night is far
apent and the dawn is near.”

Beiween those two worlds of the utmost audacity and the most
eloguent tenderness Homer moves with enviahle ecase, reflecting a
wotld whers men were still innoeent, and a pure fire burned in their
veing, belore they became intimidated by guilt and terror and the
entless repetition of tragedy, They stand [bursquare to the winds,
simple and sensuous before history began, Writing in old age and
two hundred years afier the events he described, he may have
painted them brighter and more enchanting than they were, ming-
ling the stories banded down over the years with memories of his
own youth.

He had an old man's serenity, an old man's love for the ardours
af youth. With lis own eyes he bad seen surh 2 murder os he de-
goribed in the tast books of the Odsesey, the bodics of the suitors lying
on the floor and the maidservants hanged in the courtyard. He had
seen a young chieftain killed and dragged still bleeding behind a
chariot around the walls of a ruined city. He had heard the old men
hushing their voices “like the chattering of swallows™ when a
beautiful woman passed by, He had been wounded, and loved a
woman as beautiful as Helen, and sat in the tents of kings when the
captured women were portioned out among the victors. He had seen
all this, but it all happened a long time ago; and so he wandered
from town to town, telling these stories and playing on his lyre, and
the same staries were told by his disciples; and in time they were
written down. :

Generations passed; the storics changed a little, but the un-
quenchable voice never died. It was so powerful and eloquent a
woice that the shapes and colours of an entire civilization were ¢ar-
ried with it, and nothing like this has ever happened since. The
civilization be portrayed was so rich, so beautiful, so filled with sen-
suous majesty that men came to believe it wore the aspect of a
dream. Then Schliemann came along and staggered the world by
showing that it was a waking dream: it had all happened in the
sunlight of the lonian seas.
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Astheyn:npuud&hﬁmnndmwﬂdﬁnkdgnnfw He
had been inflexible in youth, and in old age he was just as inflexible,
just as demanding. He still spoke in a groff, clipped voice and car-
ried himself like a man afraid of unbending. All his life he had main-
tained a vast correspondence, writing his letters and books while
stunding at a high desk; and he had never employed a secretary.
Even though he was wealthy and famous and possessed a palace
warthy of him, he still saw no reason for employing a secretary and
continued to write his letters in longhand, jumping from one lan-
guage to another according to his mood.

His wealth increased. He kept a close watch on the stock market
and the houses he owned in Paris, Berlin, and Athens: he confessed
that if a house stood empty, it cost him two sleepless nights, Occa«
sionally there were small signs of change. In the past he enjoyed
dressing shabbily; now he began to pay 2 little more attention to
his elothes, his Body linen, and his bats. He had one oddity: there
was always a red silk handkerchief hanging from his coat pocket,
perhaps in memory of the red shawl in which Sophia had gathered
the Trojan treasure, In company he was qulet, rarely eommunica-
tive, and he disliked discussions about his excavations, but he was
affiible 1o the lower clusses. Ambition atill drove him, and he still
lusted after gald, In all this he was recognizably the same man who
had been washed ashore on the island of Texel with a burning am-
bition to make good in the world.

He was always in a hurry, always restless, He had an acute per-
eeption of the passing of time, and hated wasting any of it. He
marked out the work of the day—so many hours for correspandence,
%0 many hours for reading, so many hours for studying the stock
market. In summer he would rise sharply at three o'clock in the
morning and then ride to the Bay of Phaleron for a bath, taking his
wife with him. He still thought that sea-bathing cured all the ills of
the flesh, and he was constantly celebrating the medicinal proper-
ties of salt water. As he grew older, he became even more spartan in
his habis, He was sixty-four when he had a cyst cut out of his lip
without an punesthetic. A few months earlier, when he fell from his
horse and splinters from his spectacles were driven into his cheeks,
he did not trouble to send for a doctor, but patiently waited for the
splinters 10 come out of their own accord.
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He did not know that his constant bathing in the sea was slowly
killing him. In November, 1877, about the time that Gladstone was
writing the famous preface to Mycmae, he complained for the first
time of deafiess and illness, Sea water entering his ears caused in«
flummations and burning headaches. For the remaining thirteen
years of his life he suffered intermittently from earaches and head-
aches, and sometimes he looked like 8 man frozen with horror at
the thought of all the pain he had to bear.

Troy, which had given him his greatest claim to fame, stll sum-
moned him. In Hias, which he published in 1879, he presented a
complete account of his excavations at Hisarlik, adding a lengthy
autobiographical fragment, correcting some of his carlier theories,
and bringing the account af his discoveries up to date.

But there were problems which still troubled him. Was Hissarlik
Troy? Was it possible that the vast city described by Homer was
represented by this small mound? He calculated that this city on a
mound could have held only five thousand inhabitants with an
army of five hundred soldicrs. Then where were the sixty-two vast
and palatial rooms described by Homer? The citadel at Troy was
even smaller than the citadel at Mycenae, where for a while he
believed he had disinterred Agamemnon, Clytemnestra, and all the
court of the golden Atridae,

The more he thought of Hissarlik, the more he was plagued by
doubts. Perhaps, after all, Troy was only a figment of Homer's
imagination. He wrote to his publisher Brockhaus: *“The only re-
maining question is whether Troy really existed or was a product of
the poct's imagination. If it existed, then Hissarlik must and will be
universally accepted ns the true site of Troy." But this was begging
the question, and he knew it. To the end of his life he was (o contimue
his excavations at Troy in the hope that some fragment of an ancient
writing or another hoard of treasure would somehow prove beyond
doubt that Hissarlik was Homer's Troy. Like a ghost haunting the
seenes of his youthful exploits, he returned again and again to the
honeycombed mound which had fascinated him ever since he first
#et eyes on it on a summer day in 1868,

Up to this time all his knowledge of the Troad consisted of Hissar-
lik; Bunarbashi, the valley of the Scamander and the small villages
on its banks. Now he decided to go further aficld, 1o see whether the
surrounding countryside would throw light on the problem. In
May, 1881, he made s long journey by horseback across the Troad.
Tt was a curiously uneventful journey and he learned litde, but he
did succeed in climbing Mount Ida, from where the gods ance
looked down on the battles below. Homer said Mount Ida was “the
moather of wild beasts”, but Schliemann saw no living creature on it
except the cuckoo, which is common all over the Troad. On one
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spur of the mountain he found the solitary tomb of an unknewn
herdsman, and on another spur he came upon a slab of marble
which he believed to be the remains of the throne of Zeus,

The throne was filled with blue hyacinths and violets. Hissarlik

lay fir below. It was about the size of a coat-button, and he won-
dered how Zeus could distinguish the movements of the armies so
far away. Characteristically, Schliemann announced that it was
quite certain that Homer had also stood on the summit of Mount
Ida. It was as though he dared never stand where Homer had never
trod,
That year he did a little desultory digging at Hissarlik, but the
problem which chiefly occupied his attention was the disposal of his
Trojan treasure. At various times he had thought of offering it to
Greece, laly, France and England. There was a briel period when
he comsidered selling the jewels to Russia, and for some weeks he
maintained a confised correspondence with an agent in Rusia,
who was promised a fair commission if the treasures were bought
by the Hermitage Museum. In fact Schliemann had no very great
desire to sell the treasure, which was beyond price—what price
can one pay for the Sistine Chapel? It was in the character of the
man to hesitate continually, while he waited upon events, At the
end of 1878 he wrote to a Berlin merchant, saying he would never
leave it to Berlin, a city which had never shown any appreciation
of his work, He did not know that less than six months later a sprig
of flowering blackthorn would profoundly affect the disposal of the
treasure. In the end it would come to Berlin, because a friend
plucked the biackthorn and presented it to him.

In all of Schliemann's life he made exactly two friends, One was
Wilhelm Dérpfeld, a young archaeologist sent out by the Prussian
government to work on the excavations at Olympia. The other was
Rudolf Virchow, the famous pathologist, Virchow was everything
that Schlicmann was not. He was ealin, methodical, tactful, relent-
lessly logical, indifferent to money, and even more indifferent to
ﬁm.chumcorlhmpmpl:whnm-hlutnmm:rth&r
energies in a hundred different directions and still maintain o sense
of quiet orderliness in their existence. Schliemann envied him,
cherished his friendship, continually pestered him with medical
questions, and asked his advice an such different matters as the
proper clothes to wear at a reception and the proper formula for
baby food.

On one oceasion after a visit to Hanai-Tepe near Troy, Schlie-
manh heard that Virchow was considering the publication of a re-
repart om his finde. Schliemann telegraphed immediately: *Publish
wmpmﬂmli-T:pqduﬁmdtﬂplndhwﬁrGﬂmm?
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In the spring of 1879, during a pause in digging at Hissarlik,
Schliemann suggested an excursion along the hanks of the Scaman-
der. Virchow was delighted to have the opportunity of accompary.
ing Schliemann on a bricf wour along the valley. They came to the
foothills of Mount Ida. Schliemann was unusually silent, immersed
in his own thoughts; and when Virchow asked him what was the
matter, he answered gruffly that he was concerned about so many
things that it would be unreasonable 10 demand a full accounting
of them,

A little while later, when they were resting in the shade of a black-

thorn tree, Virchow asked him again what was tormenting him,
Schliemann mentioned that he was preoccupied with the thought
to the treasure after his death. Suddenly Vie-

of what would happen

chow plucked a sprig of flowering blackthorn, handed it to Schlie-

mann and said quietly: “A nosegay from Ankershagen "
Virchow could never afterwards understand why he said these

words. They came unbidden. He observed the sudden change in

h!lﬁiﬂ:d’ifuhuﬂ:i:wuuthnughngm\rdghthudﬁﬂmﬂm

him,

Yes, a nosegay from Ankershagen,” Schliemann said, and then
without exchanging any more words they both knew that the de-
cision had been made.

Some hours later, when they were returning from the excursion,
Virchow said casually: “Of course they should go to the German
nation, Thepwﬂibcmradfnr.andjrnuwillbehmmurcdﬁrrgiving
them, It is all very simple. With your permission, I shall speak to
Prince Bismarek about it."'

Schlicminn nodded. The answer to the question which had

him for seven years was suddenly revealed. Now at long
last, on a spring day, gazing at the sprig of blackthorn, which re-
minded him of the great masses of Aowers in the garden at Ankerse
bagen, he made his decision.

When he thought about the matter coldly, he always remembered
that the two countries where he had been most at home and where he
was treated with the greatest kindness were England and the United
States; but his whole life revolved around the possession of the
treasure, and to give the treasure away meant the offering up of his
whoale life in a sacrifice, and where else could he twm but to his
pative land? The treasure was 10 be a crown laid upon the village
of Ankershagen, even though it would be housed in Berlin in a great
museum bearing his name.

All through the summer and autumn Virchow worked quictly
and efficiently at the wmsk. He was afraid Schliemann would change
hhmiﬂi,uﬂh:kmwhchnﬁtﬂmwhin;qukuy, neatly,
in n fashion which would soothe Schliemann’s feclings, nlways liable






Head of a bull in silver and gold from Mycenae
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to be hurt by imagined slights. In a long series of letters he explained
that a gift of such magnitude must be carcfully The full
effect of such an oumtanding gift, one which redound eter-
pally to the credit of Schliemann, would only be felt if the nego-
tiations were carried on at the highest levels, He pleaded for time.
He interviewed everybody—once he was kept waiting for two hours
in Prince Bismarck’s ante-room, and thought the time 1
for the German Chancellor was on fire with the idea of having the
treasure on permanent exhibition in Berlin and was prepared to go
to extreme lengths to honour the di of the treasure. “"'What
honour does Dr. Schliemann want?' Prince Bismarck asked : and
on this subject Virchow was prepared to be evasive, merely remark-
ing that Schliemann was a man who thirsted for recognition and
sought eagerly for every kind of tribute, provided that it came from
the most exalted circles.

As usunl Schlicmann temporized. He had always fought against
governments, and now he was determined to exact the best possible
terms from the German Governnment. He complained that by offer-
ing the treasure to Germany he had alienated himsell from Great
Britain, America, France, and Italy. Hencelorth he would be com-
pelled to live only in Greece and Germany. Privately, o Virchow,
he suggested his 1erms. They were: a special letter of commendation
from the Kalser, the ovder of Pour l mérity, the highest private order
the Kaiser could bestow, the honorary citizenship of Berlin, mem-
bership in the Prussian Academy of Sciences, and the museum con-
taining the treasure must bear his name in perpetuity. He hinted
that he would not be displeased with a title, but did not insist upon
it. He did not receive the Pour [r ménte, but Virchow almost single-
handedly suceeeded in arranging that all the other demands were
met. Only Sophia was alarmed by the progress of the negotiations,
She insisted that the treasure belonged to Greeee, but she was ho
match for her husband when he was determined upon a course of
canduct, and her fury was appeased when she saw her own name
in the letter of commendation written in the Kaiser's own hand.

At last, in December, 1880, the wreasure, which had been on
exhibition in London, was crated and sent to Berlin. Six months
later Schliemann attended the royal reception in Berlin, where the
treasure was solemmnly handed over “'to the German nation in per-
petual possession and inalienable custody™, Tt was housed in a wing
of the Volkerkundemuseum, and Schlicmann’s name was written
in bright golden letters above the doars. At the reception Crown
Prince Wilhelm, later Kaiser Wilbelm [, escarted Sophia to the
hhqlm. It m_[uig,r =, 1881, Saphia was twenty-eight, and her hus-

band was six months short of his sixtieth birthday.

Thummummdhﬁahnunulthmddﬂn&mnd
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World War. When the war broke out, it was hidden in a secret
bunker excavated deep below the Berlin Zoo. In the spring of 1945
Russian troops discovered it and sent it back through the lines.
Today only the Russians know where it is.

On that July day in Berlin, Schliemann reached the pinnacle of
his fame. The Kaiser, the Kaiserin, the Princes and Princesses of
the Court paid tribute to him, but in his view this was the least of
the honours he received. The greatest was the honorary citizen-
ship of Berlin, which had been bestowed on only two people belore:
Prince Bismarck and Count Helmuth von Moltke, the two men
chiefly responsible for the resurgence of Germany. The boy who had
glued his [ace to the window of an obsture parsonage, shuddering
with joy as he viewed the legendary world outside, saw the world of
legend come to life. Had he not summoned into his presence the
most ancient kings, and a living king as well? Looking back on his
life; filled with so many heroic deeds and so much accomplishment,
be was content,

Still, there was much to be done. Troy was never far from his
thoughts, and he hoped before he died to discover the tombs of the
Trajan kings and to make a detailed map of all the citles built an
the mound of Troy, where he had found his greatest happiness,

At Jast, after careful preparations, on March 1, 1882, he pmd his
ninth visit to Hisarlik and nsumed digging. Fourteen years had
passed since his frst visit, He was onee again in good humour, with
no headaches or earaches. When he first visited the place he had
only the most primitive implements and was almost without sup-
plies. This time he came royally provided, Messra. Schrider of
London sent him as o gift large supplies of Chicago corned beef,
peaches, English cheese, and ox-tongue. There were also 240 bottles
of pale ale, and Schliemann drank all of them in the course of five
months, announcing that “pale ale is the best medicine ever dis-
covered for comstipation, from which 1 have suffered for the past
thirty years'',

There was the inevitable trouble with the Turks; who despatched
s certnin Bedder Edin Effendi from the Ministry of Public Instruc-
tion to see that Schliemann kept to the letter of his agreement with.
the Turkish Government, He was a monster of officiousness, whao
examined minutely everything that passed through the hands of
Echﬁh?:mn or Dorpleld, his capable assistant, and caused no ead of
trou

Dérpleld imported surveying instruments. Bedder Edin Effendi
examined the instruments and pronounced that they must have been
designed for taking measurements of the small fortress at Koum-Kale,
five miles from Hisaclik, Dérpfeld argued, but to no avail. The
matter was reported to Said Pasha, the Grand Master of Artillery
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at Constantinople, and orders came back that the surveying in-
struments must on no account be used. More trouhle came when the
Turk saw Dorpfeld and Schliemann taking notes. He thought they
were drawing up plans of the crumbling fort; they were ordered to
commit nothing to writing, otherwise they would be sent in frond ta
Constanunople. Schliemann shrugged his shooldem. He had &
magnificent memory, and no one could prevent him from making
mental notes.

On his ninth visit Schliemann lived very much as he had lived
during his fint. Every morning he rose befure sunrise, rode to the
Hellespont and wok his sea-bath as the sun was coming up, On
these expeditions he was always accompanied by three guards
armed with flintlocks. By day he worked with 150 workmen, wear-
ing a battered sun helmet, enormous spectacles, and a greatcoat,
with & red silk handkerchiel dangling from his pocket, As before his
factatum, bodyguard, and chiel paymaster was Zaphyros Jannakis,
who alsn served as a storckeeper, selling bread, tobacco, and brandy
to the workmen at enormomn profit.

The winter had been dry, and in July the Scamander dried up
completely, and all that spring there were no flowers in the plain.
In June the locusts came, and Bedder Edin Effendi, growing more
officious than ever, began to make still more unreasonable demands.
At the end of July Schliemann decided he could bear the presence
of the Turkish official no longer, and put an end to the excavations,
but not before sending an urgent telegram to Prinee Bismarck,
demanding protection from the Turks. Nothing came of the tele-
gram, and little was accomplished at Tray, though Dorpleld suc-
ceeded in making an excellent map of the variots cities which had
ance stood on the mound. No (reaswre was fiund, only a small
cache of bronze and copper objects; and these were of little value,

The next year Schliemann published Troje, the third of his books
on the excavations at Troy, bringing the story up to date. It is the
least rewarding of all his boaks, and consists very largely of a cara-
logue of his unimportant finds during the excavations of 1881 and
1882, His luck was running out. Gold no longer rose out of the earth-
at the touch of his magic wand. For the remaining years of his life
he was to wander restlessly afier treasure, anly to find potsherds,

Years before there had been a period when he embarked on &
large number of sporadic projects in Italy and Sicily. There were
always the armowheads of Motyé to remined him that success came
8t rare intervals. He thought of excavating at Thers, where he was
once shipwrecked, and at Cythera, where Aphrodite mse from the
sea-foam, and at Pylos on the western shore of the Peloponnesus,
the scene of a great battle described by Thucydides, At n lucky
moment his mind turned towards the daland of Crete, still under
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Turkish domination. There in 1878 a merchant of Candia, bearing
the legendary name of Minos Kalokairinos, had made some excava-
tions on & hill called Kephala Tselempe, the traditional site of the
ancient city of Cnossus. Schliemann made inguiries about the finds
and thought seriously of translerring his activities to Crete. If he had
dug at Cnossus he might have made the great discoveries which Sir
Arthur Evans made many years later., But in those days Crete
seemed a Jéss likely prospect for the archaeclogist than the mainland
of Greece.

Perhaps there were ton many places to choose from, too many
ruins beckoning him. As we see him during these last years, he seems
to be hesitating, for the first time unsure of himsell. He decided to
dig close at hand, at Marathon, near Athens; where there was a
small and famous mound. Tradition, supported by Pausanins, said
the bodies of 192 Athenians who fell in battle against the Persians
were buried there. In February, 1884, Schliemann obtained per-
mision to excavate the mound, It was the work of only a few days.
He dug n trench through it, but found no trace of the Athenian
dead. He hoped 1o find spears, swords, helmets, breastplates, all
the trapping of warriors. All he found were a few potsherds and
some evidence that the mound was raised in archaic times, before
the Persians set foot on Greece,

There remained Tiryns, the great citadel on the plain of Argos,
which he had visited during his first tour through Greece, and exca-
vated for a few brief weeks before the long summer and autumn
which saw the discovery of the golden masks of Mycenac.

Tiryns was old when Mycenae was young. Hercules was bomn
there. Zeus visited the city in the shape of a shower of gold and had
a child by Danaé, imprisoned there in a brazen tower. Of this union
was born Perseus, the legendary hera of the Argives, who cut off
the head of Medusa. Even the ancient Greeks regarded Tiryns with
awe, and Pausanias eried : *“Why should we trouble to go to see the
Pyramids when we have this?**

On March 14, 1884, a few weeks after the unsuccessful excava-
tions at Marathon, Schliemann arrived in Nauplia to superintend
the work. He was accompanied by Willelm Dérpfeld, on whom a
large share of the work would fall. This time, too, there were vast
quantities of supplies sent by Messrs, Schreoder from London:
Chicago corned beef, peaches, the best English pale ale. He em-
ployed 70 workmen, and wed 4o English wheelbarrows, 20 large
iron crowbars, 50 pickaxes, 25 large axes, and a windlass. Never
before had he planned an expedition so scientifically. Schliemann
and Dvirpfeld divided their responsibilities between them. Schlie-
mann would indicate where he wanted walls torm down and digging
to begin, while Dorpfeld would act as survevor, consulting engineer,
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map-maker, and principal contractor, In effect Schliemann was in
charge of pottery and treasure, and Dorpfeld in charge of the
buildings.

They lived at Nauplis. There, every morning, according to his
custom, Schlirmann rose before sunnse and was carried out to sea
in a row-boat just as the sun was coming up. Far from land he would
jump overboard, swim for ten minutes, climb back on the boat by
pulling himself up over the rodder, and shortly alterwards he would
be making the twenty-five minute journey to Tiryns on horseback.
At eight o'clock there would be the first pause, when all the work-
men gathered in the shade of the great stone galleries and had
breakfast. At sunset the work ended, and Schliemann would ride
back with Dérpleld 1o Nauplia.

warked until June. During the very firt summer the work-
men laid bare the whole floor plan of a Homeric palace. The great
fortress stood on a limestone crag projecting over a swampy plain,
The galleries, vaulted with huge blocks, had served for generations
as sheepfulds, and in some places the stone had been rubbed smooth
by the sheep. Pausanias had seen these cyclopean walls and pro-
claimed that a mule teamn would have been unable to remove even
the smallest of the stones; and though, in Tiryns as in Mycenae,
Schliemann was disposed to believe every word written by Pausanias,
it pleased him to discover that there were many small stones which
could be lifted easily by the workmen,

He went to Tiryns again the pext summer, and discovered 2
brilliant fresco showing a hoy leaping over the back of a tawny bull,
portions of a geometric fricze, and innumerable cerrousels of blue
stones. He found obwidian knives and arrowheads, but the only gold
which came to light was in the form of a gold sxe half an inch wide.

Schliemann's book Trpms, published in 1886, was almost as dis-
appointing as his last book on Troy, He contented himsell with
describing the objects found in the debris, leaving to Dorpfeld the
tusk of discussing the great palaces they unearthed. Many of the
terracotta vases were exquisitely fashioned, in a style which
showed great advances on the vases discovered at Troy and My-
cenac; but it was the huge bull with the curving homs which as-
tonished the world. Such bulls were to be found later in Cnossus,
and it is possible that the bull at Tiryns was painted by a Minoan
artist. But Minoan influence on the mainland of Greece was still
largely unsuspected. Schliemann believed that the citadels at My-
tenne and Tiryns were built and inhabited by Phoenicians, who
flooded Greece and the islands of the /Egean and lonian Seas at a
remote prehistoric age, until they were expelled by the Dorian in-
vaders about 1100 D.C. y

Amang the theories which Schliemann clung to throughout his
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life weas the gradual decay of Tieroizm, It seemmed to him that herolam
was concentrated in a quite extraordinary degree in the great heroes
of archaic Greece, and never since then had it flowered with the
same intensity, Great men had walked the earth st Troy and My-
cznae; and from that day to this the world had suffered at the hands
ol lesser mien, There were, however, occasional exceptions to the
rule. Schliemann was inclinied to believe that Tsar Alexander IT,
murdered by Nihilists in St. Petersburg in March, 1881, belonged
to the ranks of the authentic heroes. A siill more shining example
was General Gordon whose fortunes in the Sudan he followed with
avid interost.

Schliemann and Gordon illuminate one another, They had much
in comman : daring, unyielding fuith in themselves, a strange intim-
acy with the hidden things of the earth, Trusting in Homer and
Pausanias, Schliemann uncovered the buried cities of Troy, My-
cenae and Tiryns. Trusting in the inspired words of the Bible, Gor-
don wandered aver the Holy Land and belisved he had discovered
the exact sites of Golgotha, Gibeon und the Garden of Eden. Both
were solitaries, who confined their reading anly to those works
which seemed to be direetly inspired. They were both haunted by
dreams, il at ease in their own civilization, secing themselves as
figures in an ancient and irrevocable past. When Gordon wanted to
examine the fumre, he opened the Bible at random and saw the
future written clearly before his eyes, For the same reason Schlie-
mann was conmtantly consulting his Homer, They were men who
would have understood each other,

From Athena, Schlicmann looked out across the Mediterranean
to Khartoumn, where the real hers of tlic age—the man closest to
Hector in his time—was being surrounded by the wild and pitiless
army of the Mahdi, Relief supplies had been cut off. Food was low,
and ammunition was running out. Gordon was urged to sandbag
the palace windows, and reflised, Instead he ordered a lantern with
twenty-four candles to be placed in one ol the windows, and de-
clared : *When God was portioning out fear, it came to my turn,
and there was no fear left to give me. Go, tell all the people of Khar-
toum that Gordon fears nothing.”

On the night of February 3, 1885, the Mahdi and his dervishes
approached the palace. By sunrive they were pouring through the
town, Gordon was waiting for them on the palace steps. Sword in
hand, he fought magnificently, few at the enemy, and did amid
a heap of corpses at the foot of the steps, When his head was cut off,
wrapped in a cloth, and presented to the Malidi, orders were given
for it to be hung from a tree and for days the hawks wheeled around
the bloody head.

For Schliemann it was a nightmare. OF all living men he admired
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Gordon most. Everyone, even Queen Victoria, believed Gorndon
met his death as the result of the inexplicable folly of Gladstone,
who [iled o send reinforeements in time, Schliemann knew Glad-
stone well. Had not Gladstone written the long preface 1o Mycenas,
and invited him to dinner at 10 Downing Street? Trembling with
indignation Schliemann removed the signed photograph of Glad-
stotie which stood in his study, He debated what to do with it;
whether to hurl it on the stone floor or tear it (o picces. He decided
to be more cautious, and with typical Mecklenburger cunning
punished Gladstone by installing the photograph in the Invatary.
More and more during those last years he grew eonvineed that
the most rewarding discoveries would be made in Crete. Thers,
Cythera and Pylos would have to wait. His enthusiasm for Crete
was shared by Darpleld. Aceordingly, in tB86, they visited Cnosau
together and examined the site, There were long interviews with
the owner, a Turk whose business- sense was at least the equal of
Schliemunn's. They debated endlessly over cups of Turkish coffee,
and came to no conclusion. The Turk was asking (5,000 for the
field, an excessive price, Schlicmann was infuriated. He had already
abtained from the Turkish governor of the island a firman permitting
him to excavate provided he obtained the consent of the owner; and
this consent was being withheld, He was still hopeful that he would
be able to wear down the opposition when he returned to Athens,
He thought of returning to Troy, made long-range plans for the
excavations in Crete, debated with himself whether to inspect his
houses in Paris or to make another tour of Ithaca, and did nothing.
As he grew older and wearier, he disappeared more into himself,
reading Homer all day and half the night, as though Homer had
become a clrug, the only thing that eould keep him sane. He still
wrote interminable letters, sometimes beginning the lenter in one
language and continuing in another and concluding in still a third;
but the handwriting was becoming cramped, and increasingly he
wrote in the tones of one of the Trojan heroes hurling abuse at the
Achaeans below. Those tremendous ifvocations which ence poured
from the mouths of Hometic heross look curiowly out of place when
written by a small, greying man, who resembled a timid professor.
Yet there was nothing timid in Schliemann as age caught up with
him. He raged interminably at those lesser men, the charlptans who
refused to credit him with great discoveries, or worse sill, paid him
anly a gradging tribute. There was, for example, a certain Captain
Bittischer who wrote & monograph explaining that Hisuarlik was a
huge fire necropolis, probably Persian in origin, Schiiemann ex-
pended reams of paper in an attempt to demolish the farcical
theory, It was his custom to roar like a wounded lion at the slightest
slight. The Grand Duke of Mecklenburg had never acknowledged
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a dedication. Sthliemann sent a telegfam—he had a passion for tele
grams, and halfl of them were like explosives, and the other half
resembled pages torn out of reports of meetings of boards of direc-
tors. The Grand Duke permitted himsell the luxury of striking =
gold medal in Schliemann's honour, and then there was peace again,

For months on end he put archacology aside. Instead of Schlie-
mann the world-renowned archaeclogist, there was Schliemann the
business man, travelling all over the world to see that his property
and investments were safe. He hiad large estates in Cuba, and so he
made a hurried trip to Havana, He had property in Madiid and
Berlin, and rushed off to inspect them and to address conferences in
defence of his theories of the origin of Troy. He enjoyed maoney for
the power it gave him to travel anywhere on carth at a moment's
‘notice,

Physically he was changing. With his taut, weather-beaten skin,
enormous [orehead like an onion, and sad, wispy moustache, he
was coming to resemble a mummy. Earaches drove him nearly
mad, and sometimes his lips twitched. He made little jerking move-
ments with his hands, stuttered in all the langunges he knew, and
now more and more it became necessary for him to keep to a strict
regimen. He was up early, took a bath in the sea, enjoyed a break-
fast of three eges and a cup of weak tea, read the newspapers and
the stock exchange reports and attended to his correspondence.
Then it was time to read three hundred lines of Homer, Sophocles
or Euripedes—he rarely read Plato and seems never to have both-
ered with Aristotle. Then lunch and s brief walk and mare study,
and usnally in the evening there were visitors, At ten he was in bed,
but he sulfered from insomnis and sometimes read through the night,

As he grew older, be paid particular attention to his dreams,
always analysing them carefully; and he was profoundly worried if
Sophia dreamed of crows, beanstalks, or visitors from abroad.
Homer spoke with the authentic voice of ancient gods, and so did
dreams, and %o did gold. In those years when he seemed to be slowly
slipping away from the world, there were few other pleasures.

As the fesh withered, and the earache grew worse, and the cold
winds of Europe made him shiver, he decided to spend his remaining
winters in the south. Egypt attracted him. He had read widely in
the reports of the French and English archacologists who had been
excavating in Egypt for three generations, None of them possessed
hiis genius, none of them had discovered great tressures of gold, and
be suspected that they knew very little about the science of excava-
tion. He permitted himsell the thought that he might amuse himsell
with a little digging in Egypt.

. A2 1886 was coming 1o an end, he decided 10 spend three months
in 4 leisurely progress down the Nile, alone except for a secretary
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and a heap of books in Greek and Arsbic. It was an expensive under-
taking, He hired a magnificent, roomy duhabiyeh, luxuriously fur-
pished with all the conveniences known to that time, at-a cost of
about £ 1,500, Sometimes as he sailed up the Nile Thieban ruing
and Prolemaic temples, he would order & halt and come ashore and
wander through a village market place. He liked talking in Amabic
to the villagers, and be liked to offer them simple salves for their
sares. To one Egyptian girl suffering from paralysis and a swelling
in the shoulder, he ordered a twice-daily bath in the Nile and the
application of linseed and hot herbs to the shoulder, with what re-
sult no one knows. He detested the Mohammedan sailors on the
boat, who were dirty and disloyal and continmlly falling on their
knees to pray in the direction of Mecca. He liked the Nubians with
their dark, gleaming, sculptured faces, the only people he had ever
met who looked like heroes.

He intended to sail as far as Wadi Hall, that small frontier post
which marked the southern boundary of the Khedive's domimion.
He dug occasionally, thought a good deal about Cleopatra, took
soundings of the depth of the Nile, and studied cloud formations,
calculating the next day’s weather by the direction of the highes
clouds, He recorded the temperature every day, as he always did,
and copied occasional inseriptions, and paced up and down the deck,
restless but strangely quiet, happiest of all when he was reading
Homer and all the annoyances of Egypt were temporarily forgotten.

It annoyed him that the Britigh military authorities in Cairo had
shown no special interest in his presence, and he was inclined to
sympathize with the native Egyptisms against their conguerors,
When he reached Assouan, he sent his secretary on shore to an-
nounte his arrival to the native officiale They had not heard of
‘him, and were in no mood to offer him any special honours. The
secretary returned empty-handed. Astonished that his fame bad not
penetrated the offices of the Egyptian bureaucrats in Assouan,
Schliemnann fretted and fumed, and swore Em-wmld not come
ashore unless a welcoming party came to greet hi

That winter Assouun was crowded with tourists, who brought
their lunch off the Nile steamers and went grubbing in the sand for
beads. Thousands of amateur archaeologists haunted the place,
but there were also a number of young, dedicated archacologists.
Among them was E. A. Wallis Budge, then comparatively un-
known, making his first mission to Egypt on behalf of the Beitish
Museum. He was a thick-set, keen, uncomplicated man, and his
chief task at the time was to acquire for the Museum some early
Mohammedan domestombs inscribed with Kufic inscriptions, for
Assouan had been a place of pilgrimage in the early years following
the Hegira.
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As soon as he heard that Schliemann had been slighted, he de-
ecided to do what he could to make amends, He rounded up two of
his friends and pot 8 boatman to row them over to the dakadipeh. A
butler greeted them and led them to a large saloon in the stern of
the :h:p Coffes was served, cigarettes were Iit, and soon Schliemann

invited by the three Englishmen to imspect the newly-
umamf Mohanimedan tombs, And then an extraordinary thing
happened, Schliemann drew himsell up very stifily, and showed
that he had not the least desire to see their work.

*1t Is very kind of you to be so amiable,” he said. *'1 should like
to place my archaecological scienee at your dispesal and explain w
you the tombs, but 1 have not the dme as I am going to Wadi
Halfa 1"

There was a moment’s silence, and then without another word
Schliemann reached for the paper-bound copy of the liad in the
Greek text, which he had been reading until disturbed by the Eng-
lishmen. He had simply laid the book face downwards on a cushion
while talking to them, preparing to take it up again at the first
opportunity. The Englishmen were appalled; and Mupr Fhm.h:l'.t.
who had ammpm.i:d Wallis Budge, asked permission “in a
sweetly soft voice” to withdraw. Permission was granted, and they
returned to Assouan with the curious feeling that they had 3ot eyes
on the world's most [mous archaeologist and everything they saw
disturbed them.*

Such conduct was unusual, and perhaps due to the recurrent
headaches which made the last years of his life so miserable. We
have another glimpse of Schliemann from another English archae-
ologist the following year. Once again Schliemann was sailing down
the Nile, this time accompanied by Rudoll Virchow. He was in
better spirits, The carache no longer troubled him. He tramped
for bours through the columns of Karmnak and inspected the vast
labyrinth which Flinders Petrie had mapped out the previoas
year.

Petric was a young archacologist, and Schlicmann was im-
pressed by his painstaking excavations on the site of the labyrinth,
onee the greatest building in the world, with its twelve immense
courts and three thousand rooma, half of them Ay
Petrie describes him, Schliemann was “short, round-headed, round-
fuced, round-hatted, great round-goggle-eyed, spectacled, Cheeriest
of beings ; dngmuh but always ready for facts’, Virchow was less
agreenble—"a calin, sweet-laced man with a beautiful grey beard,
who nevertheless tried to make mischief for my work."{ This is the

*E. A Walls Nile gwd . Lond ndm Hﬂl‘l‘lf
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last thumbmail sketch we have of Schliemann; and the story of the
remaining years of his life must be pieced out fram his letters and
from the funernl orations promounced at his desth,

There were only three more years left to him ; years of frustration
and disappointment, with no great accomplishments to satisfy his
desire for fame [n 1888 he worked for a short while on the island of
Cythera, where Aphrodite first appeared among men, and un-
covered her temple in the Byzantine chapel of Hagios Commas, He
sent off a long telegram to the London Timer announcing that he
had made a discovery of the first magnitude, only comparable to
his discoveries at Hissarlik and Mycenae, but he must have known
that he was aiming too high, In the same year he made excavations
at Pylos and in the island of Sphacteria, where be laid bare the old
fortifications which according to Thucydides were discovered and
used by the Spartans in 425 n.e, No doubt these were important
finds, but they could not compare with his two greatest exploits.
He wanted another thumph, and dreamed of uncovering the royal
city of Coossus. “I would like to end my life's labours with one
great work—the prehistoric palace of the Kings of Cnossous,” he
wrote on January 1, 1889, but he seems to have guessed that this
trivmph would be refused 1o him.,

Ever since March, 1884, when he fimt applied for the right to
excavarte at Cnossus, be had met with repeated refisnls from the
owners of the land. He had visited Crete and sent his agents there,
to.no avail. Now, in the spring of 1889, he decided 10 make one last
effort to buy the land. He went with Dérpfeld and was prepared 1o
pay a high price. The man who claimed to own Kephaly Tselempe
‘wanted 100,000 francs, the price to include the 2,500 olive trees
that grew there. Schiliemann countered with an offer of 40,600
francs, Finally it was greed that he could purchase the land for
50,000 francs. At the last moment before signing the contract
Schliemann decided to count the alive trees. There were only 888,
He flew into a temper, and announced that he could not sign a
contract with 4 man who lied about the number of trees he pos-
gessed,

Dérpfeld, who was not prepared to allow the negotiations to be
sabotaged so easily, thought there was siill hope. He made in-
quiries and discovered that Hadjidakis, the man who claimed to
own. the hill, actually owned only one-third, Negotistions were
renewed with the owner of the remaining two-thirds, and these were
concluded successfully. Another contract was drawn up, and
Schliemann promised that one-third of the treasure would be given
to the owners. All that was necessary was to get Hadjidakis' signa-
ture to the contract. The Turk refised. There were bitter recrimina-
tians, and ar last Schliemann saw that nothing would be gained by
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fates have offered us much that is sweet and much that is bitter.
1 can never celebmte our murriage enough, for you have always
been my beloved wife and at the same time my comrade, my guide
in difficulties, and a friendly and faithful com panion in armas, and
always an exceptional mother. So I rejoice continually in your
virtues, and by Zeus! T will marry you sgain in the next world |

About this time he decided to go to a elinic in Halle which had

been recommended by Virchow. Sophia hurried back to Athens to
help him pack. He scems 1o have had some premonition of his
approaching death, for he was unusually solemn and quict. He dis-
cussed liis will with the directors of the bank. Once, when he was
folding his clothes and putting them in a trunk, he was heard saying:
“1 wonder who will wear these clothes.” The mood passed, but
sometimes in the letiers he wrote at this time we are aware of a
strange apithy, a sense of brooding disquict. Sophia wanted to
accompany him on the journey, but he said he would be gone lor
only six weeks and there were the children to be looked after, At the
last moment, when he was leaving for the train, Sophia held him
back by 1h¢ watch-chain. She seemed 1o know she would never see
him agnin,
He arrived in Halle early in November. It was a cold winter, the
snow falling outside the windows of the clinic. The doctors examined
his ears and pronounced that an operation on both ears was advis-
ahle, The next day they operated on him while he lay streiched out
on a board covered with white oileloth, which resembled, as-he told
a friend some days later, “'one of those tables used for the dissection
of the dead." The operation lasted one and three-quarter hours,

According to the doctors the operation was completely successful.
Schliemann had some doubts. He felt miscrable. He was not
allowed to receive visitora. His head bandaged, surrounded by
books, he kept up his vast correspondence. He wrote to Dorpleid,
begging forgivencss for all the sins he had commitied and asking,
if any shadow of discord ever rose between them, that they would
declare themselves frankly face to face. On recciving a letrer from
his wile, he wrate : “To the wisest of all women, I read with wet eyes
what you bave written,”

Though the doctors had declared that the operation was success-
ful, the pain returned, more terrible than ever. Tt seemed that the
periosteum was injured and inflammation was spreading through
the inner ear, Against the advice of the doctors he decided to leave
the hospital. He was given twa I.itﬂel:ommnuhluglhﬂbmﬂ
umud&mhﬁun.mdthmh:mmﬁ‘mkﬁ:ﬂsmiﬂ
publishers, and to Berlin to visit Virchow, who found him in le
humour, though quite deaf. Schliermann reminded Virchow of his
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promise to come to the Canary Islands in the spring; and then
took the train for Paris, i

He reached Paris on December 15, ane of the coldest days of
winter, He found six letters waiting for him from the faithful Sophia,
who was almost beside herselfl with worry, He calenlated that he
would reach Athens by Christmas and still have time 1o visit the
Museum at Naples, where the recent excavations at Pompeii were
on display. To his wife he admitted it was his fault that the pain had
returned—he had simply forgotten to put cotton wadding in his
ears in the draughty railway carriage when he wus immersed in
reading the Aradian Nights in the original Arabic. He wrote his last
letter to Virchow: “Long live Pallas Athene! At least I can hear
again with the right ear, and the Yeft will get better,"

Pallas Athene and all the other Greek gods had protected him
throughout his life, but now at Jast they withdrew into the clouds
of Olympus. For the last time they permitted him to see treasure:
but only for a brief moment, on a winter afternoon, suffering fram
high fever, in agany, with a doctor by his side.

He was already dying when he reached Naples. The pain was
excruciating, and the two-day journey from Paris had weakened
him. When the pains grew warse, he summoned first one doctor,
then another, A ship was waiting for him, but he was o ill to make
the sea journey and telegraphed to Athens, asking Sophin to delay
the Christmas celebrations, and then went to visit another doctar,
who recognized him and spoke gravely about archacology and sug-
gested a drive to Pampeii.

Bundled up in his greateoat, Sehliemann sat back in the carriage
during the lang journey around the bay in the shadow of Vesuvius.
He saw Pompeii. The colonades, the roads rutted by ancient
Roman carts, the tabernae where the wine-sellers stood two thousand
years before—they were all as he expected them to be. Then he re-
turned to his hotel room, sent off more telegrams, announced that he
would soon be making his way to Athens, and fought sgainst the

raging pain in his ears, _

On Christmas Day he was crossing the Piazza della Santa Caritd,
perhaps on his way to the post office, when he suddenly collapsed
an the cobblestones, conscious, his eyes wide open. A crowd gath-
~ered. People asked him questions, but he could only nod his head :
he had lost the pawer of speech.

The police carried him to a hospital, but since he appeared to be
peddectly well, only dazed and strangely mute, he was refised
admittance. It was decided to take him 1o the police station. There
h:w:umbndhp:pmmdmmq-.butthﬂﬁmdm,ﬁ#
d!d.ﬁnd:heldﬂrmd'hhdmr,whuwﬁmmmmdmdﬁn@b
distely recognized his patient. The police were perplexed. Judging
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by his clothes, he was a poor man. Then why was the doctor so
solicitous?

“No, he is & rith man,” the doctor said. "'1 have seen him holding

& wallet filled with gold eoins "'
Then the doctor reached under the shirt and pulled out a heavy

wallet full of gold.

Schliemann was carried hack to his hotel, el conscions and still
in command of all his faculties except speech. At the hotel the ear
was opened, but the mulady had already attacked the brain, and
there was little that could be done. He passed a quiet night. The
next day it was discovered that the whole of his right side was para-
lysed, and there was some talk of trepanning. Eight specialists were
called in, and while they were in another room discussing what
steps they would ke, he died quietly in bed, conscious to the last,

Telegrams were sent off to Athens and Berlin, and soon Dorpleld
and Sophia’s elder brother were on their way to Naples to escort
the body back to Athens. On Sunday, January 4, 1891, nine days
ulter his death, the coffin lay in the great hall of his palace in
Athens, where the twenty-four marble gods towered against the
sky. King George and the Crown Prince Constantine came to pay
their respects and to lay wreaths beside the coffin, and messages of
sympathy came from all over the world.

He had long ago chosen the place where he would be buried.
He would be buried among the Grecks he loved in their own
cemetery south of the Tlissus, in a tomb fit for a hero, From there his
unquiet spirit could look out upon the Acropolis and the blue waters
of the Saronic Gulf and the distant hills of Argolis, Beyond those
hills the kings of Mycenae and Tiryns had been buried. Ai the
very end he was close to the heroes he worshipped, and the most
adorable of the goddesses, clear-eyed Athena, gazed down at him
from the ruined Parthenon on the cliffs,

With his death his new life began. The man who had conjured
gold gut of the carth had been a legend while he lived, but he was
still more of a legend when he was dead. His rages, his arrogance,
his embarrasing eccentricities were forgotten, They
his faith in Homer and the vastness of his determination to reveal
the mysteries buried in the earth, His vices became virtues—his
ruthless egoism no more than natural pride, his exaggerations the
pardonable excesses of a man impatient for discovery. Men forgot
that he retained to the end of his life the habits which had made
him a successful bank clerk, Matthew Amald said that Homer was
eminently rapid, eminently plain and direct, and eminently noble,
and Schliemann was the contrary of all these—a slow, cautious,
complex, devious man, often pompous and Hl-tempered, with no
natural nobility in him.






Seliliemann in ald age
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Yet the legend which depicted him as 8 man of indomitable
spirit, standing upon the battlements of Troy and waging implac-
able war on his enemies, was sufficiently truthful to be credible.
When his ¢affin was laid on trestles in the hall of his palace, 2 bust
of Homer was placed at its head ; there was something wonderfully
appropriate in the gesture, even though in all his life Schliemann
nover discovered any object dating from Homeric times.

So in the end he became one of the great forerumners, the man
who opened the way, the first of archacologists because he was the
enemy of classical archacology, the pure romantic who threw the
windows wide open and let the air in. Fajth and dreams led him on
his journey, and he was not so very far from the Homeric heroes
whom he had adored ever since he was a child. There was more
greatness in him than he knew; and it was not the greatness he
thought he had achieved. Homer paints the gods as allsesing,
strangely remote from the earth, given to displays of iranical affec-
ton. A sense of irony was the ane god-like quality he lacked.

A few days alter Schliemann’s death Gladstone, who was then
eighty-one, wrote in a failing hand a letter of consolation to Sophia,
He described how deeply he had felt the force of Schliemann's par-
ticular genius, and in & single parngraph be described the nature of
Schliemann's trivmph. He wrote:

His enthusiasm called back into being the ancient spirit of
chivalry in a thoroughly pure and bloodless form. He had to
encounter in the early stages of his work both frowns and in-
difference, yet the one and the other alike had to give way, as the
force and value of his discoveries became clear, like mists upon
the sun, The history of his boyhood and youth were not les re-
markable than that of his later life. Indeed they cannot be scpa-
rated, for one aim and purpose moved them from fimt to last,
Either his generosity without his energy, or his enengy without his
generosity might well have gained celebriry; in their union they
were no less than wonderful,

The spirit of chivalry in @ thoroughly pure and bloodless form . . -

rected them from the grave? Like a magician he had waved his
wand over the buried cities and brought them to life. We know those
ancient people now because he employed all his energy in coming
to grips with them. Once there were heroes who walked the eart
vast and magnificent and mysterious, and now they were still
and magnificent, but Jess mysterious, Gaunt Achilles, cunning
Odysseus, Heetor of the dancing helmet-crest—he had served them
well and never for & moment lost faith in them.
Ll
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THE ENDURING FLAME

A3 1 soighit shelte By the Bauited house of Bis Ininglication, ag
old man mad for gold, Schliemann sometimes gave the impresion
of being a man for whom only the Homeric heroes were real and
"all the rest of the world was anathema, During the last five vears of
hus fife, he wrote and spoke in ancient Greek and seemed strangely
uninterested in anything that was not touched by Homer’s magic
wand. He told a friend : "Only Homer interests me: I am increas-
ingly indifferent to everything else.” It was not only that Homer
spoke to him with the force of the tahlets of the law. For him Homer
was o sign and a watchword, a way of lifis, a history of the earth,
and the prophecy of & more vivid life in the future, Schlicmann was
not mad, but close to madness. His mania was to believe that a very
bright and wonderfully pure civilization had once existed, and that
it was worth while to enter that civilization even at the risk of
lunacy.

Bchliemann's mania was one he shared with many others. Keats
too, had gazed upon a Greck vase and in a moment of illumination
observed the ancient sacrifices being performed before his eyes.
Goethe and Schiller proclaimed their loyalty to a civilization which
had long ago vanished from the earth. The young 'E:ln Friedrich
Halderlin rejoiced in the Greek gods and celebrated
there still existed temples Jor their worship, himsell a pnﬂ:,l.n
acolyte, o wanderer among the Greek islands, which he never saw
except in the flaming light of his imagination.

In his greatest pocm he made the imaginary journey acros
Greeee to share the Last Supper with the disciples and then to take
refuge on the island of Paunos with St. John. For Holderlin, Christ
was the greatest of gods, and all the Greek heroes were his sons:

Calm is His sign
In the thundering heavens. And One stands beneath
His whole Life long. For Christ lives still.
Fuor they, the heroes, His sons, and Holy Scripture
Have all come from Him and to this day
The deeds of the world explain the lightning,
A conflict unceasing. But He is there.
His works are known to Him from everlasting.

nt
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In the end, striving in the same breath after Christ and the gods of
Greece, Holderlin went mad, but not before he had composed
poetry sa rich in the music of the ancient Grecks and so passionately
Christian that he became one of the greatest of Christian poets,
while at the same time owing allegiance to Greece.

For Schliemann it was altogether simpler. Though he was brought
up in a parsonage, he denied his Christisn heritage, attended no
church, and regarded the Bible as fiction. He was baffled by the
New Testament: there were so many Greek words which had no
equivalent in Homer. When Sophia’s mother died, and he entered
the death-chamber where the priests were intoning the prayers for
the dead, he was heard muttering : “Oh, it is all nonsense ! There s
no resurrection—there is only immortality 1" The entire European
tradition since the death of Homer meant nothing to him. Moses
crossed the deserts of Sinar ; Christ died ; the Roman Empire rose and
fell; there came the fowering of the Renaissance, and then one by
ane the petals dropped from their stems; and it was all meaningless
to him. To the end there was only Homer ; the enduring flame.

After Schliemann's death the work he had begun so fruitfully
continued. From all over Europe eager archaeologists came to
Greece and the Near East to dig among ruins and to tike part in
the process of resurrecting =n ancient heroic society which had
almost nothing in common with the society of their own age. Dis-
coveries in Crete and Upper Egypt threw light on the Egean cvili-
zation, In 1889, the year before Schliemann's death, Chrestos
Tsountas discovered at Vaphio in Laconia two exquisite golden
cups, one showing a bull enmeshed in a net, the ather showing bulls
wandering among olive trees in an idyllic landseape. These, too,
must have belonged to a royal treasury. The next year he dis-
covered in a tomb-chamber at Mycenae two amphorae bearing
three strange signs on one of the handles; and the search for the
Mycenaean script had begun.

Troy was not forgotten. Sophia set aside a sum of moriey to en-
alile the excavations to go on under the direction of Wilhelm Dérp-

feld. The excavations ended in the summer of 1893, partly because
of the heat and partly because Dorpleld had exbausted his grant.
That August he hurried to Potsdam, bearing photographs and a plan
of the ruins which he showed to the Kaiser Wilhelm IT. When win-
ter came he received the welcome news that the German Imperial
Chancellor had been pleased to make a special grant of 30,000
matks for the excavations, and work was resumed in the spring of
the following year.

Dérpleld made a surprising discovery. By examining the plans
and retracing Schliemann's earlier work, he found that Schiiemann
‘had completely missed Homeric Troy. At the point where Schilie-
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muann had been digging, Homeric Troy had been lovelled to make
roam for the Roman city of Novim Iliom. All that remained of
Priam's Troy was a house corner and a length of fortification wall,
which Schiliemann had sssumed to be Macedonian because it was
i an excellent state of preservation. He had wouched Troy, but
failed to recognize it, because he worked with such astonishing
speed and because he was tempted to remove everything that was
not Homeric from his path.

Dérpleld later published an sccount of his excavations, With
painstaking accuracy he went over the ground which Schlicmann
had uncovered, pointed to the errors which had been made, and
listed the treasure. It is a long book, and very weighty in its Ger-
manic way, but one of its conclusions would have been especially

ing to Schliemann. After examining the traces of Hameric

and the earlier scttlements, he wrote: ""The Princss of Troy
were in no way beliind the Achacan Princes in their siriving to
build great citadels and magnificent palaces: they were a mateh for
the rulers of Mycenae and Tiryns.”'

Meanwhile the French School at Athens was attempting to begin
excavations at Crete. Nothing came of these efforts untl 1898,
when the Turks were expelled from the Bland. Then, not the
French, but a rich Englishman, a former curator of the Ashmolean
Miuseum at Oxford, succeeded in buying the land and uncovering
the treasures which Schliemann had hoped to find as “‘the crown of
my carcer." In a series of campaigns from 1600 to 1005, Sir Arthur
Evans succeeded in winning a king's share of treasure from the
ruined eity of Cnossus. There was Hitle gold, but he found mugnifi-
cent frescoes and whole palaces and vast quantities of clay tablets
inscribed with written signs. He unearthed a civilization which had
existed in the sixth millenium n.c. and progresed contimually until
in some unexplained way, perhaps by fire and earthquake, the city
was destroyed. When the dust had settled, it was possible to trace
close affiliations between Cnossus amd Mycemae,

About the time that Evans was uncovering written records from
the abandoned library of Cnossus, more inscriptions dating back to
the heroic age came to light in Greece. Keramopoullos discovered
thirty inscribed vases in a store-room of the *Palace of Cadmus' in
Thebes. Here and there a few other inscriptions were discovered, but
nane could be deciphered. Evans continued his excavations without
a break except during the war of 1914-1918, but he published his
finds rarely and his monumental work, The Palaze of Minss, gives
only the sketchiest outline of the three scripts found in the ruins of
the palace.

These scripts were of three kinds: one hieroglyphic or picture
writing, another in s more sophisticated style called Minoan Linear
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A, and a third which was discovered in much greater quantities,
called Minoan Linear B, which scemed to be derived from Linear A,
as this in turn was derived from the hieroglyphics, To the end of his
life Evans hoped to decipher these strange, carved lettérs on the sun-
baked bricks. He failed, and his filure was largely of his own choos-
ing, for he hoarded his finds, rarely allowed other scholars o examine
them, and regarded any attempt to decipher them as invasions
an his own privacy. He had Schliemann’s passion for keeping
secrets.

Criossus filled in the colours of the heroic age. The young cup-
bearers, the slos-eyed girls, the delicate paintings of bulls tossing
their youthful riders between their horns demonstrated the tender-
nies of the heroic age, as the graves of Mycenae described the lives
of the warrior-kings. But when Cnossus had been unearthed—moat
of the work was finished by the summer of 1905—there followed 3
lony period of frustration. 1t was as though the earth had given up
all its secrets, and there were no more. A few unimportant finds were
made. In 1926, Swedish scholars opened the unrified tomb of a
king, a queen and a princess at Mideia near Mycenae; and learned
little more than they knew before,

From 1032 to 1938 Carl Blegen of the University of Cincinnati
worked at Hissarlik. He had the pure scholar's desire for accuracy,
and a curious contempt for Schiiemunn, “It seems desirable, timely,
and warth while," he wrote, “to return to Troy to undertake an
exhaustive, painstaking re-examination of the whale site.” He
planned a work of sober research “with no compultion to recover
objects of startling or sensational character with high publicity
value," His admimbly detailed and documented volumes list in-
numerable pieces of grey pottery, and he was able to correct many
of the mistakes of Schliemann and Dérpleld, but he found no
ﬁﬂmﬂn:gnhihcimpmimihltbuwmﬂdhwbmuﬂﬂh
annoyed if any treasure had fallen into his hands.

Iti 1938 the excavations at Hissarlik were abandoned, and Blegen
turned his attention to @ Mycenaean palace at Ano Engliancs in
western Messenia, the probable site of Nestor’s Pylos, Here be dis-
covered some objects which appeared at first sight to be even tnore
valuable than treasure. In a narrow room of the palace he dis
covered a total of 618 mmbaked dnymhlcﬂ.muhh:minmct.&c
others in fragments. All of them were in a slightly modified form of
Minoan Linear B, The tablets appeared to form inventorics, per-
hags of slaves, soldiers and objects of value belonging to the palace.
&nﬂmﬂehrmmmp{wuﬂlﬂunhﬂwn,lhqd:ﬁdm
hﬁmﬂmﬁ:mumqandtﬂmw:ﬂwkinﬂm
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over the finds, to move cautiously and fit the pieces of the jigsaw
puzzle together, In particular. it gave to young Michael Ventris,
who had once listened with bated breath to Sir Arthur Evans dis-
cussing his discoveries at Cnossus, a clue to the decipherment of the
mysterious illegible script which fascinated Blegen and Evans and
all those who were brought in contact with it. Wartime cryprography
ﬁm the needed method,

Studying Blegen's finds at Pyles, Alice Kober, an American
acholur, who did not live to see the final decipherment, had noted
by an esamination of the signs that they appeared to represent
syllables of an inflectional language. The same groups of syllables
would appear, but in each case they would be followed by a dif-
ferent final sign, So in Latin domima becomes dominum in the accusa-
tive, domini in the genitive, and doming in the ablative,

There [bllowed in quick suecesiion a number of important dis-
coveries, In' {g50, while excavating a house outside the citadel at
Mycenae, Alan Wace and George Mylonas discovered thirty-eight
more tablets in Minoan Linear B. In November of the fullowing
year John Papademetriou discovered a new grave at Mycenae con-
taining four skeletons, swords, daggers, vases, and gold arnaments.
The most important finel was a mask in electrum very close in form
to the most archaic mask found by Schliemann. Gradually a whaole
new grave circle was being uncovered at Mycense, but no more
tablets were found there,

In February, 1952, the tablets discovered by Evans were at last
published in a reasonably camplete form by Myers in his book,
Seripta Miroa I, and with the evidence from Cnossus, Mycenae and
Pylos before him, Michael Ventris was able to go to work. Two
months later the mystery was magnificently solved,

Venuris attacked the problem as an experiment in logic. He made
no hypotheses about the nature of the langunge, though for some
time he had held to the belief thav it was akin to Etruscan. What he
did was 0 asemble the signs and establish a complex pattern of
their relationships, like the “grids’” employed in cryptography.
Taying with his grid, he did exactly what Champollion had done in
attempting to decipher Egyptinn hieroglyphics: he simply sub-
stituted for an often repeated syllable what seemed to be a likely
?un:;ﬁm:“ttmm;ﬂwhthmhcgamﬁmdu:ﬂhmﬂmﬁm
sign of one triplets, e pieces in the jigsaw puzzle began
fall into place. To hhumi:hmmth:dimvi:ﬁtfmhnwul&—
ing a language remarkably like ancient Greek, but strangely coarse
and sometimes indistinct, as though spoken by a man with a cleft
palate in a thunderstorm, Tt was recognizably Greek in an ancient
dialect, and though rough-edged and barbarie, would have been
understood by Socrates. The Greek language was proved to be one
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of the oldest in existence: and words spoken at Cnossus in 1400 n.C,
are still employed in the streets of Athens today. "

While Michael Ventris was drafting his article on his discovery,
Blegen found three hundred new tablets at Pylos. Among them
there was one so striking and simple that he decided to publish it at
once. It was quite evidently an inventory of one of the royal store-
rooms, On asingle slab of baked clay, on nine registers, there was
carved a series of syllables, nearly all of them followed by 2 picture:
of a vase with pne, two, three, or four handles. The syllables evi-
dently deseribed the vases. Ventris sibatituted for the syllables the
sounds he had previowly deduced. Accondingly, before the picture
of a four-handled vase, he read out the syllables di-pas meezo-he que-
toerp-wes.  In Homeric Greek depas is a “‘vase", meizon means
YUgreater", fessarer is “four”, Ventris mranslated: “One larger cup
with four handles."" So he went on until he had deciphered all the
remaining passages on the tablet, which read:

Three wine-jars

Two tripods brought by Aigeus the Cretan

One tripod defective in one leg

One tripod brought by the Cretan charred around the legs
Two larger cups with three handles

One smaller cup with three handles

One smaller cup with no handle

One smaller cup with three handles

One larger cup with four handles

Unfortunately, most of these documents consist of similar inven-
tories, There are lists of tlaves, sewing women, bath-pourers, soldiers.
One document found at Pylos describes preparations for coastal
defenice and contains a lang list of the military units and their com-
manders, among them a certain Orestes. Familiar names appear.
We find Achilles and Hector on land records, and Fneas appears
on a Myeenean tabler as a man who was given a ration of oil, We
find a reference to *‘a regiment of Tros", which may be Troy, On
one tablet from Crete we can decipher the words; “To all the gods—
lpﬂlucrhunt)r.“and‘“l'nrhnlulrn&'nurl,lh}ﬁmh—lpmd'

' There are references to swords “with gold rivets around the
hilt" and chariots “inlaid with ivery, fully rigged, fitted with reins,
ivory head-stalls and horn bits". No poems, no royal edicts, po
Jetters have been found, though more clay tablets are continually
turning up: Yeu bir hgrbitlrmmhgimmﬂ]ﬁn;ht!wppuuﬁhn
Homeric atory. :

Significantly, Michael Ventris and John Chadwick dedicated
their monumental Documents in Myeemaean Greek to the memory of
S:thnmﬁchmk.vd;khrﬂdlﬁh-dnmﬁwm.wmb-
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lished in 1956, and in the same year Ventris was killed in an auto-
mobile accident at the age of thirty-four.

In the rollcall of those who hiave brought the Homeric age to life
there are many names. Tsountas, Wace, Blegen, Mylonas, Papa-
demetriou, Stamatakes, Ventris—there are many others; but all of
them recognized the primacy of Schliemann, He stands above them
all like a giant, because Hie was the boldest and saw farthest and never
betrayed his faith in Homer,

The long toll of the brave
I= not lost in darkness:
Neither hath counting the cost
Fretted away the zeal of their hopes.
*  Over the fruitful earth
! And athwart the seas
Hath passed the light of noble deeds

Unquenchable forever—
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