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PREEFACE

Tue 18711 CENTURY marked a watershed n the history of exploration. Hitherto, discovery
had entailed finding gold or spices and then conquering the lands that produced them.
As Enlightenment scholars pondered the workings of the world, however, greed gave way to a
spirit of inquiry. The old concerns of wealth, territorial acquisition and national prestige still
pertained; but it was now accepted that the purpose of exploration was to increase humankind’s
understanding of the globe. Those who left for the unknown were no longer buccaneers but
investigators; they were expected to provide a full and accurate account of their journeys; and,
for the first time, they were to supplement their prose with pictures. They were to be proper
pictures, too: not the dragon-filled maps, blowy oceans, sketchy diagrams and romanticized
woodcuts of previous centuries, but images as lifelike as was within the artist’s power.

Captain James Cook was among the first to supply the goods. Between 1768 and 1779 he
undertook three great voyages spanning Antarctica, the Arctic, Australia, New Zealand and
Polynesia. His journals not only described new and exotic lands but, thanks to the expeditions’
draughtsmen, showed what they looked hke. The authorities were agog and so was the public:
nothing like it had been seen before. Thereafter no explorer dared come home without
surpassing Cook’s benchmark or at least attempting to match it.

It is hard to over-emphasize the impact these early journals made. They arrived at a tme
when literacy was reasonably widespread, when wild landscapes and ‘noble savages’ were all
the rage, and when science was not yet so far advanced that dream could be divorced from
reality. Indeed, reality abetted the dream. Romantics such as Byron, Keats, Shelley and
Coleridge produced much of their best work under the influence of exploration literature.
(Samuel Taylor Coleridge’s Rymie of the Ancient Mariner (1798), Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein
(1818) and Edgar Allen Poe’s Narrative of Arthur Gordon Py (1850) were all inspired by
polar narratives.) By the 1820s explorers had become men of the moment: their journals were
best-sellers; strangers crossed the street to shake hands with thems they were showered with
honours and encouraged to do it again — which they often did because there was always more
to be discovered and because the public liked an exciting read with nice pictures.

This was not the birth of travel writing but it was the start of s popularization.
Over succeeding decades it became an established genre, one that had all the ateributes of
fiction — narrative progression, suspense, development of character, vivid descriptions of places
and people = but with the advantage of being based on fact. Not that fact was necessarily
separable from fiction. As late as the 1830s, Charles Darwin remarked: “The limit of man’s [sic|
knowledge in every subject possesses a ligh interest, which is perhaps increased by its close-
ness to the imagination.” The proximity was exploited by authors such as Jules Verne whose
novels not only had their roots in exploration literature but at times were indistinguishable
from it. In a curious game of literary leap-frog some of the most apparently outlandish
examples of science fiction later became exploration fact.

Explorers, no less than novelists, saw the money-spinning potential of a ripping yarn.
Sometimes they played up their experiences: elaborating dangers, exaggerating quarrels,
falsifying records and occasionally lying from start to finish. A prime example of the last was
Frederick Cook, who vanished in the Canadian Arctic for a year then announced in 1909 that
he had been to the North Pole, assuming confidently that nobody could prove he hadn’t.

(His expectations were dashed.) Few were as crooked as Cook — with the possible exception
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of his rival Robert Peary — but as the globes mysteries were gradually uncovered, explorers’
journals changed noticeably in character. From being factual records of sights scen and coun-
tries vistted, they evolved mto dramauzed narratves and then contemplative essays on the
nature ot exploration, the world and humanity itself. The manner in which explorers recorded
their experiences changed, too. Pen, paper and watercolours were gradually replaced by type-
writers and cameras, which in turn were superceded by computers and filims. Regardless ot
medium, century or mind-set, each explorer fulfilled the original Enlightenment remit: to give
as vivid a picture of new worlds as they could.

This anthology, i words and pictures, is a record of their achievements. The subjects have
been chosen partly because they were historically mmportant, partly because they were
fascinating chroniclers and partly because they were expert pamters or photographers. In some
cases the words are stronger than the images; in others the pictures are more impressive than
the text. The proportion does not really matter because, whatever their individual strengths,
each entry provides a snapshot of one person’s journey into the unknown. In choosing between
primary and ‘remembered’ sources we have made the final selection on merit alone. Thus, the
diaries of Robert Scott have been reproduced verbatim, whereas those of Ernest Shackleton —
which can be paraphrased (more or less) as *“Nothing much happened today’ — have not.

There arises, inevitably, the question of who is or is not an explorer. A commonly
accepted definition is someone who discovers new lands. Yet what is discovery, and what
new lands? A geographical purist would say that, with a few exceptions, very little new has
been discovered: all that has happened is that people from one place have announced that
other places exist, thereby confirming a suspicion long held by those who inhabited them.
In the same vein it is hard to distinguish between exploration and ‘mere’ travel, one person’s
death-defying odyssey being another’s old hat. We have therefore determined that an
explorer is someone who charts the unknown, who does so for reasons ot mquiry rather
than reportage, and with priority given to those who did so first — reserving always the

editorial privileges of favoritism and inconsistency.

FERGUS FLEMING ¢ ANNABEL MERULLO
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INTRODUCTION by Michael Palin

[1was NOT UNTIL 1 was twelve or thirteen that I finally gave up hope of becoming an
explorer. Simce about the age of cight, 1 had been aware of a strong, and at times almost
desperate need to see parts of the world before anyone else did. I've never been quite sure
where this urge came from, but reading The Explorer’s Eye has reminded me. T was absolutely
entranced by the tales the great explorers told. The frostbite, the gangrene, the cannibalism,
the curses, the naked fear and total exhaustion, the whole panoply of horrors seemed so much
more attractive than playing French cricket and drinking Horlicks.

My imagination fed greedily on accounts of appalling suffering and insane bravery, like
Captain Scott’s doomed but grippingly documented South Pole expedition, Livingstone’s
defiance of death and discase to reach the towering waters of the Victoria Falls, Mallory and
Irvine vanishing into a cloud 8oo feet from the top of Everest, never to be seen again.

For a would-be explorer the 1940s and early 1950s were difficult times. Both Poles had
gone, as well as the North West and North East Passages, the source of the Nile and most of
Saudi Arabia. The great Himalayan peaks, on which I'd pinned my hopes, were going down
like flies. Annapurna, Everest and then Kz, all conquered, and I hadn’t even reached puberty.

On 29 May 1953, Edmund Hillary and Tenzing Norgay struggled to the top of Everest,
the first people ever to do so. 1 was proud of them. We all were. And maybe T was a little
disappointed too. Maybe I had a hint even then of what I feel looking back now, that this was
literally and metaphorically the high point of a golden age of exploration which had enthralled
the western world for a century and a half,

After Everest most of the iconic extremes had been conquered. But it was not only that.
The Everest expedition, well-financed, well-equipped and media conscious, seemed to suggest
that we had got the measure of the difficult and dangerous. Something of the mystique of
exploration had gone. Technology was becoming more sophisticated, reducing both human
risk and human achievement. There were great challenges left, but few of them captured the
public imagination in the same way as the search for the source of the Nile or the crossing of
Australia. Four years after Hillary and Tenzing’s triumph, Vivian Fuchs led the first-ever
crossing of Antarctica, but as Fergus Fleming points out, ‘After so many glamorous failures at
the South Pole, it seemed that victory had become a non-event..nobody died, everything went
more or less according to plan.” At the time of writing Ranulph Fiennes is doing his best to
keep the traditions of exploring alive and well, setting himself ever-harder targets and ever-
more punishing challenges. But the achievement of “being the First” is no longer as evocative
and resounding as it once was. The fact remains that, as I had reluctantly to admit, before
I was even out of short trousers, most of the world has been explored.

The only exploration that captured international attention i my adult life was when the
Eagle landed on the moon on 20 July 1969 and Neil Armstrong became the first man to set
foot on a surface beyond our carth. But, if it’s not too facetious to say so, even this was
different from the classic feats of exploration. Neil Armstrong was hurled at the moon at the
cutting edge of a massive investment programme, he didn’t have to part the bushes and dodge
the blowpipes, face a third year on the ice like John Ross in the 1830s or see his fingers and
toes removed one-by-one like Maurice Herzog as he descended Annapurna.

Fergus Fleming and Annabel Merullo have put together an enormously attractive and

comprehensive guide to the whole heroic, tragic and triumphant history of the great years of
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exploration. Using the explorers” own words wherever possible, and accompanying them with
a priceless collecnion of visual records, they have hrought extraordinary adventures back to
lite. It’s impossible to look through this hook without being dazzled by the scale and scope of
these giant steps for mankind and thankfully Fergus Fleming’s conmentary keeps the essential
human perspective, celebrating the fearless and the foolhardy alike and relishing the follies as
much as the successes.

Its difficult to know which plums to pick out. I was pleased to be reminded that one of the
greatest, and least known Firsts belongs to the expedition led by the seriously un-catchy
Jules-Sébastien-César Dumont D’Urville, the first man ever to set foot on the Antarctic
continent, i 1837. No pemmican for them, being French they celebrated with a bortle of
good Bordeaux, well-chilled, T suppose. The Scandinavians come out particularly well, the
inspirational and inventive [ridgof Nansen creating an egg-shaped hull for his polar
expedition, to avoid being trapped by the ice. And it worked. Amundsen, a career explorer,
almost scoring a sensational trio, first to the South Pole, first through the North West Passage
and quite possibly, first to the North Pole.

The exploration of the North Pole turns out to have a murky history. I had thought it an
incontrovertible fact the American Admiral Peary reached it in 1909, but it turns out that
he may have only got within 60 miles of it, and Fleming suggests that the first man to
‘indisputably’ reach the North Pole on foot was Wally Herbert i 1968. I was 25 then, dammit,
and could have done it after all. As it is, I had to wait until 1991. (Stop showing off - ed.)

What typified this era of post-Enlightenment journeys was the need to write everything
down. We learn that Freya Stark, one of only two lady explorers to make the book, wrote an
average of ten letters for every day she travelled. Richard Burton, who spoke 27 languages,
wrote copious journals, but, in one of the most tragic episodes recorded in these pages, his wife
Isabella burnt them all on his death for being too rude. Scott’s expedition to the South Pole
may have been a failure but his diaries are surely the most moving of any quoted here.
Trapped by a tremendous blizzard, crippled by frostbite, Scott continues with daily entries,
until the very end, when the mundane becomes unbearably poignant.

‘It seems a pity, but I do not think I can write more.”

Scott’s expedition moves us particularly, accompanied as it is by some of the great photo-
graphs of the exploration age. Frank Hurley’s striking images remain among the most powerful
polar images ever taken, as unsurpassed as Wilfred Thesiger’s photographs of The Empty
Quarter in Arabia.

Designer David Rowley has made full use of these and other examples of the explorer’s eye,
enriching the stories with terrific illustrations ranging from the pure Indiana Jones of the cave
John Stephens discovered at Bolonchén, one of the lost cities of Central America, to the
delightfully batty aero-helmets worn by Auguste Piccard and his crew when they became the
first men ever to ascend into the stratosphere.

The Explorer’s Eye is a treasure trove. Like Hiram Bingham unearthing Macchu Picchu or

Charles Darwin landing on the Galapagos, untold wonders are about to unfold before you.

MicHAEL ParLin LONDON MAY 2005
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JOSEPH BANKS -, 5.0

To the Great Barrier Reef and beyond

BANKS was 1HE 18TH CENTURY'S Natural Philosopher par excellence. Although trained as a
botanist, be applied himself with unquenchable curiosity to practically every branch of the
sciences. At one moment he could be investigating the weather patterns of Tierra del
Fuego, at anotber pondering the existence of Autarctica, and at another examining (1with
reference to the oil in bis housebold lamps) how a warm spell might affect the composi-
tion of whale blubber. His 1768-71 journey with James Cook aboard the Endeavour took
hin to the South Pacific via South America, New Zealand and Australia and resulted in
the discorery of so many new plants that the findings are still being analyzed today. It also
saw the charting of a bay on the Australian coast that Banks subsequently recommended
as an ideal site for a penal colony. Now known as Sydney, its settlement inaugurated the
colonization of the entire continent. Later, as President of the Royal Society, Banks
established bimself as an authority on African and Arctic exploration, bis bouse in Sobo

Square a focal point for Britain's scientists and explorers.

WHILF SAILING UP THE FAST COAST OF AUSTRALIA, THE ENDEAVOUR BECAME THE FIRST
FUROPEAN SHIP TO NAVIGATE THE GREAT BARRIER REEFL.

August 1770 For the first time these three months we were this day out of sight of Land
to our no small satisfaction: that very Ocean which had formerly been look’d on with
terror by (maybe) all of us was now the Assylum we had long wishd for and at last found.
Satstaction was clearly painted in every mans face... The Captn fearfull of going too far
from the Land...steerd the ship west right in for the land....but just at night fall found
himself in a manner embayd in the reef so that it was a moot Point whether or not he
could weather 1t on either tacks we stood however to the Northward and at dark it was
concluded that she would go clear of every thing we could see. The night however was not
the most agreable: all the dangers we had escaped were little m comparison of being
thrown upon this reef if that should be our lot. A Reef such a one as I now speak of is a
thing scarcely known in Europe or indeed any where but in these seas: it is a wall of Coral
rock rising almost perpendicularly out of the unfathomable ocean, always overflown at
high water commonly 7 or 8 feet, and generally bare at low water; the large waves of the
ocean meeting with so sudden a resistance make here a most terrible surf breaking moun-
tain high...

At three O'Clock this morn it dropd calm on a sudden which did not at all better our
sitnation: we judged ourselves not more than 4 or 5 I'gs from the reef, maybe much less,
and the swell of the sea which drive right in upon it carried the ship towards it fast...Every
method had been taken since we first saw our danger to get the boats out in hopes that
they might tow us off but it was not yet accomplishd...All the while we were approaching
and came I beleive before this could be effected within 4o yards of the breaker; the same
sea that washed the side of the ship rose in a breaker enormously high the very next time
it did rise, so between us and it was only a dismal valley the breadth of our wave...Now
was our case truly desperate, no man I beleive but who gave himself himself intirely over,
a speedy death was all we had to hope for and that from the vastness of the Breakers

which must quickly dash the ship all to peices was scarce to be doubted... At this critical
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A Brazihan bromeliad
(a relative of the
pineappple) as depicted
by Sydney Parkinson,
one of the tivo official
draughtsmen who sailed
aboard the Endeavour.
An expert hotanical
illustrator, Parkinson's
job was to record the
speciens collected by
Banlks and his tellow
naturalist Damel
Solander. Captain Cook
recalled Parkinson’s
tribulations with the
insect population in
Tabiti, “The flies...made
it abmost impossible for
Mr Parkinson...to
work; for they not only
covered his subject so
that no part of s
surface could be seen,
but even ate the colonr
off the paper as fast as
he could lay it on.
Although Parkinson
died on the voyage be
left bebind a total of

1332 drawings.
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juncture, at this I may say terrible moment, when all assistance seemd oo littde to save
even our miserable lives, a small air of wind sprang up, so small that at any other time in
a calni we should not have observed it. We however plainly saw that it instantly checkd
our progress; every sail was therefore put in a proper direction to catch it and we just
observd the ship to move in a slaunung direction off from the breakers... The ship still
movd a licdle off but in less than 1o minutes our lictle Breeze died away into as tlat a calm
as ever... Now was our anxiety agam renewd: innumerable small peices of paper &¢ were
thrown over the ships side to find whither the boats really movd her ahiead or not and so
little did she move that it remaind almost every other time a marcter of dispute. Our little
freindly Breeze now visited us again and lasted about as long as before, thrusting us
possibly 100 yards from the breakers: we were still however in the very jaws of destruc-
tion. A small opening had been seen m the reef a furlong from us, its breadth was scarce
the length of the ship, into this however it was resolved to push her if possible. Within
was no surf, therefore we might save our lives: the doubt was only whether we could get
the ship so far: our little breeze however a third time visited us and pushd us almost there.
The fear of Death is Bitter: the prospect we now had before us of saving our lives tho at
the expence of every thing we had made my heart set much lighter on its throne, and 1
suppose there were none but what felt the same sensation...By 4 we came to an anchor
happy once more to encounter those shoals which but two days before we thought
ourselves supreamly happy to have escap’d from. How little do men know what is for
their real advantage: two days ago our utmost wishes were crownd by getting without the
reef and today we were made again happy by geting within it.

J. BEAGLEHOLE (ED.), The Endeavour, Journal of Joseph Banks. Vol. 11, 1962.

ON THE ABORIGINES

Thus live these I had almost said happy people, content with little nay almost nothing.
Far enough removd from the anxieties attending upon riches, or even the possession of
what we Europeans call common necessities: anxieties intended maybe by Providence to
counterbalance the pleasure arising from the Posession of wishd for attainments,
consequently increasing with increasing wealth, and in some measure keeping up the
balance of hapiness between the rich and the poor. From them appear how small are the
real wants of human nature, which we Europeans have increased to an excess which
would certainly seem incredible to these people could they be told it. Nor shall we cease
to increase them as long as Luxuries can be invented and riches found for the purchase of
them; and how soon these Luxuries degenerate into necessaries may be sufficiently evined
by the universal use of strong liquors, Tobacco, spices, Tea &c. &c. In this instance again
providence seems to act the part of a leveler, doing much towards putting all ranks mnto
an equal state of wants and consequently of real poverty: the Great and Magnificent
want as much and may be more than the midling: they again in proportion more than
the inferior: each rank still looking higher than his station but confining itself to a
certain point above which it knows not how to wish, not knowing at least pertectly what
1s there enjoyed.

The Endeavour, Journal of Joseph Banks, Vol. I1.

JOSEPH BANKS
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Burter commences i
New Zealand with u
tentatwely proferred
lobster. Probably
pamted by Banks
himself, this image casts
a rosy glow on relations
with the Maoris.

A war-like race, who
occasionally indulged
in cannibalism, they
did not take kindly to
intruders. In the rare
instances when trade
was possible the
Endeavour’s crew
sought not lobsters hut
partiatly gnawed biuman
hones as sonvenirs.
[They] constantly ask
for and purchase them
for whatever trifles they
have’, wrote Banks.



Red-coated marines

oversee the Endeavour’s

watering at the Bay of

Good Success tn Tierra
del Fuego, 1=69. The
name was misplaced:

two men perished on a

foray into the
hinterland. Alexander
Buchan. who painted
this picture, was among
the forty-one who died
of fever before the

Endeavour came home.

JAMES COOIC 25—,

Epic voyages to the South Seas

COOK WAS ONE OF THE 181H century’s great seafarers. In the course of four ground-
breaking voyages — one of them with Joseph Banks — he circumnavigated Antarctica,
charted the South Pacific, New Zealand, the east coast of Australia, and attempted the
North West Passage. He was aided by the first-cver chronometer, which allowed him to
determine longitude — the holy grail of navigation — and by an innovatory diet, rich in
vegetables, that kept scurvy at bay and thereby enabled him to stay at sea longer than
any of bis predecessors. His career ended in 1779 when, commanding the Resolution and
Discovery, he became the first European to land on Hawaii. Unfortunately his arrival
coincided with a major fertility ritual and, mistaken for a god, he was bludgeoned to
death. Explorers of all nations stood in awe of bis achievements; and in Britain
he became a demi-god, the public paying outrageous prices for even the smallest

personal memento.

COOK REPORTED WITH ALARM THAT THE MAORIS WERE PRONE TO CANNIBALISM.

21 February [1777]...From my own observations, the information of Tiarooa and others,
the New Zealanders must live under perpetual apprehinsions of being destroyed by each
other. There being few Tribes that have not received some injury or another from some
other, which they are continually upon the watch to revenge and perhaps the idea of a
good meal may be no small incitement. I am told that many years will sometimes elapse
betore a favourable opportunity happens, and that the Son never loses sight of an mjury
that has been done his Father.

There method of executing these horrible designs is by stealing upon the party in the
night, and if they find them unguarded (which however 1 beletve is very seldom the case)
they kill every soul that falls in thetr way, not even sparing the Women and Children, and
then cither feast or gorge themselves on the spot or carry off as many of the dead as they
can and do it at home with acts of brutality horrible to relate. If they are discovered before
they can put their designs into execution, they generally steal off again, some times they
are persued and attacked by the other party; they neither give quarter nor take prisoners,
so that the Vanquish'd can only save thetr lives by flight.

This method of makeing War keeps them continually upon their guard so that one
hardly ever finds a New Zealander of his guard either day or night. Indeed, no man can
have such powerful reasons, having both body and Soul to preserve, for they tell us that
the Soul of the Man who falls into the hand and whose flesh 1s eat by the Enimy, goes
to Hell, that is descends down to a perpetual fire, but the Soul of him who is killed
whose body is rescued from the Enemy goes to Heaven, that is it ascends upwards to the
habitations of the Gods, as also the Souls of all those who die a natural death.

I asked if they eat the flesh of such of their friends as was killed by the enemy, but
whose bodies was rescued or saved from falling into their hand; they seemed surprised
at the question and answered no, and express’d some abhorrence at the very idea.
The dead they bury in the earth, but if they have more of their enemies than they can eat,
they throw them into the Sea.

J. BEAGLEHOLE (1

2.), The Vovage of the Resolution and Discovery, 1999.
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AVIEW o the ZINIDEAVOURS

CHARLES CLERKE, EIRST LIEUTENANT ABOARD COOK'S SHIP, WAS IMPRESSED BY THI
INHABITANTS OF NEW CALEDONIA.

These people are of a dark mahogony colour — well featur’d — Woolly headed — well
form’d bodies, and of the middling Stature - the Features both of the men and women are
remarkably good, exceeding by far, any woolly Headed Nation we ever met with — their
benevolence when they find an opportunity, can be exceeded by nothing but their
assiduity in finding it — they’re absolutely unhappy unless they can suggest some means of
making themselves serviceable and agreeable — when Wooding or Watering — they wou’d
either cut or carry — fill the Casks or rowl — and if you interrupted them in this business,
they seem’d uneasy that they cou’d not render their best endeavours worthy your accept-
ance. We have all the reason in the World to suppose ourselves the first Europeans they
ever beheld, and that unlimited confidence they immediately plac’d in us, I think speaks
greatly in favour of their Honesty and Goodness of Heart...the dress of these our good
friends is somewhat singular — when we found them, they were totally naked to the Penis,
which was wrapt up in leaves, and whatever you gave them, or they, by any means
attain’d; was immediately apply’d there; nor wou’d they care one farthing for any article
of dress, that cou’d not in some form, be made to contribute, to the decorating that
favourite part. | gave one of them one day a stocking — he very deliberately pull’d it on

there — I then presented him with a medal, which he immediately hung to it — in short let

JAMES COOK | 15]
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The young landscape
artist William Hodges
painted this panorama
of Tahiti on Cook’s
second voyage to the
Sonth I’«l(‘l,‘lt. [),_\' the
time of Cook’s third
visit the island had
become so familiar and
its hospitality so
legendary that he had
difficulty prising his
men arway. Charles
Clerke, his First
Lieutenant, wrote,

‘I must own that ‘tis
with somte reluctance 1
bid adieu to these bappy
isles where I've spent so

many happy times.’









\ Tabitian priest cuts a
rakish slant on Cook’s
first voyage. Among the
wonders that Cook
encountered on the
island was a temple
platform whose stones
were squared and fitted
with remarkable
precision. He was
baffled as to how
Tabitians could have
fashioned such a
structure in the
absence of iron tools
and Furopean

masonry skills.

that noble part be well decorated and fine, they're perfectly happy, and totally indifferent
about the state of all the rest of the Body. The Womens dress consists of a long string, from
which suspends Hemp, work’d into small distinct Ends about 8 inches long — in general
dy’d black - this they wrap 4 or 5 times round them, the turns immediately upon each
other, just below the Hips; which as perfectly secretes all they want to hide, as all the

Petty-Coats &c. &c. | ever saw upon a Woman in my life.

DAVID SAMWELL, SURGEON ABOARD THE DISCOVERY, RECORDED THE AFTERMATH OF
COOK'S DEATH ON HAWAIL

Saturday Febry 2oth...Between ten and eleven o’Clock we saw a great Number of people
coming down the hills in a kind of procession, every one of them carrying a Sugar Cane
or two on his Shoulders & about as many breadfruit, Taroo root, or Plantains in his
Hand. Two Drummers who accompanyed them sat down on the Beach by a white Flag &
beat their Drums, while the Indians came one by one, laid down their Sugar Cane &c.,
and then retired; another party came along the Beach, in the same order, & laid down
their Presents or peace offerings upon the others and then withdrew. Another white Flag
with one Man sitting by it was flying about midway on the Beach. In a short time we saw
Eeapo in his feathered Cloak standing on a rock waving to us for a boat to come on shore,
on which Captn. Clerke went to him in the pinnace attended by the Ist. Lieut. in the large
Cutter. They did not land, for Ecapo attended by Taweno-ora came into the Pinnace, and
a large bundle was handed in covered with a black feathered Cloak, in which was
contained the remains of Capt. Cook decently wrapped up in a large quantity of fine new
Cloth. Eeapo did not stay long on board either Ship, but soon returned on shore with the
presents that were made to him, a fine new Cloak was given to him on board the
Discovery made of red Bays with a border of green. In the Afternoon the Bundle was
opened on board the Resolution in the Cabinn, we found in it the following bones with
some flesh upon them which had the marks of fire. The Thighs & Legs joined together
but not the feet, both Arms with the Hands seperated from them, the Skull with all the
bones that form the face wanting with the Scalp seperated from it, which was also in the
bundle with the hair on it cut short, both Hands whole with the Skin of the fore Arms
joined to them, the hands had not been in the fire, bur were salted, several Gashes being
cut in them to take the Salt in. Tho we had no doubt concerning the Identity of any of the
parts contained in the bundle, every one must be pertectly satisfied as to that of the hands,
for we all knew the right by a large Scar on it seperating for about an inch the Thumb
from the fore-finger. The Ears adhered to the Scalp, which had a cut in it about an inch
long, probably made by the first blow he received with the Club, but the Skull was not
fractured so that it was likely that the stroke was not mortal. Such was the Condition in
which those, who looked upon Captn. Cook as their father & whose great Qualities they
venerated almost to adoration, were doomed to behold his Remains; what their feelings
were upon the Occasion is not to be described.

T'he Voyage of the Resolution and Discovery.
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I'his South American
bat was among the
many specimens that
Bougamuwville picked up
en route to the Pacific.
No less determined a
collector than s
Anglo-Saxon rivals,
Bougamuille's name was
mmortalized in the
colourful climbing plant
bougainvillea.
Ovriginating in Brazl it
was later transplanted
successfully to the

south 1)/' France.

LOUIS-ANTOINE DE BOUGAINVILLE -. 5.,

Passage to Tabiti

BOUGAINVILLE WAS, IN SOME RESPIECTS, a wartial version of Joseph Banks. Having
tratned as a lawyer and wmathematician in Paris, he served as au army officer before
transferring at the age of 34 to the navy. Such was bis capability that within just
three years he found buuself in command of au expedition to circunmavigate the globe.
With tiwo ships, La Boudeuse and the Eroile, be sailed doiwu the South Anterican coast and
made a brief investigation of the South Pacific — where he waxed Iyrical ou the delights of
Tabiti, but failed to locate Australia — before coutinuing ou his way. He was not the first
European to visit the region: Dutch explorers had long ago annexed the East Tndies; and
a Briton had beaten bim to Tabiti the year before. But the narrative of his 1=66-69 royage
thrilled the public with its acconuts of paradisical islands; its description of ‘Noble
Savagery' was discussed i many an acadeniic salon. Like Banks, be collected nnerous
speciniens of plant and marine life and, following the Freuch Revolution, devoted humself
to science, becoming one of France's most influeutial savants. His original jourual was not

published wntil 19--.

IN 1768 BOUGAINVILLF REACHED THF ISLAND OF TAHITI.

Thursday = [April] We worked on clearing our water casks and in the afternoon I went to
set up a camp on land. The Indians seemed at first pleased to see us, then the cacique
came, he had a kind of meeting with the leading men. The outcome was to tell me that we
had to go and sleep on board and return in the moming. T explained that we were coming
to sleep ashore i order to obtain water and wood, and that for this I needed 18 days after
which we would leave. T gave him a number of stones equal to the number of days I
expected to stay. Deliberations of the council, they wanted to remove 9 stones. 1 did not
agree. In the end everything was settled, the Indians however still displaying a great deal
of mistrust. I had supper in my tent with the cacique and part of his famuly, each kitchen
having supplied its dishes; we did not eat much, His Majesty and the princes of the blood
having an appetite that we could not emutate. After supper I had 12 rockets fired on land
in front of the guests. Their terror was indescribable... Towards the middle of the
night...there was a toud altercation between the king, his brothers and people who appear
to be their servants, over some opera glasses that had been stolen from my pocket during
the supper. The king was accusing his subjects and threatening to kill them; the poor devils
were, | think, less responsible for this theft than he was. It all quietened down and the end
of the night was more peaceful. During the following day, several Frenchmen had cause
to praise the country’s customs. As they went into houses, they were presented with young
girls, greenery was placed on the ground and with a large number of Indians, men
and women, making a circle around them, hospitality was celebrated, while one of the
assistants was singing a hymn rto happiness accompanied by the sounds of the
flute...Married women are faithful to their hushands, they would pay with their lives any
unfaithfulness, but we are offered all the young girls. Our white skin delights them, they
express their admiration in this regard in the most expressive manner. Furthermore, the
race is superb, with men 5 feet 1o inches tall, many reaching six foot, a few exceeding this.

Their features are very handsome. They have a fine head of hair which they wear in
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various wavs. Several also have a long beard which thev rub as thev do therr hair with
coconut oil. The women are pretty and, something that 1s due to the climate, their food
and the water, men and women and even old men have the finest teeth in the world. These
people breathe only rest and sensual pleasures. Venus is the goddess they worship. The
mildness of the climate, the beauty of the scenery, the fertility of the soil everyvwhere
watered by rivers and cascades, the pure air unspoiled by even those legions of insects that
are the curse of hot countries. evervthing inspires sensual pleasure. And so [ have named
it New Cythera and the protection of Minerva s as necessary here as in the ancient
Cythera to defend one against the influence both of the climate and of the people’s morals.

I cannot as yet describe their form of government, their differences in rank and their
distinctive marks. The cacique, we see this constantly, rules despoticalty, drives them away
with a stick when they bother us, even saw to the return of items stolen from us even
though he is himself a great thief, but he wants to be the only one to steal in his kingdom.

As for indications of social differences, I believe (and this is not a joke) that the first one,

LOUIS-ANTOINE DE BOUGAINVILLE



A parrot from the South
Pacific. Of all the places
he visited Bougainuville
teas most charmed by
Labiti, or New Cythera
as be called it. “This
moring three lords
fromt a neighbouring
district came up with a
present of cloth. Their
size and girth are
gigantic. I gave thewt an
axe, some nails and
some gimlets. We fired a
pistol in their presence,
the shot piercing a
plank. Their beavy
highnesses fell
backiwards and it took
1s some time to
persuade them to get up
again. We bad to repay
their visit in the after-
noon. The chief offered
me one of bis wives,
young and fairly pretty,
and the whole village
sang the wedding
anthen. What a
country! What a
])U{)[?/(’.’Y

the one that distinguishes free men from slaves, is that free men have their buttocks
painted...I shall write things down as I discover them.
The Pacific Journal of Louis-Antoine De Bougainville, 1767-68.
WITH FOOD RUNNING LOW, AND SCURVY THREATENING, BOUGAINVILILE WAS ALERTED
1O AN UNEXPECTED CHANGE IN THFE ETOILE’S ROSTER.
Saturday 28 to Sunday 29 [May] We had courses brailed up and the main topsail shiv-
ering to wait for the Etoile which sails worse than ever. Nevertheless we are compelled not
to lose one instant. The state and condition of our food stocks require us to reach some
European establishment. We have been for a long time on the same rations as the crew.
We have only a few poultry left that are reserved for the sick and three turkeys that will
do for three Sundays. We are eating one at midday today and it is a great cause of rejoicing
for us. These large beans, called horse beans, bacon and salt beef almost three years old
make up such sad meals!...

Yesterday I checked a rather peculiar event on board the Froile. For some time,
a rumour had been circulating on the two ships that Mr de Commercon’s servant, named
Bare, was a woman. His build, his caution in never changing his clothes or carrying out
any natural function in the presence of anyone else, the sound of his voice, his beardless
chin, and several other indications have given rise to this suspicion and reinforced it. It
seemed to have been changed into a certainty by a scene that took place on the island of
Cythera [Tahitt]. Mr de Commercon had gone ashore with Bare who followed him in all
his botanizing, [and| carried weapons, food, plant notebooks with a courage and strength
which had earned for him from our botanist the title of his beast of burden. Hardly had
the servant landed than the Cytherans surround him, shout that he is a woman and offer
to pay her the honours of the island. The officer in charge had to come and free her. I was
therefore obliged, in accordance with the King's ordinances, to verify whether the suspi-
clon was correct. Bare, with tears in her eyes, admitted that she was a girl, that she had
misled her master by appearing before him in men’s clothing at Rochefort at the time of
boarding, that she had already worked for a Genevan as a valet, that, born in Burgundy
and orphaned, the loss of a lawsuit had reduced her to penury and that she had decided
to disguise her sex, that moreover, she knew when she came on board that it was a
question of circumnavigating the world and that this voyage had excited her curiosity.
She will be the only one of her sex [to have done this| and I admire her determination all
the more because she has always behaved with the most scrupulous correctness. 1 have
taken steps to ensure that she suffers no unpleasantness. The Court will, T think, forgive
her for this infraction of the ordinances. Her example will hardly be contagious. She is
neither ugly nor pretry and is not yer 25.

I'HE PACIFIC JOURNAL OF LOUIS-ANTOINE DE BOUGAINVILLE, 1767—68.
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Mt Chimborazo

and Mt Cotopaxi
(smoking) feature in this
diagram by Alexander
von Humboldt showing
plant distribution

at different altitudes in
the Andes. At

6310 mietres
Chinborazo was

then the highest

krnown mowntam i

the world.

ALEZANDER VON HUMBOLDT oo 1550

Botanical studies in South America

A GERMAN ARISTOCRAT who was disappointed in love and disenchanted 1with bis job as
an inspector of nunes, Humboldt decided to become an explorer. In 1799 he arrived in
South America with a sizeahle personal fortune and a single, grand ambition: to learn
cverything about everything. For the next five years, accompanied by the French botanist,
Aime Bonpland, he travelled widely throughout the Americas and amassed so much scien-
tific information that it took him another thirty years to collate it. (The final vohime of
his Travels to the Equinoctial Regions of the New World did not come out until 1834.)
He spent the remainder of his diwindling fortnune on expeditions to the Alps, the Urals and
Central Asia, then settled down towrite Kosmos, a philosophical treatise that attempted
to explain the world’s workings. It was still unfinished when be died in 1859, by which
time he had become so famous that he had to place an advertisemnent asking fans to leave
hint in peace. His jonrnals are remarkable not only for their exnberant inguisitiveness but
also for the skill and precision of their illustrations.

Humboldt allowed nothing to impede bis quest for knowledge. Despite harving no
climbing experience he scaled some of the Andes’ most impressive mountains, just to see
what was there, and on 23 June 1802 he attempted what was then the world's highest
known peak, Mt Chinitborazo, reaching an altitnde of s-9o metres, a skywards record for
any buman to date and one that wwould not be broken for several decades. He was forever
clambering into volcanic craters, retreating only when his clothes started to singe or when
the air became unbreathable. Unlike other mountaineers, who dicelled on the difficulties
and terrors of height, Humboldt treated it all as a magnificent game. Having been mildhy
sizzled in one crater, he wrote, *What a fantastic place! What fun we bhad!”

Betiveen them, Humboldt and Bonpland collected more than 60,000 plants of which
more than balf were species nnknown to Europe. Transporting the specimens across the
mountains and rivers of South America hecame a major problem. “The conveyance of
these objects, and the minute care they required, occasioned us such embarassinents as
would scarcely be conceired’, Humboldt wrote. *Onr progress was often retarded by the
three-fold necessity of dragging after ns, during expeditions of five or six months, twelve,
fifteen and sometimes tiwenty loaded mitles, exchanging these animals every eight or ten
days, and superintending the Indians 1who were employed in leading so numerons a
caravan.” Against their loss, be recorded each item in his journal, using rough sketches
that be later elaborated into detailed illistrations. And against the loss of bis journal he
made three painstaking copies, tiwo of which he forwarded to France and Britain, the
other being cached in Havana. In the event, he need not have bothered because all three

rersions were retricved safely.

\CQUIRING AN FLECTRIC FEL.

The dread of the shocks caused by the gymnoti [electric eels] is so great, and so exagger-
ated among the common people, that during three days we could not obtain one, though
they are easily caught, and we had promised the Indians two piastres for every strong and
vigorous fish. This fear of the Indians is the more extraordinary, as they do not attempt

to adopt precautions in which they profess to have great confidence. When interrogated
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on the effect of the [eels|, they never fail to tell the Whites that they may be touched wich

impunity while you are chewing tobacco. This supposed influence of tobacco on animal
electricty is as general on the continent of South America, as the belief among mariners of
the effect of garlic and tallow on the magnertic needle.

Impatient of waiting, and having obtained very uncertain results from an electric eel
which had been brought to us alive, but much enfeebled, we repaired to the Cano de Bera,
to make our experiments in the open air, and at the edge of the water. We set off on the
19th of March, at a very early hour, for the village of Rastro; thence we were conducted
by the Indians to a stream, which, in times of drought, forms a basm of muddy water,
surrounded by fine trees, the clusia, the amyris, and the mimosa with fragrant tflowers.
To catch the gymnoti with nets is very difficult, on acount of the extreme agility of the
fish, which bury themselves in the mud...The Indians therefore told us that they would
‘fish with horses’. We found it difficult to form an idea of this extraordinary manner
of fishing; but we soon saw our guides return from the savannah, which they had been
scouring for wild horses and mules. They brought about thirty with them, which they
forced to enter the pool.

The extraordinary noise caused by the horses™ hoofs, makes the fish issue from the

mud, and excites them to the attack. These vellowish and hvid eels, resembhing large

ALEXANDER VON HUMBOI DT | 251
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aquatic serpents, swim on the surface ot the water, and crowd under the bellies of the
horses and mules... The Indians, provided with harpoons and long slender reeds, surround
the pool closely; and some climb up the trees, the branches of which extend horizontally
over the surface of the water. By their wild cries, and the length of their reeds, they prevent
the horses from running away and reaching the bank of the pool. The eels, stunned by the
noise, defend themselves by the repeated discharge of their electric batteries. For a long
interval they scem likely to prove victorious. Several horses sk beneath the violence of
the mvisible strokes which they receive from all sides, in organs the most essential to hite;
and stunned by the force and frequency of the shocks, they disappear under the water.
Others, panting, with mane erect, and haggard eyes expressing anguish and dismay, raise
themselves, and endeavour to flee from the storm by which they are overtaken. They are
driven back by the Indians into the middle of the water; but a small number succeed in
eluding the active vigilance of the fishermen. These regaim the shore, stumbling at every
step, and stretch themselves on the sand, exhausted with fatigue, and with limbs
benumbed by the electric shocks of the gymnoti.

In less than five minutes two of our horses were drowned. The eel being five feet long,
and pressing itself against the belly of the horses, makes a discharge along the whole
extent of its electric organ. It attacks at once the heart, the intestines, and the cachac fold
of the abdominal nerves. It is natural that the effect felt by the horses should be more
powertul than that produced upon man by the touch of the same fish at only one of his
extremities. The horses are probably not killed, but only stunned. They are drowned from
the impossibility of rising amid the prolonged struggle between the other horses and the ecls.

We had httle doubt that the fishing would terminate by killing successively all the
animals engaged; but by degrees the impetuosity of this unequal contest dimiished, and
the wearied gymmoti dispersed. They require a long rest, and abundant nourishment, to
repair the galvanic force which they have lost. The mules and horses appear less tright-
ened; their manes are no longer bristled, and their eyes express less dread. The gymnoti
approach timidly the edge of the marsh, where they are taken by means of small harpoons
fastened to long cords. When the cords are very dry the Indians feel no shock in raising
the fish into the air. In a few minutes we had five large eels, most of which were but
slightly wounded. Some others were taken, by the same means, towards evening...

It would be temerity to expose ourselves to the first shocks of a very large and strongly
irritated gymnotus. If by chance a stroke be received before the fish is wounded or wearied
by long pursuit, the pain and numbness are so violent that it is impossible to describe the
nature of the feeling they excite. I do not remember having ever received from the
discharge of a large Leyden jar, a more dreadful shock than that which [ experienced by
imprudently placing both my feet on a gymnotus just taken out of the water. I was affected
during the rest of the day with a violent pain in the knees, and in almost every jomnt...

In Dutch Guiana, at Demerara for instance, clectric ecls were formerly employed to
cure paralytic affections. At a time when the physicians of Europe had great confidence in
the effects of electricity, a surgeon of Essequibo, named Van der Lott, published in
Holland a treatise on the medical properties of the gymnotus. These electric remedies are
practised among the savages of America...I did not hear of this mode of treatment m the
Spanish colonies which I visited; and 1 can assert that, after having made several experi-
ments during four hours successively with gymnoti, M. Bonpland and myselt felt, all the
next day, a debility in the muscles, a pan in the joints, and a general uneasiness, the effect
of a strong irritation of the nervous systen.

A. vVON HUMBOLDT, Personal Narrative to the Equinoctial Regrons of Amierica, 1852, Vol. 2
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I'his red bowler
monkey, one of the
largest promates m
South America, was
just one of the many
discoreries that
Humboldt sketehed
in his journal.



MERIWETHER LEWIS -, 1500
WILLIAM CLARIC o555

Into the wilderness of North America

LEwis wAS SECRETARY to US president Jefferson, Clark an officer whom he had
befriended i the armry. They were far from being scientists but, as [efferson remarked
shrewdly, they had “the firmness of constitution & character, prudence, habits adapted to
the woods & familiarity with the Indian manners and character, requisite for this under-
taking'. The undertaking was to lead an expedition from one side of North America to
the other and back again. Between 1803 and 1806, they travelled up the Mississippi, across
the Rockies and down the Cohimbia to the Pacific, through territories that were
completely unmapped and which had been visited, if at all, only by occasional traders
from Canada. Belittled by some as no miore than a prolonged trek, it was a political and
scientific fact-finding mission that had far-reaching consequences. Lewis and Clark
opened the continent to a horde of colonists in much the same way that Livingstoue,
Stanley and others did in Africa. But whereas Europeans were eventually remouved from
Africa, the US settlers remained, dispkicing an entire race by foree of arms and disease.

It was one of the most calculated and far-sighted moves in the history of empire.

LEWIS RECORDS HIS ENCITEMENT AT THF START OF THE FXPFDITION,

Our vessels consisted of six small canoes, and two large pirogues. This little fleet altho’
not quite so rispictable as those of Columbus or Capt. Cook, were still viewed by us with
as much pleasure as those deservedly famed adventurers ever beheld theirs; and [ dare
say with quite as much anxiety for their satety and preservation. We were now about to
penetrate a country at least two thousand miles in width, on which the foot of civilized
man had never trodden; the good or evil it had in store for us was for expertment yet to
determine, and these hittle vessells contained every article by which we were to expect to

subsist or defend ourselves...entertafin]ing as I do the most confident hope of succeeding

in a voyage which had formed a da|r|ling project of mine for the last ten years, I could
not but esteem this moment of my departure as among the most happy of my life. The
party are in excellent health and sperits, zealously attached to the enterprise, and anxious
to proceed; not a whisper or murmur of discontent to be heard among them, but all act
in unison, and with the most perfict harmony. I took an carly supper this evening and
went to bed.

F.Osco0D (£0.), The Freld Notes of Captarn Willtam Clark, 1964.

ON THE PACIFIC COAST, WITH PROVISIONS 1OW, THE EXPFDITION WAS ALERTED TO THE
PRESENCE OF A WHALE THAT HAD WASHED ASHORFE.

January sth. Two of the of the five men who had been dispatched to make salt returned.
They had carefully examimed the coast, but it was not till the fifth day after their depar-
ture that they discovered a convenient situation for their manufacture... The Indians
treated them very kindly, and made them a present of the blubber of the whale, some of
which the men brought home. It was white and not unlike the fat of pork, though of a
coarser and more spongy texture, and on being cooked was found to be tender and palat-

able, in flavor resembling the beaver. The men also brought with them a gallon of salt,
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which was white, fine, and very good, but not so strong as the rock-salt common m the
western parts of the United States...

The appearance of the whale seemed to be a matter of importance to all the neigh-
bouring Indians, and as we might be able to procure some of it for ourselves, or at least
purchase blubber from the Indians, a small parcel of merchandise was prepared, and a
party of the men held in readiness to set out m the morning. As soon as this resolution
was known, Chabonneau and his [Indian| wife requested that they accompany us. The
poor woman stated very earnestly that she had traveled a great way with us to see the
great water, yet she had never been down to the coast, and now that this monstrous fish
was also to be seen, it seemed hard that she should not be permitted to see nether the
ocean nor the whale. So reasonable a request could not be denied; they were therefore
suffered to accompany Captain Clark, who January 6th, after an early breaktast, set out
with twelve men in two canoes... [On their return| The weather was beaunful, the sky
clear, and the moon shone brightly, a circumstance the more agreeable as this 1s the first
fair evening we have enjoyed for two months.

E. Couts (En.), History of the Expedition under the Commuand of Lewis and Clark, Vol. 11, 1965.
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\ page from Clark's
dlnmnated elkeskin
journal shows how the
Flathead tribe gaimed
therr wanme, When
pressed betiveen tivo
hoards an mfant’s skull
would assume the
desired (und distinctive)
shape. “This s done
order 1o give a greater
width to the forebead,
which they ninch
admire’, Lewis wrote.
This cosmetic privilege
marked superior status:
slaves were not
pernutted to flatten
their beads.



In a scene from his
Travels in the Interior
Districts of Africa,
Mungo Park observes
smelting furnaces at the

Gamibian village of

Kamaha. Following bis
death explorers made
determined attempts to
locate bis journal. All
they found 1was a book
of logarithins containing
a tailor’s bill and an
imvitation to dine with
My and Mrs Watson of
the Strand.

i‘/ile(;(] PI-\RK 1771—1806

Voyage to the Niger

A SCOTTISH SURGFON, recently returned from a posting to Sumatra, Park was chosen by

Joseph Banks to lead an expedition to the Niger. European geographers were much exer-

cised by this fabled river. They knew it existed — probably — but bad no idea where it went.
Some said it joined the Nile, others the Congo; one theory had it flowing westwards and
another northwards. As for its mouth, many authorities believed it didn’t have one, simiply
vanishung somewhere i the Sabara. In 1795, Park sailed from Portsmouth to settle the
matter. After a bazardous solo journey through equatorial Africa be eventually found the
Niger, but was prevented by illness and lack of supplies from following it to its termina-
tion. He returned in 1805 with a complement of redcoats to finish the job. Most of the
company perished from disease before they even reached the Niger and the remainder
were killed 11 an ambush on the rier. Park became a cause celebre, several expeditions
being sent to locate his remains and complete bis task but it would be 25 years before the
riddle of the Niger was finally solved.

IN 1796, PARK REACHED THF NIGER.

July 20 —...We passed several large villages, where [ was constantly taken for a Moor, and
became the subject of much merriment to the Bambarrans, who, seeing me drive my horse
before me, laughed heartily at my appearance...He has been at Mecca, says one, you may
see that by his clothes: another asked me if my horse was sick: a third wished to purchase
it, &c. — so that, [ believe the very slaves were ashamed to be seen in my company. Just
before it was dark we took up our lodging for the night at a small village, where |
procured some victuals for myself and some corn for my horse, at the moderate price of
a button; and was told that I should see the Niger (which the negroes call Joliba, or the
Great Water) early the next day. The lions here are very numerous: the gates are shut a
little after sunset, and nobody allowed to go out. The thoughts of seeing the Niger in the
morning, and the troublesome buzzing of mosquitoes, prevented me from shutting my
eyes during the night; and I had saddled my horse, and was in readiness before daylight -
but, on account of the wild beasts, we were obliged to wait until the people were stirring
and the gates opened...

As we approached the town Jof Segol, 1 was fortunate enough to overtake the fugi-
tive Kaartans, to whose kindness I had been so much indebted in my journey through
Bambarra. They readily agreed to introduce me to the king; and we rode together
through some marshy ground, where, as I was anxiously looking around for the river,
one of them called out, Geo affillit (*Sec the water!’) and, looking forwards, I saw with
infinite pleasure the great object of my mission - the long-sought-for majestic Niger, glit-
tering to the morning sun, as broad as the Thames at Westminster, and flowing slowly to
the eastward. I hastened to the brink, and having drunk of the water, lifted up my fervent
thanks in prayer to the Great Ruler of all things, for having thus far crowned my
endeavour with success.

M. ParK, The Life and Travels of Mungo Park, 18-0.
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ON 17 NOVEMBER 1805, PARK WROTF A FINAL (AND PROPHETIC) LETTER TO HIS
SPONSOR LORD CAMDEN.

I am very sorry to say that of forty-four Europeans who lett the Gambia i perfect health,
five only are at present alive — namely, three soldiers, (one deranged in his mind,)
Lieutenant Martyn, and myself. From this account I am afraid that your lordship will be
apt to consider matters as in a very hopeless state; but I assure you I am far from
despairing. With the assistance of one of the soldiers, I have changed a large canoce into a
tolerably good schooner, on board of which I this day hoisted the British flag, and shall
set sail to the east, with the fixed resolution to discover the termination of the Niger, or
perish in the attempt. [ have heard nothing that I can depend on respecting the remote
course of this mighty stream, but I am more and more inclined to think it can end nowe-
here but in the sca.

My dear friend Mr Anderson, and likewise Mr Scott, are both dead; but though all
the Europeans who are with me should die, and though I myself were half-dead, [ would
still persevere, and if I could not succeed in the object of my journey, I would at last die
on the Niger.

The Life and Travels of Mungo Park
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A sandstorm throws
Lyon'’s caravan into
disarray. Almost all of
Lyon’s illustrations,
such as the example
shown, divelled on the
exoticism of North
Africa.

[;E()RGE LYON 1795—1832

Sabaran experiences

IN 1818, BRITAIN'S Josern Rivcuir landed at Tripoli with the object of crossing the
Sahara to the Niger. With bin came Lyon, an extrovert young naval officer whose avowed
mterests were “balls, riding, dining & making a fool of myself’. The tiwo men achieved
little and Ritchie died a year after bis arrival, leaving Lyon to produce a journal of their
exploits. He approached the task with vigonr, commenting on subjects as wide-ranging as
sandstorms, slavery, mirages, the type of spiders he encountered in the desert and a species
of oasis worm that tasted like caviar. He later went on several expeditions to the Arctic
where, although failing to make any momentous geographical discovery, he proved
himself a successful — if idiosyncratic — amateur anthropologist. An accomplished artist
and dranghtsman, Lyon bad an eye for what the public wanted to see. Although not a
best-seller in Britain, bis jonrnal became so famons in Africa that subsequent travellers to
the Sabara were pestered continnally by people who wanted to see the pictures Lyon bad
painted of them. It is one of the few recorded instances of an explorer’s journal being of

greater interest to the ‘explored’ than to the domestic market.

OF A DESERT INFATUATION.

March 3 1st...A boy who accompanied us from Tripoli came to me, full of the praises of
Lilla Fatima, the fat wife of Sheikh Barood, a white woman, who, he said, was the most
beautiful creature he had ever seen, and so fat that she could scarcely walk: *her arm is as
big as my body,” continued he, ‘and she says she should like to see you and Sidi Yussuf
[Ritchie]”. Such a hint was not to be rejected, and I theretore immediately paid her a visit,
the boy acting as my Interpreter. On my entrance she so veiled herself as to exhibit to
advantage her arm, with all its gay ornaments; and on my requesting to be favoured with
a view of her face, she, with very little reluctance, gratified me. Her chin, the tip of her
nose, and the space between her eyebrows, were marked with black lines; she was much
rouged; her neck, arms, and legs, were covered with tattooed tlowers, open hands, circles,
the names of God, and of her numerous male friends. She had a multitude of gold ear-
rings and ornaments, set with very bad and counterfeit jewels, and weighing all together,
I should think, two or three pounds. Her shirt was of striped silk; and she had a rich
purple silk barracan, or mantle, gracefully thrown around her, and fastened at the breast
by a gold pin, with ornaments of the same metal suspended from it: all the other articles
of finery which she possessed were displayed around the tent, whilst a multitude of poor
thin wretches, resembling witches, sat around her in astonishment, never having in their
lives seen such a paragon of perfection. Like all other Arabs, they touched whatever
pleased them most, one admiring this object, another something near it, so that our poor
belle was sometimes poked by a dozen fingers at once; all, however, agreeing on one point,
that she was beautifully and excessively fat, and I must say I never before beheld such a
monstrous mass of human flesh. One of her legs, of enormous size, was uncovered as high
as the calf, and every one pressed it, admiring its solidity, and praising God for blessing
them with such a sight. [ was received most graciously, and invited to sit close to her, when
one of the first questions she asked me was, if in my country the ladies were as far and

handsome as herselt? For the plumpness of my countrywomen, I owned, with shame, that
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I never had seen one possessed of half such an admirable rotundity, which she took as a
great compliment; but 1 did not attempr to carry the comparison farther, though she was
really very handsome in face and features. She amused herself while speaking with playing
on a kind of drum, made of clay, called Derbooka, by beating with one hand, and playing
with the fingers of the other; and perceiving that that [ was amused by 1t, she ordered an
old man to get up and dance. The females sang and clapped their hands in good time, and
the dancer went through a variety of figures, all equally indelicate. A woman then
succeeded him, and in this respect quite threw him in the shade; but as I know it to be the
general mode of dancing in this part of Barbary, [ of course applauded it. Lilla Fauma
herself then thought it proper to honour us with a few graceful attitudes in the same style;
but Mr. Ritchie’s entrance into the tent soon put a stop to the exhibition, and the cere-
mony of veiling took place in the same manner as before. Fatima soon discovered a hke-
ness between her late husband and Mr. Ritchie, from their being both very slender; but
unfortunately the resemblance failed i all other points, her former spouse being, at the
time she was obliged to leave him by an order of the Bashaw, fifty vears old, with a grey

beard, while on the other hand, Mr. Ritchie was but twenty-seven, and of a very fair
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complexion. She was at all events determined to be pleased with us; and having sprinkled
us with rose-water, allowed us to take our leave. On returning to our tent, we sent her
some coffee, and a few lumps of sugar.

G LYON, A Narrative of Travels in Northern Africa, 1821,

ON AFRICAN HOSPITALITY:

January 16th...We set out at ten for Murzouk...About noon, we heard the firing of the
Ghrazzies people on entering Beedan, a viltage near Zaizow, and soon after, arriving at
the latter place, we alighted at the residence of the Kaid Saad. We found him lying on the
ground, most amusingly drunk and communicative, and surrounded by fowls and breads,
eggs, cakes, soup, sweet and sour tackbi, and dates.

He was all generosity, and would have given us his whole house, and into the bargain,
even his otd wife, who waited on us during the meal, and was most highly oiled for the
occasion. We soon discovered, as he was not in condition to keep a secret, why he had
recourse to such large draughts of lackbi. He had boasted, all the time he was with me, of
his second wife, and had promised I should be treated with a sight of her, if he could
prevail upon so beautiful and bashful a creature to show her face to any other than her
husband: no sooner, however, had he left Zaizow to accompany me a month before, than
this charming person decamped. She first collected as much corn as she could find, and a
dollar or two which were hoarded up; and after abusing her house-mate, the elder wife,
set out for Murzouk. Report spoke unfavourably of her conduct there, and the old man
was endeavouring, in consequence, to drown his sorrows in his favourite liquor. The lady
of the house presented me with a bowl of Soudan manufacture.

This afternoon, a man came to me for medicine, for a pain in his chest, and opening
his shirt, displayed the most sickening sight I ever beheld: he had been so burnt over the
whole of his breast, that it had festered, and become a sore above a foot in diameter, and
had so eaten into his skin, that I imagined he could not survive many days. I had nothing
with me which would relieve him, but advised that his sore should be kept clean, a precau-
tion which had never entered his head. His friend, who brought him to me, said, that for
all the world he would not suffer him to be washed, as he had read in a book, that using
water to a burn occasioned certain death. Thus, owing to their ignorance and prejudice,
this poor man probably lost his life. After being nearly killed with kindness, we set out.
The Kaid, though almost incapable of sitting on his own poor lean horse, amused himself
by riding at full speed before and across mine, screeching and discharging his gun out of
compliment to me; but happily for his own neck, and T may add for mine also, in about
half an hour his powder failed him.

A Narrative of Travels in Northern Africa.
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Lyou painted this
picture of an Fskino
wontan during an
1821-23 royuge to loxe
Basin. He participated
enthusiastically i every
aspect of Eskimo life,
living i igloos, learning
bow to handle a dog
sled, and eatmyg therr
food — manfully, be
connmented that a shice
of deer’s windpipe rwas
very tasty; and the
contents of its stomach
reminded hint of ‘a
mixture of sorrel and
radish leaves'. He
parsued his research
with such gusto that,
whern the expedition
departed, two pregnant
sisters waved him
gmu”))’c‘.



Franklin's canoes fight a
gale during bis 181922
expedition to find the
North West Passage.
His Canadian porters
were horrified by the
experience — none of
thent bad seen the sea
before, let alone sailed
on it. But far greater
misery lay in store:
eleven of Franklin's
twenty-strong party
perished during the
retreat across

Canada’s Badlands.

JOHN FRANICLIN 0154

The quest for the North West Passage

FRANKLIN WAS A MAN whose life could be described charitably as mismanaged. He was
overweight, bad circulation problems, could not move without frequent stops for tea, and
had to be carried on treks of any appreciable distance. i 1819, he was sent on an over-
land journey through Canada’s most whospitable: territory to find the North West
Passage. He became lost in the Badlands north of Hudson Bay: balf his party either
starved or were eaten by the others; the survivors lived off carrion, lichen (tripes de roche),
and eventually their own shoes. That any of thein came home alive was a miracle.
Remarkably, be was ordered to go back and finish the job. This time noue of his men died
= but he stripped the region of so much food that several hundred Indians starved as a
result. In 1845, after a disastrous period as governor of a penal colony, be led yet another
expedition to the North West Passage. Neither he, bis ships, nor the 133 men under bis

command were erer seen again.

ON HIS RETREAT THROUGH THE BADIANDS, FRANKLIN LEFT HIS SECOND-IN-COMMAND,
DR RICHARDSON, TO FEND FOR THEF STARVING MEN WHILE HE WENT AHEAD TO GET
FOOD FROM THFIR LAST-YEAR'S CAMP, FORT ENTERPRISE.

October 4 — Our shoes and garments were stiffened by the frost, and we walked in great
pain... There was no tripes de roche [rock lichen], and we drank tea and ate some of our
shoes for supper. Next morning, after taking the usual repast of tea, we proceeded to the
house. Musing on what we were likely to find there, our minds were agitated between
hope and fear, and, contrary to the custom we had kept up, of supporting our spirits by
conversation, we went silently forward.

At length we reached Fort Enterprise, and to our infinite disappointment and grief
found it a perfectly desolate habitation. There was no deposit of provision, no trace of the
Indians, no letter from Mr Wentzel to point out where the Indians might be found. It
would be impossible for me to describe our sensations atter entering this miserable abode,
and discovering how we had been neglected: the whole party shed tears, not so much for
our own fate, as for that of our friends in the rear, whose lives depended entirely on our
sending immediate reliet from this place...

We now looked round for the means of subsistence, and were gratified to find several
deer-skins, which had been thrown away during our former residence. The bones were
eathered from the heap of ashes; these with the skins, and the addition of tripes de roche,
we considered would support us tolerably well for a time. As to the house, the parchment
being torn from the windows, the apartment we selected for our abode was exposed to all
the rigours of the season. We endeavoured to exclude the wind as much as possible, by
placing loose boards against the apertures. The temperature was now between 15° and
20° below zero. We procured fuel by pulling up the flooring of the other rooms, and water
for the purpose ot cooking, by melting the snow...

When T arose the following morning, my body and limbs were so swollen that I was
unable to walk more than a few yards. Adam was in a stll worse condition, being
absolutely icapable of arising without assistance. My other companions fortunately expe-

rienced this inconvenience in a less degree, and went to collect bones, and some tripes de
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roche which supplied us with two meals. The bones were quite acrid, and the soup

extracted from them excoriated the mouth if taken alone, but it was somewhat milder
when boiled with tripes de roche, and we even thought the mixture palatable, with the
addition of salt, of which a cask had been fortunately left here in the spring..

[October 22] — I undertook the office of cooking, and insisted they should eat twice
a-day whenever food could be procured; but as I was too weak to pound the bones, Peltier
agreed to do that in addition to his more fatiguing task of getting wood. We had a violent
snow storm all the next day, and this gloomy weather contributed to the depression of
spirits under which Adam and Samandre were labouring. Neither of them would quit
their beds, and they scarcely ceased from shedding tears all day; in vain did Peltier and
myself endeavour to cheer them. We even had to use much entreaty before we prevailed
upon them to take the meals we had prepared. Our situation was indeed distressing,
but in comparison with that of our friends i the rear, we considered it happy...

[October 26] — We perceived our strength decline every dayv, and every exertion began
to be irksome; when we were once seated the greatest effort was necessary in order to rise,
and we frequently had ro lift each other from our seats...Having expended all the wood

which we could procure from our present dwelling, without endangering its falling, Peltier
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began this day to pull down the partitions of the adjoining houses. Though these were only
distant about twenty yards, vet the increase of labour in carrying the wood fatigued him so
much, that by evening he was exhausted. On the next day his weakness was such...that he
with difficulty lifted the hatchet: still he persevered, Samandre and myself assisting him...but
our united strength could only collect sufficient to replenish the fire four times in the course
of the day. As the insides of our mouths had become sore from cating the bone-soup, we relin-
quished the use of it, and now boiled our [hide blanket], which mode of dressing we found
more palatable than frving it, as we had hitherto done...

29 October = [When Richardon’s party reached Fort Enterprise] We were all shocked at
beholding the emaciated countenances ot the Doctor and Hepburn, as they strongly
evidenced their extremely debilitated state. The alteration in our appearance was equally
distressing to them, for since the swellings had subsided we were little more than skin and
bone. The Doctor particularly remarked the sepulchral tone of our voices, which he requested
us to make more cheerful if possible, unconscious that his own partook of the same key...

November 1 — Peltier was so much exhausted, that he sat up with difficulty, and looked
piteously; at length he slided from his stool upon his bed, as we supposed to sleep, and in this
composed state he remaimed upwards of two hours, without our apprehending any danger.
We were then alarmed by hearing a ratthing in his throat, and on the Doctor’s examining him,
he was found to be speechless. He died in the course of the night. Samandre...began to
complain of cold and stiffness of joints. Being unable to keep up a sufficient fire to warm him,
we laid him down and covered him with several blankets. He did not, however, appear to get
better, and I deeply lament to say that he also died before daybreak. We removed the bodies
of the deceased into the opposite part of the house, but our united strength was inadequate
to the task of interring them, or even carrying them down to the river.

[November 6| — 1 observed, that in proportion as our strength decayed, our minds
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exhibited symptoms of weakness, evineed by a kind of unreasonable pettishness with cach
other. Each of us thought the other weaker i intellect than himself, and more i need of

advice and assistance. So trifling a circumstance as a change of place, recommended by

one as being warmer and more comfortable, and refused by the other from a dread of

motion, frequently called forth fretful expressions which were no sooner uttered than
atoned for, to be repeated perhaps i the course of a few minutes. The same thing often
occurred when we endeavoured to assist each other in carrying wood to the tire; none of
us were willing to recetve assistance, although the task was disproportionate ro our
strength. On one of these occasions Hepburn was so convinced of his waywardness that
he exclaimed, ‘Dear me, if we are spared to return to England, I wonder it we shall recover
our understandings.’

November 7 — Dr. Richardson came in to communicate the joyvful intelligence that
relief had arrived. He and myselt immediately addressed thanksgiving to the throne of
mercy for this deliverance, but poor Adam was in so low a state that he could scarcely
comprehend the information. When the Indians entered, he attempted to rise but sank
down again. But for this seasonable interposition of Providence, his existence must have
terminated in a few hours, and that of the rest probably in not many davs...
Dr. Richardson, Hepburn, and 1, eagerly devoured the food, which they imprudently
presented to us, in too great abundance, and in consequence suffered dreadfully from indi-
gestion, and had no rest the whole night...We were perfectly aware of the danger, and Dr.
Richardson repeatedly cautioned us to be moderate; but he was himself unable to practise
the caution he so judiciously recommended..

November 8 - In the evening they brought in a pile of dried wood, which was lying on
the river-side, and on which we had often cast a wishful eye, being unable to drag it up
the bank. The Indians set about everything with an activity that amazed us. Indeed,
contrasted with our emaciated figures and extreme debility, their frames appeared to us
gigantic, and their strength supernatural. These kind creatures next turned their attention
to our personal appearance, and prevailed upon us to shave and wash ourselves.
The beards of the Doctor and Hepburn had been untouched since they lefr the sea-coast,
and were become of a hideous length, and peculiarly offensive to the Indians. The doctor
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and I suffered extremely from distension and therefore ate sparin

J. FRANKLIN, Narrative of a Journey to the Shores of the Polar Sea, 1823.
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Clapperton, the least
tutored member of the
expedition, laboured to
produce this painting of
a Sabaran oasis. Such a
bounteous sight was
rare: typically they had
to dig for several hours
to find the smallest
trickle. As Denbham
recorded of one stop,
“The wells were so
choked up with sand,
that several cart-loads
of it were removed
previous to finding
sufficient water; and
cven then the animals
could not drink until
near ten at night,’

DIZON DENHAM 501505
HUGH CLLAPPERTON 55 1526
WALTER QUDNEY oo,

The slave trail to Chad

IN 1822 DENHAM, CLAPPERTON AND OUDNEY, accompanied by a seaman named
Hillman, attempted to cross the Sabara with a view to finding the Niger. They caught a
caravan through the desert and on 24 February 1823 became the first Europeans to see Lake
Chad. It bad been a quarrelsome journey, both Denham and Oudney disputing leadership
of the group: at one point Denbam felt so aggrieved that he quit the expedition;
Clapperton and Oudney were extremely disappointed when he later rejoined them.
At Lake Chad the anatagonists went their separate ways: Denham to explore the
surrounding region (and become inadvertently involved in a slave raid); Clapperton and
Oudney to strike west towards Sokoto, where they hoped not only to glean information
concerming the Niger's whereabouts but also to learn about the mysterious city of
Timbuctoo. They regrouped in 1824, neither party having found the Niger and Oudney
having died of tuberculosis. Within three months of their return Clapperton was off again,
this time attacking the Niger from the south. He died of ferer in Sokoto in 1826, still
without success. His manservant, Richard Lemon Lander, successfully traced the course

of the Niger in 1831.

THEIR WAY SOUTH TOOK THEM ALONG ANCIENT TRANS-SAHARAN TRADE ROUTES.
DENHAM WAS UNSETTIED TO DISCOVER HOW MUCH HUMAN DEBRIS SLAVE CARAVANS
LEFT IN THEIR WAKE.

Dec. 22 = We moved before daylight, passing some rough sand hills, mixed with red stone,
to the west, over a plain of fine gravel, and halted at the maten, called El-Hammar, close
under a bluff head, which had been in view since quitting our encampment in the
morning. Strict orders had been given this day for the camels to keep close up, and for the
Arabs not to straggle — the Tibboo Arabs having been seen on the look-out. During the
last two days, we had passed on an average from sixty to eighty or ninety skeletons each
day; but the numbers that lay about the wells at El-Hammar were countless: those of two
women, whose perfect and regular teeth bespoke them young, were particularly shocking;
their arms still remained clasped around each other as they had expired; although the flesh
had tong since perished by being exposed to the burning rays of the sun, and the black-
ened bones only left: the nails of the fingers, and some of the sinews of the hand, also
remained; and part of the tongue of one of them still appeared through the teeth. We had
now passed six days of desert without the slightest appearance of vegetation, and a little
branch of the souak was brought me here as a comfort and curiosity. On the following
day we had alternately plains of sand and loose gravel, and had a distant view of some
hills to the west. While 1T was dozing on my horse about noon, overcome by the heat of
the sun, which at that time of the day always shone with great power, I was suddenly
awakened by a crashing under his feet, which startled me excessively. I found that my
steed had, without any sensation of shame or alarm, stepped upon the perfect skeletons

of two human beings, cracking their brittle bones under his feet, and, by one trip of his
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foot, separating a skull from the trunk, which rotled on like a ball before him. This event
gave me a sensation which it took some time to remove. My horse was for many days not
tooked upon with the same regard as formerly.

D. DENHAM, H. CrarperTON, W. OUDNLEY, A Narrative of Travels and Discoveries in Northern and Central

Africa, 1828.

AN UNEXPECTED OUTCOME TO A SLAVE RAID.

I now for the first time, as [ saw Barca Gana on a fresh horse, lamented my own folly in
so exposing myself, badly prepared as I was for accidents. If either of my horse’s wounds
were from poisoned arrows, | felt that nothing could save me: however there was not
much time for reflection; we instantly became a flying mass, and plunged, in the greatest
disorder, into that wood we had but a few hours before moved through with order, and
very different feelings. I had got a little to the westward of Barca Gana, in the confusion
which took place on our passing the ravine which had been left just in our rear, and where
upwards of one hundred of the Bornowy were speared by the Felatahs, and was following
at a round gallop the steps of one of the Mandara eunuchs, who, T observed, kept a good
look out, his head being constantly turned over his left shoulder, with a face expressive of
the greatest dismay — when the cries behind, of the Felatah horse pursuing, made us both
quicken our paces. The spur, however, had the effect of incapacitating my beast attogether,
as the arrow, [ found afterwards, had reached the shoulder-bone, and i passing over some
rough ground, he stumbled and fell. Almost before T was on my legs, the Felatahs were

DENHAM., C1APPERTON & OUDNEY | 41
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upon me; I had, however, kept hold of the bridle, and seizing a pistol from the holsters, |
presented it at two ot the ferocious savages, who were pressing me with their spears; they
instantly went oft; but another who came on me more boldly, just as I was endeavouring,
to mount, received the contents somewhere in his left shoulder, and again I was enable to
place my toot in the stirrup. Remounted, T again pushed myv retreats 1 had not, however,
proceeded many hundred yards, when my horse again came down, with such violence as
to throw me against a tree at considerable distance; and alarmed at the horses behind him,
he quickly got up and escaped, leaving me on foot and unarmed.

The cunuch and his four followers were here butchered, after a very shight resistance,
and stripped within a few vards of me: their cries were dreadtul; and even now the fecel
ings of that moment are fresh in my memory: my hopes of life were too faint to descrve
the name. I was almost instantly surrounded, and incapable of making the least resistance,
as T was unarmed — was as speedily stripped, and whilst attempting first to save my shirt
and then my trousers, I was thrown to the ground. My pursuers made several thrusts at
me with their spears, that badly wounded my hands in two places, and slightly my body,
just under my ribs on the right side: indeed, I saw nothing before me but the same cruel
death I had seen unmercitully iflicted on the few who had fallen into the powers of those
who now had possession of me; and they were alone prevented from murdering me, in the
first instance, I am persuaded, by the fear of injuring the value of my clothes, which
appeared to them a rich booty — but it was otherwise ordained.

My shirt was now absolutely torn oft my back, and I was left perfectly naked. When
my plunderers began to quarrel for the spoil, the idea of escape came like lightening across
my mind, and without a moment’s hesitation or reflecting 1 crept under the belly of the
horse nearest to me, and started as fast as my legs could carry me for the thickest part of
the wood: two of the Felatahs followed, and I ran on to the eastward, knowing that our
stragglers would be in that direction, but still almost s much afraid of friends as foes. My
persuers gained on me, for the prickly underwood not only obstructed my passage, but
tore my flesh miserably; and the delight with which T saw a mountain-stream gliding along
at the bottom of a deep ravine cannot be imagined. My strength had almost left me, and
[ seized the young branches issuing from the stump of a large tree which overhung the
ravine, for the purpose of letting myself down into the water, as the sides were precipi-
tous, when, under my hand, as the branch yielded to the weight of my body, a large litta,
the worst kind of serpent this country produces, rose from its coil, as if in the very act of
striking. I was horror-struck, and deprived for a moment of all recollection - the branch
slipped from my hand, and I tumbled headlong into the water beneath; this shock,
however, revived me and with three stroked of my arms 1 reached the opposite bank,
which, with difficulty, I crawled up; and then, for the first time, felt myself safe from
my pursuers.

A Narrative of Travels and Discoveries in Northern and Central Africa.
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A bodyguard m service
to the Sheikh of Born
exudes an air of
menace, as depicted by
Dixou Denban, The
Shetkh, whose kingdon
fay to the west of Lake
Chad, was hospitable
w the extreme. His
51(/‘/& s, /HlI(‘('l't'I‘. nere
Jess acconmmodating.

Of one village Denham
recorded that the
inhabitants counsidered
Christians, ‘the worst
people i the world, and
probably, watil they sao
me, scarcely helieved
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Caillié’s sketch of
Timbuctoo disenchanted
many Europeans. It was

popudarly beld to be a
city of fantastic wealth,
a centre of cvilization
whose streets were
paved with gold and
whaose libraries were the
repository l)/vAHIL'I.('U/
wisdom. In fact it was
just a drab entrepot m
an even drabber desert.
“The city presented, at
first view, nothing but a
mass of ill-looking
bouses, built of earth’,
Cailli¢ wrote. ‘Nothing
was to be seen in all
directions but imense
plains of quicksand of a
vellowish white colous.
The sky was a pale red
as /'JT as the borizon: all
nature wore a dreary
aspect, and the most

‘[)r'(:/'uliml' silence

prevailed; not even the
warblig of a bird was
to be beard...the
difficulties surmounted
by its founders cannot
/;Ii/ to excite the
admuration.’

Vi 7
RENE CAILLE o055

Finding the fabled city of Timbuctoo

CAlLLIE HAD ATWAYS wanted to explore Africa and in the inid-1820s be set his cap at the
fabled city of Timbuctoo. The only European to bave seen it was a Briton, Gordon Laing,
who bad been murdered in 1826 by Touareg tribesmen before he could bring home the
neiwws of bis discovery. Caillié resolved that a Frenchman could do better. In 1827, having
learnt Arabic, and undertaken a brief course of religious instruction, be left West Africa
on a caravan bound for Timbuctoo, posing as a Muslim slave who wanted to find his way
home to Egypt. He suffered from fever, was crippled by an infected foot and contracted
such bad scurvy that his palate crumbled onto his tongue. Nevertheless, he persevered
until he eventually reached his goal on 20 April 1828. He left within two weeks, preferring
to catch a trans-Saharan caravan to Morocco rather than retrace bis steps to West Africa
because bis ‘many enenies, would pretend to doubt the fact of my journey and of my resi-
dence at Timbuctoo, whereas, by returning though the Barbary states, the mere mention
of the point at which 1 had arrived would reduce the most malignant to silence.” He was
rerwarded handsomely by the Geograplhical Society of Paris, but never returned to Africa,

dying of tuberculosis on 17 May 1838.

ON HIS HOMEWARD JOURNEY CAILLIF ENCOUNTERED A SANDSTORM.,

What distressed us most during this horrible day was the pillars ot sand, which threatened
every moment to bury us in their course. One of the largest of these pillars crossed our
camp, overset all the tents, and whirling us about like straws, threw us one upon another
in the utmost confusion; we knew not where we were, and could distinguish nothing at
the distance of a foot. The sand wrapped us in darkness like a thick fog, and heaven and
carth seemed confounded and blended into one.

In this commotion of nature, the consternation was general; nothing was heard on all
sides but lamentation, and most of my companions recommended themselves to heaven,
crying out with all their might, “There is no God but God, and Mahomet is his prophet!’
Through these shouts and prayers, and the roaring of the wind, I could distinguish at
intervals, the low plaintive moan of the camels, who were so much alarmed as their
masters, and more to be pitied, as they had not tasted food for four days. Whilst this
frightful tempest lasted, we remained stretched on the ground, motionless, dying of thirst,
burned by the heat of the sand, and buffetted by the wind. We suffered nothing, however,
from the sun, whose disk, almost concealed by the cloud of sand, appeared dim and shorn
of 1ts beams. We durst not use our water, for fear the wells should be dry, and I know not
what would have become of us if, about three o’clock, the wind had not abated. As soon
as it became calm, we prepared to set off, and the dokhnou was mixed and distributed.
It is difficult to describe with what impatience we longed for this moment; to enhance the
pleasure which I expected from my portion, I thrust my head into the vessel and sucked
up the water in long draughts. When I had drunk, [ had an unpleasant sensation all over
me, which was quickly succeeded by fresh thirst.

About half past four in the afternoon, we left the place where we had experienced this
terrible hurricane, and proceeded on our way towards the north. The camels walked
slowly and with effort, for they were almost exhausted; the poor beasts looked jaded and
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dejected. The sight of this numerous caravan, destitute of water, and condemned to die of
thirst, scattered over the arid land, was truly dismal. The camels gently shaking their
heads, or ruminating, took their course towards the north, without requiring any
direction. We advanced over a sandy soil covered with rocks, rising about five feet above
its surface. Wrapped in my own reflections, I thought of the wisdom of divine Providence,
which has anticipated all our wants. What a masterpiece of nature’s workmanship, said 1,
1s the camel! If it were not for this wonderful animal, who could exist for a week withourt
food, how could these deserts be traversed? No mortal would dare attempt it, or if any
were rash enough to venture upon such an undertaking, certain death would be the
reward of his temerity. These reflections are trite; but they were natural in the situation in
which T was placed, and T wish to give an account of my thoughts as well as of my
sensations and sufferings.

R. CatLLie, Travels through Central Africa to Timbuctoo, 1830.
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The ihabitants of
Bootbia - the only
landmass in the world
to be named after a
brand of gin — flee from
the mterlopers. Later,
however, they came
aboard the Victory to
drare maps of the
terram and to advise
Ross on bow best to
survive the Arctic
winter. In return, Ross
ordered the Vi(nn‘)"\
carpenter to make o
wooden leg for a man
who bad lost bis own to
a polar bear. Far ahead
of hus time, Ross kept
his crew scurvy-free by
the adoption of an
Eskuono diet vich i
fresh meat und fisb.

JOHN ROSS o556

Icebound in the Arctic

HAVING BEEN CASTIGATED for his failure to locate the North West Passage on an 1818
expedition to Baffin Bay, Ross sought to restore his reputation. In 1829 be sailed for
the Arctic aboard a tiny steam ship, Victory, sponsored by the gin magnate Felix Booth.
He spent a record four years trapped in the Passage. A cantunkerous man, be used the
many spare hours to vent his opinions on the Arctic, its inhabitants, its climate, bis ship,
bis crew and life in general. In bis less irritable moments he also painted watercolours of
naive immmediacy that gave the outside world 1ts first glimpse (in colour) of the long, Arctic
mght. Although disliked by the majority of the crew - including bis nephew James Clark
Ross who discovered the North Magnetic Pole in 1832 - bis ingemuty and  forcefulness

brought them safely bome in one of the first, great, boat escapes from the polar ice.

ON FSKIMOS.

23 August 1831 It being the King’s birthday, the flags were all displayed; an exhibition
which seemed much to delight our native friends; while the men had extra allowance, and
so forth, according to custom. One of the natives, being invited into the cabin, informed
us of some of the aftfairs of his coterie. The widow of the dead man had immediately
obtained a new husband; because she had five children. The because would not be a very
good reason in England, 1t is certaing the ready made family of another is not often a
source of much comfort; and that it is not a valuable property needs not be said. But here,
the five children were a commodity of price...a source of profit instead of loss, and of
happiness instead of vexation and torment. Even at eight they begin to be serviceable: in
a few years they are able to maintain more than themselves; and when the parents are old,
be they step-children, or entirely and absolutely adopted, as 1s also here the usage, it is on
them that the helpless depend for that support which is a matter of course. There are no
poor-rates in this country...It is a Utopian state of things when she of five children is the
best of wives, and can take her choice of the young men: it is more than Utopian, when
population 1s not poverty, but wealth: when men really will labour, and when the labour
of a man will...support, not only himself, but those who must depend on him till they can,
and will, labour for themselves. Let the wise of wiser lands travel hither and take lessons
of wisdom from the savages in seal-skins, who drink oil, and eat their fish raw.

Of another portion of their political economy | must not speak with approbation:
yet there is some philosophical fitness m it too, when coupled with that which has
preceded. We must not pull a system of legislation to pieces, and then say that this or
the other law is a bad one. Let the whole be contemplated in a mass...before we presume
to decide whart is right... It is the custom to interchange wives. If the Romans did the
same, under very other civilization, [ fear their reasons are indefensible, though I need
not here inquire what those were. In this country, the views of the citizens may be
physiologically philosophical, for aught that I know to the contrary, though it remained
to discover whether they proved sound in practice. The people thus considered that they
should have more children: it is a good thing to have good reasons for doing what may
not be very right.
|. Ross, Narrative of a Second Voyage in Search of u North West Passage, 1835.
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i3 August 1831 The party returned, wives, children, and all, to the amount of twenrty-
three, and were regaled by us with a dinner of fish and fat. We purchased some clothing,
and accompanied them to their tents; glad even of their society, under our present dearth
of variety or amusement. Is there any thing that can convey in a stronger manner our utter
destitution of all that can interest men, whether in occupation or amusement, than to
confess that we found a relief from the self-converse of our own minds and the society ot
cach other, from the eternal wearisome iteration of thermometrical registers and winds,
and tdes, and ice, and boats, and rigging, and cating, in the company of these greasy
gourmandizing specimens of humanity, whose language we could scarcely comprehend,
yet whose ideas were, I believe, more than sufficiendy comprehended without any
language at all. Let no one suppose that we had not fele all this, during months, first, and
during years, afterwards, if [ have not told it, if I have passed it all by, as if we had never
felt it. There were evils of cold, and evils of hunger, and evils of toil; and though we did
not die nor lose our limbs, as men have done in those lands, we had to share with the rest
of the world, those evils of petty sickness which are sufficiently grievous while they exist,
though they make but a small figure in the history of life, and would make a much smaller
one in that of such an expedition as ours. Had we not also undergone abundance of
anxiety and care; of the sufferings of disappointed hope; of more than all this, and of not
less than all, those longings after our far-distant friends and our native land, from which
who that has voyaged far from that home and those friends has ever been exempt? And
who more than we, to whom it could not but often have occurred, that we might never

again see those friends and that home? Yet there was a pain even beyond all this; and that

JOHN ROSS [ 4
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Baffin Bay
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grievance seldom ceased. We were weary for want of occupation, for want of variety, for
want of the means of mental exertion, for want of thought, and (why should I not say it?)
for want of society. To-day was as yesterday, and as was to-day, so would be tomorrow:
while if there was no variety, as no hope of better, is it wonderful that even the visits of
barbarians were welcome, or can anything more strongly show the nature of our pleas-
ures, than the confession that these were delightful; even as the society of London might

be amid the business of London?’

THIRD YEAR IN THFE ICE.

31 August 1831 [t was an unpleasing circumstance to know, that although we had no men
absolutely sick, and there had been no scurvy, the health of our crew in general was not
what it had been; as they had also proved that they were incapable of bearing fatigue,
and especially the travelling among ice.

That it had been a dull month, on the whole, to us, I need scarcely to say. I fear that
this meagre journal bears but too evident marks of it, and on no more occasions than the
present. But what can the journalist do, more than the navigator? If this was a durance of
few events, and those of little variety, even these had no longer aught to mark a ditference
among them, nothing to attract attention or excite thought. The sameness of every thing
weighed on the spirits, and the mind itself flagged under the want of excitement; while
even such as there was, proved but a wearisome iteration of what had often occurred
before. On no occasion, even when all was new, had there been much to interest; far less
was there, now that we had been so long imprisoned to almost one spot: and, with as little
to sce as to reflect on, there were not materials from which any thought, keeping clear of
the equal hazards of falsity or romance, could have constructed an interesting narrative.
On the land there was nothing of picturesque to admit of description: the hills displayed
no character, the rocks were rarely possessed of any, and the lakes and rivers were without

beauty. Vegetation there was hardly any, and trees there were none; while, had there even
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existed a beauty ot scenery, every thing was suffocated and deformed by the endless,
wearisome, heart-sinking, uniform, cold ltoad of ice and snow. On the sea there was no
variety; for here, equally, all was ice during the far greater part of the year, and it was thus
mdifferent what was water and what land. Rarely did the sky show aught to replace this
dearth of beauty and variety belows all the means of the picturesque display were wintry,
and when we turned to the moral picture, what was 1t but the rare sight ot men whose
miserable peculiarities were too limited to interest us long, and whose ideas were
exhausted at almost the first meeting. Who, confined to materials as these, shall hope to
produce a book of interest and amusement? It is worse than the condemnation to ‘make
bricks without straw...

14 September The new ice was thick enough to skate ong but it was an amusement that
we would gladly have dispensed with...

To us, the sight of ice was a plague, a vexation, a torment, an evil, a matter of despair.
Could we have skated the whole country over, it would not have been an amusement; for
there was no object to gain, no society to contend with in the race of fame, no one to
admire us, no rivalry, no encouragement, no object. We had exercise enough withour this
addition; and worst of all, the ice which bound us and our ship in fetters of worse than
iron, which surrounded us, obstructed us, annoyed us in every possible manner, and thus
haunted and vexed us for ten months of the year, had long become so odious to our sight,
that I doubt if all the occupation which the skating on it could have afforded us, would
not rather have been a grievance than an enjoyment. We hated its sight, because we hated
its effects; and every thing that belonged to it, every idea associated with it was hateful.

Is there any one who loves the sight of ice and snow? | imagine, now, that [ always
doubted this; I am quite sure of it at present...

These are the objections to a snow landscape, which even the experience of a day may
furnish: how much more, when, for more than half the vear, all the element above head
is snow, when the gale is a gale of snow, the fog a fog of snow, when the sun shines but
to glitter on snow which is, yet does not fall, when the breath of the mouth ts snow, when
snow settles on the hair, the dress, the eyelashes, where snow falls around us and fills our
chambers, our beds, our dishes, should we open a door, should the external air get access
to our ‘penetralia;” where the “crystal stream’ in which we must quench our thirst is a
kettle of snow with a lamp of oil, where our sofas are of snow, and our houses of snow;
when snow was our decks, snow our awnings, snow our observatories, snow our larder,
snow our salt; and, when all the other uses of snow should be at last of no more avail,
our coffins and graves were to be graves and coffins of snow.

Is this not more than enough of snow that suffices for admiration?

Narrative of a Second Vovage in Search of a North West Passage, 1835.

JOHN ROSS [ s1]

Ross's image of au igloo
settlenent on Bootha
resenmtbles a bnan
anthdl. Never a man to
/1)[/(11(' the letter of
selenttific law, be
attracted much abuse
after bis first vovage for
baving described the
Etaly Eskintos as *Arctic
Highlanders'. He did
not care. i 1830 he
named this particular
village *‘North Heudon®
after a London suburb.



I'he sight of a stone
colossus greeted
Stepbens and
Cathereood when they
discorered the lost city
of Copan. ‘It was about
fourteen feet high and
three feet on each side,
sculptured in very bold
relief”, wrote Stephens.
“T'he front was the
figure of a man
curionsly and richly
dressed, and the face,
evidenthy a portrait,
solemn, ster und well
fitted to excite

terror... This our guide

called an ‘l1dol.

OVERIFAF

A fallen stone 1dol,
beauntifully drawen by
Catheriwood who
documented the yuins
and monuments at
Copan with great
architectural det.il.
Freed from the forest,
the repuains showed “a
high degree of
constructive skill, and
attesting, in the
ornarments and
proportions, to the
prevalence of un
indigenons and well
established system of
design, varying from any
known models in the
old ll'u)].['. be wrote.

JOHN STEPHENS 5.5 .

The lost cities of Central America

LAWYER AND ARCHAFOLOGIST, Stepbens travelled widely thronghout the Middle East,
Poland and Russia before being appointed Special Ambassador to Central America in
1839. Here be became enthralled by the ruins of Mayan civilization and made several trips
into the relatively unexplored region of Yucatan. The overgrown structures be discovered
were almost as impenetrable as the forests surrounding them. Of Copan, for example, he
wrote, “The city was desolate...1t lay before us like a shattered bark in the midst of the
ocean, ber masts gone, her name effaced, her crew perished, and none to tell whence she
came, to whom she belonged, how long on her voyage, or what caused her destruction;
her lost people to be traced only by some fancied resemblance in the construction of the
vessel, and, perbaps, never to be known at all..All was mystery, dark, impenetrable
mystery, and every circumstance increased it." Descriptions such as these turned his
journals into best-sellers — as did the illustrations supplied by his companion Frederick
Catheriwood. Stephens later bought Copan from a local landowner for fiftv dollars,
but died in Panama before (as rumounred) he could realize bis ambition of transplanting
it to Central Park.

STEPHENS WAS INTRIGUED BY A CAVE AT MAXCANU, KNOWN TO THE LOCALS AS EI LAVERINTO,
“THE LABYRINTH',

I had heard before so much of caves, and had been so often disappointed, that I did not
expect much from this; but the first view satisfied me in regard to the main point, viz.,
that 1t was not a natural cave, and that, as had been represented to me, it was hecha
a mano, or made by hand...

Notwithstanding its wonderful reputation, and a name which alone, in any other
country, would induce a thorough exploration, it is a singular fact, and exhibits more
strikingly than anything [ can mention the indifference of the people of all classes to the
antiquities of the country, that up to the time of my arrival at the door, this Laberinto had
never been examined...Several people had penetrated to some distance with a string held
outside, but had turned back, and the universal belief was, that it contained passages
without number and without end.

Under these circumstances, [ certainly felt some degree of excitement as I stood in the
doorway. The very name called up those stupendous works in Crete and on the shores of
the Moeritic Lake which are now almost discredited as fabulous.

My retinue consisted of eight men, who considered themselves in my employ, besides
three or four supernumeraries, and all together formed a crowd round the door. Except
the mayoral of Uxmal, [ had never seen one of them before, and as I considered it impor-
tant to have a reliable man outside, [ stationed him at the door with a ball of twine. I tied
one end round my left wrist, and told one of the men to light a torch and follow me, but
he refused absolutely, and all the rest, one after the other, did the same. They were all
ready enough to hold the string; and I was curious to know, and had a conference with
them on the interesting point, whether they expected any pay for their services in standing
out of doors. One expected pay for showing me the place, others for carrying water,
another for taking care of the horses, and so on, but [ terminated the matter abruptly by
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dectaring that I should not pay one of them a medio; and ordering them all away from the
door, which they were smothermg,...l entered with a candle in one hand and a pistol in
the other...

I was not entirely free from the apprehension of starting some wild animal, and moved
very slowly and very cautiously. In the mean time, in turning the corners, my twine would
be entangled, and the Indians, moved by the probability of getting no pay, entered 1o clear
it, and by degrees all came up with me i a body.. 1 got a glimpse of their torches behmd
me just as [ was turning into a new passage, and at the moment 1 was startled by a noise
which sent me back rather quickly, and completely routed them. It proceeded from a
rushing of bats, and, having a sort of horror of these beastly birds, this was an ugly place
to meet them i, for the passage was so low, and there was so little room for a flight over
head, that in walking upright there was great danger of their seriking the face. It was neces-
sary to move with the head bent down, and protecting the lights from the flapping of their
wings. Nevertheless, every step was exciting, and called up recollections of the Pyramids
and tombs of Egypt, and T could not but believe that these dark and intricate passages
would introduce me to some large saloon, or perhaps some royal sepulchre...all at once
| found the passage choked up and effectually stopped. The ceiling had fallen in, crushed
by a great mass of superincumbent carth, and farther progress was utterly impossible...

In a spirit of utter disappoimtment, I pointed out to the Indians the mass of earth that,
as it were, maliciously cut off all my hopes, and told them to put an end to their lying
stories about the Laberinto and its having no end; and in my disappointment I began to
feel most sensibly the excessive heat and closeness of the place, which I had hardly
perceived before, and which now became almost msufferable from the smoke of the
torches and the Indians choking the narrow passage.

All that I could do, and that was very unsatisfactory, was to find out the plan of this
subterranean structure. I had with me a pocket compass, and, notwithstanding the heat
and smoke, and the lictle help that the Indians afforded me, under all annoyances, and
with the sweat dropping on my memorandum book, I measured back to the door...

Having heard the place spoken of as a subterrancous construction, and seemg, when
[ reached the ground, a half-buried door with a mass of overgrown earth above it, it had
not occurred to me to think otherwise; but on examining outside, 1 found that what
I had taken for an irregular natural formation, like a hill-side, was a pyramidal
mound...Heretofore it had been our mmpression that these mounds were solid and
compact masses of stone and earth, without any chambers or structures of any kind,
and the discovery of this gave rise to the exciting idea that all the great mounds scattered
over the country contained secret, unknown, and hidden chambers, presenting an
immense field for exploration and discovery, and, rumed as the buildings on their summits
were, perhaps the only source left for acquiring knowledge of the people by whom the
cities were constructed.

1 was really at a loss to know what to do. I was almost tempted to abandon everything
else, send word to my companions, and not leave the spot till I had pulled down the whole
mound, and discovered every secret it contained; but it was not a work to be undertaken
in a hurry, and [ determined to leave it for a future occasion. I never had an opportunity
of returning to this mound. It remains with all its mystery around it, worthy the enterprise
of some future explorer, and I cannot but indulge the hope that the tme is not dar distant
when its mystery will be removed and all that is hidden brought to light.

J. STEPHENS, Incidents of Travel in Yucatan, Vol 1, 1843.

JOHN STEPHENS

A precarions wooden
SEICAy ges dccess Lo
a cave near Boloncheén.
Ihis eas the start of an
mndergronnd system
that led via tmimels and
further caves to a
subterranean well. *Onr
Indians began the
descent’, \/('{’{’1')1\
wrote, “but the foremaost
bad bardly got bis bead
below the surface,
before one of the
romnnds brote, and be
onldy saved bimself by
clinging to anotber.

We attempted a descent
with some little
misgivings: bt by
keeping each hand and
foot on a different
ronund, with an
occastonal crash and
slide, we all reached the
foot of the ladder.



Being able to record

1/,71‘.\(' three species ()/.

palni tree was a positive
delight for Darwin.
Although he enthused
about the voyage's
scientific potential, he
suffered badly from sea
sickness and was aliways
happy when the Beagle
approached land. *“What
are the boasted glories
of the tllimitable ocean?’
he complamned.

‘A tedious waste, a
desert of water as the
Arabian calls 1t

CHARLES DARWIN (so5-s.

The voyage of the Beagle

DARWIN WAS PONDERING a career as a cleric when a friend recommended him for the post
of naturalist on a survey ship bound for South America. With nothing nch on bis hands,
Darwin accepted. From this almost accidental chain of events sprang one of the most
momentous journeys in the bistory of exploration. The 1831-36 vovage of the Beagle took
it not just to South America but to the South Pacific and Soutlh Africa on a full circuom-
navigation of the globe. While discovering no new territory it gave Darwin remarkable
insights into the nature of the planet. Six years later be published bis first set of findings
in a book describing the formation of coral reefs. It 1wwas not until 1859, however, that be
produced The Origin ot Species in which he used observations made on the Galapagos
Islands to elaborate the theory of evolution. Contemplating bis experiences, be wrote with
mild understatement: *It appears to me that nothing can be more improving to a young

naturalist than a journey in distant countries.’

IN THE GALAPAGOS ISLANDS, SEPTEMBER 1835.
17th... The Bay swarmed with animals; Fish, Shark & Turtles were popping their heads up
in all parts. Fishing lines were soon put overboard & great numbers of fine fish 2 & even
3 feet long were caught. This sport makes all hands very merry; loud laughter & the heavy
flapping of fish are heard on every side. — After dinner a party went on shore to try to
catch Tortoises, but were unsuccessful. = These islands appear paradises for the whole
family of Reprtiles. Besides three kinds of Turtles, the Tortoise is so abundant that [a] single
Ship’s company here caught from 500-8o0 in a short time. — The black Lava rocks on the
beach are frequented by large (2-3 fr.) most disgusting, clumsy Lizards. They are as black
as the porous rocks over which they crawl & seek their prey from the Sea. — Somebody
calls them ‘imps of darkness’. = They assuredly well become the land they inhabit. — When
on shore 1 proceeded to botanize & obtained ro different flowers; but such insignificant,
ugly little flowers, as would better become an Arctic, than a Tropical country. — The little
birds are Strangers to Man & think him as innocent as their countrymen the huge
Tortoises. Little birds within 3 & four feet, quietly hopped about the bushes & were not
frightened by stones being thrown at them. Mr. King killed one with his hat & I pushed
off a branch with the end of my gun a large Hawk.

21st. My servant & self were landed a few miles to the NE in order that | might
examine the district mentioned...as resembling chimney. The comparison would have been
more exact if I had said the iron furnaces near Wolverhampton. — From one point of view
I counted 60 of these truncated hillocks, which are only from 50 to 100 ft above the plain
of Lava. = The age of the various streams is distinctly marked by the presence & absence
of Vegetation; in the latter & more modern nothing can be imagined more rough &
horrid. = Such a surface has been aptly compared to a sea in its most boisterous moments.
No sca however presents such irregular indentations, - nor such deep & long chasms. The
craters are all entirely inert; consisting indeed of of nothing more than a ring of cinders.
— There are large circular pits, from 30 to 8o ft deep; which might be mistaken for Craters,
but are in reality formed by the subsidence of the roofs of great caverns, which probably

were produced by a volume of gaz ar the time when the Lava was liquid. — The scene was
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I'his South American
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ornithologist whom
Darwin recruited to
analyze the specimens
he brought home.
Gould’s \[IIL{_\' of the
finches found on the
Galapagos Islands
helped Darwin
formulate bis theory of
evolution. Of the
thirteen new species
that Gould identified
in 183~ only nine
exist today.

Birde £V 4

74 7
Llhea Larivinee

to me novel & full of interest; it 1s ahways delightful to behold anything which has been
long famihar, but only by description. — In my walk I met two very large Tortoises
(circumference of shell about 7 ft). One was eating a Cactus & then quietly walked away.
The other gave a deep & loud hiss & then drew back his head. — They were so heavy,
[ could scarcely Iift them off the ground. — Surrounded by the black Lava, the leafless
shrubs & large Cacti, they appeared most old-fashioned antediluvian animals; or rather
mhabitants of some other planet.

22nd. We slept on the sand-beach, & in the morning after having collected many new
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plants, birds, shells & msects, we returned in the evening on board. - This day was
glowing hot, & was the first when our closeness to the Equator was very sensible...

25th.. The mhabitants here lead a sort of Robinson Crusoe life; the houses are very
simple, built of poles and thatched with grass. = Part of their time is employed in hunting,
the wild pigs & goats with which the woods abound; from the c¢limate, agriculture
requires but a small portion. = The main article however of animal food is the Terrapin
or Tortoise: such numbers vet remain that icis calculated two davs huntng will find food
for the other five in the week. — Of course the numbers have been much reduced; not many
vears since the Ship’s company of a Frigate brought down to the Beach more than 200, -
where the settlement now s, around the Springs, they formerly swarmed. = Mr. Lawson
thinks there is yet left sufficient for for 20 years; he has however sent a party to Jame's
Island to salt (there is a Salt mine there) the meat. = Some of the animals are there so very
large that, upwards of 200£b of meat have been procured from one. Mr. Lawson recol-
lect having seen a Terrapin which 6 men could scarcely lift & two could not turn over on
its back. These immense creatures must be very old, in the year 1830 one was caught
(which required 6 men to lift it into the boat) which had various dates carved on its shells;
one was 1786. = The only reason why it was not at that time carried away must have been,
that it was too big for two men to manage. — The Whalers always send away their men in
pairs to hunt.

26th and 27th. Iindustriously collected all the animals, plants, insects & reptiles from
this Island. — It will be very interesting to find from future comparison to what district or
‘centre of creation’ the organized beings of this archipelago must be artached.

9th |October]...The tortoise when it can procure it, drinks great quantities of water:
Hence these animals swarm in the neighbourhood of the Springs. — The average size of the
full-grown ones is nearly a vard ling in its back shell: they are so strong as casily to carry
me, & too heavy to lift from the ground. - In the pathway many are travelling to the water
& others returning, having drunk their fill. - The effect is very comical in seeing these huge
creatures with outstretched neck so deliberately pacing onwards. - I think they march at
the rate 360 vards in an hour; perhaps four miles in the 24. - When they arrive at the
Spring, they bury their heads above the eyes in the muddy water & greedily suck in great
mouthfulls, quite regardless of lookers on. -

Wherever there is water...roads lead from all sides to it, these extend for distances of
miles. -It is by this means that these watering places have been discovered by the
fishermen. -In the low dry region there are but few Tortoises: they are replaced by infinite
numbers of the large vellow herbiverous Lizard mentioned at Albemarle Isd. -
The burrows of this animal are so very numerous; that we had difficulty in finding a spot
to pitch the tents. — These lizards live entirely on vegetable productions; berrys, leaves, for
which latter they frequently crawl up the trees, especially a Mimosa; never drinking water,
they much like the succulent Cactus, & for a piece of it they will, like dogs, struggle [t0]
seize it from another. Their congeners the ‘imps of darkness’ in like manner live entirely
on sea weed. — I suspect such habits are nearly unique in the Saurian race...

During our residence of two days at the Hovels, we lived on the meat of the Tortoise
fried in the transparent Oil which is procured from the fat. = The Breast-plate with the meat
attached to it is roasted as the Gauchos do *Carne con cuero. It is then very good. — Young
Tortoises make capital soup — otherwise the meat is but, to my taste, indifferent food.

Charles Darwin’s Beagle Diwary.
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The Zelée and the
Astrolabe face rough
weather in the
Antarctic. Aged beyond
bis years and crippled
by gout, D Urville was
physically unsuited for
such an arduous voyage.
When he hobbled

aboard, one seaman

said that he looked as l'/'

be would die before the

journey was out.
(Unsettlingly, D Uruville
overheard the remark.)

JULES-SEBASTIEN-CESAR DUMONT DURVILLE -0 ..

The first landing on Antarctica

DUMONT D’URVILLE JOINED the navy at the age of 1= and by the age of 4o he had learned
seven languages (including Hebrew), had acquired the ‘Venus de Milo® for France, had
completed two circummavigations of the globe, and had charted the South Pacific with
such precision that he became the first to identify its three major island groups: Melanesia,
Polynesia and Micronesia. Accused of falsifying his records and mistreating the creiw,
D Urville spent almost tein years at a desk before being ordered on a third circummnaviga-
tion in 1837. This time he was to dip south like Cook before him and go ‘as far as the ice
perniits’ i search of Antarctica. He took tiwo ships, L'Astrolabe and La Zelée, carrying
183 officers and creiw, with the retwward of oo gold coins for reaching the =s5th parallel, an
extra 20 for each degree beyond that and ‘whatever you choose to ask’ for attaining the
Pole. The Pole was beyond their grasp, but they did become the first to land on the main
Antarctic continent, at a spot that D'Urville named Adelie Land after his wife. The return
journey was plagued by desertions and scurvy, and when they returned to France in
November 1840 D’ Urville’s command had shrunk to 130 men. Nevertheless, the voyage

2Ad Droren a records -()I' Antarc iC explora i()II.
had brok I 1 \ntarct lorat

THE EXPFDITION APPROACHES ANTARCTICA.

In the silence of the night, the huge masses of ice about us looked majestic, but also forbid-
ding. The whole crew watched as the sun sank beneath the horizon, trailing after it a long
curtain of light. At midnight it was still dusk and we could easily read on the bridge. We
judged that there was no more than half an hour of proper night. I took advantage of it
to go below for a rest, emerging the following day to confirm the existence of any land
that might he ahead.

At four in the morning, I counted sixty bergs in the vicinity. I knew that we had not
changed position during the night, vet of the enormous blocks that had surrounded us the
day before, each of which looked very similar but had an individual shape, I did not recog-
nise a single one. The sun had been up now for a while...we could feel its heat; as could
the bergs, which underwent an abrupt decomposition. My attention was drawn to one in
particular, which was not far off. Countless streams of water poured from its summit,
running in deep furrows down its sides before plunging as waterfalls onto the sea. The
weather was magnificent, but alas there was no wind. Before us, continually, we could see
land, could follow its undulations: it had no obvious features, was smothered with snow,
stretched from west to east, and seemed to slope gently towards the sea. But we could not
make out a single peak nor find a dark spot to relieve its grey blandness. Therefore we
had reason enough to doubt its existence. However, at midday all uncertainty vanished.
A boat from the Zelée came alongside, and announced that they had seen land yesterday.
Less distrustful than myself, every officer aboard the Zelée was already convinced of the
discovery. Calm weather, unfortunately, prevented a positive confirmation. Still, there was
general rejoicing. Henceforth the success of our enterprise was assured; because the expe-
dition could report, whatever else, the finding of a new country...The two boats that were
sent to find land did not return until half past ten, loaded with rock specimens that they

had collected from the shore.
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Here is an excerpt from the journal of M. Dubouzet [naturalist aboard the Zelée|

recounting this interesting excursion. ‘Throughout the whole day our eyes were fixed on
the coast, trying to find a spot where we could see something other than snow and ice. We
were near despair when, having passed a mass of large ice bergs that completely hid the
shore, we finally sighted a number of small islands whose flanks bore the darker shades
of earth that we so keenly sought. A few moments later, we saw the Astrolabe’s boat
heading for the coast carrying an officer and two naturalists. Immediately, I requested
Captain Jacquinot to put me in the skiff that he was lowering into the sea. The Astrolabe’s
boat had already gained a lead on us; but we strained at the oars and after two and a half
hours we reached the nearest island. Our men were so fired with ardour that they hardly
noticed that their exertions had brought them, in so short a space of time, a distance of
more than seven miles. Along the way, we passed beneath gigantic ice bergs, whose
perpendicular sides, gnawed below by the sea, were wreathed above with long needles of
greenish ice, formed as a result of thawing. No sight could have been more dramaric.
They appeared to form a mighty wall, to the east of the islands for which we were headed,
which made me think that they were grounded in perhaps eighty to a hundred fathoms.
Their height seemed to indicate roughly this draught. The sea was covered with fragments
of ice, which forced us to make frequent detours. On the floes we saw a crowd of penguins
that stared stupidly as we glided past.

It was almost nine o’clock when, to our nexpressible delight, we landed on the
western promontory of the highest and farthest east of the islands. The Astrolabe’s boat
had arrived a moment before us, and its crew were already climbing the rocky chffs,
hurling down the penguins, who were astonished to find themselves so brutally dispos-
sessed of a realm of which they had considered themselves to be the sole inhabitants. We

leaped ashore, armed with pick axes and hammers. The surt made this operation very
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difficult and T was forced to leave several men to hold the boat in position. Immediately
thereafter I sent one of the sailors to raise a tricouleur on this land which no human being,
before us had ever seen or trodden. Following the ancient custom, which the English have
jealously mamtained, we took possession in the name of France, claiming too the nearby
coast which we had been unable to reach on account of the ice. Our enthusiasm and our
joy were increased by the fact that a new addition had been made to France's territories
by dint of peaceful conquest. If the abuse that one heaps on these rites of possession makes
one often regard them as ridiculous and worthless, m this case at least, we felt justified i
preserving the ancient custom to our country’s benefit: we had dispossesed nobody, and
our title was incontestable.

We considered ourselves thereafter as being on French soil, and did so in the comfort
that we had not involved our nation m war.

The ceremony ended, as it should, with a toast. We consumed, to the glory of France,
a bottle of 1its most noble wine which one of our companions had had the presence of
mind to bring with him. Never was the wine of Bordeaux called upon to play a more
worthy role; never was a bottle emptied so fittingly. Surrounded on all sides by eternal
snow and ice, the cold was brisk, and this generous spirit was an excellent consolation
against the temperature. All this took less time than 1t does to write it down. We then set
to work, to see what this desolate land might yield of interest to natural history...

We did not leave the islands until half past nine, enraptured by the riches we carried.
Betore raising our sails, and to say a last farewell, we saluted our discovery with a general
hurrah. The echoes from these silent regions, troubled for the first time by human voices,
returned our cries, then resumed their habitual silence, so sombre and imposing. Driven
bv a gentle breeze from the east, we headed for our ships, which by now were well out to
sea and when tacking were often obscured by massive ice bergs. We did not reach them
until eleven o’clock in the evening. The cold was bitter. The thermometer showed 5
degrees below zero. The outsides of our boats were covered with layers of 1ce. We were
glad to be once again aboard the corvettes, grateful to have been able to complete our
discoveries without mishap because, in this frigid and capricious climate, it 1s best not to
leave a ship for very long.

J. DuMoNT D'URVILLE, Voyage au Pole Sud et dans 1."Oceanie, Vol VIHI, 1844.
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rescue operation.



ELISHA IKENT IGANE (.o -

Stranded in search of the Pole

IN 1853, KANE TOOK the tiny Advance up the west coast of Greenland with the avowed
aim of finding Sir Jobn Franklin - in fact, bis real agenda was to reach the North Pole.
He achicved neither goal, instead surviving tivo winters in the ice, a mutiny, the loss of bis
ship, scurvy, the death of several men and a perilons boat journey to safety. His acconnt
was the most readable of its kind to date and sold m prodigiouns quantities. When be died

at the uge of 37, it took three days for the mourners to file past bis grave.

HAVING RESCUED A STRICKEN SLEDGE PARTY.

I began to feel certain of reaching our half-way station of the day before, where we had
left our tent. But we were still nine miles from it, when, almost without premonition, we
all became aware of an alarming failure of our energies.

I was, of course, familiar with the benumbed and almost lethargic sensation of extreme
cold; and once, when exposed for some hours in the midwinter of Baffin’s Bay, I had expe-
rienced symptoms which I compared to the diffused paralysis of the electro-galvanic
shock. But I had treated the sleepy comfort of freezing as something like the embellish-
ment of romance. I had evidence now to the contrary.

sonsall and Morton, two of our stoutest men, came to me begging permission to sleep:
‘they were not cold: the wind did not enter them now: a little sleep was all they wanted.”
Presently Hans was found nearly stift under a drift; and Thomas, bolt upright, had his
eyes closed, and could hardly articulate. At last, John Blake threw himself on the snow,
and refused to rise. They did not complain of feeling cold; but it was in vain that I wres-
tled, boxed, ran, argued, jeered, or reprimanded: an immediate halt could not be
avoided...

[Pressing ahead with one other companion| I cannot tell how long it took for us to
make the nine miles; for we were in a strange sort of stupor, and had little apprehension
of time. It was probably about four hours...I recall those hours as among the most
wretched T have ever gone through: we were neither of us in our right senses, and retained
a very confused recollection of what preceded our arrival at the tent. We both of us,
however, remember a bear, who walked leisurely before us and tore up as he went a
jumper that Mr. McGary had improvidently thrown off the day before. He tore it into
shreds and rolled it into a ball, but never offered to interfere with our progress..We were
so drunken with cold that we strode on steadily, and, for aught T know, without quick-
ening our pace...

[When the others had caught up| Our halts multiplied, and we fell half-sleeping on the
snow. | could not prevent it. Strange to say, it refreshed us. T ventured on the experiment
myself, making Riley wake me at the end of three minutes; and I felt so much benefited
by it that I timed the men in the same way. They sat on the runners of the sledge, tell asleep
istantly, and were forced to wakefulness when their three minutes were out...We now
took a longer rest, and a last but stouter dram, and reached the brig at 1 p.m., we believe
without a halt.

I say we believe; and here perhaps is the most decided proof of our sutferings: we were

quite delirious, and had ceased to entertain a sane apprehension of the circumstances
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about us. We moved on tike men in a dream. Our footprints seen afterward showed that

we had steered a bee-hne for the brig. It must have been by a sort of instinct, for it left no
impress on the memory...I thought myself the soundest of all, for I went through all the
formula of sanity, and can recall the muttering delirtum of my comrades when we got
back into the cabin of our brig. Yet I have been told since of some speeches and some
orders too of mine, which I should have remembered for their absurdity if my mind had
retained its balance...

Dr. Haves...reported none of our brain-symptoms as serious, referring them property
to the class of those indications of exhausted power which yield to generous diet and rest.
Mr. Ohlsen suffered some time from strabismus and blindness: two others underwent
amputation of parts of the foot, without unpleasant consequences; and two died in spite
ot alt our efforts. The rescue party had been out for seventy-two hours. We had halted in
alt eight hours, half our number sleeping at a time. We travelled between eighty and ninety
miles, most of the way dragging a heavy stedge. The mean temperature of the whole time,
including the warmest hours of three days, was at mmus 41°.2. We had no water except
at our two halts, and were at no time able to intermit vigorous exercise without freezing.

E.Kaxt, Arctic Fxplorations, Vol I, 1856.

IN 1854, THE CREW OF THF ADVANCE MUTINIED.
August 18, Friday. - Reduced our allowance of wood to six pounds a meal. This, among,
eighteen mouths, is one-third of a pound of fuel for each. It allows us coffee twice a day,
and soup once. Our fare besides this is cold pork boiled in quantity and eaten as required.
This sort of thing works badly; but I must save coal for other emergencies. I see
‘darkness ahead’.

[ inspected the ice again to-day. Bad! bad! = I must look another winter in the face.
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I do not shrink from the thought; but, while we have the chance ahead, 1t is my tirse dury
to have all things i readiness to meet it. It 1s horrible — ves, that is the word ~ to look
forward to another vear of discase and darkness to be met without fresh food and without
fuel. I should meet 1t wich a more tempered sadness 1f 1 had no comrades to think for and
protect...

August 21, Monday. — The question of detaching a party was in my mind some time
ago; but the more [ thought it over, the more I'was convinced that it would be neicher right
in itself nor practically safe. For myself personally, it is a simple duty of honor to remain
by the brig... ~ Come what may, I share her fortunes.

But it 1s a different question with my associates. | cannot expect them to adopt my
impulses; and T am by no means sure that I ought to hold them bound to my conclusions.
Have [ the moral righe? For, as to nautical rules, they do not fit the circumstances: among,
the whalers, when a ship is hopelessly beset, the master’s authority gives way, and the crew
take counsel for themselves whether to go or stay by her...

But what presses upon me is of another character. I cannot disguise it from myself that
we are wretchedly prepared for another winter on board. We are a set of scurvy-riddled,
broken-down men; our provisions are sorely reduced in quantity, and are altogether
unsuited to our condition. My only hope of maintaining or restoring such a degree of
health among us as is indispensable to our escape in the spring has been and must be in a
wholesome elastic tone of feeling among the men: a reluctant, brooding, disheartened
spirit would sweep our decks like a pestilence. [ fear the bane of depressing example...

August 23, Wednesday.— The brig cannot escape. | got an eligible position with my
sledge to review the floes, and returned this morning at two o’clock. There is no possi-
bility of our release, unless by some extreme mtervention of the coming tides...I am very
doubtful, indeed, whether our brig can get away at all. It would be inexpedient to attempt
leaving her now i boats; the water-streams closing, the pack nearly fast again, and the
voung ice almost impenetrable.

I shall call the officers and crew rtogether, and make known to them very tully how
things look, and what hazards must attend such an effort as has been proposed among
them. They shall have my views unequivocally expressed...

August 24, Thursday. = At noon to-day I had all hands called, and explained to them
frankly the conditions which have determined me to remain where we are. 1 endeav-
oured to show them that an escape to open water could not succeed, and that the effort
must be exceedingly hazardous: | alluded to our duties to the ship: in a word, I advised
them strenuously to forego the project. I then told them...that I should require them to
place themselves under the command of the officers selected by them before setting our,
and to renounce in writing all claims upon myself and the rest who were resolved to
stay by the vessel. Having done this, I directed the roll to be called, and each man to
answer for himself.

In the result, eight out of seventeen survivors of my party resolved to stand by the brig.

E. KANE, Arctic Explorations, Vol I, 1856.
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A portrait of Burton
typically saturmine
mood. Burton's demonic
appearance and
scapegoat antics
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upbringing. When be
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University at the age of
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RICHARD BURTON 5.0 1500

In Africa and the Orient

BURTON WAS THE ENFANT TERRIBLE Of 19th-century exploration. Highly intelligent, the
master of 2= languages, a resolute traveller, an indefatigable antbropologist and so fiercely
moustached that be prided himself on looking like the devil, he declared that the only
place 11 which he did not feel comfortable was bome. His peregrinations took bim to
India, Africa and the Middle East — he had humnself circumcised before undertaking a trip
to Mecca — and provided material for several contentious books. He became famous for
a squabble with Jobn Hanning Speke as to who bad found the source of the Nile but
achieved lusting notoriety for his descriptions of sexual practices in the Orient.
His wife Isabel burned bis last manuscripts in order to preserve Western civilization

fromt their contents.

ON THE PERILS OF PILGRIMAGE TO MECCA.

As the ceremony of ‘Ramy,’ or Lapidation, must be performed on the first day by all
pilgrims between sunrise and sunset, and as the fiend was malicious enough to appear in
a rugged Pass, the crowd makes the place dangerous. On one side of the road, which is
not forty feet broad, stood a row of shops belonging principally to barbers. On the other
side 1s the rugged wall against which the pillar stands, with a chevaux de frise of Badawin
[Bedouin] and naked boys. The narrow space was crowded with pilgrims, all struggling
like drowning men to approach as near as possible to the Devil; it would have been easy
to run over the heads of the mass. Amongst them were horsemen with rearing chargers.
Badawin on wild camels, and grandees on mules and asses, with out-runners, were
breaking a way by assault and battery. I had read Ali Bey’s self-telicitations upon escaping
this place with *only two wounds in the left leg,” and [ had duly provided myself with a
hidden dagger. The precaution was not useless. Scarcely had my donkey entered the crowd
than he was overthrown by a dromedary, and 1 found myself under the stamping and
roaring beast’s stomach. Avoiding being trampled upon by a judicious use of the knife, |
lost no time in escaping from a place so ignobly dangerous. Some Moslem travellers
assert, in proof of the sanctity of the spot, that no Moslem is ever killed here: Meccans
assured me that accidents are by no means rare.

Presently the boy Mohammed fought his way out of the crowd with a bleeding nose.
We both sat down upon a bench in front of a barber’s booth, and, schooled by adversity,
waited with patience an opportunity. Finding an opening, we approached within about
five cubits of the place, and holding each stone between the thumb and forefinger® of the
right hand, we cast it at the pillar...

Some hold the pebble as a schoolboy does a marble, others between the thumb and
forefinger extended, others shoot them from the thumb knuckle, and most men consult
their own convenience...

The amount of risk which a stranger must encounter at the pilgrimage rites is still
considerable. A learned Orientalist and divine intimated his intention, in a work published
but a few years ago, of visiting Meccah without disguise. He was assured that the Turkish
governor would now offer no obstacle to a European traveller. I would strongly dissuade

a friend from making the attempt. It is true that the Frank is no longer...insulted when he
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ventures out of the Meccan Gate of Jeddah; and that our Vice-Consuls and travellers are

allowed, on condition that their glance do not pollute the shrine, to visit Taif and the
regions lving Eastward of the Holy City...But the first Badawi who caught sight of a
Frank’s hat would not deem himself a man if he did not drive a bullet through the
wearer’s head. At the pilgrimage season disguise is easy on account of the vast and varied
multitudes which visit Meccah exposing the traveller only to ‘stand the butfet with
knaves who smell of sweat.” But woe to the unfortunate who happens to be recognised
in public as an Infidel = unless at least he could throw himselt at once upon the protec-
tion of the government. Amidst, however, a crowd of pilgrims, whose fanaticism is
worked up to the highest pitch, detection would probably ensure his dismissal at once al
numero de” piu. Those who find danger the salt of pleasure may visit Meccah; but if
asked whether the results justity the risk, I should reply in the negative. And the Vice-
Consul at Jeddah would only do his duty in peremptorily forbidding European travellers
to attempt Meccah wichout disguise, until the day comes when such steps can be taken
in the certainty of not causing a mishap: and accident would not redound to our repu-
tation, as we could not in justice revenge it.

R. BURTON, Personal Narrative of a Pilgrimage to Al-Madinabh & Meccab, (Vol 1l), 1873.

Isabel Burton accompanied her husband on several journeys and published a journal of
the time they spent together in Syria, as well as a memoir of their wider travels. At tines
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eminently practical, she could also be wunbearably prigeish. When ber husband died she
burned bis manuscripts as being too rude for publication. The following extracts shouw
both sides of ber character.
ISABEL BURTON'S ACCOUNT OF AN UPRISING IN SYRIA,

When | had parted from Richard m the plain, I chimbed up to my cagle’s nest at Bludan,
the view trom which commanded the country, and [ telt that as long as our ammunition
lasted we could defend ourselves, unless overpowered by numbers. Night was coming on,
and of course 1 had not the slightest idea of what would happen, but feared the worst.
I knew what had happened at the previous massacre of Christians at Damascus; and
flying, excited stragglers dropped in, and from what they said one would have supposed
that Damascus was already being deluged in blood, and that eventually crowds of
Moslems would surge up to Bludan and exterminate us also. I fully expected an attack,
so I collected every available weapon and all the ammunition. I had five men in the house;
to each one 1 gave a gun, a revolver, and a bowi knife. T put one on the roof with a pair
of clephant guns carrying four-ounce balls, and a man to cach of the four sides of the
house, and I commanded the terrace myself. T planted the Union Jack on the flagstaff at
the top of my house, and I turned my bull terriers into the garden to give notice of any
approach. I locked up a little Syrian girl whom I had taken mto my service, and who was
terribly frightened, in the safest room; but my English maid, who was as brave as any
man, I told off to supply us with provisions and make herself generally usetul. I then rode
down the hill to the American Mission and begged them to come up and take shelter with
me, and then into the village of Bludan to tell the Christians to come up to me on the
slightest sign of danger...

During the three days we were in suspense a monster vulture kept hovering over our
house. The people said it was a bad omen, and so [ fetched my little gun, though I rather
begrudged the cartridge just then; and when it was out of what they call reach, I had the
good luck to bring it down. This gave them great comfort, and we hung the vulture on
the top of the tallest tree.

At last at midnight on the third day a mounted messenger rode up with a letter from
Richard, saying that all was well at Damascus, but that he would not be back for a week.”
LBurtOoN & W. WILKINS, The Romance of Isabel Lady Burton, Vol [l 189~
WITH BURTON TO GOA.

About five o’clock, as the captain told me overnight not to hurry myself, I got up leisurely.
Presently a black steward came down, and said:

‘Please, ma’am, the agent’s here with your boat to convey you ashore. The captain
desired me to say that he’s going to steam on directly.”

I was just at the stage of my toilet which rendered it impossible tor me to open the door
or come out, so I called through the keyhole:

‘Please go with my compliments to the captain, and beg him to give me ten minutes or

a quarter of an hour, and tell my husband what is the matter.

RICHARD BURTON ['as

Lady Isabel Burton
lounges i orental style.
A staheart participant
m ber bushands travels,
she wrote the following
lines to ber mother
shorthy before ber
marriage: ‘I wnsh |
were a man. If Licere,

1 rweounld he Richard
Burton, but bemg only
a wonman, 1 wonld be
Richard Burton's nfe.

1 long to rush round
the world i an express:
1 feel 1 shall go muad

if I remain at home.”



Burton encountered this

grandee’s litter ditring
his travels through
Arabia. Like hunself,
the occupants were
bound for Mecca - but
i far grander style.
When necessary they
left their comfortable
cocoon by means of the
ladder carried by the

rear camel.
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‘Lwill go, ma’am,” he answered; *but I am afrawd the captam can’t wait. It 1s his duty
to go on.’

‘Go!” I shouted; and he went.

In two minutes down came the negro again.

‘Captain says 1t’s impossible; in fact the ship’s moving now.’

Well, as we were tied to time and many other things, and could not afford to miss our
landing, I threw on a shawl and a petticoat, as one nught in a shipwreck, and rushed out
with my hair down, ¢rymg to the steward:

‘Bundle all the things into the boat as well you can; and if anything is lefr, take 1t back
to the hotel at Bombay.’

I hurried on deck, and to my surprise found thart the steamer was not moving at all.
Richard and the captain were quietly chatting together, and when they saw me all excited
and dishevelted they asked me the cause of my undress and agitation. When I told them,
the captain said:

‘I never sent any message of the kind. I told you last night I should steam on at seven,
and it is now only five.’

[ was intensely angry at the idea of a negro servant playing such a practical joke. I was
paying £10 for a thirty-six hours’ passage; and as | always treated everybody courteously,
it was quite uncalled for and unprovoked. [ thought it exceedingly impertinent, and told
the captain so. Nevertheless, he did not trouble to inquire into the martter. The Bishop of
Ascalon, Vicar-Apostolic at Bombay, was on board, and I told him about it, and he said
that he had been treated just in the same way a year before on the same spot. The idea
that such things should be allowed is a littte too outrageous. Suppose that I had been a
delicate and nervous passenger with heart complaint, it might have done me a great deat
of harm.

The Romance of Isabel Lady Burton, Vol Il

RICHARD BURTON 175



Sturt’s men take
bearings in the
featureless desert that
would later be named
after their leader. “There
was a peculiar bue over
the scene from the
colour of the sand; and
it almost appeared as if
we were the last of the
buman race left to
witness the destruction
of our Planet. Fancy
never coloured such a
place; imagination could
form no idea of its
chilling and repulsive
aspect’, Sturt wrote.

A few hundred niles
farther north the
expedition was halted
by six months of
drought. When their
thermometers burst
wnder the extremes of
temperature, they
dectded it was time to
turn back.

CHARLES STURT (-0 1500

Mapping Australia

IN 1843, 4 MINOR COLONIAL official named Charles Sturt found himself in financial
‘confusion” (as he put it). He sought, therefore to make some money from exploration.
He bad already helped map Australia’s south-eastern river system, but now he proposed
to open the unknown heart of the continent. *Let any man lay the map of Australia before
him, and regard the blank upon its surface’, he declaimed, ‘and then let me ask him if it
would not be an honourable achievement to be the first to place a foot in its centre.” His
party left Adelaide i 1844 and returned the following year, having reached neither the
centre nor the inland sea that many geographers thought might be there, finding instead
only an uncompromising desert. Sturt’s party departed in a drought year and suffered
accordingly. They were stricken by scurvy, bunger, thirst and temperatures so high that
their thermometers burst; one man died of an aneurysm and Sturt very nearly went blind.
But they did go further than any European to date and laid the ground for subsequent,
more successful expeditions. Sturt recorded bis progress i weekly letters to his wife
Charlotte. Intended to comfort her during his absence, their never-ending catalogue of
disaster, disease and disappointment can only have had the opposite effect. Sturt died in

typically dispiriting fashion in 1869 baving broken his leg while crossing a road.

FOR FOUR MONTHS STURT AND HIS MFN TRIED TO FORGF A PATH THROUGH THE
DESFRT. THEIR FFFORTS, HOWFVER, WERF FRUITIFSS.

Sunday August 31st 1845...The scene was awfully frightful, dear Charlotte. A kind of
dread (and T am not subject to such feelings) came over me as [ gazed upon it. It looked
tike the entrance into Hell. Mr. Browne stood horrified. ‘Did man’, he exclaimed, ‘ever see
such a place?’...In truth, Dearest, I saw that Mr. Browne was not in a fit condition to
expose himself to hardship. I expected every morning to hear that the fatal blackness had
shewn itselt on his legs...I determined therefore to turn back to the creek and try some
other quarter...

Sunday September 14th 1845...The valley below us was dark with samphire bushes,
and white with salt that blew into our faces and eyes like snow drifts before the heavy
breeze that was blowing, and to the westward there were a succession of sand hills grad-
ually increasing in height as far as the eye could reach. My heart sank within me at so
hopeless a prospect. This was the journey on which we hoped to pass the desert, to make
the centre, but all was apparently blighted. I continued onwards however for about 8
miles when I ascended the loftiest hill we had seen for some time from which too I had
the same forbidding scene before...Gigantic red sand hills running parallel to each other
for miles upon miles, dark and gloomy valleys, and a region overgrown with spinifex and
membrysanthemum. Nevertheless I pushed on, until at length I observed that Mr. Browne
was suffering very accutely. A sudden thought struck me on which I determined immedi-
ately to act. I gave up the attemprt to push on and told Mr. Browne that I had resolved on
returning to the Depot. That night our horses had nothing to eat or drink. We fastened
them to acacia bushes and there they stood all night.

Sunday September 28th 1845...0n Friday, Dearest, we made the first creek, and

vesterday, instead of going to the creek at which we before stopped, we passed it knowing
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that we should not find any water, and made for a clump of trees to which I had sent Mr.

Browne as we came out and at which we found an abundance both of feed and water. As
we were riding along some natives called to us, and on going up to them, they told us that
they came from the north and were going to water, that all the water to the north was
gone, and that they had been a long time without any. Their lips were parched and
cracked and swollen, and they appeared reduced to the last extremity, and at length
started off at a rapid trot. When I told them I had been to the north-west they shook their
heads, and said there was no water there etther. I really do not know what these poor crea-
tures will do if the drought continues, as every water hole we have seen must shortly be
dry. It is a most dreadful region.

Today, Dearest, we reached the first creek and are now only 76 miles from the Deport.
All my men are knocked up, my horses are very weak and Mr. Browne exceedingly unwell.
However we shall reach the camp in three days, [ hope, when they will have temporary
rest...

Sunday October sth 1845. [ am writing to you, my Dearest Charlotte, from the Depot
Camp...We...dismounted after an absence of seven weeks of as excessive exposure as any
to which man was ever subjected. We had ridden from first to last a distance of 963 miles,
and had generally been on horse-back from the carliest dawn to 3 or 4 often to 6 o’clock,
having no shelter of any kind from the tremendous heat of the tiery deserts in which we
had been wandering, subsisting on an msufficient supply of food, and drinking water that

your pigs would have refused. How I have stood 1t so well [ know not....

CHARLES STURT I ¥ 1
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PREVIOUS PAGES

A view from Stanley
Range, based on a
sketch by Sturt. Sturt’s
evesight was so bad that
it is remarkable be was
able to make even a
sketch. When he
departed he could only
savigate a roon with
hands outstretched.
Upon bis return be was
so Dlind that it took him
four years to coniplete

bis journal.

Thus, my Dearest Charlotte, terminated an excursion that was to decide the success or
failure of the expedition. A second time we had been forced back from the interior...and
I had the painful reflection before me that whatever my exertions had been, 1 had made
no discovery to entitle me to credit or reward, and that therefore I should fail in the only
object for which I sought and undertook this tremendous and anxious task. Providence
had denied that success to me with which it had been pleased to crown my former efforts,
and T felt that instead of benefitting those for whose happiness and welfare I had made
such sacritices, I should only have mflicted an injury upon them. In vain had I prayed to
the Almighty for success on this to me all important occasion. In vain had I implored for
a blessing on you and on my children, if not on myself. But my prayer had been rejected,
my petition refused, and so far from any ray of hope having ever crossed my path I felt
that T had been contending against the very powers of Heaven, in the desperate show
I had made against the seasons, and I now stood blighted and a blasted man over whose
head the darkest destiny had settled. God knows Charlotte...difficulties and disappoint-
ments have overwhelmed me from first to last...

Sunday October 26th 1845 — Last Sunday my Dear and Beloved Charlotte we were in
no enviable situation... That adamantine, that iron shod plain, stretched before me in all
its gloominess and monotony. At 11 miles I reached the hills; and here fresh disappoint-
ment awaited me. Instead of finding them like ordinary hills or as at all indicative of a
change of country, [ found them to be no more than sand hills of a greater height than any
we had seen...Gaining the crest of one of these hills I looked around me, and never saw
such a view in my life. It was all = dark, dark, dark. Before me the same kind of hills as
that on which I stood rose one after the other as far as I could see, and in no direction
could I'see a glimmering of hope.

[ dismounted and sat down to consider whether I should go on or return. I felt quite
convinced that if T went on and that we did not find water that night the whole party
would perish. My horses had already been 34 hours without water, and they could not
bear privation in their exhausted state. They were fast wearing their hoofs down to a level
with their quicks being unshod, and their hoofs were so dry that splinters flew from them
at every step. Men and animals could not indeed have been in a more fearful position for
we were nearly so miles from any known water..Yet an almost irresistible desire to push
on took possession of me, but, an unknown and a secret influence prevailed and at length
determined me to turn back. I slowly and sullenly led my horse down the hill, and when
at the bottom could not but contemplate with amazement the force of the element that
must have produced the effects around me. There was a plain as extensive as the sea
covered over with the shivered fragments of former mountains. There were hills over
which the floods must have swept clad if [ may say so with the same imperishable mate-
rials. The heat from the stones was overpowering and a steady blush was parching our
lips and skins...

Sunday November 23rd 1845 = You will no doubt, Dearest, be anxious to know the
events of the past week. There is nothing I am sorry to say cheering in them...Last
Monday fortnight...at 9 a hot wind set in from the north-east that I thought would have
burnt us up. I was seated under the shade of a gum tree at noon, and taking the ther-
mometer out of a zinc case in my box found the mercury up to 125°, the instrument being
only graduated to 127° Thinking that it had been unduly affected I put it in the fork of
the tree, a very large one five feet from the ground, and on going to look at it at 2, I found
that it had risen as high as it would go, and the expansion of the mercury had burst the

bulb, a fact that I believe no traveller ever before had it in his power to record, and one
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that will give you some idea of the terrific heat to which we were almost daily exposed...

[ thought, Dearest, that I should never get to my journey’s end, but we reached the
Depot at 11 on Wednesday and tound it silent and deserted [the men having lett because
of dysentery]. Mr Stuart...observed a crow scratching in one of the garden beds, from
which he pulled a large picce of bacon and flew away. This induced Mr. Stuart to examine
the spot when he rooted up another piece of bacon and two picces of suet which the dogs
had buried there...These Morgan cleaned, and, bringing me a small picce of the bacon
certainly not larger than a five shilling picce, told me that it was perfectly clean and good,
that he had cut it out of the centre, and that he had brought it to me as | had had nothing
for so long a time. I took 1t malgre moi I wanted it not, relished it not, my appetite was
sunk below that but I took it because I felt that I wanted nourishment and I did not dream
of so small a piece of meat doing me any harm. The very next day, however, 1 was seized
with shooting pains in my legs, that increased towards the evening and were worse the
next morning,...

I dismounted, Dearest, having ridden 917 miles in five weeks and three days. When
I got off my horse 1 felt as if the old dog had put his head between my legs as is his wont
on welcoming any one and was pushing me forward. | turned round therefore to chide
him but no dog was there. It was the jerking of the muscles of my thighs, and was the
torerunner of something worse., My two journeys combined made up 1878 miles that
I had travelled since the 14th of August...I had tired and worn out every man in the party
and started on my last journey with entirely new hands. I had been exposed from sunrise
to sunset to a scorching sun and ar night had slept under the canopy of heaven alone.
No wonder then that I was at length reduced, but the object I had in view made me reck-
less alike of exposure and privation. The day after [ arrived in the camp, 1 lost the use of
my left leg, the main muscles contracted and I lost all power of straightening my limb.
Gradually my right leg became affected until at length I am stretched on my mattress
a helpless and prostrate being. However, Dearest, | complain not...

Sunday December 21st. — Last Sunday, Dearest, we were on the north side of the
ranges; today we have gained the south side and are established on the banks of the
Darling river...My little journal is therefore drawing to a close...On Friday we started at
6 in the morning and travelled until 2 in the afternoon when I had halted for the men to
have their dinners. We pushed on again at 4 and got to the edge of the plains at 3 am on
Saturday, and then I halted for an hour. At 4 we again started and reached Cawndilla at
7 in the evening, that being 9 miles from the Darling but the bullocks were so tired that |
was forced to stop and this morning pushed on to join Mr. Piesse’s party who had been
doing all he could to ascertain our fate, and had stuck letters against every tree informing
me that he had seen you and that you was well.

Thankful indeed, Dearest, was I for the news, and having read one or two of your
letters 1 have determined on sending in to Adelaide express by natives to relieve your
anxiety. I will therefore close this for other business, only regretting that the hurry in
which it has occasionally been written will scarcely render it intelligible to you. Yet if it
affords you gratification I shall have attained my end.

God bless you
Amen

C. STURT, Journal of the Central Australian Expedition 1844-45.

CHARLES STURT 81 )



.\/):'/\‘L"S sketch (ﬁ/‘ Mtesa,
the king of Uganda.
During his travels
around Lake Vicioria
Nyanza, Speke was
impressed by the
fertility of the region
but appalled by the
wilfulness of 11s rulers.
Mtesa, for example,
showed an
indiscriminate
enthusiasm for all things
European — Speke’s
guns i particular — but
execitted people daily
for the most trivial
offences.

JOHN HANNING SPEKE .- «,

The source of the Nile

ARMY OFFICFR AND INDEFATIGABLE game hunter, Speke accompanied Richard Burton
on an expedition to discover the source of the Nile. Betiveen 1856 and 1858 they traipsed
through East Africa, trying to find a river that Burton hoped would link Lake Tanganyika
to the Nile. No such river existed, but while Burton was recovering from an attack of
fever, Speke made an excursion to the north, during which he discovered a lake “so broad
you could not see across it, and so long that nobody knew its length’. He called it Victoria
Nyanza. On a second expedition in 1862, accompanied by [ames Grant, he found its
outflow. “The expedition had now performed its functions’, he wrote. “Old Father Nile
without any doubt rises in the Victoria Nyanza.” Burton disputed his claint — with good
reason, because Speke’s calculations were so imperfect that be had the Nile flowing uphill
for 144 kilometres — and arranged a public debate at the Royal Geographical Society.
Speke did not appear. He had emptied a shotgun into his chest that afternoon.
Circumstance suggested it was an accident: rumounr held that be bad killed himself rather

than appear onstage with Burton.

ON 8 MARCH 1858, WHILE EXPLORING LAKE TANGANYIKA, SPEKE WAS PLAGUED BY BEETLES.
This day passed in rest and idleness, recruiting from our late exertions. At night a violent
storm of rain and wind beat on my tent with such fury that its nether parts were torn away
from the pegs, and the tent itself was only kept upright by sheer force. On the wind’s
abating, a candle was lighted to rearrange the kit, and in a moment, as though by magic,
the whole interior became covered with a host of small black beetles, evidently attracted
by the glimmer of the candle. They were so annoyingly determined in their choice of place
for peregrinating, that it seemed hopeless my trying to brush them off the clothes or
bedding, for as one was knocked aside another came on, and then another; ull at last,
worn out, I extinguished the candle, and with difficulty - trying to overcome the tickling
annoyance occasioned by these mrtruders crawling up my sleeves and into my hair, or

down my back and legs - fell off to sleep.

ON FINDING AN INSECT HAD CRAWLED INTO HIS EAR.

He went his course, struggling up the narrow channel, until he got arrested for want of
passage-room. This impediment evidently enraged him, for he began with exceeding
vigour, like a rabbit at a hole, to dig violently away at my typanum. The queer sensation
this amusing measure excited in me is past description. I felt inclined to act as our donkeys
once did, when beset by a swarm of bees, who buzzed about their ears and stung their
heads and eyes until they were so irritated and confused that they galloped about in the
most distracted order, trying to knock them off by treading on their heads, or by rushing
under bushes, into houses, or through any jungle they could find. Indeed I do not know
which was worst off. The bees killed some of them, and this beetle nearly did for me.
What to do 1 knew not. Neither tobacco, oil, nor salt could be found: I therefore tried
meleed butter; that failing, [ applied the point of a penknife to his back, which did more
harm than good; for though a few thrusts quieted him, the point also wounded my ear so
badly, that inflammartion set in, severe suppuration took place, and all the facial glands
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extending from that point down to the point of the shoulder became contorted and drawn
aside, and a string of boils decorated the whole length of that region. It was the most
painful thing I ever remember to have endured; but, more annoying still, I could not masti-
cate for several days, and had to feed on broth alone. For many months the tumour made
me almost deaf, and ate a hole between the ear and the nose, so that when I blew it, my
ear whistled so audibly that those who heard it laughed. Six or seven months after this
accident happened, bits of the beetle — a leg, a wing, or parts of its body — came away in
the wax.

J. SPEKE, What Led to the Discovery of the Source of the Nile, 1864.

EN ROUTE TO LAKE VICTORIA, AT THE COURT OF KING KAMRASI.

18 Sept, 1862 — The present was then opened, and everything in turn placed upon the red
blanket. The goggles created some mirth; so did the scissors, as Bombay, to show their use,
chipped his beard, and the lucifers were considered a wonder; but the king scarcely moved
or uttered any remarks tll all was over, when, at the instigation of the courtiers, my
chronometer was asked for and shown. This wonderful instrument, said the officers
(mistaking it for my compass), was the magic horn by which the white men found their

way everywhere. Kamrasi said he must have it, for, besides it, the gun was the only thing
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new to him. The chronometer, however, 1 said, was the only one left, and could not
possibly be parted with; though if Kamrast liked to send men to Gani, a new one could
be obtained for him.

Then changing the subject, much to my reliet, Kamrasi asked Bombay, *Who governs
England?” *A woman.” *Has she any children?’ *Yes,” satd Bombay, with ready impudence;
‘these are two of them’ (pointing to Grant and myself). That scttled, Kamrast wished to
know if we had any speckeled cows, or cows of any pecuhiar colour, and if we would like
to change four large cows for four small ones, as he coveted some of ours. This was a
staggerer. We had totally failed, then, in conveying...the impression that we were not mere
traders, ready to bargain with him...

19th...Kamrasi, in the metaphorical language of a black man, said, ‘It would be
unbecoming of me to keep secrets from you, and theretore I will tell you at once; 1 am
sadly afflicted with a disorder that you alone can cure.” “What is it, your majesty? 1 can
see nothing in your face; it may perhaps require a private inspection.” *My heart,” he said,
‘is troubled, because you will not give me your magic horn — the thing, [ mean, in your
pocket, which you pulled out one day when Budja and Vittagura were discussing the way;
and you no sooner looked at it than you said, “That is the way to the palace.”’

So! the sly fellow has been angling for the chronometer all this time, and I can get
nothing out of him until he has go it = the road to the lake, the road to Gani, everything
seemed risked on his getting my watch — a chronometer worth £50, which would be spoilt
in his hands in one day. To undeceive him, and tell him it was the compass which T looked
at and not the watch, I knew would end in my losing that instrument as well; so | told
him it was not my guide, but a time-keeper, made for the purpose of knowing what time
to eat my dinner by. It was the only chronometer | had with me; and I begged he would
have patience until Bombay returned from Gani with another, when he would have the
option of taking this or the new one. ‘No. I must have the one in your pocket; pull it out
and show it.” This was done, and 1 placed it on the ground, saying, “The instrument is
vours, but I must keep it until another one comes.” ‘Noj; I must have it now, and will send
it to vou three times every day to look at.”

The watch went, gold chain and all, without any blessings following it; and the horrid
king asked if I could make up another magic horn, for he hoped he had deprived us of the
power of travelling, and plumed himself in the notion that the glory of opening the road
would devolve upon himself. When I told him that to purchase another would cost five
hundred cows, the whole party were more confirmed than ever as to its magical powers;
for who in his senses would give five hundred cows for the mere gratification of seemng at
what time his dinner should be eaten?...In the evening four pots of pombe and a pack of
flour were brought, together with the chronometer, which was sent to be wound up —
damaged of course = the seconds hand had been dislodged.

|. SPEKE, Journal of the Discovery of The Source of the Nile, 1863.
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A brace of thino adorn
a page from Speke’s
journal. Phs enthusiasm
for exploration took
second place to an even
greater passion for
big-game hunting.

Fluis discovery of Lake
Victorta Nyanza came
about almost by
accident: be bad really
heen looking for

something new to shoot.



SAM BAKER 5.0 155

A Victorian in Africa

A FANATICAL BIG-GAME HUNTER, Baker travelled the world in search of exotic locations
and new things to kill in them. Among bis many expeditions was one to the source of the
Nile. When be arrived on the scene in 1863 he learned that John Hanning Speke had
already found it. Undeterred, he went int search of a imysterious lake, Luta Nzige, rumoured
to be part of the river system. Armed with a variety of rifles, a ceremonial Highland
uniform, an unassailable sense of righteousness and a heavy pair of fists — plus an ever-
diminishing entourage of porters and servants — Baker thundered bis way across Africa
until he found Luta Nzige. Then, renaming it Albert Nyanza, he thundered back. Before
his death in 18=3 he took his guns to Egypt, Cyprus, Syria, India, Japan and America.

RETURNING FROM ALBERT NYANZA, A SHORT BATTILE QUICKENED BAKER'S SPIRITS.
One day, during the heat of noon, after a long march in the burning sun through a tree-
tess desert, we descried a solitary tree in the distance, to which we hurried as to a friend.
Upon arrival we found its shade occupied by a number of Hadendowda Arabs.
Dismounting from our camels, we requested them to move and give place for our party —
as a tree upon the desert is like a well of water, to be shared by every traveller. Far from
giving the desired place, they most insolently refused to allow us to share the tree. Upon
Richarn attempting to take possession, he was rudely pushed on one side, and an Arab
drew his knife...Out flashed the broadswords from their sheaths! and the headman of the
party aimed a well-directed cut at my head. Parrying the cut with my sun-umbrella,
I returned with a quick thrust directly in the mouth, the point of the peaceful weapon
penetrating his throat with such force that he fell upon his back. Almost at the same
moment [ had to parry another cut from one of the crowd that smashed my umbrelta
completely, and left me with my remaining weapons, a stout Turkish pipe-stick about four
feet long, and my fist. Parrying with the stick, thrusting in return at the face, and hitting
sharp with the left hand, I managed to keep three or four of the party on and off upon
their backs, receiving a shght cut with a sword upon my teft arm in countering a blow
which just grazed me as I knocked down the owner, and disarmed him. My wife picked
up the sword, as | had no time to stoop, and she stood well at bay with her newly-acquired
weapon that a disarmed Arab wished to wrest from her, but dared not close with the
naked blade. T had had the fight alt my own way, as, being beneath the tree (the boughs
of which were very near the ground), the Arabs, who do not understand the use of the
point, were unable to use their swords, as their intended cuts were intercepted by the
branches. Vigorous thrusting and straight hitting cleared the tree, and the party were
scattered right and fefr...One of the Arabs, armed with a lance, rushed up to atrack
Richarn from behind; but Zeneb was of the warlike Dinka tribe, and having armed herself
with the hard wood handle of the axe, she went into the row [and| gave the Arab such a
whack upon his head that she knocked him down on the spot, and seizing his lance she
disarmed him. Thus armed, she rushed into the thickest of the fray.

‘Bravo Zeneb!" I could not help shouting. Seizing a thick stick that had been dropped
by one of the Arabs, I calted Richarn and our little party together, and attacking the few
Arabs who offered resistance, they were immediately knocked down and disarmed.
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Food runnmg short,
Samt and Florence Baker
areart the butchering of
theiwr pet monkeyv. i u
mood of despondency
St Baker wrote: 'l
shatt be truly thank ful
to quit this abominable
fantd...Altogether T am
thoroughly sick of this
expedition, but 1 shall
plod omwards with
dogged obstinacy; God
only knows the end.

I should be grateful
should the day ever
Arrire OHce More 1o see
Ol England.”

The leader of the party, who had been the first to draw his sword and had received a

mouthful of umbrella, had not moved from the spot where he fell, but amused himself
with coughing and spitting. I now ordered him to be bound, and threatened to tie him to
my camel’s tail and lead him a prisoner to the Governor of Souakim, unless he called all
those of his party who had run away. They were now standing at a distance in the desert,
and I'insisted upon the delivery of their weapons. Being thoroughly beaten and cowed, he
conferred with those whom we had taken prisoners, and the affair ended by all the arms
being delivered up. We counted six swords, cleven lances, and a heap of knives, the
number of which I forget.

S. BAKER, Great Busin of the Nile, The Albert Nynza, Vol 2, 186-.

Baker's wife was a Hungarian named Florence, whom be bhad purchased at a slave market
i the Balkans. A woman of remarkable tenacity, she accompanied ber busband in all his

schemes.

BAKER ON FLORENCE:

The river was about eighty yards wide, and I had scarcely completed a fourth of the
distance and looked back to see if my wife followed close to me, when I was horrified to
see her standing in one spot, and sinking gradually through the weeds, while her face was
distorted and perfectly purple. Almost as soon as I perceived her, she fell, as though shot
dead. In an instant [ was by her side; and with the assistance of eight or ten of my men,
who were fortunately close to me, I dragged her like a corpse through the yielding vege-
tation...I laid her under a tree, and bathed her head and face with water, as for the
moment | thought she had fainted; but she lay perfectly insensible, as though dead, with
teeth and hands firmly clenched, and her eyes open but fixed...It was in vain that | rubbed
her heart, and the black women rubbed her feet, to endeavour to restore animation. At
length the litter came, and after changing her clothes, she was carried mournfully forward
as a corpse. Constantly we had to halt and support her head, as a painful ratling in the
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throat betokened suffocation. At length we reached a village, and halted for the night...

I was watching the first red streak that heralded the rising sun, when I was startled by
the words, “Thank God,” faintly uttered behind me. Suddenly she had awoke from her
torpor, and with a heart overtlowing T went to her bedside. Her eyes were full of madness!
She spoke; but the brain was gonel...

[ will not inflict a description of the terrible trial of seven days of brain fever, with its
attendant horrors...For seven nights I had not slept, and although as weak as a reed, I had
marched by the side of her litter...We reached a village one evening; she had been in violent
convulsions successively — it was all but over. 1 laid her down on a litter within the hut;
covered her with a Scotch plaid; and 1 fell upon my mar insensible, worn out with sorrow
and fatigue. My men put a new handle to the pickaxe that evening, and sought for a dry
spot to dig her grave.

The sun had risen when 1 woke...She lay flat upon her bed, pale as marble...but as [
gazed upon her in fear, her chest gently heaved, not with the convulsoive throbs of fever,
but naturally...She was saved! When not a ray of hope remained, God alone knows what
helped us. The gratitude of that moment [ will not attempt to describe.

The Albert Nyanza, 186-.

Between 1871 and 1873 Florence accompanied her husband on a second expedition to

the Nile. Inn a letter to her step-daughter she described the difficulties they encountered.
Africa White Nile, Gondokoro May 19, 1871

My own darling Edith,

At last we arrived here — after a fearful struggle and weary journey in dragging a
flotilla of 59 vessels including a steamer of thirty two horse power over high grass and
marshes...It would be quite impossible by any description to give you an idea of the
obstacles to navigation through which we have toiled with the fleet, but you can
imagine the trouble when you hear that we were thirty two days with 1,500 men in
accomplishing a distance of only 2 miles...

Our vessels drew four feet of water but in many places the depth of the river was
only two feet. These terrible shallows extended over about twenty miles with intervals
of deep water.

The whole force wearied with the hard work of cutting canals through the floating
marshes. We were broken-hearted on arrival at the shallows and the men made up
their minds that we must turn back. The river was falling rapidly, thus it was a race
against time as it might be perfectly dry by the time we should have overcome a
present obstruction. It appeared that the expedition must be utterly ruined.

I'hank goodness dear Papa had forseen and provided for the difficulties by having
a large supply of good tools — such as spades, hoes, billhook, etc., and he always went
many many miles ahead in a small rowing boar to sound the depth of the water and
to explore the miserable and frightful country generally. There was no dry land -
neither was there depth, nothing but horrible marsh and mosquitoes. Many of our
men died.

At length, after deepening the channel in many places with spades, we, by degrees,
after some months heavy labour dragged our fleet with ropes to the imit where the
water ceased altogether and the fleet was hard and fast aground in a long but narrow

lake from which the water had escaped before we could cut a canal in advance...
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Thank God dear Papa with all the responsibility and hard work and anxiety of the
expedition never lost his health = this was most tortunate or we should have been
entirely ruined. On the day when all appeared hopeless he spent five hours in dragging,
a small boat over high grass and marsh with about fifteen men and he happily discov-
ered a large lake of deep water the overtlow of which tormed the ditficult channel
through which we have been ploughing our way during three months.

On the following dav he explored the whole lake i the httle boat and after rowing
and sailing for sixteen miles, to the delight of all he returned at night with the good
news that he had discovered the true White Nile junction — he had even drunk water
out of the great river...

The ditticulty was *how to reach the lake™? The tleet was fast aground and [with]
no navigable channel before us we now determined to cut a channel to the lake and
then to make a large dam across the river behind the fleet, so that not a drop of water
should escape, and the rise in the level would then float the vessels and allow them to
pass up the shallow channel... The effect was magical. The water rose nearly three feet
in a few hours...Once in the lake the great difficulties passed away, and we shortly
entered the great White Nile...We arrived at Gondokoro on 14 April and it appeared
really quite like heaven to us...

My dear Edith, I will trouble vou now with a mission. Will you be good enough to
send me out by the first opportunity addressed to dear Papa, His Excellency Samuel

Baker Pasha, to the care of the British Consulate, Cairo, to be forwarded immediately:-

6 pairs of the best brown gauntlet gloves

6 pairs of different colour gloves

1 pair of best rather short French stays with 6 pairs of silk long stay laces.

2 pair of yellow gloves for Papa, | think they are number 7 but they must be the best
you can get.

> dozen lead pencils.

I hope my darling that it will not really give you too much trouble in sending me out
all those things. Mind vou keep the account of these little things.

6 pairs of best steels for stays.

Give my very warmest and affectionate love to dear Robert and darling Agnes, and

give plenty of kisses to my dear own grandchildren.

Ever my own Edith

Your very loving

Florence Baker.

The stays to be 23 inches.

My darling Edith, I forgot to beg you also to send me out 12 good fine handkerchiets
6 for dear Papa. We are getting very short of handkerchiefs — in fact we are getting

short of everything,.

A. BAKER, Morning Star: Florence Baker's Diary of the Expedition to put down the Slave Trade on the Nile, 1870—=3.
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A reluctam mountaineer
is assisted forcefully
over a bergschrund on
the Col de Pilate.
Whymper found the
occasion highly
amusing. However, cven
he confessed to a degree
of nervousness: "Had
anyone then said to nie,
“You are a great fool
for coming here™,

I should have answered
with humility, “It is too
true.” And had my
monitor gone on to say,
“Swear that you will
never ascend another
mountain if you get
down safely,” I am
inclined to think

I should have taken

the oath.’

EDWARD WHYMPER s,0-101

The conquest of the Matterhorn

A WOOD-ENGRAVER BY TRADE, Whymiper first visited Switzerland in 1860 to illustrate a
travel hook. He did not enjoy the trip. “The scenery is very commonplace’, be wrote of
the St Bernard Pass, ‘and the people on the whole very stupid and somewhat uncivil.” But
if he didn’t appreciate the region’s aesthetic allure he did like the thought of climbing its
peaks. By 1865 he had become Europe’s most redoubtable alpinist, with scores of
summits to his credit. One year, in the course of just eighteen days, he climbed 30,500
metres of mountainside. As one coutemporary remarked, “To Mr. Whymper belongs the
credit of having had no weak spot at all.” In 1865, however, he lost four of the seven-
strong team with whom he had just made the first ascent of the Matterhorn in a tragedy
that became one of the most notorious episodes in Victorian exploration. It spelled an
end to Whymper's Alpine career and marked, too, the climax of what has since been
called the Golden Age of Mountaineering. The journal that he wrote of his exploits,

complete with bis own iflustrations, remains the Bible of early alpinism.

DESCENDING THE MATTERHORN.

Michel Croz had laid aside his axe, and in order to give Mr. Hadow greater security, was
absolutely taking hold of his legs, and putting his feet, one by one, into their proper
positions. As far as I know, no one was actually descending. I cannot speak with certainty,
because the two leading men were partially hidden from my sight by an intervening mass
of rock, but it is my behief, from the movements of their shoulders, that Croz, having done
as [ have said, was in the act of turning round to go down a step or two himself; at this
moment Mr. Hadow slipped, fell against him, and knocked him over. [ heard one startled
exclamation from Croz, then saw him and Mr. Hadow flying downwards; in another
moment Hudson was dragged from his steps, and Lord. F. Douglas immediately after him.
Alt this was a work of a moment. Immediately we heard Croz’s exclamation, old Peter and
I planted ourselves as firmly as the rocks would permit: the rope was taut between us,
and the jerk came on us both as one man. We held; but the rope broke midway between
Taugwalder and Lord Francis Douglas. For a few seconds we saw our unfortunate
companions shding downwards on their backs, and spreading out their hands, endeav-
ouring to save themselves. They passed from our sight uninjured, disappeared one by one,
and fell from the precipice on to the Matterhorngletscher below, a distance of nearly 4000
feet in height. From the moment the rope broke it was impossible to save them.

So perished our comrades! For the space of half-an-hour we remained on the spot
without moving a single step. The two men, paralysed by terror, cried like infants, and
trembled in such a manner as to threaten us with the fate of the others...Fixed between
the two, I could neither move up nor down. I begged Young Peter to descend, but he dared
not. Unless he did, we could not advance...At last old Peter summoned up his courage,
and changed his position to a rock to which he could fix the rope; the young man then
dc\ccndud, and we all stood t()gcthcr...

For more than two hours afterwards [ thought almost every moment that the next
would be my last; for the Taugwalders, utterly unnerved, were not only incapable of

giving assistance, but were in such a state that a slip might have been expected from them
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at any moment. After a time, we were able to do that which should have been done at
first, and fixed ropes to firm rocks, in addition to being tied together. These ropes were
cut from time to tme, and were left behind. Even with their assurance the men were afraid
to proceed, and several umes old Peter turned with ashy face and faltering hmbs, and said,
with terrible emphasis, *I cannot.”

At about 6 p.m. we arrived at the snow upon the ridge descending towards Zermatt,
and all peril was over. We frequendy looked, but in vain, for traces of our unfortunate
companions...Convinced at last that they were neither within sight nor hearing, we ceased
from our useless etforts; and, oo cast down for speech, silently gathered up our
things...preparatory to continuing the descent. When, lo! A mighty, arch appeared, rising,
above the Lyskamm, high into the sky. Pale, colourless, and noiseless, but perfectly sharp
and defined, except where it was lost in the clouds, this uncarthly apparntion scemed hike
a vision from another world; and, almost appalled, we arched with amazement the
gradual development of two vast crosses, one on cither side. If the Taugwalders had not
been the first to perceive it, I should have doubted my senses. They thought it might have
some connection with the accident, and 1, after a while, thar it might bear some relation
to ourselves. But our movements had no effect on it. It was a feartul and wonderful sight;
unique in my experience, and impressive beyond description, coming ar such a moment...

1 tore down the cliff, madly and recklessly, in a way that caused them, more than once,
to inquire if I wished to kill them. Night fell; and for an hour the descent was continued
in the darkness. At half-past 9 a resting-place was found, and upon a wretched slab,
barely large enough to hold the three of us, we passed six miserable hours. At daybreak
the descent was resumed, and from the Hornli ridge we ran down to the chalets of Buhl,
and on to Zermatt. Seiler [the hotel keeper] met me at his door, and followed in silence to
my room. ‘What is the matter?” “The Taugwalders and I have returned.” He did not need
more, and burst into tears; but lost no time in useless lamentations, and set to work to
arouse the village. Ere long a score of men had started to ascend the Hohlicht heights,
above Kalbermartt and Z’Mutt... They returned after six hours, and reported thar they had
seen the bodies lying motionless i the snow. This was on Saturday; and they
proposed that we should leave on Sunday evening, so as to arrive upon the platcau at
daybreak on Monday.

We started at 2 a.m. on Sunday 16th, and followed the route that we had raken on the
previous Thursday as far as the Hornli. From thence we went down to the right of the
ridge, and mounted through the seracs of the Matterhorngletscher. By 8.350 we had got to
the plateau art the top of the glacier, and within sight of the corner in which we knew my
companions must be. As we saw one weather-beaten man after another raise the telescope,
turn deadly pale, and pass it on without a word to the next, we knew that all hope was
gone. We approached. They had fallen below as they had fallen above - Croz a little in
advance, Hadow near him, and Hudson some distance behind; but of Lord E Douglas we
could see nothing. We left them where they fell; buried in the snow at the base of the
grandest chff of the most majestic mountain of the Alps...

So the traditional inaccessibility of the Matterhorn was vanquished, and was replaced
by legends of a more real character. Others will essay to scale its proud clifts, but to none
will it be the mountain that it was to its early explorers. It proved to be a stubborn foe; it
resisted long, and gave many a hard blow; it was defeated at last with an ease that none
could have anticipated, but, like a relentless enemy — conquered but not crushed — it took
terrible vengeance.

E. WHYMPER, Scrambles Among the Alps, 18-1.
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Followmg the
Matterhorn tragedy,
Whymper and bis tiwo
SUPPLULIG CORMPANIONS
sau crosses malertahise
i the sky. A rare
example of a fog-bow,
it seemed at the tune to
have supernatural
signtficance. Reflecting
on his Alpine career,
Whymper wrote: “There
have been jovs too great
to be descrihed m
words, and there have
heen griefs upon which
I have not dared to
dwell; and with these
mind 1 say, Chmb af you
will, but remember that
a moinentary negligence
niay destroy the
happiness of a hfetime.
Do nothing m haste:
look well to each step:
and from the beginning
think what may he

the end.”



Entermg Franz Josef
Fjord on Greenland's
eastern coast, the crew
of the Germania were
faced by a massive rock
formation that they
christened the Devil's
Castle. Patriotically
proud of his achieve-
ments, Koldewey wrote:
‘For the first time a
German expedition,
under the auspices of
the black, white and red
flag, had visited...the
least known region of
the globe.”

CARL KOLDEWEY \s;55-10s
PAUI- HEGEMANN Cc.1835-1902

Marooned off Greenland

IN 1869, THE GERMANIA and the Hansa left Bremerbaven on Germany's first serious
Arctic expedition. Their destination was the east coast of Greenland where it was hoped
they might find a sea route to the North Pole. Before they even reached land the Hansa
sank m the ice, leaving Hegemann and his crew stranded on a floe. They built a miniature
chalet (complete with dormer windows) from salvaged coal bricks, decorated its walls
with gilt nurrors and barometers from Hegemann's cabin, installed a stove and waited to
see where the current took them. After 965 kilometres, with the floe disintegrating beneath
them, they escaped in boats to a missionary settlement on the southern tip of Greenland.
‘We cannot flatter ourselves that we have greatly increased the knowledge of Greenland’,
Hegemann wrote with wry understatement, ‘but we have shown what man’s strength
and perseverance can accomplish.” Koldewey, commanding the Germania, was more
successful. Landing on the east coast he sent sledge parties as far north as 77°. Among
them was the official artist, an Austrian named Julinus von Payer, who would later become
famous for discovering the Franz Josef Land archipelago north of Siberia. Payer also
contributed to Koldewey's journal, which reads at times as if it had been written by

the Brothers Grimm.

\ POILAR BEAR ATTACKS ONE OF THE GERMANIA'S CREW.

On the morning of the 13th, Theodor Klenzer, during the time the men were busied
without, climbed the Germaniaberg to view the tandscape in the increasing mid-day light.
Reaching the top, he seated himself on a rock, and sang a song in the sull air. As he looked
behind him, however, he saw, not many steps off, a huge bear, which, with great gravity
was watching the stranger. Now to our “Theodor,” who was as quiet and decided a man
as he was powerful, this would, under other circumstances, have been nothing; for the
bear stood wonderfully well for a shot, and could not easily be missed, but Klentzer
was totally unarmed, not having even a knife! Incredible! Is 1t not? But as Lieut.
Payer writes, ‘the bears always come when one has forgotten all about them.’

Thus Klentzer saw himself unarmed and all alone, far from his companions, and close
to the bear. Flight is the only, though a doubtful, chance of safety, and the audacious
thought struck him of plunging down the steep stde of the glacier; but he chose the softer
side-slope, and began to hurry down the mountain. Upon looking back, after a time, he
perceived the great bear trotting behind him at a little distance, like a great dog. Thus they
descended the mountain for some time. If Klentzer halted, so did the bear; when he went
on, the bear followed slowly; if he began to run, the bear did the same. Thus the two had
gone some distance, and Klentzer thought seriously of saving himself, as the bear, finding
the chase somewhat wearisome, might press close upon his heels. He therefore uttered a
loud shout, but the bear, only disconcerted for a moment, seemed to get more angry and
approached quicker, so that he seemed to feel the hot breath of the monster. At this
dreadful moment — and it was most likely his preservation — he remembered the stories he
had heard, and, while running, pulled off his jacket, throwing it behind him. And see! the

trick answers: the bear stops and begins to examine the jacket. Klentzer gains courage,
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rushes on down the mountain, sending out a shout for help, which resounds through the

stlent region. But soon the bear is again at his heels, and he must throw away cap and
waistcoat, by which means he gains a lictle. Now Klentzer sees help approaching — several
friends hurrying over the ice. Collecting his last strength, he shouts and runs on. Burt help
seems in vain, for the pursuer hurries too, and he is obliged to take the last thing he has,
his shawl, which he throws exactly over the monster’s snout, who, more excited still by
renewed shouting, throws it back again contemptuously with a toss of his head, and
presses forward upon the defenceless man, who feels the cold black snout touch his hand.
Klenzer now gave himself up for lost; he could do no more; bue the wonderful thoughe
struck him of fastening up the bear’s throat with the leathern bele which he wore round
his body. Fixedly he stared into the merciless eyes of the beast — one short moment of
doubt — the bear was startled, his atrention seemed drawn aside, and the next moment he
was off at a gallop. The shouts of the many hurrying to the rescue had evidently fright-
ened him. Klenzer was saved by a miracle...From the effects of this day several suffered
shghtly from pains in the chest, and Mr. Sengstacke and P. Iverson had large frost-bhisters
on their feet. No wonder, when they had run about in stockinged feet for a whole hour
and a half!

C. KOLDEWEY, The German Arctic Expedition of 1869-70, 1874.
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At Tete, on the banks
of the Zambez,
Liingstone’s men are
dwarfed by pillars of
greenery. The artist, a
self-taught coach
painter named Thomas
Baines, had served an
«I[.’['I'L"II1{(’5/.71/) i
Austrahia and South
Africa. Like others,
however, he fell foul of
Livingstone’s ill-temper
and was eventually
dismissed on suspicion
of pilfering. Baines
wrote, ‘[That man] has
done bis utmost to run
my character and he bas
rutned wy prospects in
life.” Baines went on to
become an explorer in
bis own right and a
century later was one of
Africa’s most sought-
after artists.

DAVID LIVINGSTONE 5.5,

Through the African interior

AVOWEDILY A MISSIONARY 1whose sole job was to bring Christianity to the unenlightened,
Livingstone was in fact one of the 19th century’s most dogged missionary-explorers.
Between 1852 and 1873 he travelled through sub-Sabaran Africa, discovering en route the
Victoria Falls, Lake Ngami and Lake Nyasa, and providing valuable information as to the
region’s rehigious and commercial potential. His tireless efforts to expose the activities of
Portuguese slave traders endeared him to Victorian Britain, as did his hugely popular jour-
nals about hfe w the *Dark Continent’. Deterinined to discover new territory, he eventu-
atly abandoned missionary work in favour of purely geographical conquest. He died in
1873 while attempting to prove his theory that the River Lualaba was linked to the Nile.
(Actually, it was a tributary of the Congo.) His European companions considered him too
fanatical for comfort. It was not unknown on a Livingstone expedition for most of the
members to die or be disnussed, while the doctor pressed on regardless. Such was bis
single-nndedness that even when his wife died in 1862, during a foray to the Zambezi,
Livingstone only abandoned the quest when ordered to do so by London. However, his
African servants thought so highly of him that, after bis death, they embalmed his body
and carried it to the coast, from where it was transported to England for burial in

Westminster Abbey.

IN HIS ATTITUDE TO SLAVERY TIVINGSTONE DISPLAYED WHAT WAS FOR THE TIME A

IYPICAL — AND CONTRADICTORY — MIX OF COMPASSION, PRAGAMATISM AND BIGOTRY.
The Portuguese of Tette have many slaves, with all the usual vices of their class, as theft,
lying, and impurity. As a general rule the real Portuguese are tolerably humane masters
and rarely treat a slave cruelly; this may be due as much to kindness of heart as to a fear
of losing the slaves by their running away. When they purchase an adult slave they buy at
the same time, if possible, all his relations along with him. They thus contrive to secure
him to his new home by domestic ties. Running away then would be to forsake all who
hold a place in his heart, for the mere chance of acquring a freedom, which would prob-
ably be forfeited on his entrance into the first native vitlage, for the Chief might, without
compunction, again setl him into slavery.

A rather singular case of voluntary slavery came to our knowledge: a free black, an
intelligent active young fellow, called Chibanti, who had been our pilot on the river, told
us that he had sold himself into slavery. On asking why he had done this, he replied that
he was all alone in the world, had neither father nor mother, nor any one else to give him
water when sick, or food when hungry; so he sold himself to Major Sicard, a notoriously
kind master, whose slaves had little to do, and plenty to eat. *And how much did you get
for yourself>” We asked. “Three thirty-yard pieces of cotton cloth,” he replied; ‘and I forth-
with bought a man, a woman, and a child, who cost me two of the pieces, and I had one
piece left.” This, at all events, showed a cool and calculating spirit; he afterwards bought
more slaves, and m two years owned a sufficient number to man one of the large canoes.
His master subsequently employed him in carrying ivory to Quillimane, and gave him
cloth to hire mariners for the voyage; he took his own slaves, of course, and thus drove a
thriving business; and was fully convinced that he had made a good speculation by the
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\ herd of buffalo teeters
on the brink of Victoria
Falls. 1t was almost
certainly not what
Livingstone saw when
he first enconntered
\frica’s most majestic
natural feature.
Defensively, Baines
claimed that although
his paintings were true
to life an occasional
flourish lent bis pictures

artistic credence.







sale of himself, for had he been sick his master must have supported him. Occcasionally

some of the free blacks become slaves voluntarily by going through the simple but signif-
icant ceremony of breaking a spear in the presence of their future master. A Po<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>