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Chapter 1 

 

Isabella of Portugal (Part 1) 
1428-1496 A.D., Portugal 

 
“Sire,” a voice called pleadingly, 

“I’ve lost my way. I’ll give you a 
purse of gold if you will guide me to 
the palace, for it will cost me the 
worth of many gold pieces if I am 
not there before the seventh hour.”  

It was a girl who spoke, a tiny 
slip of a miss who seemed about 
fifteen, and although a wolf-skin 
cloak wrapped her from neck to 
ankle, she shivered as she stood 
there in the January blast.  

Young Raimbault de Vainteur 
stopped in the midst of the ballad he 
was whistling and looked at her 
curiously, wondering who she might 
be, and how she came to be alone in 
the Marche du Vendredi, the tan-
gled grove that during the early part 
of the fifteenth century served as 
the great public park of Bruges. He 
wondered still more as she raised 
her hand to brush back a wisp of 
hair that had blown across her face, 
for upon it glittered a signet-ring 
that bore the lions of Burgundy. 
That meant she belonged to a royal 
house, and daughters of royalty did 
not go into the street unattended.  

“The squire de Vainteur does 
not require the guerdon of a gold piece for rendering service to a maid,” young Raimbault returned 
courteously, “so with right good will I’ll guide you to the palace.”  

Isabella of Portugal, Anonymous artist 
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The girl came closer as he spoke, and then he noticed that she had the olive skin and dark hair 
and eyes of the south.  

“Portuguese,” he thought. “Very likely she is one of the maidens in waiting to Isabella of Portugal 
and has been sent to the market-place upon some errand for the princess.”  

That would explain the ring with the imperial lions. Philip of Burgundy was to take a bride on 
the morrow, and his fiancée was the fair young daughter of King John of Portugal. Three days earlier 
she had arrived from Lisbon with her train to make ready for the marriage. Without doubt this lass 
was one of her maidens and as a member of the suite of the future duchess would be entitled to the 
protection of the royal crest whithersoever she might go.  

A look of relief came into the girl’s black eyes with the knowledge that the stranger was a 
gentleman and would aid her. She laughed in a mischievous way and said: “I ran away. It has been 
great fun to prowl about the streets just as I pleased and listen to the chatter of the people. But the 
afternoon is almost spent, and it will not be so merry for me if those at the palace discover I am 
gone.”  

Raimbault was only a boy himself, for it was not yet four years since he had been dubbed squire, 
and that always happened when a lad was fourteen. But he made a show of great dignity, for a squire 
becomes a knight in time, and true knights must ever be champions of good conduct.  

“You ought to be shaken for doing anything so heedless as running away, and then hurried to 
your mistress for the scolding you deserve,” he said sternly.  

For an instant the girl looked at him in a dumfounded way, but it was only for an instant. The 
next moment a laugh rang out that sounded buoyantly through the grove.  

“My mistress indeed!” she exclaimed. “Oh, how funny! Whosoever shakes me will have to 
reckon with Duke Philip, not to mention his Majesty of Portugal, who is my father.”  

It was Raimbault’s turn to look amazed now, and the way in which he did it made his eyes seem 
several times their usual size.  

“John of Portugal your father?” he repeated, as if doubting what he had heard.  
“To be sure,” came the laughing retort, “since I am Isabella.”  
Now, sternly to uphold proper and conventional conduct was a commendable thing in a youth 

of that day. But to scold the daughter of one sovereign and the promised bride of another was a very 
different matter. Waves of heat and cold alternately surged over the boy as he remembered that 
men had been sent to prison for lesser offenses.  

But plainly this royal maiden had no intention of trouble-making, for when she saw how grave 
he looked she called brightly: “Oh, come! Don’t turn into a ghost, for I mean not to go tittle-tattling 
just because you spoke sharply to me. You were quite right, I dare say. Tell me,” she added, “what 
was the song you were whistling when I called to you? It made me think of some of the sailing-
ballads my brother Enrico used to sing. Does it happen that you, too, know the sea?”  

Raimbault’s face glowed.  
“Know it!” came the eager answer. “My cradle rocked on the Biscay shore, and when I was a 

little fellow nothing seemed so splendid as the thought of becoming a sailor. But father said seafaring 
was not a calling for a nobleman’s son, so I began training for knighthood. But even yet sometimes,” 
he added wistfully, “it seems the ocean is calling to me, and I want to be off in a boat.”  

Isabella nodded as if she understood.  
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“I know,” she said gently. “That is what my father said to Enrico [Henry]. ‘Seafaring is for the 
low-born,’ I have heard him declare over and over. But brother loved it so much he could not stay 
at home, and he has taken such long and dangerous voyages that people call him ‘the Navigator.’ 
Nothing pleases him so much as to sail where men say ships cannot go, and when he isn’t sailing he 
is hunting up wise folk to make maps for him. Oh, Enrico is mad about the sea,” she added with 
enthusiasm, “and knows all about those who have fared far upon it. Often when we were alone he 
told me stories of the bold Venetian, Marco Polo, who journeyed to Tartary, and of the bold 
Venetians following him who roved the Mediterranean. I shall miss Enrico here in Burgundy,” she 
added regretfully.  

“But you will be a sovereign,” Raimbault exclaimed consolingly, “and a sovereign exalted as any 
Europe knows, for Philip is a ruler of mighty power.”  

At the mention of the duke’s name Isabella started as if she had been struck.  
“Oh,” she exclaimed in a frightened way, “here we stand talking as if time matters not at all, 

and it is almost dark. To-morrow is my wedding day, which means that to-night at seven the mistress 
of the robes comes with my marriage garments. I shall be in a sorry plight if I am not at the palace 
by that time.”  

Raimbault de Vainteur was a youth to whom no one in trouble need apply twice, and he 
determined that the princess should not be late. He had lived almost two years in Bruges and knew 
the place well, and so, hurrying Isabella by a short route across the city, they reached the palace 
gate in less than an hour. The princess drew her heavy cloak well up about her face, and at sight of 
the signet-ring the guards admitted her without question, very likely thinking, as the squire had 
thought a short time before, that she was one of the ladies in waiting of the duke’s fiancée. 
Raimbault watched the massive iron portal swung behind her, and then he made his way through 
the murky streets to the home of the knight he served, wondering if he would ever have another 
chat with this likable girl. He little dreamed of happenings during the years to come that would 
draw them closely together.  

Well, Duke Philip and Isabella were married in the great cathedral of St. Sauveur, and never 
did sweeter bride speak vows or a nobler assemblage hear them; for as he was a sovereign of great 
might, lords from every province of Germany, France, and Britain came to do homage to his Majesty 
of Burgundy upon his wedding day. To be sure, this powerful liege lord was not over-loved by his 
subjects, for he had made West Flanders a part of his domain by stealing it from his cousin Jacqueline 
and shutting her up in prison, and their loyalty was with the rightful owner.  

But the smile of the Portuguese girl won their hearts, partly because they thought it a pity, she 
being so fair and young, that she should wed a man of ripe years who had had two wives already. So 
they shouted with the knights, “Vive Isabella!” and threw clusters of flowers as the imperial carriage 
went by.  

Several days passed. Then over Bruges the Beautiful sped a message that caused as much 
excitement as word of the ruler’s marriage had caused a short time before.  

“Philip will establish an order of chivalry in honor of his bride,” lackeys called along every street 
and highroad; “and this order shall be known to the world as the Golden Fleece.”  

Ever since the dawn of the days of knighthood there had been orders of chivalry in Europe. 
These were associations of knights bound by solemn religious vows to be honorable in all their 
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dealings, gently demeanored toward the poor and unfortunate, to uphold the church, and to be 
loyal to each other. There was the Order of Christ in Spain; the Order of the Bath and the Order 
of the Garter in England; and the Order of the Thistle in Scotland. Besides these there were several 
other brotherhoods of knighthood, and the members of each tried to make his own order the most 
glorious of all by doing the most splendid deeds. Nothing could bring more honor to a sovereign 
than to establish a new order of chivalry, and when it became known that Philip would do that very 
thing the joy of the people knew no bounds. What was more fitting than that it should be called the 
Golden Fleece? It was in search of a fleece of gold that the men of Greece had fared eastward many 
centuries before, and so the name was a synonym for high adventure. And fleeces from the sheep 
of Flanders had built up the mighty cloth trade that had made the country rich.  

Philip of Burgundy did not always keep his promises, but he did keep the one about the establish-
ment of a new order of chivalry. The morning of January 10, in the year of our Lord 1430, dawned 
gloriously fair, and it witnessed a sight of splendor such as few places have witnessed before or since. 
Even the pomp of the royal wedding was pale beside the magnificence that attended the procession 
of knights into the cathedral to witness the chosen ones taking the vow. There were but five and 
twenty of these, and they were of the highest rank in Burgundy. As they knelt and spoke the oath 
they promised to be generous and kindly-demeanored as knights should be. They were to be immune 

Charles V and Empress Isabella of Portugal, Peter Paul Rubens 
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from all the laws of the land, but if one of them broke a law of God or of the order he was to be tried 
by a tribunal of his brother knights and punished as few sovereigns would punish.  

Philip himself was one of the number, and as humbly as any of the others did his Majesty take 
the vows. Perhaps at the time he made the promise he meant it. Who knows? But a few months 
later, as he warred against the dauphin of France, it seemed as if he held his royal word of no value 
whatever.  

You know how the shepherd-girl the world calls Joan of Arc led the French forces to victory 
when despair alone seemed to be in store for them, and how finally she fell into the hands of the 
Burgundians, through whom she went to her death. It was the soldiers of Philip who captured her—
Philip, who but a season before had sworn gentleness and honor as a knight of the Fleece. But what 
did he then?  

In his velvet-hung castle he laughed when word of the capture of the Maid was brought to him, 
but old chronicles say Isabella turned pale as ermine. She was very little older than Joan herself, and 
the thought of the maid who had led her flock through the uplands and heard voices as she watched 
them touched her heart.  

“Free her, my lord,” she begged, when her royal husband gave her the message the courier had 
brought. Whereupon his Majesty laughed boisterously.  

“Free an enemy,” he returned, “most of all a woman soldier who says voices from heaven call to 
her? She is a witch.”  

The girl wife shook her head.  
“Witches do not struggle for the right as she has struggled,” came the earnest answer. “To me it 

seems she must be chosen of God.”  
But not so thought the Lord of Burgundy. He sold Joan for bright English gold to those who 

condemned her to death as a witch and burned her at the stake in the ancient marketplace of 
Rouen.  

There is a story that Isabella wept bitterly when she learned the fate of the shepherdess and 
remembered how badly her husband had kept his word as a knight of the Golden Fleece.  

Great ladies in those days had no course save one of fealty to their lords, no matter how wickedly 
those lords behaved, and Isabella was a loyal wife to Burgundy’s duke. There were times when she 
grieved much because of what seemed to her his wrong-doing, but there were other times when 
some generous and kindly deed of his gladdened her soul, for Philip was a man of both good and 
evil conduct. In fact, he did so many splendid things that his friends spoke of him as “the Good,” 
and by that title the world knows him to this very day. Although, when one thinks of Joan of Arc 
and his imprisoned cousin Jacqueline, it seems he does not deserve it. So Isabella had joy as well as 
sorrow as his duchess. And after a time a beautiful child came to be her pride and comfort, a baby 
boy who when he grew to manhood became the ruler history knows as Charles the Bold.
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Chapter 2 

 

Isabella of Portugal (Part 2) 
1428-1496 A.D., Portugal 

 
Many years passed, eventful, colorful years, 

during which Philip added realm after realm to 
his domain and Burgundy rose to the rank of a 
great power.  

But death claims alike the mighty and the 
lowly, and in the seventieth year of his age this 
exalted man who had been both righteous and 
evil passed on to his fathers.  

Then Isabella realized her dream of many 
years and returned to Portugal. It was very dif-
ferent from the land she had left as a girl when 
she rode north to become the bride of the duke, 
for time had brought death there, as it had 
brought it in Burgundy; and because so few of 
her people were left to greet her it was a land of 
sad memories. But it was home in a way the 
country of her husband had never been home, 
and there she settled down to a contented, 
peaceful existence. Dawn and sunset tinged the 
mountain crests with rainbow hues, as it had 
tinged them of old. Wherever she went there 
was the sound of her native tongue, and that 
was like music to her ears, even though the lips 
that spoke it were not the ones she had loved 
most in childhood days. Portugal was a sweet 
and restful realm to her, after the turmoil of her 
years with Philip, a place in which to dream 
again the dreams of long ago.  

One evening she sat in a portico facing the 
sea, watching the sun sink into the foam-tufted 
billows her brother Enrico had loved, and which 
he had sailed with glory to his land. His 

Isabella of Portugal, Holy Roman Empress,  

Anonymous artist 
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expeditions had added many a fair province to Portugal, for they had resulted in the discovery of 
the Azores and Madeira Islands, and one of them reached the mouth of the Senegal River, through 
which a vast realm in Africa became a possession of the crown. With Henry on some of his voyages 
had sailed Raimbault de Vainteur, the squire who helped Isabella the night she ran away. He had 
gone to Lisbon many years before, because the sea that had called in childhood called even more 
loudly as manhood came. So he forsook the life of a knight for that of a sailor and for a long time 
had been captain of one of the navigator prince’s ships. As Isabella watched the sunset on the water 
she wondered where Raimbault was and whether she would ever see him again. Her brother had 
died seven years before she returned to her native land, but as she looked out across the waves that 
had forever called to him he seemed very near.  

“You were a prince of great dreams,” she murmured, as her eyes wandered to where a boat that 
had been his favorite craft was rocking in the harbor; “and much did your dreaming profit your 
land.”  

She did not see an attendant come into the portico, and with him a broad-shouldered man and 
a girl whose eyes were red with weeping.  

“The Senhor Raimbault de Vainteur,” the man announced, “who sailed many years under his 
Highness, Prince Enrico. He has just returned from sea and begs a word with you.” 

Isabella turned eagerly. Could it be that this man whose hair was already graying was he who 
had scolded her that night in the Marche du Vendredi?  

She wanted to talk with him about that long-ago time, but he had come to see her on a weighty 
matter, one that could not be delayed for other things.  

“It is because of Dona Felipa Perestrella that I am here,” he said.  
Then Isabella noticed the girl and wondered what she had been crying about.  
“Her sire was the truest friend I had in Portugal,” Vainteur explained; “an Italian navigator and 

map-maker your brother brought to court. But now he is dead, and according to the law of the land 
Felipa is ward of the king.”  

Isabella began to understand. Portugal was now ruled over by her nephew, John II, who was not 
the kindest of sovereigns and a very different man from John the Great, who had been her father.  

“You are in trouble?” she asked gently, as she looked at the distressed face.  
“Yes, your Highness,” came the reply. “His Majesty says I must marry a Portuguese noble.”  
The duchess of Burgundy smiled.  
“There might be a worse fate than that,” she remarked, “unless this man is humpbacked or has 

the disposition of an ogre.”  
But when she learned that Felipa wanted to wed a navigator from Genoa who was then working 

as a map-maker in Lisbon the girl’s trouble seemed serious indeed.  
“He is called Cristoforo Colombo,” Vainteur remarked, “and is as daring a sailor as ever roved 

the ocean.”  
“Yes,” Felipa broke in, “and he is a good man, too. Those who work with him say he is ever 

courteous and gentle, and I know with my own eyes that he is deeply religious.”  
A map-maker! One of the craft her brother had respected so highly and aided in every possible 

way. When she learned his name and calling, she said little but thought much, and as Felipa turned 
to leave she gave the dark head an affectionate pat.  
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“You can count upon the friendship of the king’s aunt,” she said in farewell.  
That night the duchess of Burgundy dined with her royal nephew, but her mind was with Felipa 

Perestrella and the Italian sailor. The moment there came a lull in his Majesty’s speech touching 
affairs of state Isabella spoke of the strides Portugal had lately taken in navigation and of the brilliant 
group of seafaring men come into the land.  

“I am told an Italian is now in Lisbon whose talent bids fair to eclipse them all,” she remarked.  
John II smiled.  
“You mean the Genoese navigator, Colombo. He has been on long and dangerous voyages and 

has obtained such knowledge of the world that I have made him chief of the map-makers. A gifted 
fellow, truly.”  

Just what else Isabella said old chron-
icles do not tell, but whatever it was, it 
had sufficient weight with the king that he 
gave his consent to the marriage of Pere-
strella’s daughter to the map-maker from 
Genoa.  

A few days afterward she and Cristo-
foro were wedded, and Isabella spoke of 
them as “my couple.” In fact, they called 
themselves by this title, because they 
knew that but for her intercession they 
could not have married.  

“Help him,” she said to the bride as he 
greeted her just after the ceremony. “En-
courage him in all his hopes and dreams.”  

Felipa did help her husband. She stu-
died his charts and maps, and many a time 
when he had worked until his eyes ached 
she took the brush and painted in the 
lines at his direction; for the Navigator’s 
daughter knew so much of her father’s 
craft that the navigator husband realized 
she could be trusted with the most deli-
cate bit of map-making. As they worked 
together the dreams and hopes of the 
Italian grew until one day he proclaimed 
in Portugal what he had proclaimed in 
Italy several years before, that the world 
was not flat but round, and asked the king 
to give him ships and men that he might 
sail out and prove it.  

But the people declared he was crazy, 
Empress Isabella of Portugal, Unknown artist 
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and the king agreed with them.  
So again to Isabella went Raimbault de Vainteur, this time with a plea that she intercede with 

her royal nephew in the Italian’s behalf. And again Isabella used the might of her words and her 
smile.  

“He shall have a chance,” King John said at the end of a long interview.  
Instead of giving Cristoforo that chance, however, King John did a treacherous thing. He secret-

ly made use of the Italian’s maps and charts and sent men out to see if what they said were true. 
These sailors were too cowardly to go where the maps told them, and so they returned with word 
that this talk about the world’s being round was just the raving of a diseased brain.  

If Henry the Navigator had been alive it might have been very different. But there was no one 
in Portugal powerful enough and loyal enough to give Cristoforo the help he needed, although 
Isabella did all that she could. Disappointed and heartbroken over the perfidy of the sovereign he 
had trusted, the navigator took his young son and set out for Spain; his wife, Felipa, had died a short 
time before.  

You know the rest of the story. There dawned a day some sixteen years later when Cristoforo 
Colombo—Columbus we of the west call him—was no longer an obscure map-maker but was 
acclaimed all over Europe as never king had been acclaimed, for he had discovered a new world and 
had given a world to the land that made his sailing possible. But of the three who had shared his 
hopes and dreams and helped to push him on, not one saw the splendor of their realization, for like 
Felipa, both Vainteur and Isabella were dead.  

Yet who knows that but for the full measure of encouragement received from Henry the Navi-
gator’s sister during those years of trial in Lisbon the Great Admiral might not have gone on? There 
are some who have studied deeply into the story who believe the discovery of America was made 
possible not only by the Spanish queen who offered to pledge her jewels to finance the voyage of 
Columbus but by that other Isabella who, in encouraging and helping him, was true to the highest 
ideals of that brotherhood of knight-errantry that was founded in her honor, the one history knows 
as the Order of the Golden Fleece.  
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Chapter 3 

 

Juan Diaz de Solis 
1470-1516 A.D., Uruguay 

 
His name should shine on the map of the New World that he helped to discover, but it is not 

there. No atlas preserves the memory of Juan Diaz de Solis, one of the bravest, most persistent, and 
most unfortunate of the heroic men who grew to greatness in the marvellous school of seamen that 
Columbus called into being. De Solis was a native of the north of Spain, being born at Lebrija, a 
town which lies between Cadiz and Seville. 

He was more than twenty years younger than Columbus and did not sail in the first great voyage. 
He does not appear in history until seven years after the king of mariners first cast anchor in his 
newly-found world in the West. He was, however, by that time a skilled and hardy navigator, whom 
no sea peril could deter from repeated voyages. 

In 1499 he was chosen by Vicente Yanez Pinzon to accompany him on a voyage from Spain to 
seek in the strange new waters whatever adventure might reveal. There were three Pinzon brothers 
in Columbus’s first voyage, and without them the mighty adventure could not have come to pass. 
They helped him with money to guarantee an eighth share of the cost he had to provide, and they 
furnished one of the ships. 

Martin Pinzon, the eldest, eventually turned traitor, left Columbus, and sailed in search of 
reputed gold mines in the new land, and, turning home, reached Spain in advance of him and sought 
to deprive him of the laurels of victory. Vicente Pinzon was one of Columbus’s captains and faithful 
to him. After the first flush of triumph, Spain, finding that more glory than gain was the immediate 
result, regretted having given Columbus unlimited power in the New World, and, seeking at once 
to undermine his position and make instant inglorious profit from which he could not benefit, 
commissioned many captains to sail in defiance of him and to bring home treasure to defray the cost 
that his more majestic enterprises involved. 

All this tended to embitter the great heart of Columbus. However, Vicente Pinzon had served 
him faithfully, and as less worthy men were in competition he could not complain that his former 
captain should join the sea-hunt for this voyage of 1499 that first took De Solis westward over the 
Atlantic. Pinzon and De Solis had the grace and enterprise to avoid as far as possible the track that 
Columbus had struck out, and so in the course of the voyage the pair experienced several shocks of 
surprise. 

Accustomed all their lives to steer by the Pole Star they looked for a similar beacon to the south 
and could not find it, so they came to the conclusion that as, in their belief, the Earth was pear-
shaped and they were sailing uphill to its apex, some great protuberance of the Earth hid the desired 
star from their view. They imagined dread fire perils – and braved them. 
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Surviving a frightful tempest and a two-
months voyage, they sighted land to which 
they gave the name of Santa Maria de la Con-
solacion, from its having consoled them in the 
midst of doubts and perplexities. We know it 
as Cape St. Augustine, and it is proof that on 
February 7, 1500, Pinzon and De Solis first 
beheld the great territory we call Brazil. 

They landed with a lawyer and witnesses 
and took possession of the new land for Spain. 
Proceeding on their way they discovered the 
great River Amazon. They had fierce and ter-
rifying adventures ashore, involving sanguin-
ary fights with warlike natives, and in the 
Bahamas a storm destroyed two of their four 
ships and sadly shattered the others. 

They carried neither gold nor pearls, but 
returned with only a little cargo of Brazil wood 
and a tale of death and destruction. Creditors 
seized their ships and cargo, and Pinzon and 
De Solis were reduced to sore straits, only 
partially relieved, in response to a petition, by 
the action of the Crown.  

As a reward Pinzon was authorised to gov-
ern the lands he had found, but he took no 
active steps, remaining at home to sail again 
in 1507 in company with De Solis in the at-
tempt to find the strait or passage that 
Columbus in the end believed led through the 
American continent. They failed; they failed 
again in a joint effort two years later. Pinzon 
passed into the rank of the Spanish nobility while De Solis was made Chief Pilot of Spain. 

Columbus died before Pinzon and De Solis started on their last voyage. Like him Pinzon and De 
Solis thought they were exploring the far-flung eastern coastline of Asia, for like Columbus they 
estimated the world at only one-third of its true dimensions. A new chapter of history opened when, 
in 1513, not “stout Cortez” but Balboa, with eagle eyes 

 

…stared at the Pacific – and all his men  
Looked at each other with wild surmise –  
Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 

 

News of a new ocean came as a thunderbolt to civilisation, and Charles the Fifth of Spain at 
once commissioned De Solis to sail and find the strait, vainly sought before, but which, with regal 

Pyramid of Solis, on the Rio de la Plata,  

Nueva Palmira, Uruguay 
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assurance, he declared must exist.  
He was convinced that the land on which Balboa had had his mighty vision, that isthmus of 

Darien that was later to come familiar to our own Drake, was in all probability an island, and De 
Solis was to sail round it and at once report its character and dimensions to the Governor of Cuba. 

De Solis sailed from Port Lepe on October 8, 1515. With one little ship he staggered through 
the winter blasts, and at the end of 82 days made land. On January 1, 1516, he discovered the Bay 
of Rio de Janeiro. By an extraordinary coincidence 15 years later a Portuguese captain, De Touga, 
entered the bay also on January 1. De Touga thought the bay was the estuary of a great river, and 
so he gave it the name by which it has ever since been known, Rio de Janeiro, which means January 
River. 

Passing the bay De Solis continued southward to latitude 35º. He detected the presence of fresh 
water, which was discoloured by the amount of sediment that it carried, a sediment so immense in 
quantity that it is to be traced two hundred miles out to sea beyond Monte Video. He rounded what 
he called Cape Santa Maria that marked the northern side of the entrance to the River Plate. 

There he beheld a sight little less impressive to him than that seen by Balboa; a vast inlet on the 
coast between Uruguay and Argentina opened out before him. The estuary is 170 miles long and 
140 miles broad at its widest, and is about 5000 square miles in extent. De Solis thought he had 
entered upon an inland sea and, anticipating Magellan, he named his discovery the Pacific Sea. 

His followers and later voyagers honoured the discoverer himself by calling it the Sea of De 

Landing of Juan Díaz de Solís on the shores of the Banda Oriental (present-day Uruguay), stalked by  

Charrúas Indians who would kill him shortly after, Illustration from Historia Argentina by Ulpiano Checa 
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Solis. But De Solis was not content to take an estimate for granted. Sailing up the estuary he found 
an island which he called after his pilot, Martin Garcia. Continuing up-stream De Solis reached the 
head of the estuary. 

Discovering a river flowing from the north, five miles wide, clear and deep, he thought it was a 
continuation of the river into whose mouth he had sailed. From the west there flowed through 
numerous channels the River Parana, bearing in its waters mud in colossal quantities. Here De Solis 
determined to land and add a new possession to the crown of Spain. 

With nine companions he disembarked on the Uruguayan shore. Here he met a splendid but 
warlike tribe of natives called the Charrua, who ranged over Uruguay and southern Brazil. They 
live now only as a name, remembered through the fate of brave De Solis, but their blood mingled 
later with that of their Spanish conquerors, and today their qualities are still revealed to us in those 
marvellous horsemen of the plains of Gauchos, who ride as if they are part of the animal they 
bestride; who eat, drink, and even sleep in the saddle, as they tend the vast herds of cattle pastured 
on the Pampas. 

De Solis, in his contact with these valiant savages, followed a bad precedent. All the early 
Spanish voyagers captured or endeavored to capture representative natives into whose midst they 
came for the first time. De Solis sought to capture some of the Charruas. They resented his stratagem 
and countered with one of their own. They lured him into an ambush and killed him with eight of 
his men. 

De Solis died, having added immense chapters to the book of geography but without having 
found the long-sought strait. Ten years later Sebastian Cabot fitted out an expedition in the attempt 
to sail through the channel that Magellan had discovered in 1520. Owing to a shortage of provisions 
and the mutiny of his men he had to abandon his voyage. He ascended the estuary and found 
Indians wearing silver ornaments. Some of these he obtained in exchange for beads and trinkets 
and sent them to the king of Spain as evidence of the richness of the country in precious metals and 
the importance of his own discoveries. It was the receipt of these baubles that caused the great river 
that De Solis had discovered to be called Rio de la Plata, which means the Silver River. 

One living link with the tragic De Solis Cabot found. 
During his stay in the estuary, to his intense astonishment, there came creeping to him a wild 

and haggard man, a Spaniard, the tenth man of De Solis’s party, the one who had succeeded in 
escaping when the others were massacred. 
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Chapter 4 

 

Junipero Serra 
1713-1784 A.D., California 

 
This man of saintly life and indomitable courage, a doctor of philosophy and theology from the 

University of Lull in Majorca, spent laborious years as a missioner of the Christian faith in what was 
known in the 18th century as New Spain. 

The beginning of the heroic undertaking of Father Serra and his little band of helpers was a 
stormy one. When the party was safely landed on the shores of New Spain Father Serra, who is also 
known as Miguel José Serra Junipero, was eager to explore the land. With one other missionary, 
and without guide, blankets, food, or fowling-piece, these two set out into the wilderness on foot in 
their hempen sandals. 

By a series of coincidences so remarkable that they read like a fairy tale they escaped death by 
starvation, snakes, storms, thirst, wild beasts, and enemies in ambush; but a small accident befell 
them that was to torment Father Serra the rest of his days. A mosquito bit him on the foot, and the 
sore never healed. In spite 
of the constant trouble it 
gave him he covered 6000 
miles on foot in the next 
35 years, and only once 
did he allow the pain to 
master him. 

The limping friar and 
his companion knocked 
at the gate of the College 
of San Fernando in Mex-
ico City on January 1, 
1750. This was Francis-
can Headquarters for the 
New World. Here they 
stayed until Serra and his 
great friend Father Palou 
were sent to Jalpan to 
work among the Red In-
dians of the Sierra Gorda. 
Here for nine years these 
two served their appren-
ticeship for the great work Father Junípero Serra, Unknown artist 
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they were to be called to do later on the shores of the Pacific. 
Here Father Serra developed his original methods. He learned the native language and trans-

lated the Church Services into it, attempting always to adapt his teachings to the simplicity of the 
Indians. 

He went to great pains to interpret the festivals of the Christian year in such a way that they 
would not be without meaning to his converts. For Christmas he rehearsed the children in Beth-
lehem plays to make the story clear to their elders; on Holy Thursday he himself washed the feet of 
the twelve oldest tribesmen, explaining the reason; and for Good Friday he constructed a Crucifix 
with a demountable figure, while he preached, Palou tells us, a sermon that was “of the greatest 
devotion and tenderness.” 

This experience was of the utmost service to Father Serra when he was asked to take charge of 
the party of twelve sent out in response to the request of José de Galvez, Inspector-General of New 
Spain, to conduct the spiritual conquest of “that mystic vineyard of California.” 

When the patent for the new work was put into Father Serra’s hand it was the height of the 
midsummer’s heat in 1767, and the prelude to the voyage was 600 miles on foot. Nevertheless the 
opportunity seemed to him magnificent, and he accepted it with gratitude. 

Two ships set sail early in January; a third set out somewhat later and was never heard of again. 
Two overland expeditions, driving cattle, were also arranged. Serra decided to go with one of these, 

Picture of painted tiles to commemorate the founding of the Mission San Carlos de Carmelo, California, 

by Junípero Serra, June 3, 1770; Petra, Majorca Island, Spain 
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led by Gaspar de Portola, captain of the dragoons and Governor of the Californias. Portola entreated 
him not to attempt it on account of his foot. 

“God,” said Serra, “will give me strength.” 
On the way his foot became so very much worse that he had to be carried on an improvised 

stretcher. At the next halt Serra called one of the muleteers to him. “Coronal,” he said, “can you 
not give me a remedy?” 

“The only thing I know how to cure,” replied Coronal, “is a gall-sore on a pack animal.” 
“Well, then, this is a gall-sore, apply your remedies,” said the priest, with a smile. 
The mule’s poultice brought relief, and Serra next day marched with the others. In six weeks 

they reached San Diego. The two ships were already there, but the San Carlos was crewless; all but 
the cook had died on the way. The San Antonio must return and fetch a new crew.  

The party, though half of them were ill in bed, set about founding a mission. The natives stole 
all they could lay their hands on and attempted a massacre. It was only when the Spanish surgeon 
treated their wounded that they became friendly. 

Meanwhile Portola and his band were attempting to find the site for the second mission at 
Monterey. Losing their way and faced with starvation they turned back.  

When at last these unsuccessful explorers staggered into San Diego, mere skeletons of 

Picture of painted tiles to commemorate the founding of the Mission San Diego de Alcala, California,  

by Junípero Serra, July 16, 1769; Petra, Majorca Island, Spain 
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themselves, they had consumed twelve of their mules. San Diego, they found, was on short rations 
also, and no ship was in sight. Portola had had enough. He set March 20 as his time limit. If no relief 
came by then he was going home, and all his men with him. Serra and one other priest, Father 
Crespi, decided to stay. They would civilise the Californians alone if they had to. 

The 19th dawned. Everyone packed up to go. Serra and Crespi, feeling that this was the most 
crucial moment in the history of California, prayed constantly. Then, far out on the waters of the 
Pacific appeared a sail – the San Antonio, with supplies. 

Then began 14 years unceasing work to establish a Christian civilisation on a stretch of the 
Pacific Coast as long as England and Scotland together. As soon as the work in San Diego was well 
begun Father Serra sailed north, found Monterey Bay, and established his home-mission near by at 
Carmel. Then he planned to connect this with the one in the south by others, a day’s walk apart. 
Here agriculture was to be taught, poultry and stock-raising, metal work, leather work, spinning, 
weaving, and sewing. Lacking women to help him Father Serra himself learned to sew. 

There were whole seasons when the Spaniards were dependent for food on such wild seeds, ber-
ries, and game as the natives would bring them. At one time Fages, the military commander at 
Monterey, had to take his men on a three-months bear hunt in the mountains to keep them alive. 
Whether for this reason or some other Fages became antagonistic to the founding of missions and 
began to obstruct Father Serra at every possible turn. In addition to this the ships’ captains, meeting 

Picture of painted tiles to commemorate the founding of the Missions in Sierra Gorda, Mexico, 

by Junípero Serra; Petra, Majorca Island, Spain 
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with heavy seas, failed to land their cargoes where they were needed. Things were, in short, as bad 
as they could very well be in Northern California. 

Serra set out to improve them – on foot, as usual, stopping just long enough to found two more 
missions on his way. 

In San Diego he found the ship’s captains and persuaded them to try again. Then on he went 
to Mexico City, though he took typhoid fever and nearly died on the way. There he met the new 
viceroy, Bucareli, and told him what was needed that California might prosper. His memorandum 
contained 32 requests, beginning with the removal of Fages. 

“This Father Juniper is a very holy man,” said the Mexican Bureaucrats, “but in this matter of 
asking for help in the founding of missions he is a most burdensome saint.” But Bucareli, a splendid, 
far-seeing man, supported the priest at every point and even urged him to push his missions still 
farther north and to found San Francisco. 

As long as Bucareli was in charge the missions prospered, but after him came a small-minded 
man named De Croix, who delighted in putting obstacles in the way of the priests. But in spite of 

him the old priest carried on. 
The work was progressing mag-
nificently. More men were need-
ed to extend it. But when Serra 
wrote to the College for more 
missionaries he was told that 
their numbers had so dwindled 
that they had no men to send. 

This news was a death-blow. 
Father Serra sent to San Francis-
co for his life-long friend Palou. 
This priest set out at once, but he 
reached Carmel none too soon. 
He found Serra, his one-time 
professor, cutting out shirts from 
the cloth that had come on the 
ship that had brought the bad 
news. One old woman said that 
she needed a blanket more than 
a dress; he gave her his own. 

The next day Father Serra 
stayed in his little adobe hut; but 
the day after he cheered up suf-
ficiently to greet the ship’s offi-
cers who came out to dinner. He 
drank a cup of broth with them, 
and then begged to be excused to 
lie down. 

Friar Junipero Serra on the atrium of Holy Cross Church 

in Queretaro, Mexico 
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After a little Palou went in to see how he was. Quietly he had slipped out of life, on his bare 
board bed, beneath half a blanket: all he had left. He was clad only in his brown robe; his under-
robe he had sent to be washed that everything might be in order when the end came, and that he 
might be a trouble to no one, this “very burdensome saint.” 

A century later the world of the gentle padre had been stamped out in the Gold Rush. The 
whites had pushed in, overflowed California, and crowded out the natives, no one knew where. But 
his beautiful chain of churches still stands, benign and tranquil in the sunshine of a fruitful land, 
breathing to noisy America as it rushes by some memory of the missions and their message of beauty 
and peace. In this way the spirit of Junipero Serra lives on.
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Chapter 5 

 

Joseph Lancaster 
1778-1838 A.D., London/Venezuela 

 

His father was an old soldier whose services in America brought him in his old age a small 
pension, to which he added the profits of a little shop in Southwark, London. Joseph, when a mere 
boy, was inspired by deep religious convictions, and he had barely entered his teens when he crept 
away from home intending to go to Jamaica to convert the Negroes. 

As he had no money there was no way of crossing the sea as a missioner, so he joined the Navy, 
but finding the career not to his taste managed to secure his release at the end of the first voyage. 
He became a Quaker, and, the mis-
sionary spirit still burning within him, 
he found a profitable outlet in the 
education of the numberless poor 
children of Southwark. 

England in those days had no ele-
mentary educational system for the 
poor, and, except where a pitiful 
minority gained a little secular know-
ledge at the Sunday Schools, the 
youth of the poor were as ignorant as 
in the days of villeinage. Lancaster 
saw the need and, with a stroke of 
genius extraordinary in one so young, 
devised means to meet it. He ob-
tained from his father the use of a 
room over the shop, and there he in-
stalled his first little school for child-
ren of the poor. 

He had no money, yet he man-
aged to gather together ninety little 
waifs in that old room and to teach 
them by a system entirely novel and 
individual. His rule from the outset 
was free education for those who 
could not pay, with payment by Joseph Lancaster, John Hazlitt 
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those who could. The system prospered, and at 23 the revolutionary schoolmaster was able to 
establish a school where, entirely without staff or adequate apparatus, he soon had a thousand little 
pupils under his guidance. 

Unable to pay teachers he trained bright elder boys to teach those younger and less advanced 
than themselves. To learn and to teach were simultaneous processes in the school. The scholars 
were divided into small groups, graded according to age and ability, each under its own monitor. 
The youngest children had desks strewn with sand in which they inscribed letters and words with 
their fingers. 

Copybooks were always an impossible luxury, but in time a store of slates was secured for the 
use of the senior scholars. Spelling was taught by means of pages cut from books and pasted on 
boards, where the words were studied until their spelling and meaning were mastered. Passages from 
Scripture, similarly treated, gave the school its knowledge of the Bible. 

With all his generosity of spirit Lancaster was a rigid disciplinarian and instituted a fanatic 
system of penalties to mark breaches of order. At the same time he elaborated a complex scheme of 
rewards. 

Soon after opening his new school Lancaster published a pamphlet on education “as it respects 
the industrious classes of the community.” In this he maintained that the education of the poor 
should be a national concern. He pleaded for Christian but unsectarian teaching “without violating 
the sanctuary of private religious opinion in any mind.” 

The British and Foreign School, Borough Road – 1817, Anonymous artist 
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In this pamphlet Lancaster acknowledges his indebtedness to Andrew Bell, who had instituted 
a scheme of education for the poor in Madras a few years earlier, and the two men later became 
firm friends. Lancaster was a man of boundless enthusiasm, capable of infecting all with whom he 
came in contact with his own disinterested ardour. His monitors and pupils became as proud of their 
school and its master as any public schoolboy in our own time. 

Modest as was his curriculum and primitive as were his methods Lancaster gained astonishing 
results, and his fame grew. Distinguished men and women made it a practice to visit Lancaster’s 
school, and so admirable was his system that he was able to entrust the work to the senior monitors 
while he went about the country expounding his faith and establishing upward of fifty schools similar 
to his own. 

George the Third sent for him and expressed a desire to see every child in the land able to read 
the Bible. News of Lancaster’s success reached the Continent and brought him visitors; and Bolivar 
travelled from South America to study his methods. Unfortunately his business capacity did not 
match his zeal and success as a teacher, and he ran heavily into debt. 

The king had promised £100 a year, to which Lancaster had replied, “Please, thy Majesty, that 
will be setting thy nobles a good example.” The money hoped for did not come in, or when it did 
Lancaster optimistically overspent, and at the height of his success he was arrested for debt, being 

J. Lancaster, British Method of Lancasterian Education, 1816ː the admoniteur and his group of students, 

 Illustration from Lancasterian Method, by Joseph Lancaster 
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nearly £7,000 to the bad. 
Wealthy Quakers came to the rescue, and with undiminished faith in the value of his work 

constituted themselves his trustees, founding what was later to be famous as the British and Foreign 
School Society. But the horizon became heavily overcast. On the one hand Lancaster, an imperious 
genius, chafed under the restraint inevitably imposed on his expenditure. On the other there grew 
up furious opposition to his methods because his schools were not conducted under church 
authority. 

Lancaster the Quaker was true to his pledge; he taught Christianity but not dogma, and of all 
his scholars not one was a Quaker. Rival schools under Church control were started and the country 
was divided into two camps, one for Lancaster and religious but unsectarian education, the other 
for sectarian education: a contest that has lasted over a century. 

Public men and women were bitterly opposed on the question; the two great Reviews, the 
Edinburgh and the Quarterly, fought a prodigious battle over Lancaster. In the meantime Lancaster 
became more and more embittered as his own scheme, necessarily placed under the control of men 
who could safeguard his finances, passed from his personal direction to that of a syndicate of trustees 
and subscribers. There was also his conflict with his best friends, the men who were backing him 
but insisting on financial control. The upshot was that he broke away from them, and in 1808 set 
up a private school at Tooting which quickly reduced him to bankruptcy. Carried away by his 
humanitarian instincts, unchecked by the faintest regard for financial safeguards, bankrupt and 
broken after a magnificent career that had stirred all England and aroused Europe, he bade good-
bye to his native land and sailed for America, where schools modelled on his plan had already been 
established in several of the leading cities. 

He was received with open arms, had brilliant success as a lecturer and author, and with the 
creation of a new school seemed on the flood-tide to a new career of success when he was over-
thrown by illness. As Bolivar had come from Venezuela to see him he now went to Venezuela to 
see Bolivar, who made him lavish promises that he was unable to redeem, and broke the scholar’s 
heart by giving him a bill for £5,000 that was dishounoured on being presented for payment. 

New York honoured him and gave him £100, and the wanderer hoisted his flag once more, this 
time at Montreal, where, as in other Canadian towns, his name had become an institution. But his 
fine brain was failing. His writings became incoherent and extravagant and his school did not 
succeed. News of his distress reached England, where his name and record were still cherished, and 
a subscription was raised to guard him against need for the rest of his life. It was his intention to 
return home to enjoy the annuity and write a final chapter in the history of our national education, 
but he was injured in a street accident in New York, and died with no solacing hand near him. 

Chequered and broken as was his career he did a mighty work for national education. He called 
in the poor and made them scholars. At the same time he originated the scheme of free meals for 
necessitous little ones, so that the body should not starve and the mind become surfeited. His plan 
for simple, undogmatic religious instruction was recognized later in the Education Act of 1870. 

He had the defects of his qualities, but he was a great and generous spirit who loved his fellows 
and suffered bitterly for the wild generosity of his methods.
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Chapter 6 

 

S imón Bolivar 
1783-1830 A.D., Venezuela 

 
He closed the marvellous Spanish volume that Columbus had opened in the New World. 
He is known to the world as the Liberator of Spanish America. To earn the title he sacrificed 

his fortune, his health, and ultimately his life, and he thought the sacrifice worth while. He was 
born at Caracas, Venezuela, of a haughty old Spanish family that owned great estates and regiments 

of slaves; was left an orphan in child-
hood; displayed high intellectual gifts 
and independence from his earliest 
days; and was sent to Spain to com-
plete his education and to steady his 
mind. 

He proved an eager and devoted 
student, but, received into the home 
of a noble Spanish family, he fell in 
love at 17, so was persuaded to travel 
for a while. He visited Paris during 
the Revolution, and was fascinated at 
the spectacle of a people rising to 
throw off the bonds of an age-old 
tyranny. Napoleon seemed to him a 
man inspired with a noble mission, for 
none could foresee that the victor-
ious Corsican genius was himself to 
turn traitor to his professions and be-
come the worst of tyrants. 

Returning to Madrid at 18 Boli-
var married the lovely daughter of his 
host, and set sail at once for Caracas, 
where, however, after one brief year 
of happiness, the girl-wife died and 
left him a widower. He resumed his 
travels and study in Europe. Before 
going back to his home he made a 

Simón Bolívar - 1st President of Bolivia 
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stay in the United States, and contrasted the freedom and prosperity of people there with the lot of 
the people who were living in Spanish America. 

In the lands to which the discoveries of her great sons had led her Spain played the conqueror 
from first to last. She desired of her subjects only gold and silver and precious stones; they had no 
other interest for her. They were denied all religious and political freedom. They were not allowed 
to trade with anyone but herself, and she would not allow them to grow or make anything that she 
could grow or make and sell to them. They must do, not as they wished, but as she bade. 

Education for the masses was a luxury entirely forbidden. But Spanish America longed for the 
privileges denied her, and the majority were ready to die, with Bolivar, for the right to enjoy them. 
There was a minority opposed to the popular demand, the privileged, powerful, royalist few, who, 
like our own Cavaliers, were anxious to perpetuate any system that a king smiled on; a system that 
favoured them by rigidly depressing the unmighty multitude who dared to aspire to equal rights for 
all freeborn citizens of the same land. 

Believing that liberty should begin at home Bolivar freed all his slaves, an act that alienated the 
rich Spanish Venezuelans, who were not favourable to any departure from a custom that had made 
white men supreme and black men and tawny natives as mere beasts of burden. But thousands of 
his countrymen were ready for a lead, indeed had accepted a lead already from an experienced 
soldier, Francisco Miranda, a patriot who had seen fighting in Europe and in the United States. 

Hope blazed up when France invaded Spain in 1808, and Bolivar, serving under Miranda, threw 
himself heart and soul into the conflict. The clergy and the royalists were opposed to the rebellion, 
and the fighting was bitter and prolonged. Miranda, who had helped the United States against 
England, sent Bolivar to London to solicit British aid for Venezuela against Spain, but the mission 
was fruitless, and Bolivar returned to the scene of fighting. 

The success that he and his compatriots had won was discounted by an unexpected horror. In 
February 1812 an earthquake of such violence occurred that in one minute the cities of Caracas, 
Barquisimeto, and Merida were reduced to ruins, and in Caracas alone twelve thousand people were 
killed. The priests turned the tragedy to account by declaring it demonstration of God’s wrath 
against the impious rebels. Bolivar fled to New Granada, where the flag of liberty had been raised, 
and there he first showed his genius as a general. 

Slowly building up a little force of inflexible patriots, in 1813 he led them over the Andes. The 
climb was eighty miles in extent, a mere track along dizzy precipices, crossing and re-crossing raging 
torrents, with rain falling incessantly, with men dying of cold and fatigue every mile. The ascent 
cost a hundred human lives, and every horse that had set out was killed by exposure and exertion. 

Victory crowned his efforts; his army increased as he marched, and he entered Caracas in 
triumph, to be acclaimed The Liberator, a title that was never withdrawn. He was made dictator, 
and all promised well. But the country was not ripe for settled government; stability is not a 
characteristic of South American republics to this hour. Jealousy and rival interests weakened his 
efforts, and then the cessation of war in Europe enabled Spain to dispatch a new army to the revolted 
provinces. 

The army he could have faced, but dissensions among his own followers made abiding success 
impossible. He had to seek refuge at first at Cartagena, and then in Jamaica. There, brooding over 
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the wrongs and miseries of his 
native land, he was inspired to 
the noblest conception of gov-
ernment that had ever entered 
the mind of a Spaniard whether 
of the Old World or the New. 
He issued a splendid proclama-
tion that was an actual fore-
runner of the ideal that brought 
into being the League of Na-
tions in Europe. 

He imagined a South 
America as it might be under 
ideal conditions. He looked at 
the Isthmus of Panama, and 
saw it pierced by a canal, to 
which all the ships of peace of 
the world might sail; he saw it 
as a centre where the Old 
World and the New World 
might meet in happy confer-
ence, where wars should be 
ended, and the brotherhood of 
man brought into actuality. 

“Might it not be that one 
day we may have the happiness 
of setting up in Panama a 
solemn congress of represen-
tatives of republics, kingdoms, 
and empires who would discuss 
the great questions of peace 
and war with the other parts of 
the world?” he wrote. “This 

congress would serve us as a council in the great conflicts, a means of contact in common danger, 
a faithful interpreter of public treaties in case of difficulty, and finally a conciliator of our 
differences.” 

A century later the world answered Yes, but chose Geneva instead of Panama as the setting. 
But the immediate answer to this magnificent appeal was an assassin’s knife, which took the life 

of the faithful woman who threw herself in front of Bolivar, for whom it was intended, and enabled 
him to escape. He went from Jamaica to Haiti, where he was sheltered by that great spirit Toussaint 
L’Ouverture, and was enabled to organise his forces afresh, in the meantime helping Haiti to shake 
off the shackles of France and became a republic. 

Equestrian portrait of Simon Bolivar, Arturo Michelena 
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Entering New Granada again Bolivar got together another army with which to invade Vene-
zuela, and won success after success until, by the Battle of Caraboba, fought in June 1821, he finally 
broke the Spanish power and secured the independence of his native land. Two months later New 
Granada and Venezuela united to form one republic with the name of Colombia, in honour of 
Columbus, the discoverer of South Amer-
ica. 

Bolivar saw that the country was as yet 
unfit for democratic institutions. His ideal 
was a constitution resembling that of Great 
Britain, but for the time being he was made 
president, with power to choose his suc-
cessor, as the Caesars were wont to choose 
theirs in ancient Rome. 

Then Peru called him. He went to her 
assistance and helped her also to throw off 
the Spanish yoke, although faction and 
treachery were as rife there as in Vene-
zuela. Southern Peru divided itself from 
the remainder and, calling itself Bolivia, 
after its deliverer, made him its president 
for life, and bade him draw up a form of 
government for it. With a thousand war-
like cares added to the teeming problems 
of statesmanship that harassed him the 
Liberator discharged his trust, only to find 
that his confidence in the men whom he 
had left at home to direct the affairs of the 
new Colombia had been betrayed, and that 
the ideal republic he had envisaged was on 
the verge of civil war again. 

The Liberator was impossibly just, mer-
ciful, and disinterested for the times and 
peoples into whose midst destiny had cast 
him. His freeing of his slaves was followed 
by his ordinances for the defence and 
preservation of the rights of the native 
Indians, who had never before had a friend 
beyond a kindly but powerless missionary 
or two. They were nobody’s business, 
everybody’s victims, the original possessors 
of the land, hounded hither and thither as 
inferior conquered races always were, our Simón Bolívar, Arturo Michelena 
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own British ancestors not excepted. 
Bolivar’s ideas were far in advance of his age, and the Colombians were in open revolt when he 

returned to Caracas. He resigned his presidence, but was persuaded to resume. But the reactionaries 
still resented the dictatorship of the one great spirit among them. A renewed attempt to assassinate 
him failed, but his enemies succeeded in breaking up the republic and separating Venezuela from 
Colombia. A congress called to re-settle the disputed problems failed to support him. The re-
actionary element had all to gain and nothing to lose by his failure, for his success meant the defence 
of the weak, the curbing of the mighty, and the execution of justice by his own clean, strong hands. 
His very friends betrayed him, awed, or persuaded, into desertion in the critical hour. 

He had freed Venezuela, Peru, Panama, Colombia, and Ecuador from the humiliating servitude 
of centuries, but there was no body of men capable of keeping pace with him in the pursuit of his 
ideals. Confusion and bitterness, treachery and peril, grew about him. Danger never intimidated 
him; never was a man more insensible to physical fear; but his heart and health were breaking under 
the strain of the incessant conspiracies of his enemies, and he was driven to realise at last that, 
although he had brought his people to the promised land, he was not to enter and enjoy it with 
them. They were free, but he must go. 

They told him so. Yes, he must depart; he the deliverer, could have no place in the land he had 
redeemed. He must go into exile; and as he had spent his entire fortune in their interests they would 
allow him a small pension! He was borne from the scene of his triumphs, a dying man, first to 
Cartagena, and then to Santa Marta, where his brave, bright spirit passed.  

Even his enemies could not undo his work. The countries he had freed never again submitted 
to the Spanish serfdom from which he had released them. They remained free States. He be-
queathed to the world an ideal that has not perished. His body, after lying for the space of 12 years 
at Santa Marta, was transferred to his native Caracas and re-interred there under a splendid 
monument. 

But his fame was crowned nearly a century after his triumphs, when the peoples of the Earth, 
assembled at the League of Nations, acclaimed him as their spiritual ancestor, as an immortal figure 
who has become part of the common heritage of mankind. 
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Chapter 7 

 

James Weddell 
1787-1834 A.D, Explorer of South America 

 
In two small unprotected ships he 

made one of the most magnificent voy-
ages in the history of navigation. The 
spirit of Drake and of Cook seemed to 
live again in James Weddell. He had 
Drake’s gallant passion for the adven-
ture of discovery; he had the cool, 
scientific mind of Cook, and emerged 
from a similar upbringing, to think and 
act and write as Cook did. 

He was the son of a Lanarkshire 
working upholsterer, a poor man who 
came to London a few years before the 
birth of James in 1787. The father died 
young, leaving a widow with two little 
sons. At an earlier age than Cook, 
Weddell was bound apprentice on a 
similar ship to that in which his great 
forerunner gained his sea legs, a collier 
trading between London and New-
castle. It was rough, grim work on the 
old colliers, but it produced magnifi-
cent seamen. 

At 18 Weddell was transferred to a 
merchant ship that plied between 
England and the West Indies, in which 
he made several voyages. At the end of 
three years a dispute arose between 

James and his captain, a dispute so fierce that the youngster knocked the skipper down. The cause 
of the quarrel can never be known, but the splendid after-record of Weddell and his unblemished 
conduct from the moment that he becomes a historical figure encourage the belief that Weddell 
had grave cause for his resentment. 

James Weddell, Unknown Artist 
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His captain sought revenge by hand-
ing him over to a naval frigate as a 
mutineer. From that moment Weddell 
never looked back. He worked hard; he 
read hard; and proved himself so com-
petent that he was made a midshipman, 
a rank that in those days of war often 
involved duties of high responsibility. 
He made himself a first-rate navigator, 
and in two years was appointed acting 
master of a naval ship. 

For eight years Weddell was a trust-
ed officer of British ships, with a reputa-
tion so high that later Admiral Sartorius 
wrote of him as one of the most efficient 
and trustworthy officers he had met 
with in the course of his professional 
career. The overthrow of Napoleon at 
Waterloo brought world-wide wars to 
an end; our fleets were cut down, and 
sea routes that had been long closed to 
peaceful ships were reopened to com-
merce and discovery. 

Weddell existed for three years on 
half-pay. Then the Great South called. 
An Englishman sailing between foreign 
ports toward the Antarctic accidentally 
discovered the South Shetland Islands 
in 1818, and in the year following 
Weddell was appointed to command 
the brig Jane of Leith of 160 tons, and 
sailed across the world in quest of the seals with which their coasts were said to teem. Weddell had 
never caught a seal in his life, but his earlier voyages had made him familiar with the icy seas about 
Greenland, so he had no fear of anything the South could reveal. 

On the way to the South Shetlands he discovered the South Orkneys, roughly explored them, 
and placed them on his map, unaware that his find had been anticipated. Rumour had created what 
were called the Aurora Islands, midway between the Falklands and South Georgia, and Weddell 
ploughed this way and that in the hope of finding them, only to ascertain that the supposed islands 
must have been icebergs mistaken for land. The results of this voyage justified hopes of better. 

Weddell’s profits enabled him to buy a share in the Jane, and in September 1822 he set sail again 
in her with 25 men, accompanied by a mere cockleboat, the Beaufoy, a cutter of 65 tons, carrying 
13 men. The avowed object was seals; but Weddell took with him the best of nautical instruments 

Meyer's Newspaper Atlas, Map 10: World Charte  

in Mercator's Projection, cropped 



JAMES WEDDELL 

31 

to equip him for investigations that were more romantic. 
He carried provisions for two years, and the adventure involved great care, for his crews looked 

to him not only for profit but for their health, seeing that he was unable to afford a surgeon. Within 
a week of clearing the Downs Weddell had a bitter experience. He boarded a Portuguese ship that 
was carrying 250 slaves. Weddell’s heart burned within him, because as a law-abiding citizen he 
dared not to release the slaves, for to do so would involve a charge of piracy; and so with great 
reluctance he had to let the ship with her infamous cargo sail away in peace. 

On the way down the South American coast he made various halts in Patagonia, shooting the 
South American camel, the guanaco, for meat, surveying with a view to finding harbours, effecting 
repairs, and taking in water that was to last until he reached the Farthest South. Clearing the 
continent he renewed his survey of the South Orkneys and captured the first examples hitherto 
known to science of the sea leopard, the animal that, with the grampus, makes life horrible in the 
icy waters of the South. 

The Edinburgh Museum still preserves the sea leopard he brought home, fantastically stuffed, 
so that it seems to have the head and neck of a reptile. He also discovered the splendid seal that 
bears his name, and many new birds, for he was a first-rate naturalist and observer. 

In the Antarctic midsummer, our midwinter, Weddell launched south into seas filled with 
drifting floes, icebergs, and enormous floating islands, miles long, so that to avoid being crushed the 

The Brig Jane and Cutter Beaufoy in the James Weddell  

Antarctic Expedition 1823, Attributed to William John Huggins 
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little ships had to tack and dodge like hares pursued by hounds, thus wasting time and mileage. The 
crews were looking for seals; their captain was working for something more. 

He avoided the track that Cook had followed, and he fired the flagging spirits of his men by 
offering £10 to the first who saw new land. Many were the islands of ice and fog-bound icebergs 
they approached, but not a speck of land. 

After a fortnight of manoeuvring Weddell set a course straight toward the South Pole, declaring 
to his men that in that direction lay hope of land and seals. 

It was a mad, magnificent venture in such perilous seas, for the tiny ships had only thin planking 
beneath them which submerged rocks of ice might easily have pierced. All the ships built to traverse 
the Polar seas were specially strengthened with heavy timber and copper; Weddell challenged fate 
with craft built for coastal work round temperate England. 

Great, cold, swelling seas lashed the ships, so that the decks were always awash, and the men, 
chilled and wet, suffered from cold, ague, and rheumatism. Weddell increased their food allowance 
and did all he could for their comfort. In spite of all his cares the men grumbled loud and long, for 
they were sealers seeking profit, not explorers who cared for the glory of adding to the geographical 
knowledge of a half-instructed world. 

Near the Antarctic Circle they were almost in rebellion; but Weddell pointed to an immense 
iceberg dark with earth and rocks, and said that here was evidence of the proximity to land; so on 
they sailed amid the islands of ice and fleets of floating bergs. Clouds of birds were about them and 
the sea foamed with whales. Still staggering south they at last cleared the ice and before them lay 
an immense, untroubled ocean. Into it they plunged, rejoicing. 

 

They were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 

 

Weddell named it, in honour of his king, the George the Fourth Sea; but posterity has done 
justice to a nobler man by calling it after his name, the Weddell Sea. They sailed for six days until, 
on February 20, 1823, they reached beyond latitude 74º. This was the Farthest South that man had 
ever sailed, 214 nautical miles nearer the Pole than Cook had reached; but now to his great grief 
Weddell had to reverse his ships and start north. 

A gale was blowing dead against him from the south, winter was approaching, and he had to 
traverse a thousand miles of ice-strewn seas that might close in and imprison him for the winter, 
involving the death of all. So, with no new land discovered and not a seal captured, he turned back 
and made for South Georgia, where the two ships met after being separated for a week by a gale. 

Food was short and scurvy was threatening; they were saved by bitter stringent herbs and multi-
tudes of young albatrosses; and amid the ice and frost Weddell discovered to his astonishment that 
the island was trembling from the violence of a volcano hidden beneath their feet. After a month’s 
rest Weddell sailed for the Falklands, a four-weeks voyage, amid terrific gales. There they wintered, 
to sail again five months later for the South Shetlands. 

The decks were swept of everything that waves could snatch. Rigging and sails became solid 
with ice, the rudder was frozen, and so much water froze on the ships that they could hardly crest 
the waves. Weddell attributes his escape from foundering to the fact that the ice bound his ship 
together. Meanwhile the men were in great distress, injured by violent falls, frostbitten, and 
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wretched. 
Weddell took the blankets from his own bed and had them made into stockings for the sufferers; 

he took the leather washers out of the pumps to patch their broken shoes. But they could not yet 
go home, for without seals they were penniless. So after failing, owing to the ice, to reach the South 
Shetlands again they sailed for South America, and there amid the perils of storm-lashed Tierra del 
Fuego, they caught seals that saved them from bankruptcy, and came home laden with oil that satis-
fied the men, but with a prize dearer than gold for their captain, a record of unparalleled achieve-
ment that ranked James Weddell with the immortals of heroic endeavour. 

He wrote an admirable book of the great adventure, and that was his only reward, for circum-
stances occurred which prevented his extending his discovery. He died a poor man in a street off 
the Strand, Cook’s follower and disciple, a man of the same breed, mind, and dauntless, unselfish 
spirit. 
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Chapter 8 

 

Flag-Bearers of Brazil 
1500s A.D. on, Brazil 

 
At the head of a fleet of thirteen ships, Pedro Alvares Cabral crossed the Atlantic in 1500 and 

claimed Brazil for Portugal. The Brazil he found was a wilderness of forests, rivers, deserts, marshes, 
and range upon range of tumbling mountains.  

Uncounted tribes of Indians challenged the advance of the colonists who followed. Millions of 
insects swarmed. Snakes and wild beasts lurked and leaped. Some regions were flooded by heavy 
rains. Other parts knew hardly any rain at all for two or three years. The north steamed in tropical 
heat while the pampas of the south shivered under biting wintry winds, blowing straight from the 
icy peaks of the Andes.  

National Flag of Brazil 
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The exploration of this vast land was accomplished by men 
like our own pioneers—Lewis and Clark, Davy Crockett, Daniel 
Boone. Brazilian explorers were called bandeirantes, which 
means flag-bearers, because wherever they went they carried 
and planted the flag of Portugal.  

Beginning with small bands in the middle of the sixteenth 
century, the bandeirantes increased steadily through three cen-
turies until they formed small armies of three thousand or more 
flag-bearers.  

They raced over almost all South America. They hunted 
gold, diamonds, and other riches. They found the Indians, cap-
turing, killing, and driving them back into remote forests. They 
pushed into Spanish territory, claiming everything they saw for 
Brazil and Portugal. Thousands upon thousands went out. 
Thousands never returned.  

Landscape of Westphalia, João Batista da Costa 

(Left) Illuminated Rocks, João Batista da Costa 
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Such men were giants in endurance, determination, enterprise, and courage. They gave Brazil 
its immense area and its untold mineral wealth. Where they founded cattle ranches, mining camps 
and settlements, there stand today scores of villages, towns, and cities.  

They gave Brazil something else—a tradition of men willing to exert every effort and make every 
sacrifice for their country. In the centuries that followed, only men of tremendous character and 
achievement could measure up to their record of never yielding or turning back from danger or 
hardships.  

During Brazil’s 322 years under the rule of Portugal, during its 70 years as an empire, and since 
1889 as a republic, Brazil has known many men who carried on the best traditions of the bandeir-
antes. Though the men of later times explored and achieved in the fields of governments, war, 
finance, the arts and sciences, they were true flag-bearers, winning for themselves and for Brazil the 
respect and admiration of the world.  

The modern flag-bearers of Brazil have built and are building schools and colleges over all Brazil. 
They have extended Mauá’s first railways in to a network now penetrating the interior. They have 
charged from gas lamps to electric systems they now illuminate every city and town in the country. 
They have built highways, telephone lines, lake, river and ocean navigation systems, street car and 
bus lines, airports and airlines. They have built factories which manufacture everything from animal 
crackers and automobile parts to stained glass and violins.  

Landscape with an Ant Bear, Frans Post 
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They have built radio stations that broadcast not only Brazilian music and speakers but those of 
all the world. Motion picture theatres, many of them palaces, show their own films and foreign films 
as well. In short, almost everything that United States possesses now has a counterpart in Brazil. 

Sugar Mill in Pernambuco, Frans Post 
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Chapter 9 

 

General Caxias 
1803-1888 A.D., Brazil 

 
All through a hot summer morning of 1823, while the sun blazed overhead, troops stationed in 

Rio de Janeiro stood at rigid attention on the Field of St. Anna. Up and down before them rode the 
romantic, newly crowned Emperor, Pedro I, choosing this man and that “by the finger.”  

When at last he finished, eight hundred soldiers remained on the field—the tallest, the broadest 
of shoulder, the handsomest. They were to form his famous Battalion of the Emperor.  

Next he selected his officers. And for these only men of exceptional valor and distinction would  
         satisfy him. Among those who passed the test was a twenty- 
  year-old lieutenant, Luiz Alves Lima e Silva—now 

called Caxias.  
Two months later, in a splendid ceremony in 

the Imperial Chapel, the first flags of the Empire 
were blessed and presented to their regiments. 
As adjutant of the Battalion of the Emperor, 
Caxias received from the Minister of War the 
flag of the Battalion.  

Every morning thereafter, the adjutant 
rode with his men to maneuvers on the Field 
of St. Anna. And every morning he was 
aware that from behind the curtains of an 
impressive home overlooking the Field, the 
eyes of a beautiful young girl watched his 
coming and going. 

Shortly, Caxias was asking the lovely girl’s 
widowed mother for permission to marry her 

daughter, Annica. But dona Luiza Rosa Vianna 
coldly refused because he was not of the titled 

nobility. Also, he served Pedro I, whom she hated.  
Years passed. Serving with his battalion in various 

campaigns, Caxias won decoration after decoration for 
bravery, and promotion after promotion. At 
twenty-four he was a captain; at twenty-six, a 
major. Already, his extraordinary ability to 

Luís Alves de Lima e Silva, then Baron of Caxias,  

François-René Moreaux 
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command and his rigid devotion to duty and 
discipline were recognized.  

Meanwhile friction between Brazilians and 
Portuguese in Rio was becoming hotter and hot-
ter, and Pedro I, more and more unpopular. It 
was said that he had Brazil and Brazilians “on his 
tongue,” but that Portugal and the Portuguese 
were in his heart.  

The crisis came when he dismissed his Bra-
zilian Ministers and appointed a new Cabinet, 
whose scorn of all things Brazilian was notori-
ous.  

Brazilians, high and low, began to assemble 
on the Field of St. Anna. Regiment after regi-
ment joined them. And messenger after messen-
ger was sent to the Emperor, asking him to 
restore his Brazilian Ministers to office. Pedro 
refused. The crowd was becoming uncontrol-
lable. Something had to be done.  

Three men were called to take charge. One 
was General Francisco Lima e Silva, commander 
in chief of the Brazilian armies and father of 
Caxias. The second was Colonel Manoel Lima e 
Silva, commander of the Battalion of the Em-
peror and uncle of Caxias. The third was Caxias, 
a major now, and adjutant of the Battalion. 

So strong was the feeling against Pedro that 
the General went himself to urge him to restore 
the Ministry. Pedro remained obstinate. When 
informed that the artillery now sided with the 
people, he said confidently, “I still have the 
Battalion of the Emperor.” He was counting on the unfailing obedience to discipline and implacable 
hatred for revolts and revolutions of one man—Caxias.  

An ultimatum gave Pedro until dawn to restore the dismissed Ministers. The night wore on. 
When the first line of light touched the horizon, the Emperor still had made no sign.  

The General, obeying the will of the people, gave the order for the Battalion of the Emperor to 
march to the Field of St. Anna. His brother, the Colonel, received the order and, in turn, com-
manded his nephew to place the troop on the march. Major Caxias obeyed his colonel.  

The Battalion of the Emperor, joining the people of Brazil against the Throne, decided the issue. 
Pedro I heard the marching feet of the men he had chosen with his own finger. He wrote out his 
abdication and went aboard a ship in the harbor bound for Portugal. Behind him, asleep in the 
palace, remained the five-year-old boy who was to become Pedro II, the Good Emperor.  

Photo of Ana Luísa Carneiro Viana, wife of the  

Duke of Caxias, from Guerra do Paraguai:  

memórias & imagens by Ricardo Salles, 1860 
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Confusion followed in Rio as four different groups struggled to seize power. Again, the Limas e 
Silva stood firm. The General, one of the three Regents elected to rule Brazil until little Pedro came 
of age, had the army behind him. And Caxias conceived the idea of a Sacred Battalion to restore 
order to the capital.  

The Scared Battalion was composed of four hundred loyal officers, none to have higher rank in 
the battalion than the others. Colonels patrolled the streets. Brigadiers and generals, muskets on 
shoulders, cheerfully mounted guard. It served until 1833, when the need for it had passed.  

Caxias was now thirty years old, a major covered with decorations and the son of a Regent of 
the Empire. But still, this was not enough to soften the heart of the mother of Annica. So Caxias 
had another idea. And Annica agreed that it was a good one.  

On January 6, Day of the Kings, when all Rio was in festa, dona Luiza invited relatives and 
friends to celebrate the mass in her private chapel. Beside Annica sat Caxias. But when the mass 
was over and the priest turned, Annica and Caxias rose and advanced to the altar. While stunned 
relatives and friends looked on, they were married! 

Shortly Annica, too, had an idea. They were rich; why should Caxias work so hard, be so fre-
quently away from home, and so constantly in danger? He should resign from the army! 

To choose between his wife and the 
army was martyrdom for Caxias. Finally, he 
wrote his resignation. But when he pre-
pared to deliver it to the Minister of War, 
Annica stopped him. 

“I was wrong,” she said. “It was selfish 
of me to sacrifice you. Never again will I try 
to turn you from the honorable road of your 
duty.” 

A peacemaker more than a warrior, 
Caxias conquered and pacified revolts and 
revolters in north, central, and south Bra-
zil. With the country untied and at peace, 
he destroyed the two dictators of Uruguay 
and Argentina who menaced Brazil’s boun-
daries. And as a last military service to his 
country, he defeated the dictator, Lopez, of 
Paraguay.  

Caxias rose through all the ranks to 
general. He served his country politically, 
also, as governor of a state, as senator, and 
as Minister of War. The Throne first gave 
him the title of Baron of Caxias in memory 
of the little town in north Brazil where he 
quelled the first rebellion. Later, he was 
made viscount, finally, a duke, the highest Photo of Luís Alves de Lima e Silva 
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title ever awarded a Brazilian.  
The birthday of Caxias, August 25, is now the Day of the Soldier. Every son born to a soldier 

on that day is baptized Caxias and has as his godparent the Minister of War and his wife. And every 
year on August 25 in Rio, a tiny portable altar, covered with worn leather and studded with nails, 
is placed on the main altar of the  Convent of St. Antony. The mass of the day is celebrated before 
it. This was the altar Caxias carried with him on every campaign.  

Today, a program is under way to teach every Brazilian, particularly hundreds of thousands of 
Brazilians of foreign blood, the history and aims of Brazil. Americans learn through the lives of 
Washington and Lincoln what it really means to be an American, and why the United States is a 
nation its citizens can be proud to protect and honor. In the same way, Brazilians learn about Brazil 
through the life and character of Caxias—general, statesman, diplomat, hero.

Battle of Avai, Pedro Américo 
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Chapter 10 

 

Henry Meiggs 
1811-1877 A.D., Peru 

 
When Tennyson wrote that men may rise on stepping-stones of their dead selves to higher 

things he might have been thinking of Henry Meiggs, the American engineer who planned the 
highest railway in the world, running from the coast of Peru up into the Andes Mountains and 
reaching a height of 15,000 feet. 

Meiggs left his country as a fugitive from justice. He had started a bank and the bank had failed. 
He could not meet his liabilities. His management had not been altogether honest. He slipped away, 
therefore, and made for Peru because that country had no arrangement with other countries for the 
arrest of offenders who took re-
fuge there. In Peru for almost a 
year he disappeared. He went up 
into the Andes with a native 
Indian guide. No one thought any 
more about him. 

He knew that the great need 
of Peru was a railway over the 
gigantic range that begins to rise 
only a hundred miles from the 
Pacific coast. This coast is of little 
value for cultivation. The richest 
part of the republic lies across the 
Andes, where the River Amazon 
waters fertile regions. But there 
are rich lands also in the folds of 
the mountains. To reach these 
and the farther territory the Peru-
vians required a railway. So far no 
one had ventured to map out a 
route for so desperate an under-
taking. Meiggs had both the cour-
age and the ability. He spent his 
12 months in the wilds to good 
purpose. At the end of the time he 

Photo of Henry Meiggs Williams 
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reappeared in Lima, and submitted to the Government the plans for the railway. Nothing was 
known of him. He might, as an unknown man, have been treated with disdain. But when the plans 
were examined by experts they were found to be drawn with the greatest care and skill. Meiggs 
convinced the Government that the railway could be built. 

Then came the question: Who should the builder be? Meiggs claimed this reward for his enter-
prise, and received it. A huge sum was borrowed, and he was given the contract for the construction 
of the line. 

The difficulties to be overcome were enormous. It had to go three miles uphill. It had to be 
carried over vast chasms, round fearful precipices, through narrow gorges. Many of the regions it 
traversed were poisonous with disease. Before it could be finished Meiggs died, worn out by his task. 
But his plans remained, and in time the whole railway, with its 65 tunnels, 41 bridges, and 21 zig-
zags was complete. 

Meiggs is honoured in Peru as a national hero. The people give his name to streets and schools. 
There is a holiday every year in honour of his memory. A statue of him stands in the capitol, and at 
the highest point of his railway there is a flagstaff with a silver plate on it bearing an inscription 
about his splendid achievement. 

It was a great thing to do. But more credit is due to Meiggs for his conquest of himself than for 
his conquest of the Andes. He did “rise to higher things.” He redeemed his past. He paid his debt.

The residence of Henry Meiggs, Esq., in Santiago de Chile, 1870 
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Chapter 11 

 

Baron Mauá 
1819-1889 A.D., Brazil 

 
Pedro II was born to be an emperor; Caxias, to be a gen-

eral. Both rose to honor by following the traditions of 
their families. But if Mauá had followed the life to 

which he was born, he would today be com-
pletely unknown.  

Benjamin Franklin, Abraham Lincoln, 
Thomas Edison, Andrew Carnegie, and 
scores of other men in the United States 
rose from poverty and obscurity to poli-
tical and economic power. Remembering 
them, Mauá’s rise may not seem mira-
culous to young Americans.  

But Brazil, a century and more ago, 
was very different from the United 
States. Sons of rich men were educated 
in Europe for law or medicine, or they 

inherited enormous coffee plantations and 
cattle ranches which they ruled as veritable 

kings. Big business was in the hands of fo-
reigners, chiefly the English. Portuguese 

owned the small shops and stores. And the 
cheapness of slave labor made it impossible for the 

son of a poor Brazilian to earn a living with his hands.  
For Mauá, fatherless at nine, forced to live 

with his mother’s people on a poor little farm, 
there was no chance whatever to secure edu-

cation and training. The best that could be done for him was to apprentice him to a Portuguese 
storekeeper.  

So when he was nine years old, an uncle took him to Rio de Janeiro and apprenticed him to a 
grocer named Almeida. Before he was twelve, Mauá had become Almeida’s cashier. And some-
how—no one knows when or how—he learned to read and write.  

Five years later, Almeida was on the verge of bankruptcy. An honest man, he called his creditors 

Irineu Evangelista de Sousa, the Viscount of Mauá,  

Édouard Viénot 
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together and offered them everything he owned, even his home and the jewels of his wife. Among 
his creditors was an Englishman, Richard Carruthers, head of a prosperous importing house. “In 
England a man’s home is sacred,” he declared. “Keep your house and jewels.” And the other 
creditors agreed.  

That night Almeida took Mauá to Mr. Carruthers. “To repay your kindness,” he said, “I bring 
you a good clerk.” 

Mr. Carruthers liked his new clerk. He placed Mauá in his own office and in the evenings gave 
him lessons in accounting and English.  

Nine years later, Mr. Carruthers retired to England. Mauá, though younger in years and experi-
ence than many of the employees, was placed in charge of the business.  

At once he proved that he was no ordinary man of business. He rented a large house high on a 
mountainside, far from the dirt, fevers, and gossip of Rio, and took his employees there to live with 
him. While the others slept, Mauá studied English. And on Sundays, he read everything he could 
find on ship navigation, railways in England and the United States, metallurgy, economics, and 
English and Portuguese literature.  

At this time, cities in Brazil, even Rio de Janeiro, were illuminated with fish-oil lamps and only 
for a few hours on nights when there was no moon. People traveled by land on horseback or in 
chairs swung from the shoulders of slaves or, if rich, in carriages. By water, they traveled in wooden 
canoes or slow-moving sailing boats. Freight was transported by pack-mule trains or the boats.  

Mauá, now happily married, rich, and highly respected, appeared to have attained all that he 
could ever have dreamed. But his associations with Mr. Carruthers, his endless reading and study, 
had opened new worlds to him. He became convinced that Providence had chosen him for great 
works. Soon his idea took definite form. He would bring to his country all the industrial improve-
ments other nations enjoyed.  

With this dream in mind, he sailed for England to visit his former patron. Satisfied with the 
wealth the House of Carruthers was bringing him under Mauá’s management, Mr. Carruthers was 
not enthusiastic about Mauá’s plan to resign in order to introduce industry to Brazil. And when, 
after studying industries in Europe, Mauá returned to Brazil, his friends thought him completely 
mad.  

To list all the improvements Mauá introduced to his country, in spite of every kind of opposition 
and obstacle, would fill pages. One, and the first, was a shipyard and foundry he established in 
Niteroi across the harbor from Rio. It is important as the “Mother of all the other industries” in 
Brazil today.  

Another was the installation of six hundred gas lamps on the mains streets of Rio, the first public 
improvement in the capital. When other communities saw that the meters did not blow up and Rio 
did not burn down, they clamored for gas lights, too.  

Of the many improvements Mauá gave Brazil, three stand out above them all. The first was his 
introduction of the railway. It took him a long time to secure the right to build even a “sample” line, 
less than ten miles long, between Rio and the mountains that separate it from the interior. But when 
the first little engine raced over those ten miles in twenty-three minutes, what a phenomenon that 
was! 

Mauá was made a baron and cheers and praises were showered upon him. The little engine was 
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named Baroneza, in honor of his 
wife, now the Baroness Mauá.  

Praise, however, did not ease 
his task of building other lines in 
various parts of Brazil. In addi-
tion to all sorts of financial, poli-
tical, and physical obstacles, he 
had to overcome two even great-
er.  

The first was the idea that no 
Brazilian was capable of carrying 
out such an enterprise success-
fully. England was the homeland 
of the railways; therefore an 
Englishman should build them.  

The second was even more 
difficult. Although the Emperor 
was one of the most enlightened 
and best informed rulers in the 
19th century, he knew little of 
business. To him, Mauá was “in 
trade” and tradesmen were defi-
nitely of a lower order. He could 
not bring himself to give Mauá 
the support, respect, and confi-
dence he deserved. One of the 
things that astonished the Em-
peror most in the United States 
was the fact that the Government trusted private business men to own and operate railways, docks, 
and other huge public enterprises.  

All this time, the vast Amazon Valley, though colonized more than two hundred years before, 
was locked away from the world. With Europe and the United States hungry for the rich resources 
a few explorers had discovered, no foreign ships were permitted entrance there. Brazilians, too, 
demanded more and more loudly that the Valley should be opened to trade.  

When, finally, the Government offered to grant an exclusive contract to a Brazilian navigation 
company, only one man had courage to undertake it. Within eight years, Mauá’s shipping lines had 
multiplied the revenues of the Amazon Valley five times.  

Then everyone wanted to place ships on the Amazon! Mauá not only permitted other Brazilian 
lines to enter to compete with his, but performed a greater service still. He persuaded the Emperor 
to open Amazonian ports to ships of foreign nations.  

He had still another great dream, to link Brazil by submarine cable with the world. But when 
the government decided to inaugurate a line, it did not turn to Mauá. Only when the first attempt 

Brazilian Forest, Martin Johnson Heade 
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failed was he called. Two years later, the submarine cable was laid and the Emperor was receiving 
cabled congratulations from the heads of all the nations in the world.  

The Emperor awarded Mauá the title of Viscount. Nothing is more significant of this man, who 
rose from grocer’s apprentice to the twin titles of “Father of Brazilian Industry” and “Viscount 
Mauá,” than the coat of arms he designed for himself. Scorning the classical symbols, he chose his 
own—to represent the railways, the ships, and the gas lamps he had sacrificed his health and fortune 
to give his country. 
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Chapter 12 

 

Ulysses S. Grant 
1822-1885 A.D., U.S. Civil War 

 
A veritable Ulysses he was. Like a Galahad from a hovel, an invincible Crusader from the 

backwoods, he outsoared all his countrymen save Lincoln as the heroic champion of freedom. He 
presided for eight years over the destinies of his native land, and was then swept into poverty and 
prostrated by an incurable disease. Yet on his death-bed he grappled with fate, and by the most 
heroic fortitude restored the fortunes of his family. 

Such things he did; yet no child-
hood could more have predisposed a 
boy to humdrum obscurity. He was 
born in a log cottage at Point Plea-
sant in Ohio, a village on the fringe 
of civilization, from which his par-
ents moved to Georgetown. There 
his father, who boasted Scottish an-
cestry and showed Scottish industry, 
had a slaughterhouse, from which he 
obtained hides for a tannery. 

The eldest of five children, 
Ulysses was put to work practically as 
soon as he could run about. Before 
he was six he had to work in the tan-
nery. Year by year his labours in-
creased, so that as a little fellow he 
was regularly driving a pair of horses, 
hauling logs and bricks, driving 40 
miles at a stretch, discharging legal 
and other business for his father, and 
generally labouring so hard that his 
growth was stunted and his mind 
unscholarly. His work left him no 
time for lessons in the tiny loghouse 
school save for a brief spell in winter. 

At 12, when he left school, he Lt. Gen. Ulysses S. Grant, Constant Mayer 
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was expert only in arithmetic, and 
was a dull, heavy-headed boy in class 
though prematurely developed in 
worldly affairs. He had an extra-
ordinary mastery of horses, which he 
bought and sold, broke and trained, 
rode and drove, with all the nerve 
and knowledge of a veteran. 

His passion for horses never left 
him. Many of the feats of cowboys 
shown on the films he performed as 
part of his everyday career, as when 
he leaped his mount over gun after 
gun of a battery, when he rode it 
down the steep bank and steps of a 
fort and returned by the same 
means, and when, during the war in 
Mexico, he volunteered to bring up 
ammunition and rode through a 
storm of bullets, hanging down on 
one side of his horse, holding by the 
mane, with one foot in the stirrups. 

His father’s business improved in 
time, and building schemes were 
added to the family activities, with 
the lad as principal agent in the 
work. His reward was to hear his 
father propose that he should for the 

future devote himself entirely to the most noisome work of the tannery. This was too much for the 
boy, who pleaded that he might either be given an education or that he should be allowed to become 
a farmer or a tradesman on the Mississippi. 

In the end he joined the Army in a war against hostile Red Indians, and when it was over he 
married and settled on a little plot of land given to his wife by her father. Here he began farming, 
living in a log hut of his own building, four miles from St. Louis. He was desperately poor, and was 
a complete failure as a farmer, though he added the labours of log-chopper and wood-hawker to his 
other activities. 

Poverty in its most acute form drove him to rejoin his father, who had now established a leather 
business in Illinois, where he was when the Civil War broke out. He volunteered from the North, 
and, being appointed colonel of a very ragged regiment, appeared on parade in a battered old hat, 
his coat worn into holes at the elbows, and his boots scarcely water-tight. 

His ragamuffins derided him, but very soon he had them so disciplined by tying men up for 
robbery, by knocking men down with the butt end of a rifle for threatening violence to the helpless, 

Grant at the capture of the city of Mexico, Emanuel Leutze  
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that in time he had about him a force as meek as lambs on the march, but as bold as lions when it 
came to battle. 

At the outset the North, with inferior forces, inadequate armament, and inefficient leadership, 
suffered terrible reverses. All their generals in turn brought disaster on them. Grant had to work 
slowly upward, the sole military genius on this side, without influence, beset by the jealousy of 
incompetent rivals, hounded by the fury of contractors whose rascality he exposed, thwarted by 
politicians who sought party capital from every movement of the war. Step by step he secured 
advancement and won the attention and confidence of Lincoln. The President was the soul and 
inspiration of the war; Grant was its sword, its military brain, its unconquerable arbiter, never 
faltering, never for an instant doubting his power ultimately to master the combination of talent 
and valour opposed to him. 

He foresaw with prophetic vision a long-drawn-out struggle, and laid his plans accordingly. His 
victories at Fort Henry, Fort Donelson, and Shiloh enabled him to cross the Mississippi, twice defeat 
the enemy, and drive them into Vicksburg; and there, after a siege marked by terrible fighting, to 
compel complete surrender on July 4, 1863. Three months later he conquered Chattanooga and 
drove the foe out of Tennessee. 

In the spring of 1864 he was made major-general and given command of all the forces of the 
North. He directed a mil-
lion men. He handled his 
armies as good chess players 
move their pieces, and saw 
that the fall of Richmond, 
which involved the desper-
ate preliminary battle of the 
Wilderness and then a bit-
ter siege, must end the war. 
At this time, it is said, 
Grant smoked 20 cigars a 
day, and, like Caesar and 
Dr. Johnson, he would go 
without food and drink for 
48 hours at a time. 

The fall of Richmond 
and the surrender of Gen-
eral Lee brought the war to 
a close, and it fell to Grant 
to receive the surrender. 
Lee and his slave-owning 
friends were to America as 
the Cavaliers were to 
England during our Civil 
War. The autocratic 

General Ulysses S. Grant at City Point in 1864 with his wife and son Jesse, from 

The Photographic History of The Civil War in Ten Volumes: Volume Three, The 
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tyranny of our Stuart factions lived again in the wealthy Southern leaders; the Cromwellians seemed 
to live again in Lincoln and Grant and the cream of their followers. 

Hating war, but compelled as a born leader to hasten its end by hurling his forces upon his foes, 
Grant was called by his enemies a butcher because he fought with bulldog tenacity in an engagement 
which they had initiated in the hope of annihilating him. But he was just, merciful, and benevolent 
in every victory, he was the first to concert means of succour for the vanquished, the sternest in 
repressing cruelty, violence and robbery. 

Nothing in the war redounded more to his honour than his conduct toward Lee at his final sur-
render. The great Southerner had returned haughty letters to the urbane and courtly communi-
cations which were sent to him by Grant. 

When they came together Lee was the aristocrat to the last; Grant rode up, bespattered with 
mud, kindly, considerate, sympathetic. He imposed no humiliation, no harsh conditions, stipulating 
only that the beaten army should surrender its arms and pledge itself to fight no more against the 
Union. When all was signed, Lee said: “I forgot one thing, General. Many of the artillery and cavalry 
horses in my army belong to the men who have charge of them. But it is too late to speak of that 

Photo of mural of Grant accepting Lee's surrender, Appomattox Court House National Historical Park, Virginia 
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now.” 
“No,” Grant interrupted. “I will see 

that your cavalry and artillery retain their 
horses, as the officers do theirs. They will 
need them for their spring ploughing.” 

Ulysses Grant, the tanner’s son, was 
the great gentleman as he was the out-
standing force and mainspring of victory 
of that great and terrible war. Generous 
instinct and far-seeing policy prompted 
him to abounding clemency. 

Hardly had the peace been signed 
when Abraham Lincoln, flushed with the 
ecstasy of right triumphant and the gra-
cious harmony restored, was shot by a 
mad actor. Three years later Grant him-
self was called to the Presidency, and in 
1872 was re-elected. His period of office 
was distinguished by excellent measures 
of the President’s own conceiving, but 
gravely marred by the corruption of poli-
tical ne’er-do-wells gathered about him. 

Grant was an entirely honest man 
and imagined all others to be like himself, 
so he accepted the services of men whose 
dishonesty was patent to all but his trust-
ing nature. He left office poor. The Gov-
ernment sent him on a tour round the 
world, but, though his expenses were 
provided for, his private benefactions 
strained his resources. On his return he 
was induced to join his sons in partner-
ship with a man who proved an arrant 
knave and one day went to him saying he must have 30,000 pounds immediately to save his firm. 
Grant borrowed the sum on personal security, but this, with all he owned, was swallowed in the 
wreck which followed. The man was sent to prison, and though the lender of the 30,000 pounds 
offered to forgo the debt, the pride of the ex-President would not permit the sacrifice. 

No sooner had he sold up and surrendered all to his creditors than a cruel illness seized him, 
and he knew that death was advancing swiftly. Although aware that the State would not permit his 
family to starve, he was too independent to leave them to the charity of his country, and on his 
deathbed he set to work to write the story of his life that he might earn enough to maintain them 
after he was gone. 

Ulysses S. Grant, Thomas Le Clear 
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All the world knew that Grant was dying, and those about him knew he had committed himself 
to a task almost beyond human endeavour. But the valiant spirit of the veteran fighter would yield 
to no offers of help. Day by day he laboured at his book, telling in simple, moving language the story 
of his career. He finished his work just in time, with no leisure to read his story through, to revise it 
or correct it. Then he turned his face to the wall and died, and his country knew that a rare and 
noble spirit had passed from its midst, bequeathing to it a memory of one not wholly beyond fault, 
for he was human and fallible, but of one who had been brave and steadfast, magnanimous and 
honourable. 

He died with his task completed, and he left his family secured against poverty; 90,000 pounds 
came from the book written with his dying hand. It stirs the reader to glowing sympathy and abiding 
sorrow. 
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Chapter 13 

 

Pedro II 
1825-1891 A.D, Brazil 

 
On December 2, 1825, the 

bells of Rio de Janeiro rang joy-
ously. A son was born to Pedro I, 
Emperor of Brazil, and his 
Empress, Leopoldina! Before the 
assembled Court, the baby was 
displayed on a cushion in the 
arms of Brigadier General Lima e 
Silva.  

At that time ideas of liberty 
and equality, born of the Amer-
ican and French Revolutions, 
were spreading through Central 
and South America. One after 
another, Spanish colonies had 
proclaimed independence and 
formed republics.  

But now, Brazilian royalists 
believed their three-year-old em-
pire saved from such danger. 
With a dashing young emperor 
on the throne and his successor, 
also named Pedro, before them, 
Brazil, they thought, had nothing 
to fear.  

Less than five years later, this 
belief was shaken. The Empress 
was dead. And the Emperor, 
though older and wiser now, 

could not reconcile his autocratic point of view with the democratic principles abroad in the land.  
“I will do everything for the people,” he declared grandly, “but nothing by the people.”  
He was forced, however, to do one thing. Under pressure of Brazilian leaders, he was forced to 

Dom Pedro II, Louis-Auguste Moreaux 
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abdicate in favor of little Pedro and then he sailed for Portugal.  
Brazil rejoiced again. At last, after more than three centuries of Portuguese rule and rulers, it 

was to have a ruler of its own, Brazilian born. But thirteen years had to pass before Pedro would be 
of age to ascend the throne. In the meantime, while three Regents ruled for him, he was educated 
for his future as the Emperor of Brazil.  

He studied Latin, French, English, German, history, geography, philosophy, logic, and the arts 
and sciences. He learned to swim, ride, and fence, and to play the piano. But while he studied, 
republican ideas continued to seethe throughout Brazil. Finally, it was evident that only some drastic 
measure could save the Empire from collapse.  

Perhaps no fourteen-year-old boy has ever been faced with a more important decision than fair-
haired, blue-eyed Pedro on the afternoon leaders of both political parties placed the issue before 
him. Serious and thoughtful, as a result of his intensive training, he considered carefully. Then he 
announced that he was ready to assume the crown.  

Although he was not formally crowned until a year later, at the moment he became a symbol of 
Brazil. During the forty-six years of his reign, Pedro II became a greater and greater symbol of a 
unified Brazil, not only among his own people but throughout the world.  

At twenty-two, he assumed complete control of the government. Thereafter, he chose his min-
isters and advisers from the best men available. He united, politically, a vast and sprawling empire, 
while his “right and left arms”—Caxias and Mauá—gave it physical unity and an economic base.  

A giant of a man now—six feet, four—and possessed of boundless energy and zest for knowledge, 

Second Marriage de S.M.I. D. Pedro I, Jean-Baptiste Debret 
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he traveled abroad, winning friends and understanding for Brazil and its people.  
Although he wanted to travel in the United States incognito, Americans did not at first take 

his wishes seriously. Headed by the Secretary of State, a welcoming delegation sailed down New 
York harbor to greet the Emperor and Empress. But the delegation sailed back without them, while 
the imperial party, unnoticed, continued on their own ship to its dock. There, the Emperor and 
Empress took a public hack to their hotel.  

Americans were amazed at the tireless energy of the royal visitor and his vast and detailed know-
ledge in many fields. An early riser, he was constantly appearing before seven o’clock at the doors 
of people and institutions he wished to see. “A library on top of a locomotive,” some weary soul 
called him.  

Everywhere he wanted to study schools, hospitals, and factories, for information useful to Brazil. 
In Wyoming, it was the buffalo and the Indians; in Utah, the Mormons and the density of Salt Lake; 
in Chicago, the water supply; in Washington, both Congress and the fire department, in action.  

The Emperor showed intense interest in the Centennial Exhibition in Philadelphia. He assisted 
officially at its opening, May 10, 1876. Thereafter, almost every day, he opened it unofficially, arriv-
ing at seven o’clock to spend hours studying the various exhibits. One hot Sunday afternoon, he 
played an important role in the history of a great invention.  

A committee of judges, including Pedro II, was touring the electrical exhibits. In one little booth, 

Emperor Pedro II of Brazil visiting victims of cholera and with ministers of State, François-René Moreaux  
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an unknown inventor, named Alexander Graham 
Bell, waited anxiously for them to view his telephone 
device. His heart fell when he heard a judge say that 
they would look at no more exhibits that day.  

At that moment, the Emperor recognized in the 
crestfallen inventor a young instructor he had met at 
the Boston School for the Deaf.  

“How do you do, Mr. Bell?” he exclaimed. “And 
how are the deaf mutes?” 

Bell told him, adding that he had to return to the 
school that night and could not be at the Exhibition 
when the judges returned the next day.  

“Then,” said the Emperor, “we must look at your 
invention now.” The judges could not well refuse, 
and the Emperor’s interest in the telephone made 
such a good story that the telephone became one of 
the high points of the Exhibition.  

Pedro II remained in the United States 
three months and was, by long odds, the 
most strenuous and popular foreign visitor 
every to reach American shores. “He makes 
respectable the trade of King,” a San Fran-
cisco newspaper said of him.  

The respect he won for himself and his 
country abroad increased the Emperor’s 
prestige at home. But he was growing older 
now, and a generation of young militarists 
was rising who resented the fact that Brazil 
was the only empire in South America.  

The Emperor, absorbed in improving 

Dona Leopoldina of Habsburg and Her Sons, 

 Domenico Failutti 
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education, health, and transportation, 
gave little thought to the army. Above all, 
he was concerned with slavery. Longing to 
abolish it, he knew that complete and sud-
den emancipation would be disastrous. So 
he worked to end it gradually.  

At length, his health forced him to 
seek treatment in Europe. While he was 
abroad, his daughter, acting as Regent, 
signed a bill abolishing slavery.  

This gave common cause to various 
factions opposing the Emperor. It also gave 
the militarists the opportunity they need-
ed. Hardly had Pedro II returned to Brazil, 
when Marshal Deodoro da Fonseca pro-
claimed a Republic. A few hours later, in 
the darkness before dawn, Emperor and 
Empress, banished forever from the land 
they had loved and ruled so long, were 
hustled abroad a ship for Portugal.  

So quickly had the military regime 
acted that few knew of the Emperor’s exile 
until his ship had sailed. No ceremony 
bade him farewell. Perhaps in his ears still 
echoed the lines written by Whittier, and 
read as a godspeed when Pedro II sailed 
homeward from New York. Today they 
express the feeling of every Brazilian.  

“And thou great-hearted ruler…Son 
of the South, 

 

 “Lift up thy honored head. 
Wear unashamed a crown, by thy desert 
 More than by birth, thy own.  
Careless of watch and ward, thou art begirt 
 By grateful hearts alone.” 
 
 

Dom Pedro II, Joaquim da Rocha Fragoso 
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Chapter 14 

 

Louisa May Alcott 
1832-1888 A.D., Civil War 

 
The old orchard was a pink and white mist with newly opened apple blossoms. The afternoon 

sun, shining through them, fell softly on a grassy circle made by a ring of trees where a group of 
children played. A rope lay on the ground between two of the trees and half a dozen boxes set on 
end were ranged beyond the rope. A girl with an old soldier cap on her head and a short wooden 
lath stuck into the belt of her dress stood facing the row of boxes. “Oh, that my beautiful lady were 
here! Oh, that her knight might do brave deeds for her sweet sake!” exclaimed the girl. She folded 
her arms and paced up and down. Then she looked impatiently at the group of children just outside 
the ring of trees. “That’s your cue, May. Come on now, holding up your skirt as a lady would.”  

A smaller girl, very pretty, with long yellow curls and blue eyes, caught at her dress and tiptoed 
into the ring. When she stood in the centre the other one rushed towards her and fell on one knee. 
“Oh, Lady Arabella, oh, beautiful lady,” said she, “give me your hand to kiss.” May gave her hand 
and the gallant knight pressed a kiss upon it. Then she rose to her feet. “These be perilous woods 
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for a lady to walk in,” said she. “Men say there are dragons here, a great green one with a tongue of 
fire.”  

Immediately a boy on the other side of the circle, dressed in a loose green dragon costume with 
a bag for a head and great red circles painted around the eyeholes, fell on his hands and knees and 
began to growl. Then kicking up his heels he galloped on to the stage.  

“Fine, Laurie, fine!” cried the older girl as the dragon romped round and round the grassy stage, 
roaring loudly and tossing his head savagely from side to side. Suddenly she remembered her part in 
the play. “Fear not, beautiful lady,” she exclaimed, “your faithful knight Sir Roderick will slay this 
dreadful beast.” She looked at the younger girl. “Now, May, shriek, shriek loud, and keep it up while 
we’re fighting. You’re terribly afraid.”  

The little Lady Arabella gave an ear-piercing shriek and another and another, so that a mother 
hen with a brood of chicks that had come clucking almost into the circle turned and scuttled away 

Summer at the Concord School of Philosophy founded by Amos Bronson Alcott, Concord, Massachusetts, Image 
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in great alarm.  
Sir Roderick pulled the lath from her belt and hitting it on the ground several times advanced 

towards the bellowing dragon.  
“Oh, Louise, mayn’t we sit on the boxes now?” begged one of the other girls. “We do so want to 

see this part of the play.”  
The knight hesitated. “Very well,” she agreed. “I guess it’ll encourage us to have some audience.”  
Highly delighted the other two girls and the boy ran to the row of theatre chairs and perched 

upon them. When they were settled Sir Roderick made some passes in the air with her sword and 
called loudly, “Come on, base dragon, and let it be a battle to the finish!”  

It was a splendid fight. The dragon, growling fearfully, came on and pawed at Sir Roderick. The 
knight, very stem of face, whacked at the beast and drove him round and round the stage. The Lady 
Arabella shrieked and shrieked and jumped up and down in excitement. Finally the audience, tre-
mendously thrilled, could keep silent no longer. They clapped their hands and screamed as loudly 
as the excited Princess. It was a perfect babel.  

Spurred on to greater deeds the knight pursued the dragon until she had him backed against 
one of the trees. “Now,” she said, “you die!” and stabbed him in the shoulder with her sword. The 
beast lay down and rolled over on his back, giving a loud hiss as a final salute. Sir Roderick placed 
one foot on the animal’s leg and looked proudly at the audience. “Behold the terrible creature’s 
slain,” said she. “I did it for thy sake, lady. Come to my arms.”  

The Lady Arabella ran forward and put her arms about the knight. The audience clapped loudly. 
“That’s the end of the act,” announced Sir Roderick.  

“When do we come in?” asked the other boy as they met on the stage.  
“You come in now,” said the manager, her eyes sparkling. “This is the great scene. You see I 

took the Princess home from the wood to her father. He didn’t like me, so before I knew it he shut 
me up in a prison on a high rock with only one little window. He chained me to the wall and fed 
me on bread and water. I sat there and wrote poems on the stones. Then, one day I heard a noise 
outside and looking out the window I saw troops of soldiers coming into the town. They came from 
the King my father to rescue me. They fought the other soldiers and killed them. Then they set me 
free. I sit over here by myself in the prison. Now you’re the army. You come on in line waving your 
swords; and so there’ll be an army you go round and round those two trees. That’ll look as if there 
were hundreds of you.”  

“Fine!” cried Laurie, who had pulled off the dragon’s suit. “I’ll be general.” He picked up a stick 
and rushed on to the stage. “Follow me, my men. Come along, you others.”  

The others followed, waving make-believe swords in air. It was even more exciting than the first 
scene. The five children went round and round the trees, cheering and pretending they were at least 
a hundred strong, while Louisa looked on and encouraged them. “Now,” she cried at last, “I see 
you’re strong enough to rescue me,” and she jumped from the window of the tower. Immediately a 
terrific battle followed, so fierce and noisy that a colt in the next field took alarm and galloped away 
along the fence. Finally the soldiers fell to the ground exhausted, and the play, having reached such 
a satisfactory climax, ended.  

The supper bell rang from the small white house beyond the orchard. “Now we’ll surprise them,” 
said Louisa, jumping up. “We’ll put that crown of daisies on May’s head and ride her round like a 
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queen in the wheelbarrow. I’ll be the horse, Anna’ll drive, Lizzie shall be a dog, Laurie — you get 
into the dragon’s skin again, and Tommy shall be drummer.”  

No sooner said than done. The old wheelbarrow was righted and May, with the daisy crown on 
her yellow curls, seated in it Louisa, bitted and bridled, was harnessed to the barrow, and the oldest 
sister picked up the handles. The third girl, running alongside, barked like a dog, and Laurie, reclad 
as dragon, howled, while Tommy beat loudly on the drum. So the wild cavalcade swept around to 
the front of the house.  

Mr. and Mrs. Alcott were sitting with two friends before their door. One of the guests, a very 
gifted woman named Margaret Fuller, had just said, “I hear you teach your children yourself, Mr. 
Alcott.”  

The father nodded. “I have my own notions, you know.”  
The other guest, a tall and very dignified man, smiled. “Bronson’s a man in a million,” said he. 

“Here in Concord we think his children models.”  
“Well, Mr. Emerson,” said Miss Fuller, “I’d like very much to see these model children.”  
Like the answer to a fairy wish there came a wild uproar of noise, growls, barks, drumming, and 

around the corner swept the wheelbarrow, 
horse, dog, queen, driver, dragon and drum-
mer-boy. The noise stopped suddenly at sight 
of the stately group at the door. Louisa’s foot 
tripped, and down came queen, driver and 
wheelbarrow in one laughing heap.  

Mrs. Alcott pointed to the tumbled pile 
of girls. “There are the model children. Miss 
Fuller,” she said with a smile.  

Mr. Emerson stepped forward and picked 
up the fallen Louisa. “You couldn’t have ar-
ranged your entrance better, my dear,” said 
he. “I’ve always predicted you’d be a great 
actress.”  

The two boys went home, and the four 
girls trooped in to supper after their elders. 
They were used to hearing Mr. Alcott discuss 
philosophy with his guests, and to listen with-
out understanding much of what was said. 
Mr. Emerson, however, famous as he was, 
never could forget the presence of the four 
bright-eyed little girls. He would turn from 
one of Mr. Alcott’s profound questions to ask 
Anna concerning the health of a pet cat and 
to beg Louisa to show him some of her 
poems. So, when they were out on the lawn 
again after supper the girls gathered about Photo of Louisa May Alcott at age 20 
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him and told him everything that had happened since his last visit “Dear me,” he said after a while, 
“what a lot of things are happening here in Concord I didn’t know anything about!”  

“Lots and lots,” agreed Louisa, nodding her head, her arm on the back of his chair. “Right here 
in our house too, and father and mother don’t know anything of them at all. The attic and the 
orchard and that old mill by the brook are just plum-full of adventures.”  

She looked at him quite seriously. “Don’t you ever find any about your house?”  
“Oh, yes, plenty, but I don’t believe they’re as exciting as yours.”  
“That’s too bad. You ought to come and live here in our house for a while.”  
After a short time they had to tear themselves away from their friend and go up to bed. There, 

in their own room, with the candles out, Louisa took up a story she had been telling the night before, 
a romance built on the pattern of “Ivanhoe,” which she called “The Bandit’s Bride,” and now she 
went on with it. Each night she got the hero into a more thrilling situation than the night before. 
Finally Elizabeth begged her to stop. “If it gets any more exciting I can’t sleep a wink,” said she. “I’ll 
dream about him now.”  

“All right,” said Louisa. “I’m stuck anyhow. I’ll have to dream a way out of that fix.” So that 
night’s chapter ended.  

Photo of Louisa Alcott's mother in her parlor, Courtesy of New York Public Library 
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What Louisa had told Mr. Emerson was quite true, the Alcott cottage, the orchard back of it, 
the meadows, the streams and the roads were all packed full of adventures, so long at least as Louisa 
was there to point them out. At one time that spring bands of young pilgrims, carrying scrip and 
staff, and wearing the pilgrim’s emblem of a cockle-shell in their hats, journeyed day after day over 
hills and fields. A little later, about midsummer night, a group of fairies held revel among the tall 
whispering birches, danced in a magic ring and then winged away to try and bewitch ordinary grown-
up mortals. They were kind to those mortals who could not fly about on adventures as easily as the 
fairies did, and so they gave a strawberry party for them in the old vine-covered arbor near the 
orchard, and the little maids served berries and cake and lemonade to Miss Margaret Fuller, Mr. 
Emerson, Father and Mother Alcott and others of the poets and philosophers who made beautiful 

old Concord their home.  
But to Louisa the plays and adventures 

were far more real than to any of the 
others. When it rained or the other girls 
were busy she would go up to her own par-
ticular den in the attic and write stories. 
Seated by the window where she could 
keep an eye on outdoors in case anything 
exciting should be happening there, with a 
pile of apples beside her for refreshment, 
she would put on paper the thrilling stories 
she loved to invent. Most of them she left 
in her portfolio, but a few she bravely sent 
to magazines. They came back to her one 
after another returned with the editor’s 
thanks. Then she would shut herself up in 
the den and look long at the little story, the 
pages tied together with a bright red rib-
bon, and sometimes she could not keep the 
tears back, but when she had fought out 
the battle she would put the story away in 
the old box that served her as desk and 
would declare softly to herself that she 
would write another and a much better 
story.  

One day her first dream came true. She 
walked into the sitting-room where her 
mother and sisters were sewing, and she 
had a paper under her arm. Trying not to 
show her excitement she lay down on the 
sofa and unrolling the paper pretended to 
read.  Photo of Louisa May Alcott 
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“What have you there?” asked Anna.  
“Only a new magazine,” answered 

Louisa.  
“Anything interesting in it?”  
“Here’s a story. I don’t think it looks par-

ticularly interesting, but I’ll read it if you 
like.”  

“Go ahead,” said her sister.  
Louisa took a long breath and plunged 

into the story, trying to hide her thrills by 
reading very fast. Her mother and sisters 
listened in silence until she had finished.  

“That’s a pretty good story,” said Anna, 
when Louisa stopped.  

“I like the part about the rival lovers,” 
Elizabeth chimed in.  

“Who wrote it?” asked Mrs. Alcott  
“Let me see.” Louisa fumbled with the 

pages and then suddenly announced, “Here 
it is. It’s by Louisa M. Alcott.”  

The others turned to look at her. She sat 
up, her cheeks flaming, her eyes dancing.  

“Did you really write it, dear?” exclaimed 
her mother.  

“I really did,” said Louisa.  
“It’s splendid,” “Perfectly fine,” “Won-

derful,” came a chorus from the others, and 
they all crowded about her to look at the 
paper and see her name staring at them in 
real print on the page.  

“Your father’ll be very proud,” said the fond mother.  
“Oh, I’m so happy!” exclaimed the young authoress. “I knew I could do it and now I’ve proved 

I could.”  
Life for Louisa and the others in her family was, however, not always easy and happy. Her father, 

Bronson Alcott, was a man entirely wrapped up in his own peculiar views, and he tried to support 
his family by giving occasional lectures and conducting classes, or conversations as he liked to call 
them, in philosophy. His hopeful nature kept him convinced that his family would be cared for in 
some fashion, but they often found it hard to live almost entirely on such trust. One winter he went 
west to lecture, leaving home as always poor, but hopeful, and serene. Mrs. Alcott took boarders, 
Anna taught, and Louisa went out to service from time to time to earn a little of the much-needed 
money. One cold February night when the girls were all at home they were waked by the ringing 
door-bell. They ran down-stairs to find their mother ahead of them to welcome the father home. 

Illustration from an advert for ‘Little Women’ included in 

Aunt Jo's Scrap-Bag, Volume 5, 1880 
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The wanderer was half frozen, hungry, tired and disappointed, but he smiled bravely and looked as 
calm as ever. The mother and daughters fed and warmed him and brooded over him, anxious to 
know if he had made any money but hardly daring to ask. Finally May, the youngest, said, “Well, 
did people pay you?” With a queer look Mr. Alcott opened his pocketbook and showed them a one 
dollar note, saying, “Only that! My overcoat was stolen, and I had to buy a shawl. Many promises 
were not kept, and traveling is costly; but I have opened the way, and another year shall do better.”  

It was a great disappointment, but Mrs. Alcott smiled and kissed him. “I call that doing very 
well,” said she. “Since you’re safely home, dear, we don’t ask anything more.” Mrs. Alcott never 
gave up her hopes of better times, and one of her favorite sayings to her daughters was, “Cast your 
bread upon the waters, and after many days it will come back buttered.”  

The dream world of Louisa’s girlhood gave way to a very real struggle to make a living. She 
served as companion to an old lady in 
Boston, she read to invalids, and she 
taught school. When she could find no-
thing else to do she did sewing for 
others. But all this time she was busy 
making up stories, and after a while she 
started to write them out and send them 
to publishers. Some were bought and 
printed, but she received very little 
money for them, and so she had to keep 
on with her drudgery as seamstress and 
teacher and try to copy her mother’s gift 
of hope. When she was twenty-two she 
had printed a little book called “Flower 
Fables,” made up of some stories she had 
written to entertain Mr. Emerson’s 
small daughter. She only received 
thirty-two dollars for the book, but it 
had been a work of love and she thrilled 
with the delight of a parent over her 
first-born child. She gave a copy to her 
mother at Christmas and the pleasure 
she saw in that dear face was infinitely 
more to her than any treasure could 
have been.  

Success came slowly, but she went 
on step by step, writing better and better 
stories until editors asked her for them 
and paid her enough to allow her to give 
more time to writing.  

When war broke out between the 
Portrait bust of Louisa May Alcott at the Smithsonian National 
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North and the South Louisa felt that she must do her share by becoming a hospital nurse. Her father 
had been one of the first anti-slavery men and she could well remember the exciting day when her 
mother had hidden a fugitive slave in her kitchen at Concord. So Louisa went to Washington and 
nursed the wounded soldiers until she herself became ill and had to give up the work. She had been 
so much interested in what she had seen and heard that she wrote a book called “Hospital 
Sketches,” and that proved to be her first big success.  

She knew now that her girlhood gift for telling stories was a real gift and she set to work on her 
beloved career. She had been so fond of children and remembered her own childhood so distinctly 
that she turned naturally to writing stories for girls and boys, and girls and boys all over the world 
read her stories eagerly and begged for more. “Little Women” and “Little Men” became famous, and 
scarcely less so were some of the others, “Eight Cousins,” “Rose in Bloom,” “Under the Lilacs,” and 
“An Old Fashioned Girl.” In each one she put much of the charm of her own romantic girlhood in 
Concord, and that was the charm which made all children love the stories Louisa May Alcott had 
to tell them.
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Chapter 15 

 

Carlos Gomes 
1836-1896 A.D., Brazil 

 
In the little town of Campinas in the state of Sao Paulo, 

Bandmaster Gomes had stern ideas about the way 
his many sons should be trained. Each must go 

to school, each must enter the band as soon 
as he was able to hold an instrument, and 

each must learn a trade.  
When Carlos Gomes reached the 

age of ten, he, too, joined the band and, 
for a trade, was apprenticed to a tailor. 
Ten years later, he was a skillful tailor 
and so advanced in music that he 
could play every instrument the band 
possessed. More than that, he could 
play the piano and was already com-
posing.  

Frequently he visited the city of 
Sao Paulo where he had many friends 

among a group of college students, all 
destined to become important men in 

Brazil. Impressed with Gomes’ musical 
ability, they urged him to go to Rio and enter 

the Conservatory of Music.  
“I’d have to run away,” Gomes said uncer-

tainly. “My father would never permit it.” 
“Then run,” they advised, “and lose no time.” 
Between longing to follow their advice and fear of 

his father’s wrath, Gomes spent many miserable days. But when one of the leading men of Sao Paulo 
not only urged him, but offered to pay his fare, he made up his mind. “I’m going—come what comes,” 
he declared.   

Gomes arrived in Rio with only a few cents. But he had many letters of introduction to influ-
ential friends of the students. The first thing he did was to write to his father.  

“I’ll work hard,” he promised. “A fixed idea as to my destiny accompanies me. And can I be 

Photo of Carlos Gomez 
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blamed for following it, when it was you who gave me my taste for art? It was your efforts and sac-
rifice that made me ambitious for a glorious future.”  

His first letter of introduction won him a hospitable home where he had a piano to himself. But 
in spite of the confidence with which he had written his father, he could not force himself to touch 
the keys until he received an answer. He haunted the post office until the letter arrived.  

Its contents were so different from what he expected that he threw every cent he had into the 
hat of the first beggar he met. He raced for his room and flung himself at his piano—to compose a 
march of triumph that he ever afterwards played when he was happy.  

Another letter made it possible for him to meet Pedro II, on whose recommendation he was 
admitted to the Conservatory of Music. Gomes worked furiously, composing two cantatas and an 
opera, “Castilian Night,” within twenty months.  

The opera, when presented in the National Theater, was a sensation. Applause deafened the 
young composer at the end of each act. But he was impatient to reach the box where his father sat. 
“Have I kept my work? Are you satisfied?” he asked. 

For a moment the old bandmaster could not speak. “I thought I should die of happiness,” he 
said. “The entire theater applauding my son! The Emperor himself standing! Oh, if I had only 
known—what sacrifices I would have made to give you this night of glory.”  

“The enthusiasm is not all for me,” Gomes assured him. “Patriotism accounts for most of it.”  
That was true. The ovation was Brazil’s salute to its first musical genius.  
Two years later his second opera, “Joanna of Flanders,” won even greater acclaim. The Emperor 

was so impressed with Gomes’ ability that he volunteered to send him to Europe to study.  
He gave Gomes a letter of introduction to the King of Portugal who, in turn, recommended him 

to Lauro Rossi, director of the Conservatory of Music in Milan. At the time, foreign students were 
not permitted to enroll in Italian schools, but Rossi took Gomes as his private pupil. Within three 
years, he had completed the four-year course with honors and received the title of Master Com-
poser.  

Antonio Scalvani, the Italian poet, promptly engaged him to write the music for his annual 
revue. In this, Gomes was so genuinely successful that he was inspired to compose a masterpiece of 
his own. But on what theme? One day he heard a youngster, peddling books on the street, shout, 
“Guarany! Guarany! All about the savages of Brazil!” 

“Guarany!” The word flashed through Gomes’ mind like a stroke of lightning. “Guarany” was 
the title of Brazil’s most famous novel, a colorful romance of colonial days. In it, the villain, to secure 
treasure and the daughter of a Portuguese nobleman for his bride, incited the Indians to attack the 
nobleman’s home and kill all but the lovely Ceci. Gomes could see the opera to be written on such 
a theme, and hear the arias sung by Ceci and the young Guarany chief, who loved her and saved 
her.  

He burst in on Scalvani, waving the book and crying, “We must write a libretto on this at once! 
I’m going to compose a glorious opera!” 

For two years they worked on the libretto. At the same time Gomes wrote the music for another 
revue and other music. They earned him such fame that La Scala, the great Opera House in Milan, 
wanted “Guarany” the moment it was finished.  

To present a Brazilian opera in Italy, Gomes soon learned, was not so simple as in Rio. He had 
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to travel the country over to find instruments that 
would duplicate the tones of the drums, horns, 
flutes and maracas of the Brazilian Indians.  

His main concern was to find a tenor to sing 
the role of the young Indian chief. He found him 
in Villani, the great tenor of the day. But Villani 
wore a full beard and no Brazilian Indian had ever 
boasted such a growth. “I sing with my beard, or I 
don’t sing,” Villani declared. He sang.  

Gomes’s greatest difficulty was his own fear 
that the opera would be a failure. When presented, 
however, it was a triumph. Verdi, the celebrated 
composed, went about saying, “This young man 
has true genius. He begins where I leave off.” 

“Guarany” swept Italy, was produced in Europe 
from Holland and Portugal to Russia. Rio heard it 
on the Emperor’s birthday. His later operas, too, 
some of them better than “Guarany,” were per-
formed and lauded all over Europe.  

If Gomes had been a European, his name today 
would be as familiar as that of many contemporary 
composers. But he was from Brazil! Where was 
that? On the Mediterranean? On the Straits of Gibraltar? Oh—in America! Then it must be a back-
ward, uncultivated country! No really good composer could come from there! 

In the United States, Gomes directed a great orchestra in a program of his own compositions on 
Brazil Day, September 7, 1893, at the World’s Fair in Chicago.  

“It was a spectacular performance,” the Chicago Herald reported. “A great event and the greatest 
homage ever given to a Brazilian outside of his own country.” 

The next day a beautiful young woman, recognizing Gomes in an elevator, impulsively thanked 
him for his music. He understood what she said, but had only two English words with which to reply. 
Seizing her hand, he said warmly, “Fried eggs! Fried eggs!”

“A Cayumba” by Carlos Gomez 
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Chapter 16 

 

William C. Gorgas 
1854-1920 A.D., Florida/Panama 

 
A riderless horse walked up Ludgate Hill behind its sleeping master, and if a horse can feel and 

know what happens its heart must have been breaking—unless there came to it new strength in the 
pride it felt in the sight of its master sleeping under the Stars and Stripes on his way to St. Paul’s. 

For what was happening that day up Ludgate Hill was a rare and stirring thing. Here was no 
great Englishman, none of our own great citizens, going to his rest; here was a ragged, barefooted 

boy of Baltimore being carried to St. 
Paul’s after his life’s work was done. 

He had done for the world one of 
the greatest things that an American 
brain has ever done: he made the Pan-
ama Canal after thousands of people 
had perished in the attempt. 

On that summer’s day, two years 
after the war, England was paying her 
greatest tribute of honour and affec-
tion to a stranger within her gates, a 
stranger yet a kinsman and a friend. 
The King had visited him on his 
deathbed and conferred on him the 
Knight Commandership of the Order 
of St. Michael and St. George. Never 
was honour more worthily bestowed, 
for this man was a soldier in the army 
that wages never-ending fight against 
disease. 

Someone called him the Napol-
eon of Hygiene. If the name did him 
less honour than he deserved the title 
was well fitted to his work. Honour 
paid to him in England and his native 
United States was accorded not only 
to the man who had fought and 

Photo of Colonel William Gorgas from Panama,  
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conquered, but to one who had de-
voted himself, heart and soul, to 
making the tropics healthy and had 
translated into practical measures 
the scientific work of Laveran, 
Manson and Ross, in the war 
against malaria and yellow fever. 
His life had been one of ceaseless 
activity, and death took him while 
he was on his way for yet another 
campaign in West Africa. Some-
thing of his boyhood and his early 
manhood he told after he had be-
come famous to the students at 
Baltimore University. He came 
there, he said, about 45 years be-
fore, a ragged barefoot little rebel 
with empty pockets and still more 
empty stomach. His father had 
gone with the Southern Army of 
General Lee. At the fall and des-
truction of Richmond his mother’s 
house was burnt, leaving her stran-
ded and penniless with six small 
children to provide for, William be-
ing one of them. He was taken to 
Baltimore and was there cared for 
by friends. 

A strange beginning it seems for 
the boy who was afterwards to enter 
the United States army as a doctor. 

While he was in the Army Medical Service, in 1880, he suffered from yellow fever in West Texas. 
It was nearly 20 years after that he was in Havana, then a hot-bed of yellow fever, and there he first 
found an opportunity for the activities which remained with him ceaseless for the rest of his long 
working life. 

He found there an implement of knowledge ready to his hand. Walter Reed and three or four 
comrades in the American Army had been searching for what we now know as the carrier of the 
virus of yellow fever. Dr. Reed found it in the mosquito Stegomyia. He gave this discovery to the 
world as almost his last service to it, and Surgeon Gorgas picked up the torch and carried it on. He 
freed Havana from Yellow Jack. Then, as always, he had a wonderful way of getting at the heart of 
things. He united with his practical vision, his thoroughness, and this tremendous enthusiasm an 
almost religious devotion to the work at hand. 

Photo of Colonel William Gorgas from Panama,  
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He needed all these qualities when, six years later, his great opportunity came in the Canal Zone 
of Panama. There the attempt of De Lesseps to cut away had failed, and the chief cause of failure 
was not the corruption of contractors or the physical obstacles, but the onslaught of malaria and 
yellow fever borne on the wing of unnumbered millions of mosquitoes, Anopheles and Stegomyia. 
These seemed to be the unconquerable foes of all who sought to carve their way through the isthmus 
of swamp and lake, hill and forest, from the Atlantic to the Pacific. 

When Gorgas went there the conditions had been modified and the work was in more trusty 
and energetic hands, but the mosquitoes were still marshalled to the attack. This army doctor who 
had cleaned up Havana was faced with yet another obstacle in the opposition of those who did not 
know his business as well as he did. He was soon at loggerheads with the engineers, and found 
himself bound with red-tape. Fortunately for him and for everybody concerned, he had at his back 
Theodore Roosevelt, who gave him a free hand. He was then President. 

Over 450 square miles this plain man from Baltimore had the power of a king; he made the law 
and carried it out. He carried in his mind and knowledge the tremendous weapon of the truth that 
the enemy was the mosquito. He collected for his campaign against this enemy a few hundred men, 
doctors, and ditchers, drainers and dis-
pensers, oilers and clerks and sanitary 
inspectors, who were to guard fifty thou-
sand labourers and their families scat-
tered over the Zone in 40 camps and 
villages. Waiting for the fifty thousand 
human beings were the millions of the 
race of Stegomyia and Anopheles, born 
in still waters but emerging in with their 
powers of death to fly through every 
door and window, poisoning the life-
blood of Panama as their ancestors had 
poisoned it for ages. Gorgas sealed them 
up. 

He screened up all the houses and 
ordered every house to cover up every 
vessel that held water. He drained lakes 
and swamps which had never been 
drained before and poured out the slime 
to the sea. He drained every ditch and 
pond that could be drained; those that 
could not he oiled so that the larvae of 
the mosquitoes could not breathe. He 
cut grass jungles to the ground, de-
stroyed all vermin, and burned all rub-
bish. He raised all buildings off the 
ground and covered them with fine wire Bust of Colonel William Gorgas 
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screens. He screened every train and on every train he put a hospital. He made every man in Panama 
a total abstainer, for he ordered alcohol off the ground. He enabled fifty thousand strong teetotalers 
to do the greatest piece of work the modern world had seen. 

The Zone was divided into 17 districts, each with a chief sanitary inspector, a clerk, and a staff 
of three experts, with labourers to do the draining, carpenters to keep the screens in repair, and dis-
pensers to administer doses of quinine. In one year these 17 districts cut down 12 million square 
yards of brushwood, drained one million square yards of swamp, cut 30 million square yards of grass, 
maintained three million feet of ditches, emptied three hundred thousand oil-cans, used about three 
million pounds of quinine, fumigated eleven million cubic feet of house space. 

That was what he did in Panama, and his work endures, with the consequence that today, now 
that the Canal is finished, ten thousand American men women, and children live in the Zone with 
the lowest death-rate of any large body of people in the world—less than eight per thousand and 
less than three among white Americans. But that is not all the work he did. 

Its real scope was the extension of tropical sanitation all over the world as the result of this 
demonstration of its incomparable value in the Isthmus. Its author had proved the point he never 
ceased to urge, that white people can live and work under proper precautions in the Tropics. It was 
his unceasing ambition to extend the protection and its method to South America, and he dreamed 
of a future he did not live to see when the great valleys of the Amazon and the Congo will be made 
fit for the life and industry of all white people. 

His work did not cease with Panama. He went in pursuit of it to Guayaquil in Ecuador, and in 
the year before the war he visited South Africa on a healing mission of another kind, which was to 
inquire into pneumonia among Rand miners. When the United States came into the war he 
organized, as Surgeon-General of the Army, the Medical Service of the Expeditionary Forces. Into 
this work he threw, as always, determination and enthusiasm.  He visited France and Serbia, and 
no Englishman he met, high or low, failed to find in him friendship, loyal and unswerving. 

When the war was over he turned with a relief to his old work and was actually on his way to 

Bird’s-eye view of the Panama Canal, Frederic Haskin 



WILLIAM C. GORGAS 

75 

Africa to study yellow fever when he was stricken with illness in London. Even in West Africa, 
which he never reached, his influence endures. 

England, recognizing his greatness, gave to this man the high honour of a military funeral in St. 
Paul’s, where he rested on his way to his own land. Before the Dead March was played the conger-
gation sang the American hymn: 

 
He hath sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat, 
He is weighing out the souls of men before His judgment seat; 
Oh be swift, my soul, to answer Him, be jubilant, my feet, 
Our God is marching on. 

 
There he lay wrapped in the Stars and Stripes as the organ pealed out the Battle Hymn of the 

Republic, the battle hymn of all who gave their lives for men. As we listened to the solemn music 
in Saint Paul’s Cathedral we knew that we were looking on the passing of a man whose name will 
shine forever in the history of our race, one more of our immortals. 
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Chapter 17 

 

S ir Ronald Ross 
1857-1932 A.D., Panama 

 
His magnificent life is finished. The world hardly thanked him for what he did, and his own 

people were slow to recognise the health and wealth he gave them. It was by a mere act of justice 
that he received the Nobel Prize, for he added vast territory to the white man’s domain, increased 
trade, and linked the Atlantic with the Pacific. 

He won a great victory over the legions of an invisible army. He set out to conquer something 
which conquered Greece in all her glory; something which for centuries has ravaged civilization, 
wrecked empires, and in later years routed the engineers of the Panama Canal. The deadly foes of 
mankind, the more deadly because unseen, malaria germs have for countless ages waged incessant 
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warfare against the human race, and have known no serious set-back till the last half-century. Then 
came Sir Ronald Ross, and with his microscope he carried death into the enemy’s camp, and in the 
name of humanity he slew a million million murderers. 

Wilberforce emancipated the slaves. Ross emancipated the white man from the scourge of 
malaria, not destroying it, but giving us weapons to combat it. 

It is a wonderful, a dramatic story. 
Even as far back as 1400 years ago a Sanskrit writer traced malaria to the bite of the mosquito. 

Last century science was hotly on the scent of the mosquito. Among the theories advanced were 
four outstanding ones. The last one, that it carried a poisonous germ, was the right one, but there 
was no proof of it till Sir Ronald Ross succeeded in finding it. 

Another scientist helped to put Sir Ronald on the track of the germ. He was Laveran, who suc-
ceeded in finding a parasite in the blood of patients suffering from malaria. It was a low form of 
animal life which invaded the red blood-cells, grew in the corpuscle till it almost filled it, looked 
reddish-black in colour, burst, and flung its spores into the blood. Some of them developed into 
wriggling arms known as flagella, and in 1878 Sir Patrick Manson demonstrated that a worm-like 
parasite which caused elephantiasis went through certain forms of development in mosquitoes. How 
they got into the human blood no one knew, but the idea occurred to Sir Ronald that the mosquito 

Photo of Ronald Ross with microscope, Courtesy of Wellcome Images 
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bite might be the way by which these parasites escaped from the mosquito to the patient. 
In 1894 Ross was a doctor in the Indian Medical Service. He had been working on malaria for 

some years, and the discoveries of Manson and Laveran confirmed him in his theory that the malaria 
parasite was to be found in the mosquito. But this was only a theory. It is in the proving of this 
theory that Sir Ronald became one of the deathless few to whom the world must for ever be 
indebted. 

In Bombay he examined the blood of a malarial patient. At Secunderabad he began experi-
menting. He bred mosquitoes, fed them on the blood of malarial cases, and found that he got 
wriggling flagella. But he could not prove any connection between malaria and mosquitoes. For two 
years he carried on with his task, but there was never anything to support his theory. It was tedious, 
disappointing. He was hunting for a malaria germ in a mosquito, and never found it. 

But he never gave up hope of eventual success. He worked from eight o’clock in the morning 
till about four in the afternoon, with only a few minutes off for breakfast. All that time he was ex-
ploring, exploring, with his microscope, the dazzling light almost blinding him, the strain exhausting 
him. His instrument was rusted with the perspiration from his hands. The flies worried him. The 
heat was intense. And it was all useless. 

Sir Ronald Ross, C.S. Sherrington, and R.W. Boyce in a laboratory 

 at the Liverpool School of Tropical Medicine, W.T. Maud 
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Day after day of searching, and always the same result – nothing.  
One day in August 1897 one of his assistants pointed out a queer sort of mosquito. Its tail was 

sticking outward, and oddly enough about a dozen of the same kind hatched out of his stock of 
mosquitoes. He was tired. He had examined hundreds of mosquitoes. But he was indomitable. He 
tried again. Ten of the new mosquitoes were allowed to bite a malarial patient. Then they were put 
into test-tubes. The next step was to dissect them. It was the same story, they were disappointing. 
Six of them were dissected and examined minutely, every fraction of them brought beneath the 
microscope. 

Then something happened. Here are Sir Ronald’s own words: 
At about 1 p.m. I determined to sacrifice the seventh Anopheles of the batch fed on the 16th, 

Mosquito 38, although my eyesight was already fatigued. 
The dissection was excellent, and I went carefully through the tissues, now so familiar to me, 

searching every micron with the same passion and care as one would search some vast ruined palace 
for a little hidden treasure. Nothing. 

No, these new mosquitoes also were going to be a failure; there was something wrong with the 
theory. But the stomach tissue still remained to be examined – lying there empty and flaccid before 
me on the glass slide, a great white expanse of cells like a large courtyard of flagstones, each one of 
which must be scrutinised: half an hour’s labour at least. I was tired, and what was the use? I must 
have examined the stomach of a thousand mosquitoes by this time. 

But the Angel of Fate fortunately laid his hand on my head; and I had scarcely begun the search 
again when I saw a clear and almost perfectly circular outline before me of about 12 microns in dia-
meter. The outline was much too sharp, the cells too small, to be an ordinary stomach cell of a 
mosquito. I looked a little farther. Here was another, and yet another exactly similar cell. I laughed, 
and shouted for the Hospital Assistant. 

It was a moment of supreme triumph. It marked the end of the tyranny of malaria, the beginning 
of a great warfare against the disease. 

But the end was not yet. With victory within his grasp Ronald Ross was beaten by Fate in the 
shape of officialism. He was ordered out of India. He had made an important discovery, and a few 
busybodies must needs send him over a thousand miles from the place where he could complete his 
work. He had to go to an out-of-the-way station where he was compelled to be idle against his will. 

Fortunately Sir Patrick Manson’s influence was strong enough to have him drafted back to India, 
and in Calcutta he resumed his work, and discovered that the malaria parasite found its way from 
the stomach of the mosquito into the saliva, and that from there it entered the blood of anyone who 
was bitten. He succeeded in infecting 22 healthy sparrows with malaria from the bite of a mosquito, 
and in 1900 Sir Patrick Manson in Italy infected his own son from a mosquito. 

So the stronghold of the mosquito was besieged, and at last invaded. Sir Ronald went on to wage 
a devastating war on the disease, instigating campaigns which meant the saving of life and the 
opening up of new regions for cultivation. He gave the white man his passport to new areas. Italy, 
Greece, Egypt, West Africa, Panama, India, China, the West Indies, all felt the touch of his healing 
hand. Who can say how much we owe to the man with the microscope who emancipated mankind 
from one of the most terrible of all plagues? 
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Chapter 18 

 

Barbara Frietchie 
1861, Civil War 

 
Through the streets of a little town 

in the American State of Maryland was 
heard the tramping of soldiers one Sep-
tember morning. It was 1861, first year 
of the Civil War. The little town was 
called Frederick. Its inhabitants were 
mostly German. Among the oldest was 
Barbara Frietchie, over 90 but still 
active and taking an interest in every-
thing. Her parents had left Germany in 
1754 and settled in Pennsylvania. Later 
they moved to Maryland, and Barbara 
married a glovemaker. She was left a 
widow after nine years.  

In Frederick all the townsfolk knew 
and respected her. She had a sharp, 
ready tongue and enjoyed arguing. 
There was no figure in the place better 
known than that of the old woman in 
her usual dress of black cashmere, 
though she had one of plum coloured 
silk put away for special occasions. 

She did not look her age, partly be-
cause she moved about so briskly, partly 
on account of the braid of dark hair she 
wore across her forehead, thus conceal-
ing the grey. Her house was beautifully 
kept. As she sat in her rocking-chair she 
often looked at a blue Staffordshire-

china coffee-pot from which, as a young woman, she had poured coffee for George Washington, 
and at a Lowestoft china bowl the great President presented to her as a memento of his visit.  

Photo of Barbara Frietchie, taken at  

The Great National Fair circa 1862 



BARBARA FRIETCHIE 

81 

She spun the flax to make her 
linen sheets. She made her own 
clothes, sometimes from patterns 
in newspapers. One of these pat-
terns is still preserved. It hangs on 
the wall of the parlour in her 
house. There also are the coffee-
pot and the Lowestoft bowl; there 
are her tin cutters for making 
cookies; there is a petticoat she 
quilted, and other things belong-
ing to her in those far-off years.  

For this house is famous 
throughout America. Visitors go 
to Frederick from all parts of the 
United States to see the Frietchie 
house. Barbara Frietchie is a 
name all American children are 
taught to revere. Many English 
children, too, know the poem 
Whittier wrote about her. Its his-
tory is wrong perhaps, but its sen-
timent and the marching rhythm 
of its stanzas have kept it alive; 
and its theme—the courage of 
the old woman in her little house 
at Frederick—is as moving today 
as ever. 

Whittier told the story as it 
reached him soon after the incident occurred. He shows the Southern troops marching “horse and 
foot into Frederick town.” Before their arrival many Stars-and-Stripes flags had waved there. All 
had disappeared.  

 

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then, 
Bowed with her fourscore years and ten.  
Bravest of all in Frederick town, 
She took up the flag the men hauled down. 
In her attic window the staff she set 
To show that one heart was loyal yet.  

 

Then Whittier went on to describe Stonewall Jackson looking up from under his slouch hat and 
giving the order to fire on the flag. But  

 

Barbara Frietchie waving tattered U.S. flag from window, N. C. Wyeth 



MY WORLD STORY BOOK 

82 

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff  
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf;  
She leaned far out on the window-sill 
And shook it forth with a royal will. 
“Shoot, if you must, this old gray head,  
But spare your country’s flag,” she said.  

 

Upon which a flush of shame was seen on the General’s face and he gave the order to pay no 
heed to the old woman’s defiance.  

 

Who touches a hair of yon gray head 
Dies like a dog. March on!” he said...  
All day long that free flag tossed  
Over the heads of the rebel host.  

 

That is the legend. The truth is that when Barbara Frietchie heard the soldiers she thought they 
were Union troops, her own side. She took a small silk flag and went out to the porch, where she 
waved it at the columns passing. A Confederate officer told her to go indoors and put her flag away, 
and she saw her mistake now, but she refused to obey the officer. A soldier called out “Give me your 
flag, Granny,” in a mocking tone and another angrily bellowed “Shoot off her head.” The officer 
turned on him. “If you harm a hair of her head,” he cried, “I’ll shoot you like a dog.” Then he spoke 
to the old woman again, more kindly. “Go on Granny,” he said, “wave your flag as much as you 
like,” and she went on waving it.  

It is a little different, but Barbara behaved no less bravely in reality than she is supposed to have 
behaved in the poem.
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Chapter 19 

 

General Rondon 
1865-1958 A.D., Brazil 

 
Night after night in the Military Academy of Rio de Janeiro, fifty years ago, a young lieutenant 

pored over maps of his country. Almost half of Brazil’s 3,275,510 square miles were marked, 
“Unknown territory, inhabited by savages.”  

“Why are these regions unknown?” he wondered. “And if no one has been there, how can they 
know that the Indians are savages?” 

Gradually an ambition grew in this 
quiet, serious young man. In all Brazil, at 
that time, there was no man equipped to 
explore those unknown areas to find out 
what the Indians were really like. One 
day, if his country were to be a great and 
unified nation, some man must do it. 
He—Mariano Rondon—would be that 
man! 

Brazil’s frontiers, running through 
the heart of the continent, crossed un-
mapped mountain ranges and rivers, 
burning plains and fever-breeding mar-
shes, woods, forests, and jungles.  

The jungles were treacherous with 
hidden streams, pools, and swamps. And 
in the rivers were crocodiles, giant 
snakes, and dreadful little fish, the pir-
anhas. Man or beast that entered the 
water with a scratch or cut, to give them 
a scent of blood, would draw them by 
scores and be shredded in minutes.  

These were known dangers. But of 
the Indians, no man could speak. Once 
their ancestors had lived among the 
Atlantic Coast, but after the year 1500, 
when the Portuguese conquerors arrived, 

Photo of Marechal Cândido Mariano da Silva Rondon  

as a Young Man, exploring the uncharted wilderness  

of the Brazilian Amazon 
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their lands were taken from them 
and their civilization destroyed.  

To escape death and perse-
cution, to find a land where they 
could live safely according to the 
traditions laid down by their 
prehistoric forefathers, tribe after 
tribe fled into the interior. The 
Portuguese colonists, eager for 
the gold and diamonds hidden in 
the mountains and the good 
cattle lands of the river valleys, 
pushed after them. The Indians 
penetrated deeper and deeper in-
to the forests, until they found 
haven almost on the frontiers of 
Brazil. There, many tribes swore 
death to any invader.  

Few ever tried to invade their 
land. No roads were built into 
these distant and hostile wilder-
nesses. A foreign army could have 
seized and fortified Brazilian ter-
ritory, and no word of it might 
have reached Rio for weeks, per-
haps months.  

A telegraph line to link all 
points of the country with the capital was of paramount importance. When the Republic of Brazil 
was proclaimed in 1889, the High Command of the Army took immediate steps to extend the line 
in Matto Grosso to the Paraguay River, 375 miles away. Two expeditions were sent out. With one 
of them went Lieutenant Rondon, then twenty-five years old.  

The nine years he spent in the state of the “Great Woods,” first as an assistant, then as chief 
inspector of the completed line, taught him many things. He discovered that Brazilian geography 
and maps were as incorrect as was Brazilian policy toward the Indians. He learned that to operate a 
telegraph line successfully in the remote interior, the friendship of the Indian for the white man, 
and the friendship and aid of the white man for the Indian were more important than poles and 
wires.  

While he made friends with the Indians about him, he began to dream of pacifying all the tribes 
and lifting them from barbarism and poverty to the rank of useful citizens of Brazil.  

He accomplished his dream by building telegraph lines. When the Ministry of War decided to 
extend more than 1000 miles of line through unknown marshes to the frontiers of Paraguay and 
Bolivia, only one man in Brazil could do it.  

The Conquerors (Culebra Cut, Panama Canal), Jonas Lie 
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Mariano Rondon! He built the line in six years.  
Again, when it was necessary to construct a line between Cuiabá, capital of Matto Grosso, and 

the Madeira River in the Amazon Valley, Rondon was chosen to do it. Although at the same time 
he was offered almost $100,000 to build a railway, he chose to build telegraph lines on a soldier’s 
pay.  

“I am a soldier,” Rondon said, “and a soldier does not refuse to work.”  
The maps supplied him were so inaccurate that sometimes weeks of calculations and travel were 

wasted. Rondon had first to make his own maps, before surveys could be begun. The location of  
holes for the posts had to be carefully selected, and a passage from 30 to 150 feet wide cleared for 
the lines. Stations had to be erected every 60 miles, and along the entire route a road had to be 
constructed.  

All of this labor would have been worthless without the cooperation of the Indians. Rondon 
won their friendship by the orders he gave his men in the beginning and never changed.  

Culebra Cut, Jonas Lie 
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“If a stranger entered our homes without permission, he would risk being shot. The interior is 
the home of the Indians. Now we are going to enter that home. If he attacks us, he will only be 
defending what is his. If we attack him, we shall be committing a crime. If we kill him, we shall be 
murderers. We must avoid that…. When he appears, we will place our weapons on the ground. We 
can die! … but kill, never.”  

Sometimes when his expedition approached an Indian village, its people would fly into the for-
ests. Rondon would leave axes, knives, matches, and other useful gifts and go his way. Always, when 
he came that way again, the Indians would receive him as a friend.  

Sometimes Indian warriors surrounded the troop and arrows would hiss about them. Then 
Rondon and his men put down their guns or fired into the air. Surprised, but understanding, the 
attackers would come forward. With smiles and gestures, rather than words, Rondon would explain 
what he was there to do and in this way secure their permission to remain.  

One nation—the Nhambiquaras (Bored Ears)—in the Amazon Valley was not so easily won. 
The first time he entered its territory, Rondon escaped death by a hair. The second time his whole 
troop escaped possible massacre from ambush by camping unexpectedly before, instead of after, it 
crossed a river.  

Rondon’s conduct following this incident illustrates vividly why he won the respect and cooper-
ation of both the Indians and his own men. Although, after months of travel, his men were ex-
hausted and sick from hardships, he led them back on a ten-day forced march, fifty miles out of the 
way, to avoid rousing the enmity of the Nhambiquaras.  

When at last they reached the Papagaio (Parrot) River, they found that the Nhambiquaras had 
stolen their canoes. The exhausted and delirious men could do no more. But Rondon build a frail 
raft, and placing a sick man upon it, pushed it across, swimming behind it. After he had done this 
three or four times, his men roused themselves to aid him. The next time Rondon entered the 
Nhambiquara lands, though he was aware that they were following him, no hostility was shown. 
And the fourth time, on a day when he was scouting with only two companions, five warriors 
appeared before him. They were unarmed and by friendly words and gestures invited him to visit 
their village.  

In spite of warnings and protests from the others, Rondon accepted. He was treated with the 
greatest respect and hospitality. Warriors flocked in from other villages to see him. After that, he 
had no more trouble with any tribe.  

Whenever possible, he secured for the Indians the return of all, or part, of their former domin-
ions. And often, at his own expense, he supplied them with tools to farm their fields. Today, along 
the routes Rondon opened, the tribes are gradually and voluntarily being transformed into Brazilian 
citizens. Many of the telegraphers in the stations are Indians. Connected with several stations are 
Indian schools.  

Rondon founded the Society of the Protection of the Indians, to insure that they shall no longer 
be exploited or hunted, to see that their religious customs are respected, and that no abrupt changes 
in their way of life are forced upon them.  

For his service to Brazil in pacifying the tribes, Rondon was awarded the title of “Protector of 
the Indians.” But the Indians pay him a greater tribute. They respect and guard the telegraph line 
because it is, they say, the lingua de Mariano—the “tongue of Mariano Rondon.”  
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While he was building the telegraph line, Rondon collected masses of information for the gov-
ernment. He also made the impressive collections of Brazilian flora and fauna now in the National 
Museum in Rio de Janeiro.  

His fame spread to foreign countries. When Colonel Theodore Roosevelt, in 1913, visited Brazil 
to hunt big game in the interior and to take part in the exploration of some unknown and scien-
tifically valuable region, Rondon was selected by the Brazilian government to accompany him.  

Rondon knew just the place for Roosevelt to explore. This was a river that had given his expe-
dition infinite trouble. They had discovered many other new rivers, but where this one came from 
and where it went remained a mystery. They had named it River of Doubt and left its exploration 
until some later day.  

After Colonel Roosevelt had hunted jaguars, giant anteaters, and other wild animals in Matto 
Grosso, the Roosevelt-Rondon Mission, as it was called, set out to explore the River of Doubt. They 
reached it on February 27, 1914, and exactly two months later sailed out of it into the Madeira. 
Now it was no longer the River of Doubt; it was the Rio Roosevelt.  

The trip was not easy. Sometimes canoes and supplies had to be portaged long distances through 
wild and virgin country. Mosquitoes, bees, and other insects plagued them incessantly. Colonel 
Roosevelt suffered severe fevers, from which he never really recovered. But both Roosevelt and 
Rondon had accomplished their aims. They parted with mutual admiration and friendship.   

Roosevelt praised Rondon in the articles and books he wrote on his Brazilian experiences. Of 
the telegraph lines (and the aerial railway to the summit of Sugar Loaf Mountain in Rio), he wrote:  

“If these two things had been built in the United States, all the world would say they were further 
proof of North American energy and genius.”  

With the great Cuiabá-Madeira lines completed in 1915, Rondon continued to direct and main-
tain it for fifteen years more. At the same time he filled many other important posts. He was 
appointed to study and improve the defense of Brazil’s frontiers from the Amazon to Rio Grande do 
Sul. He was elevated to the rank of general for quelling a revolt in south Brazil. He served four years 
as Brazil’s representative on the International Commission, charged with carrying out the terms of 
a treaty between Peru and Colombia.  

At last, after fifty years in the service of his country, General Rondon decided to retire. But first 
he retraced his steps through the interior to say farewell to his Indians. They came for miles to see 
him and wept as they watched him go.  

Today he lives quietly in Rio de Janeiro, and when anyone tries to praise his half-century of dis-
tinguished service, General Rondon says simply, “I did my duty.”
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Chapter 20 

 

Alberto Santos-Dumont 
1873-1932 A.D., Brazil 

 
A century ago in Brazil, a slave found 

in one of the diamond beds a stone that 
weighed 254 ½ carats. One of the largest 
diamonds ever discovered, it was named 
the Southern Star. Three diamond buy-
ers, the Dumont brothers, bought it and 
took it to France to sell to Napoleon III. 
But Napoleon, at war in the Crimea, had 
no time for jewels. The three Dumonts 
were ruined.  

Only one returned to Brazil. It was 
his eldest son who, by marrying Frances-
ca Santos, founded the family of Santos-
Dumont. It was his youngest grandson, 
Albert, who brought fame to the name of 
Santos-Dumont and Brazil that far out-
shone the Southern Star.  

Albert spent his childhood on his 
father’s enormous coffee plantation. Ear-
ly he began to have strange ideas.  

For hours at a time he watched 
everything that moved through the air. 
He watched the clouds flying across the 
sky and vultures planning on the high air 
currents. He watched flights of parakeets 
skimming and screaming above the cof-
fee trees. At seven, Albert was trying to make little engines run by cardboard windmills.  

One day he and his brothers and sisters played “Pigeon Flies,” a game in which you put a finger 
up if someone cries “Vulture flies,” or “Bee flies.” But you pay a forfeit if you raise a finger for “Dog 
flies” or “Goat flies.” Albert played quietly until someone said, “Man flies.” Then he held a finger 
high in the air and refused to pay a forfeit. “Man flies,” he insisted.  

Older people tried to reason with him. “Only birds can fly,” they said, “and man isn’t a bird.”  

Photo of Alberto Santos-Dumont 
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 “He isn’t a fish, either,” Albert argued, “but he can swim.”  
When he was fifteen, he saw his first balloon ascension and became even more obsessed with 

the idea of moving through space. Three years later, when the whole family visited Paris, his only 
thought was that there he would see balloons.  

But at the moment, there were no balloons. Well then, he decided, he would make one. The 
trouble was to find a motor which would be light enough and compact. The night before he sailed 
back to Brail, he found one. It was a new oil-burning engine, displayed in an exposition. When his 
father would not permit him to remain in Paris to study it, he bought every book he could find on 
balloons and aerial voyages to read on the long voyage home.  

His father watched him thoughtfully, proud of his son’s passion for machines. As soon as they 
reached Sao Paulo, he took Albert before a notary and signed documents declaring his son to be of 

independent age. In addition, he 
gave him titles to property that rep-
resented a fortune.  

“Return to Paris,” he said. “Stu-
dy chemistry, physics, machines. 
The future will be the age of ma-
chines. Do not worry about earning 
a living; I have enough for whatever 
you need.”  

Albert returned to Paris and 
studied, worked, traveled, and ob-
served. He tried obstinately to find 
a balloonist who would take him up. 
But balloonists were unwilling to 
share their secrets with a foreigner, 
especially an eighteen-year-old Bra-
zilian.  

Disappointed, Albert turned to 
the new infant wonders, the auto-
mobile and the motored tricycle. He 
became expert in handling and 
running them. Then one day he 
found a book that revealed all the 
secrets of costs, construction, and 
types of balloons. It was written by 
Lachambre, who had built the bal-
loon in which Andrée visited the 
North Pole.  

Albert went straight to him and 
Lachambre arranged that he should 
make a balloon ascent the next day. 

Photo of Alberto Santos-Dumont ascending in the “pocket-sized” 

gondola of his free spherical hydrogen balloon Brazil on July 4, 1898 
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When he touched ground again after that experience, Dumont had learnt almost everything the 
balloonists knew.  

He arranged to substitute for a professional balloonist and made about thirty ascents in France 
and Belgium. And always he studied landings, air pressures, winds, everything concerning balloons. 
He developed himself physically until, with the weight of a jockey, he had the agility of an acrobat, 
and tireless endurance.  

Only then did he begin to design his own balloons. Lachambre protested that they broke every 
rule of construction, but he built them.  

From that time on, Paris seldom lacked surprise or suspense. Santos-Dumont appeared to bear 
a charmed life. He and his various air machines were rescued from tree tops, from the eaves of 
hotels, from the sea, from flames. Finally he decided that a cylindrical balloon would serve better 
than the round one. So, while his friends advised him that it would be cheaper to commit suicide, 
he designed and built the first dirigible, the Dumont No. 1. Word that he would fly this latest folly 

Photo of one of Alberto Santos-Dumont’s dirigibles, Courtesy of the Contemporary Technology Center 
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on September 18, 1898, brought out all the professional and amateur airmen.  
When they learned that he proposed to lift the crazy contraption against the wind instead of 

with it, as was customary with balloons, they protested to a man. Santos-Dumont finally accepted 
their advice. Within seconds after he cast off, the machine was entangled in trees. Two days later, 
the dirigible repaired, he rose against the wind. To the roars of the crowd, he soared over the trees, 
turned to right, to left, mounted and descended at will.  

A year later—November 13, 1899—in Dumont No. 3, the Brazilian for the first time in history 
made a flight in an aerial machine over a course determined in advance. For this notable machine, 
he erected a hangar, the first in the world. Again he was ridiculed, but while he built it, he planned 
Dumont No. 4.  

Henry Deutsch, a French millionaire enthusiast, offered a prize of 100,000 francs to the airship 
that “left from the field of the Aero Club of France, circled the Eiffel Tower and returned to its base 
safely within 30 minutes.” This was a total distance of seven miles.  

After three spectacular tries, Santos-Dumont completed the course in 29 ½ minutes. But the 
judges refused him the prize, saying he had gone 40 seconds over the time in landing. Public protest 
and Deutsch himself finally prevailed, and the prize was awarded Santos-Dumont.  

The whole world acclaimed this flight. But the tribute that touched him most came in a letter 
from his brother Pedro.  

“Remember the time we played ‘Pigeon Flies’? You were right to raise your finger and now you 
have proved, in your turn about the Eiffel Tower, that man does fly…. Never again will the old 
game be played in our house. We have renamed it ‘Man Flies’ and anyone who does not raise a 
finger will have to pay a forfeit.”  

In all, Santos-Dumont built fourteen dirigibles. But his mind was turning more and more toward 
the idea of a heavier-than-air machine. And in 1906, when the Taca Archdeacon prize was an-
nounced for “the first plane that would rise from the ground under its own power and fly at least 
100 meters,” he decided to compete. 

On his first attempt, his airplane flew only 60 meters. But six weeks later—October 23, 1906—
it rose like a bird and flew 250 meters to win the prize.  

Now all the world was excited about the possibilities of the airplane. Nations vied to claim the 
first inventor. France now saw in the Brazilian, so long ridiculed, “a Frenchman born in Brazil.” In 
the United States, in 1908, it was announced that five years earlier the Wright brothers had made 
a test flight of twelve seconds in the Kitty Hawk before five witnesses.  

Santos-Dumont and his achievements lose nothing by rival claims. Nor can France and the 
United States add, or need to add, to their contributions to aviation at the expense of Brazil and its 
pioneer airman.  

Within eight years after Santos-Dumont had made his first flight of twenty-one seconds, a 
German aviator had remained in the air twenty-four hours. Before he died in 1932, Santos-Dumont 
had seen heavier-than-air machines fly the skies of every nation and even conquer the Atlantic 
Ocean.
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Chapter 21 

 

Old Fairbanks 
Early 20th Century A.D., California 

 
He lived in a tiny hamlet near the railway that skirts a territory known as Death Valley in South-

East California. It is one of the most desolate places in the world—a depression about 135 miles 
long and only from ten to fifteen miles wide, where nothing grows, and hot winds blow as if from a 
furnace.  

At one part the valley sinks to a salt desert 480 feet below sea-level, and here an ordinary sum-
mer temperature would be 122 in the shade. On hotter days it would be over 125. There was one 
terrible spell in the summer of 1913 when a thermometer set in the shadow of a rock in Furnace 
Creek pointed to 135.  

Photo of crows in Death Valley, Courtesy of www.cgpgrey.com 
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The effect of the heat glittering on this arid waste is such as to form a long mirage which has an 
appearance of beautiful shining water. By that false gleam many a traveller has been lured to his 
doom. Well indeed is it named Death Valley!  

For 25 years Old Fairbanks, who was generally known as Dad, had been fighting the horror of 
that lifeless waste. No one knew more about Death Valley, its mockery and devastation, than Dad. 
He thought there ought to be warnings set at each end to let travellers who were making their way 
across country by that corner of California know that certain death awaited those who sought those 
gleaming “waters.”  

Dad was a beloved figure in the hamlet. He was the father of the small community, lord of the 
village. If you asked for the mayor or the sheriff or the postmaster or the keeper of the little eating 
house the answer would be Dad Fairbanks. And you would see a lean, worn old man who looked as 
if he had earned the right to rest during the remainder of his years on Earth. But Dad did not think 
of resting.  

He had a trick of always being on the watch, his eyes searching the sky. No matter what he was 
doing he found time to watch the sky. Like all keepers of natural areas he knew there were signs by 
which he could tell of the presence of a person or animal he could not see. In England, where Nature 
is kind and has no horrible secrets, the sign would be a disturbance in the branches, birds’ warning 
notes, a sudden movement of a flock of sheep.  

Photo of Death Valley, Photo X Pression 
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Nothing so charming and pastoral ever met the eye or ear of Old Fairbanks. The signs he saw 
were ghastly ones—the gathering of buzzards which were waiting for the moment to descend to 
feast on a body as soon as death had passed that way.  

One summer afternoon the keen, hawklike eyes in the hamlet spied a speck high in the burning 
blue. As Dad watched more specks came out of the ether, slowly descended, grew bigger. Soon a 
flock of buzzards were hanging motionless over a certain spot in Death Valley.  

Dad waited no longer. Slinging his water bottle over his shoulder he set out. He took his bearings 
by the carrion birds, and they pointed to a place in the depths of the valley where it seemed no 
human being could live for an hour.  

Old Fairbanks had a natural gift of direction, and he had strengthened it by all his intelligence 
and the experience and discipline of his life. He seemed to know by instinct which course to take 
over the burning sand dunes. He knew the look of the desert as a gardener knows his lawns and 
flower beds. Soon he was as much of a speck in the arid waste as the first buzzard had been in the 
sky.  

He had no fear for himself in Furnace Creek. There was something indomitable in this old man 
of the valley. He had trained himself to do almost without drinking, and so bear the breathless heat 
and have sufficient command over his strength to minister to the dying traveller.  

During the years Dad had watched over that area of desolation he had rescued 49 men from the 
jaws of death. As he plodded along, his eyes narrowed against the blinding glow, he was thinking he 
would like to make the 49 into 50. He knew in his heart he was getting old. Threescore years and 
ten the Bible had given him, and he had reached that limit.  

Suddenly, in the silence of the valley, the old man grunted a word to himself and went on. He 
had seen the marks in the sand which told him where the victim of the desert mirage had stumbled, 
but had struggled on again. He could not be far away now. Old Fairbanks stopped, took a sip of 
water from his bottle and went on. In a few minutes he spied a prostrate figure. There was his 
Number Fifty, a strong man in the last agonies of death from thirst. 

Dad knelt by the apparently lifeless form, looked closely into the agonised face, then, taking him 
up, swung him on his old shoulders and staggered to the shade of a rock. Laying him gently down 
he moistened the discoloured, cracked lips. 

He knew his work, knew just how slowly he must minister to the tortured man if he would take 
him out of Death Valley alive and sane. Another moistening of the lips, a drop of water on the 
swollen tongue, and again he waited. Some hours later Dad gave another grunt. He had spied the 
gleam of returning life in the eyes; the spirit of this man was coming back from the brink of the 
grave. 

Night fell on the valley and on the two men resting in the shadow of the rock. Long before dawn 
came Old Fairbanks began his homeward journey, bringing his patient stage by stage out of the 
black pit. The buzzards had flown away to another hunting ground. Once more Old Fairbanks had 
beaten the fiend of the valley. 

When the two men reached the hamlet Dad quietly gave up his charge to willing hands and 
went into his own room to rest. He was more content now. He had made his even number. And 
when Number Fifty presently sought him out, a clear-eyed, strong man going back into the world 
where he had his own share of love and work, he found that it was not easy to thank the old warrior 
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to whom he owed his life. And he found it difficult to reward him. He discovered that never in all 
the times he had effected a rescue had Old Fairbanks taken money for his work. It was one of his 
little ways, he said; and of course everybody in the hamlet had to do as Dad said.
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