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    At the far edge of the Pacific, where a small island’s carved giants face the sea and living memory strains to meet the endurance of stone, Katherine Routledge pursues the demanding question of how attentive observation and respectful listening might reconcile the traces of a past that speaks in both human voices and weathered monuments.

The Mystery of Easter Island is a work of nonfiction that blends expedition narrative, archaeology, and ethnography, set on Rapa Nui (Easter Island) and first published in the late 1910s following fieldwork carried out in 1914–1915. Written by British researcher Katherine Routledge, it arises directly from her extended residence on the island and her collaboration with local people. The book situates readers within a remote, self-contained landscape, treating it not as a stage for legend but as a lived place whose histories are imprinted in terrain, artifacts, and language, and whose present inhabitants hold essential knowledge about its past.

Readers encounter a measured, observant voice that favors patient accumulation of evidence over grand pronouncement. Routledge describes an expedition’s daily rhythms—surveying, interviewing, note-taking—while keeping attention on the island’s communities and sites. The narrative offers the texture of travel writing without abandoning the rigor of field notes, building a mood of careful curiosity. Rather than racing toward conclusions, it walks the perimeter of questions: how the statues were conceived within local traditions, how landscapes guide social memory, and how material remains and oral accounts illuminate one another without collapsing their differences.

A central feature of the book is method. Routledge documents the practice of recording place-names, mapping ceremonial platforms, observing the moai, and gathering testimonies from Rapa Nui informants. She weighs stories against physical traces, revisits sites to refine observations, and treats discrepancies as prompts for further inquiry. Practical challenges—distance, weather, limited supplies—underscore the patience required for fieldwork in isolation. Yet the tone remains steady rather than sensational, presenting investigation as a craft: the careful alignment of tools, time, and trust to draw meaning from stones, soils, and spoken recollections.

Several themes interlace throughout: the durability of cultural memory, the interpretive limits of outsiders, and the tension between mythic narratives and material evidence. The moai emerge not merely as enigmas to be solved but as anchors for questions about lineage, authority, ritual, and landscape. The book probes how knowledge is made—what counts as proof, whose testimony is privileged, and how conclusions shift when local perspectives are foregrounded. In attending to both monumental presence and intimate detail, it shows how small observations, faithfully kept, can reshape large interpretive frames.

For contemporary readers, the book invites reflection on the ethics and possibilities of cross-cultural research. Its early twentieth-century vantage point makes it a historical source in its own right, prompting critical engagement with period assumptions while preserving valuable records of sites and stories. It encourages conversations about collaboration, stewardship, and the responsibilities of interpretation—questions that remain vital across archaeology, anthropology, and heritage studies. The island’s isolation, environmental constraints, and intricate social memory resonate with ongoing debates about preservation, community authority, and the ways global attention can both illuminate and distort local realities.

Approached as a field narrative and a study in method, The Mystery of Easter Island offers an experience of disciplined wonder: the slow assembly of understanding from many modest pieces. It neither promises swift revelation nor depends on spectacle. Instead, it invites readers to accompany a researcher who learns by dwelling—listening, measuring, comparing, and asking again. That patient posture opens the book to many kinds of readers: those drawn to archaeology and travel, those curious about cultural memory, and those who value inquiry that clarifies without pretending to finalize the mysteries it explores.
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    Katherine Routledge's The Mystery of Easter Island: The Story of an Expedition recounts the 1914-15 Mana Expedition to Rapa Nui, governed by Chile. The book lays out aims: systematic survey of the island's monuments, documentation of language and traditions, and collection of data to clarify the origins and history of the statues. It opens with planning, outfitting the vessel Mana, assembling a small team, and defining a program that combined archaeology, ethnography, and topographic mapping. Routledge situates Easter Island within the wider Pacific and frames the inquiry around observable evidence rather than speculation, setting a factual tone for the narrative that follows.

The voyage and landfall are described in practical terms: navigational challenges, coordinating with Chilean authorities, and negotiating access within a sheep ranch administration. Upon arrival, the expedition selects a base near key sites, hires local assistants, and begins learning the Rapanui language alongside Spanish. Early chapters record first impressions of the barren landscape, coastal cliffs, crater lakes, and scattered stone platforms. Initial reconnaissance yields a catalog of major ahu and moai, notes on their condition, and a plan for measured surveys. The narrative emphasizes careful recording, photography, and mapping as prerequisites for any hypothesis about construction methods or cultural sequence.

With camp established, the team undertakes systematic measurements of statues and platforms. Excavations around partially buried moai reveal that many figures extend well below the surface, preserving details of backs, hands, and tool marks. At Rano Raraku, the principal quarry, Routledge describes unfinished statues in various stages of carving, giving insight into production techniques and scale. She distinguishes red scoria topknots, or pukao, from Puna Pau and documents roads or tracks linking quarries to coastal ahu. Petroglyphs and stone house foundations are recorded alongside counts of statues, allowing a baseline inventory of monumental remains across districts.

Parallel to the physical survey, Routledge gathers oral histories from elders and knowledgeable residents, often through trusted intermediaries. Genealogies, chants, and place names are recorded to assemble a chronological framework. Traditions of early settlement led by Hotu Matu'a are summarized, along with accounts of clan territories and chiefly authority. Narratives of conflict between groups sometimes labeled long-ears and short-ears are presented as remembered history, connected to the cessation of statue raising. The book details domestic architecture, cave shelters, and daily practices as described by informants, integrating ethnographic notes with site observations to correlate stories with locations.

The account then turns to the ceremonial village of Orongo and the birdman cult that followed the statue era. Routledge describes stone houses, platforms, and abundant petroglyphs depicting birdmen, frigate birds, and the sacred egg. She summarizes the annual competition in which representatives sought the first egg from the offshore islet Motu Nui, outlining associated rituals and leadership claims. Observations of the topography, sight lines, and proximity to crater lakes provide context for the ceremonies. The narrative links these practices to a later phase of island life, indicating a shift in religious focus and political organization after the monument-building period.

A significant section addresses the rongorongo inscriptions. Routledge details efforts to locate wooden tablets and other inscribed objects, to photograph and copy their glyphs, and to record recitations associated with them. She notes the scarcity of reliable readers, the fragmentary nature of surviving pieces, and the lack of a secure key to decipherment. Classification by sign forms and line arrangements is presented, and comparisons are made with known scripts only to mark differences. The material is offered as a documentary record, preserving data for future study while refraining from definitive claims about reading values or the full function of the texts.

Drawing on measurements and field evidence, the book proposes practical explanations for moving and erecting the statues. Observed tracks, lever scars, and ramp remnants are used to suggest transport on sledges or by controlled rocking, and raising by inclined planes and timber supports. Differences between statues on ahu and those abandoned along routes are noted, informing ideas about work stages and interruptions. Accounts of deliberate toppling and breakage are linked to periods of unrest in oral tradition. A tentative sequence emerges: quarrying, transport, installation, and eventual overthrow, forming a working chronology grounded in site conditions and testimony.

Later chapters address external impacts and internal change. Routledge summarizes demographic decline from disease and the mid-nineteenth-century slave raids, the introduction of Christianity, and administrative constraints under a pastoral lease. She notes how population loss and restrictions affected transmission of knowledge and maintenance of monuments. Environmental observations emphasize scarcity of timber and the practical implications for transport and construction, without projecting beyond the evidence available. The book situates Rapa Nui within wider Polynesia through language and custom, while documenting the particular trajectory of the island under modern pressures, acknowledging how these factors shaped what the expedition could record.

The conclusion reviews the expedition's contributions: comprehensive mapping of sites, measured descriptions of statues and platforms, a corpus of photographs and drawings, and firsthand records of traditions. Routledge argues that the culture responsible for the monuments is Polynesian in origin, developed locally over time, and best understood through integrated archaeological and ethnographic data. She identifies questions left open, including the full reading of rongorongo and fine-grained chronology. The closing sections emphasize preservation and further study, presenting Easter Island as a case where careful documentation can replace conjecture, while recognizing that aspects of its past remain unresolved.
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    Katherine Routledge’s The Mystery of Easter Island is set principally on Rapa Nui (Easter Island) during her 1914–1915 expedition, when the island was a Chilean possession administered through a private sheep ranch. After Chile’s annexation in 1888, the Williamson-Balfour Company (from 1903) controlled grazing lands and movement, confining most Rapanui to Hanga Roa. The Routledges arrived aboard the schooner Mana just as the First World War began, navigating wartime uncertainties to conduct archaeological excavations and ethnographic interviews. The setting is thus a remote Polynesian island under foreign corporate rule, where megalithic ahu and moai stood amid social restrictions, and where Routledge worked closely with local informants such as Juan Tepano under Chilean oversight.

The long arc of European contact frames the book’s investigations. In 1722 the Dutch navigator Jacob Roggeveen reached the island on Easter Sunday, naming it Paasch-Eyland and reporting statues and cultivated fields. Spain’s 1770 expedition under Felipe González de Ahedo claimed the island as Isla de San Carlos, taking formal possession and signatures from chiefs. Captain James Cook visited in 1774, followed by La Pérouse in 1786, each noting population, agriculture, and toppled or standing moai. Routledge compares these logs, charts, and descriptions with her own surveys to track changes in statue positions, settlement patterns, and the condition of ceremonial centers between eighteenth-century reports and her 1914 observations.

Catastrophic Peruvian slave raids in 1862–1863 removed over a thousand Rapanui, including many ritual specialists, to work in guano pits and plantations; only a handful returned. Repatriations introduced smallpox and other diseases, precipitating demographic collapse. Missionaries of the Sacred Hearts Congregation began work in 1864 (Father Eugène Eyraud) and 1866 (Father Hippolyte Roussel), concentrating people around Hanga Roa and suppressing pre-Christian ritual life. By 1877, official counts listed only about 111 islanders. Ensuing decades saw the fading of rongorongo literacy and the birdman rites. Routledge’s book records elders’ testimonies about these losses, preserves genealogies, and documents chants and place-names, linking oral history to the ruins she excavated at Orongo, Rano Raraku, and Ahu Tahai.

Chile’s annexation in 1888, negotiated by Captain Policarpo Toro and ariki Atamu Tekena, produced a bilingual treaty whose meaning (cession versus protectorate) remains contested. Administration soon shifted to commercial leases: to Enrique Merlet in 1895 and to the Williamson-Balfour Company in 1903, which converted the island into a vast sheep ranch. Company managers, notably Percy Edmunds, enforced a pass system restricting Rapanui to Hanga Roa and organizing labor for shearing and herding. Access to water, land, and sacred sites was tightly controlled under Chilean naval oversight. Routledge’s narrative details these constraints, contrasts them with pre-annexation autonomy, and records how company policy shaped daily life and limited ritual maintenance of ahu platforms and quarries.

In 1914, shortly after the Mana anchored, a local protest known as the Angata uprising unfolded. Led by Angata, a Catholic catechist and respected elder, and supported by figures including Daniel Teave, the movement challenged sheep company authority, asserted moral claims over flocks, and dramatized grievances about confinement and rations. Tensions peaked in June 1914; the manager appealed to Chilean authorities, arrests followed, and naval intervention reasserted corporate control. Routledge witnessed phases of the crisis, recorded depositions and conversations, and analyzed its religious and social roots. The episode supplies the book with immediate political context, showing how colonial ranching structures collided with revived claims to land, dignity, and traditional leadership.

External appropriation and scientific survey also shaped the island’s modern history. In 1868 the crew of HMS Topaze removed the basaltic statue Hoa Hakananai’a from Orongo to London, inaugurating a museum-centered fascination with moai. Comparative surveys by German officer Wilhelm Geiseler (1882) and U.S. Navy paymaster William J. Thomson (1886, USS Mohican) mapped platforms and recorded lore. Routledge engages these precedents while advancing controlled excavation, photography, and systematic measurement, notably at Ahu Vinapu and Rano Raraku. Working with informants such as Juan Tepano and Ure Va’e Iko, she correlated petroglyphs, house sites, and clan territories, critiquing speculative diffusionist theories and grounding interpretations in local testimony and stratigraphic evidence.

The First World War formed a logistical backdrop to the expedition. Chile remained neutral, yet German raiders under Admiral von Spee roamed the Pacific and South Atlantic until late 1914, disrupting routes (battles of Coronel, 1 November 1914, and the Falklands, 8 December 1914). Communications and supplies to Rapa Nui were irregular; the Routledges depended on the Mana and occasional naval or company vessels. Delays affected field seasons, equipment, and the storage and transport of notes and collections. The book alludes to these constraints, which heightened reliance on local assistance and prolonged stays at sites, inadvertently enriching the ethnographic record and deepening engagement with community leaders under watchful Chilean authority.

By juxtaposing monumental archaeology with testimonies about slavery, disease, annexation, and corporate rule, the book functions as a critique of colonial governance. It documents the pass system, land dispossession, and labor coercion that marginalized Rapanui, and it foregrounds local voices to contest narratives that render islanders as relics beside their statues. Routledge exposes the political economy behind heritage loss—the conversion of a homeland into a ranch and a museum quarry—and questions the legitimacy of ambiguous treaties and extraterritorial collecting. Her careful recording of grievances, names, and dates constitutes an implicit call for legal redress, cultural stewardship, and reform of exploitative administrative practices in the early twentieth-century Pacific.
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As I sit down to write this preface there rises before me, not the
other side of this London street, but the beautiful view over the
harbour of St. Vincent, Cape Verde Islands, as seen from the
British Consulate. It was a hot afternoon, but in that shady
room I had found a fellow-woman and sympathetic listener.
To her I had been recounting, rather mercilessly as it seemed,
the story of our experiences in the yacht, including the drowning
of the tea in Las Palmas Harbour. When I had finished, she
said quietly, “You are going to publish all this I suppose?”
I hesitated, for the idea was new. “No,” I replied, “we had
not thought of doing so; of course, if we have any success at
Easter Island we shall make it known, but this is all in the day’s
work.” “I think,” she said, “that there are many who lead
quiet stay-at-home lives who would be interested.” Times
have changed since 1913, there are now few who have not had
adventures, either in their own persons, or through those dear
to them, compared with which ours were but pleasant play;
but I still find that many of those who are good enough to care
to hear what we did in those three years ask for personal details.
After a lecture given to a learned society, which it had been an
honour to be asked to address, I was accosted by a lady, invited
for the occasion, with the remark, “I was disappointed in what
you told us. You never said what you had to eat.” This, and
many similar experiences, are the apology for the trivialities of
this work.

No attempt has been made to write any sort of a guide book
to the varied places touched at by the yacht, neither space nor
knowledge permitted; all that has been done either by pen
or pencil is to try to give the main impression left on the mind
of a passing dweller in their harbours and anchorages. It has,
however, been found by experience that, in accounts of travel,
the general reader loses much of the pleasure which has been
experienced by the writer, through knowledge being assumed
of the history of the places visited; a knowledge which the
traveller himself has absorbed almost unconsciously. Without
some acquaintance with past events the present cannot be
understood; at the risk, therefore, of interrupting the narrative,
a few notes of such history have been included.

In dealing with the main topic of the work, an endeavour has
been made to give some idea of the problem of Easter Island as
the Expedition found it, and also of its work there. With regard
to this part, some appeal is necessary to the understanding kindness
of the reader, for it has not been an easy tale to tell, nor one
which could be straightforwardly recounted. The story of
Easter is as yet a tangled skein. The dim past, to which the
megalithic works bear witness—the island as the early voyagers
found it—its more recent history and present state, all of these
are intermingled threads, none of which can be followed without
reference to the remaining clues.

For those who would have preferred more scientific and fewer
personal details, I can only humbly say wait, there is another
volume in prospect with descriptions and dimensions of some
two hundred and sixty burial-places on the island, thousands of
measurements of statues, and other really absorbing matter.
The numerical statements in the present book, dealing with
archæological remains, must be considered approximate till it
has been possible to go again through the large collection of notes.

It is fairly obvious why the writing of this story has fallen to
the share of the sole feminine member of the Expedition. I had
also, what was, in spite of all things, the good fortune to be
fourteen weeks longer on the island than my husband. They
were fat weeks too, when the first lean ones, with their inevitable
difficulties, were past; and the unsettlement towards the end
had not arrived. He has, I need hardly say, given me every
assistance with this work. Generally speaking, all things which
it is possible to touch and handle, buildings, weapons, and ornaments,
were in his department; while things of a less tangible
description, such as religion, history, and folk lore fell to my lot.
Those who know him will recognise his touches throughout, and
the account of the last part of the voyage, after my return to
England, has been written by him.

The photographs, when not otherwise stated, are by members
of the Expedition. The drawings are from sketches made by
the Author; those of the burial-places are from note-book outlines
made in the course of work. The diagrams of the houses and
burial-places are by my husband.

We are deeply grateful, both personally and on behalf of the
Expedition, for all the aid, both public and private, extended to
our work in the interests of science. We hesitate to allude to it
in detail in connection with what may, it is to be feared, seem
an unworthy book, but we cannot refrain from taking this, the
earliest, opportunity of acknowledging our obligations. The
Admiralty lent the Expedition a Lieutenant on full pay for
navigation and survey. The Royal Society[1] honoured it by
bestowing a grant of £100, and the British Association by appointing
a committee to further its interests accompanied by a
small gift. Valuable scientific instruments were lent by both
the Admiralty and Royal Geographical Society.

We are indebted to Sir Hercules Read and Captain T. A.
Joyce, of the Ethnological Department of the British Museum,
for the initial suggestion and much personal help. In our own
University of Oxford the practical sympathy of Dr. Marett has
been fully given from the time the project was first mooted till
he read the proofs of the scientific part of this work; we owe
more to such encouragement for any success attained than
perhaps he himself realises. Mr. Henry Balfour has placed us,
and all who are interested in the subject, under the greatest
obligation for his work on our results which has thrown a flood
of light on the culture of Easter Island, and has, in perhaps
greater degree than anything else, made the Expedition seem
“worth while.” Dr. Rivers, of Cambridge, kindly undertook
the position of Correspondent in connection with the committee
of the British Association, and has put at our disposal
his great knowledge of the Pacific. Dr. Haddon has also been
good enough to allow us to avail ourselves of his intimate
acquaintance with its problems. Dr. Corney has rendered
constant and unique assistance with regard to the accounts of
Easter Island as given by the early voyagers, a line of research
most important in its bearings. Our thanks are due to Dr.
Seligman for kind interest, to Professor Keith for his report
on the two Pitcairn Islanders who returned with the yacht,
and his examination of our osteological collection; to Dr.
Thomas of the Geological Survey for his report of the rocks
brought back; and not least to Mr. Sydney Ray, who has given
most valuable time to our vocabularies of the language.

With regard to our journeyings and labours in the field, we are
under great obligation to Mr. Edwards, the Chilean Minister in
London, through whose representations his Government were
good enough to grant us special facilities in their ports. The
Expedition owes much to Messrs. Balfour & Williamson of
London, and the firms connected with them in Chile, California,
and New York; most especially to Messrs. Williamson & Balfour
of Valparaiso for their permission to visit Easter Island and help
throughout. We are also very grateful to the manager of the
ranch, Mr. Percy Edmunds, for his practical aid on the island;
since we left he has obtained for us a skin of the sacred bird
which we had been unable to procure, and forwarded with it
the negative of fig. 65, taken at our request.

It has been impossible in the compass of this book to express
our gratitude to all those who gave help and hospitality on both
the outward and homeward voyage. We can only ask them to
believe that we do not forget, and that the friendship of many
is, we trust, a permanent possession.

For professional help in the production of this book it is a
pleasure to acknowledge the skill and patience of Miss A. Hunter,
who has assisted in preparing the sketches, and of Mr. Gear,
President of the Royal Photographic Society, who has worked
up the negatives; also of Mr. F. Batchelor, of the Royal Geographical
Society, who has drawn all the maps.

It has not, as will be readily understood, been always an easy
matter to write of such different interests amidst the urgent
claims and stupendous events since the time of our return; but
if any soul rendered sad by the war, or anxiously facing the problems
of a new world, finds a few hours’ rest surrounded by the
blue of the sea or face to face with the everlasting calm of the
great statues, then it will give very real happiness to




The Stewardess of the Mana.







February 1919.
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The second edition of a book affords opportunity to tender grateful
thanks for the interest which has made it necessary. It is
also one of the occasions when fate allows, in some measure at
any rate, a chance to repair shortcomings.

It was felt in writing this volume that it was best to leave
the work of the Expedition to tell as far as possible its own
tale. Life, however, is short and books are many. Outside the
circle of those with special scientific knowledge, this method
seems, in spite of Chapter XIX, to have led too often, with
even the kindest of readers and reviewers, to a certain vagueness
as to what has, after all, really been accomplished. Some express
disappointment that the problem is “unsolved if not insoluble”;
others state, not without lingering regret, that “there is no
longer any mystery.” Neither view is, of course, correct. It is,
therefore, perhaps worth while, even at the cost of repeating
what may be implicit elsewhere, to add a few more definite
words.

It was never anticipated that any Expedition could settle once
and for all the past history of Easter Island. In dealing with
any scientific problem, the first step naturally is to find out all
that can be discovered about the material in question; while
the second is to co-ordinate that material with similar examples
elsewhere, so that knowledge which may fail from one source,
can be supplied from another.

The Expedition, therefore, as one of its primary undertakings,
made an archæological survey of the island. It was a lengthy
work, for not only are the figures and ruins very numerous,
but it was found that not till after some six months’ study could
they even be seen with intelligent eyes. We believe the survey
to be, however, as far as possible accurate and complete. It is
illustrated by some hundreds of sketches and negatives.

The only account of this kind which has so far been available
is the rough, and naturally often erroneous, description given
by the United States ship Mohican after a thirteen days’ examination
in 1886. Speaking of this part of our labours, a high
authority has been good enough to say, “We now know for
the first time in what the remains on the island really consist;
its photographs alone would justify the Expedition.” This
record will, we venture to think, hold increased value in the
future, as there is a constant tendency for the remains to suffer
deterioration at the hands of nature and man.

The Expedition, however, found other and unexpected matter
to secure from oblivion—work which was of even greater, because
of more pressing, importance. We had been informed that not
only had all knowledge of the origin of the great works disappeared
from the island, but that all memory of the early
native culture before the advent of Christianity, which might
possibly have thrown light upon them, was also gone. Happily
this proved to be not altogether the case. When we arrived,
such knowledge and tradition were expiring, but they were not
altogether dead. It was our good fortune, in spite of language
and other difficulties, to be able with patience to rescue at the
eleventh hour much of high value, more especially that which
points to a connection between the only recently expired bird
cult and that of the images.

The facts now before us make clear that the present inhabitants
of the island are derived from a union of the two great stocks
of the Pacific, the Melanesian and Polynesian races, and that the
Melanesian element has played a large part in its development.
All the evidence gathered, whether derived from the stone remains,
through the surviving natives, or in other ways, points to the
conclusion that these people are connected by blood with the
makers of the statues; this is, of course, the crucial point.

Now that this stage is reached, the problem at once falls into
its right category; and we enter on the second phase of scientific
quest. Easter Island is no longer an isolated mystery, there is
no need to indulge in surmises as to sunken continents, it becomes
part of the whole question of the culture of the Pacific and of
the successive waves of migration which have passed through it.

On this large and difficult subject many able minds are at
work, and some striking results, already drawn from the labours
of the Expedition, are included in this volume. When we have
more definite knowledge as to the nature and date of these migrations
which have come from the west by such stepping-stones
as Pitcairn Island, or by the Marquesas and Paumotu groups,
then we shall be able to deduce still further information about
Easter Island. When more is ascertained of the stone works
scattered throughout other islands, we shall speak with greater
certainty as to whether a first or second wave of immigrants, or
both combined, are responsible for its monoliths. We have
a very fair idea now, when, and perhaps why, the cult of the
statues ended; even if there are no further discoveries on the
island, we hope in these ways to learn when and how it began.

There is much we shall never know—the thoughts which
passed through the minds of those old image-makers as they
worked at their craft, the scenes enacted as their humbler neighbours
toilsomely moved the great figures to their place, the
weird ceremonies which doubtless marked their erection, not
least the story of the persistence which erected and re-erected
the burying-places after again and yet again they had been
destroyed—such things are gone for ever. But the broad outlines
and events of the story, with their approximate dates, to
these there is every prospect we shall attain with reasonable
certainty, and that before very many years have elapsed.




K. R.







April 1920.
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FIG. 1.



MANA[4].



Charrua Bay, Patagonian Channels.







CHAPTER I
 THE START



Table of Contents







Why we went to Easter Island—The Building and Equipping of the Yacht—The Start from Southampton—Dartmouth—Falmouth.





“All the seashore is lined with numbers of stone idols, with
their backs turned towards the sea, which caused us no little
wonder, because we saw no tool of any kind for working these
figures.” So wrote, a century and a half ago, one of the earliest
navigators to visit the Island of Easter in the South-east
Pacific. Ever since that day passing ships have found it incomprehensible
that a few hundred natives should have been
able to make, move, and erect numbers of great stone monuments,
some of which are over thirty feet in height; they have
marvelled and passed on. As the world’s traffic has increased
Easter Island[2] has still stood outside its routes, quiet and remote,
with its story undeciphered. What were these statues
of which the present inhabitants know nothing? Were they
made by their ancestors in forgotten times or by an earlier
race? Whence came the people who reached this remote
spot? Did they arrive from South America, 2,000 miles to the
eastward? Or did they sail against the prevailing wind from the
distant islands to the west? It has even been conjectured
that Easter Island is all that remains of a sunken continent.
Fifty years ago the problem was increased by the discovery on
this mysterious land of wooden tablets bearing an unknown
script; they too have refused to yield their secret.

When, therefore, we decided to see the Pacific before we
died, and asked the anthropological authorities at the British
Museum what work there remained to be done, the answer
was, “Easter Island.” It was a much larger undertaking than
had been contemplated; we had doubts of our capacity for so
important a venture; and at first the decision was against it,
but we hesitated and were lost. Then followed the problem
how to reach the goal. The island belongs to Chile, and the
only regular communication, if regular it can be called, was
a small sailing vessel sent out by the Chilean Company, who
use the island as a ranch; she went sometimes once a year,
sometimes not so often, and only remained there sufficient time
to bring off the wool crop. We felt that the work on Easter
ought to be accompanied with the possibility of following up
clues elsewhere in the islands, and that to charter any such
vessel as could be obtained on the Pacific coast, for the length
of time we required her, would be unsatisfactory, both from
the pecuniary standpoint and from that of comfort. It was
therefore decided, as Scoresby is a keen yachtsman, that it
was worth while to procure in England a little ship of our
own, adapted to the purpose, and to sail out in her. As the
Panama Canal was not open, and the route by Suez would be
longer, the way would lie through the Magellan Straits[5].

Search for a suitable vessel in England was fruitless, and it
became clear that to get what we wanted we must build. The
question of general size and arrangement had first to be settled,
and then matters of detail. It is unfortunate that the precise
knowledge which was acquired of the exact number of inches
necessary to sleep on, to sit on, and to walk along is not again
likely to be useful. The winter of 1910–11 was spent over
this work, but the professional assistance obtained proved to
be incompetent, and we had to begin again; the final architect
of the little yacht was Mr. Charles Nicholson[3], of Gosport, and
the plans were completed the following summer. They were
for a vessel of schooner rig and auxiliary motor power. The
length over all was 90 feet, and the water-line 72 feet; her
beam was 20 feet. The gross tonnage was 91 and the yacht
tonnage was 126.

The vessel was designed in four compartments, with a steel
bulkhead between each of the divisions, so that in case of
accident it would be possible to keep her afloat. Aft was the
little chart-room, which was the pride of the ship. When we
went on board magnificent yachts which could have carried
our little vessel as a lifeboat, and found the navigation being
done in the public rooms, we smiled with superiority. Out of
the chart-room were the navigator’s sleeping quarters, and in
the overhang of the stern the sail-locker. The next compartment
was given to the engines, and made into a galvanised
iron box in case of fire. It contained a motor engine for such
work as navigation in and out of harbour and traversing belts
of calm. This was of 38 h.p. and run on paraffin, as petrol was
disallowed by the insurance; it gave her 5½ knots. In the
same compartment was the engine for the electric light: in
addition the yacht had steam heating. The spaces between
the walls of the engine-box and those of the ship were given
to lamps, and to boatswain’s stores.

Then came the centre of the ship, containing the quarters
of our scientific party. The middle portion of this was raised
three or four feet for the whole length, securing first a deck-house
and then a heightened roof for the saloon below, an
arrangement which was particularly advantageous, as no port-holes
were allowed below decks, leaving us dependent on skylights
and ventilators. Entering from without, two or three
steps led down into the deck-house, which formed part of the
saloon, but at a higher level; it was my chief resort throughout
the voyage. On each side was a settee, which was on the level
of the deck, and thus commanded a view through port-holes
and door of what was passing outside; one of these settees
served as a berth in hot weather. A small companion connected
the deck-house with the saloon below: the latter ran across the
width of the ship; it also had full-length settees both sides, and
at the end of each was a chiffonier. On the port side was the
dinner-table, which swung so beautifully that the fiddles were
seldom used, and the thermos for the navigating officer could
be left happily on it all night. Starboard was a smaller table,
fitted for writing; and a long bookshelf ran along the top of the
for’ardside (fig. 1A).

On the afterside of the saloon a double cabin opened out of
it, and a passage led to two single cabins and the bathroom.
The cabins were rather larger than the ordinary staterooms of
a mail steamer, and the arrangements of course more ample;
every available cranny was utilised for drawers and lockers,
and in going ashore it was positive pain to see the waste of
room under beds and sofas and behind washing-stands. My
personal accommodation was a chest of drawers and hanging
wardrobe, besides the drawers under the berth and various
lockers. Returning to the saloon, a door for’ard opened into
the pantry, which communicated with the galley above, situated
on deck for the sake of coolness. For’ard again was a whole
section given to stores, and beyond, in the bows, a roomy forecastle.
The yacht had three boats—a lifeboat which contained
a small motor engine, a cutter, and a dinghy; when we were at sea
the two former were placed on deck, but the dinghy, except on
one occasion only, was always carried in the davits, where she
triumphantly survived all eventualities, a visible witness to the
buoyancy of the ship.

While the plans were being completed, search was being
made for a place where the vessel should be built; for though
nominally a yacht, the finish and build of the Solent would
have been out of place. It had been decided that she should
be of wood, as easier to repair in case of accident where coral
reefs and other unseen dangers abound; but the building of
wooden ships is nearly extinct. The west country was visited,
and an expedition made to Dundee and Aberdeen, but even
there, the old home of whalers, ships are now built of steel;
finally we fixed on Whitstable, from which place such vessels
still ply round the coast. The keel was laid in the autumn
of 1911; the following spring we took up our abode there to
watch over her, and there in May 1912 she first took the water,
being christened by the writer in approved fashion. “I name
this ship Mana, and may the blessing of God go with her and
all who sail in her”—a ceremony not to be performed without
a lump in the throat. The choice of a name had been difficult;
we had wished to give her one borne by some ship of Dr.
Scoresby, the Arctic explorer, a friend of my husband’s family
whose name he received, but none of them proved to be suitable.
The object was to find something which was both simple
and uncommon; all appellations that were easy to grasp seemed
to have been already adopted, while those that were unique
lent themselves to error. “How would it do in a cable?” was
the regulation test. Finally we hit on Mana, which is a word
well known to anthropologists, and has the advantage of being
familiar throughout the South Seas. We generally translated
it somewhat freely as “good luck.” It means, more strictly,
supernatural power: a Polynesian would, for instance, describe
the common idea of the effect of a horseshoe by saying that
the shoe had “mana.” From a scientific standpoint mana is
probably the simplest form of religious conception. The yacht
flew the burgee of the Royal Cruising Club.
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FIG. 1ᴬ.—MANA. SECTION OF DECKHOUSE AND SALOON





From the time the prospective expedition became public
we received a considerable amount of correspondence from
strangers: some of it was from those who had special knowledge
of the subject, and was highly valued; other letters had a comic
element, being from various young men, who appeared to think
that our few berths might be at the disposal of anyone who
wanted to see the world. One letter, dated from a newspaper
office, stated that its writer had no scientific attainments, but
would be glad to get up any subject required in the time before
sailing; the qualification of another for the post of steward
was that he would be able to print the menus and ball programmes.
The most quaint experience was in connection with
a correspondent who gave a good name and address, and offered
to put at our disposal some special knowledge on the subject
of native lore, which he had collected as Governor of one of
the South Sea islands. On learning our country address, he
wrote that he was about to become the guest of some of our
neighbours and would call upon us. It subsequently transpired
that they knew nothing of him, but that he had written to them,
giving our name. He did, in fact, turn up at our cottage during
our absence, and obtained an excellent tea at the expense of
the caretaker. The next we heard of him was from the keeper
of a small hotel in the neighbourhood of Whitstable, where he
had run up a large bill on the strength of a statement that he
was one of our expedition, and we found later that he had
shown a friend over the yacht while she was building, giving
out he was a partner of my husband. We understand that
after we started he appeared in the county court at the instance
of the unfortunate innkeeper.

After much trouble we ultimately selected two colleagues
from the older universities. The arrangement with one of
these, an anthropologist, was, unfortunately, a failure, and ended
at the Cape Verde Islands. The other, a geologist, Mr. Frederick
Lowry-Corry, took up intermediate work in India, and subsequently
joined us in South America. The Admiralty was good
enough to place at our disposal a lieutenant on full pay for
navigation, survey, and tidal observation. This post was
ultimately filled by Lieutenant D. R. Ritchie, R.N.

With regard to the important matter of the crew, it was felt
that neither merchant seamen nor yacht hands would be suitable,
and a number of men were chosen from the Lowestoft
fishing fleet. Subsequent delays, however, proved deleterious,
the prospective “dangers” grew in size, and the only one who
ultimately sailed with us was a boy, Charles C. Jeffery, who
was throughout a loyal and valued member of the expedition.
The places of the other men were supplied by a similar class
from Brixham, who justified the selection. The mate, Preston,
gave much valuable service, and one burly seaman in particular,
Light by name, by his good humour and intelligent
criticism added largely to the amenity of the voyage. An
engineer, who was also a photographer, was obtained from
Glasgow. We were particularly fortunate in our sailing master,
Mr. H. J. Gillam. He had seen, while in Japan, a notice of the
expedition in a paper, and applied with keenness for the post;
to his professional knowledge, loyalty, and pleasant companionship
the successful achievement of the voyage is very largely
due. The full complement of the yacht, in addition to the
scientific members, consisted of the navigator, engineer, cook-steward,
under-steward, and three men for each watch, making
ten in all. S. was official master, and I received on the books
the by no means honorary rank of stewardess.

Whitstable proved to be an unsuitable place for painting,
so Mana made her first voyage round to Southampton Water,
where she lay for a while in the Hamble River, and later at a
yacht-builder’s in Southampton. The steward on this trip
took to his bed with seasickness; but as he was subsequently
found surreptitiously eating the dinner which S. had been obliged
to cook, we felt that he was not likely to prove a desirable
shipmate, and he did not proceed further. We had hoped to
sail in the autumn, but we had our full share of the troubles
and delays which seem inevitably associated with yacht-building:
the engine was months late in the installation, and then
had to be rectified; the painting took twice as long as had been
promised; and when we put out for trial trips there was trouble
with the anchor which necessitated a return to harbour. The
friends who had kindly assembled in July at the Hans Crescent
Hotel to bid us good speed began to ask if we were ever really
going to depart. We spent the winter practically living on
board, attending to these affairs and to the complicated matter
of stowage.

The general question of space had of course been very carefully
considered in the original designs. The allowance for
water was unusually large, the tanks containing sufficient for
two, or with strict economy for three months; the object in
this was not only safety in long or delayed passages, but to
avoid taking in supplies in doubtful harbours. Portions of the
hold had to be reserved of course for coal, and also for the
welded steel tanks which contained the oil. When these
essentials had been disposed of, still more intricate questions
arose with regard to the allotment of room; it turned out to be
greater than we had ventured to hope, but this in no way helped,
as every department hastened to claim additional accommodation
and to add something more to its stock. Nothing was
more surprising all through the voyage than the yacht’s elasticity:
however much we took on board we got everything in,
and however much we took out she was always quite full.

The outfit for the ship had of course been taken into consideration,
but as departure drew near it seemed, from the
standpoint of below decks, to surpass all reason; there were
sails for fine weather and sails for stormy weather, and spare
sails, anchors, and sea-anchors, one-third of a mile of cable, and
ropes of every size and description.

As commissariat officer, the Stewardess naturally felt that
domestic stores were of the first importance. Many and intricate
calculations had been made as to the amount a man ate
in a month, and the cubic space to be allowed for the same. It
had been also a study in itself to find out what must come from
England and what could be obtained elsewhere; kind correspondents
in Buenos Aires and Valparaiso had helped with
advice, and we arranged for fresh consignments from home to
meet us in those ports, of such articles as were not to be
procured there or were inordinately expensive. The general
amount of provisions on board was calculated for six months,
but smaller articles, such as tea, were taken in sufficient quantities
for the two years which it was at the time assumed would
be the duration of the trip. We brought back on our return a
considerable amount of biscuits, for it was found possible to
bake on board much oftener than we had dared to hope. As
a yacht we were not obliged to conform to the merchant service
scale of provisions, our ship’s articles guaranteeing “sufficiency
and no waste.” The merchant scale was constantly referred
to, but it is, by universal agreement, excessive, and leads to
much waste, as the men are liable to claim what they consider
their right, whether they consume the ration or not; the result
is that a harbour may not unfrequently be seen covered with
floating pieces of bread, or even whole loaves. The quantity
asked for by our men of any staple foods was always given,
and there were the usual additions, but we subsisted on about
three-fourths of the legal ration. We had only one case of
illness requiring a doctor, and then it was diagnosed as “the
result of over-eating.” It was a source of satisfaction that we
never throughout the voyage ran short of any essential commodity.

There were other matters in the household department for
which it was even more difficult to estimate than for the
actual food—how many cups and saucers, for example, should
we break per month, and how many reams of paper and quarts
of ink ought we to take. Our books had of course to be
largely scientific, a sovereign’s worth of cheap novels was a
boon, but we often yearned unutterably for a new book. Will
those who have friends at the ends of the earth remember the
godsend to them of a few shillings so invested, as a means of
bringing fresh thoughts and a sense of civilised companionship?
For a library for the crew we were greatly indebted to the
kindness of Lord Radstock and the Passmore Edwards Ocean
Library. We were subsequently met at every available port
by a supply of newspapers, comprising the weekly editions of
the Times and Daily Graphic, the Spectator; and the papers of
two Societies for Women’s Suffrage.

In addition to the requirements for the voyage the whole
equipment for landing had to be foreseen and stowed, comprising
such things as tents, saddlery, beds, buckets, basins, and
cooking-pots. We later regretted the space given to some of
the enamelled iron utensils, as they can be quite well procured
in Chile, while cotton and other goods which we had counted
on procuring there for barter were practically unobtainable.
Some sacks of old clothes which we took out for gifts proved
most valuable. Among late arrivals that clamoured for
peculiar consideration were the scientific outfits, which attained
to gigantic proportions. S., who had studied at one time at
University College Hospital, was our doctor, and the medical
and surgical stores were imposing: judging from the quantity
of bandages, we were each relied on to break a leg once a month.
Everybody had photographic gear; the geologist appeared with
a huge pestle and other goods; there was anthropological
material for the preserving of skulls; the surveying instruments
looked as if they would require a ship to themselves; while
cases of alarming size arrived from the Admiralty and Royal
Geographical Society, containing sounding machines and other
mysterious articles. The owners of all these treasures argued
earnestly that they were of the essence of the expedition, and
must be treated with respect accordingly. Then of course
things turned up for which everyone had forgotten to allow room,
such as spare electric lamps, also a trammel and seine, each of
fifty fathoms, to secure fish in port. Before we finally sailed a
large consignment appeared of bonded tobacco for the crew,
and the principal hold was sealed by the Customs, necessitating
a temporary sacrifice of the bathroom for last articles.

This packing of course all took time, especially as nothing
could be allowed to get wet, and a rainy or stormy day hung
up all operations. Finally, however, on the afternoon of
February 28th, 1913, the anchor was weighed, and we went
down Southampton Water under power. We were at last off for
Easter Island!

We had a good passage down the Channel, stopped awhile
at Dartmouth, for the Brixham men to say good-bye to their
families, and arrived at Falmouth on March 6th. Here there
was experienced a tiresome delay of nearly three weeks. The wind,
which in March might surely have seen its way to be easterly,
and had long been from that direction, turned round and blew
a strong gale from the south-west. The harbour was white
with little waves, and crowded with shipping of every description,
from battleships to fishing craft. Occasionally a vessel
would venture out to try to get round the Lizard, only to
return beaten by the weather. We had while waiting the sad
privilege of rendering a last tribute to our friend Dr. Thomas
Hodgkin, the author of Italy and her Invaders, who just before
our arrival had passed where “tempests cease and surges swell
no more.” He rests among his own people in the quiet little
Quaker burial-ground.

It was not till Lady Day, Tuesday, March 25th, that the
wind changed sufficiently to allow of departure; then there
was a last rush on shore to obtain sailing supplies of fresh meat,
fruit, and vegetables, and to send off good-bye telegrams.
Everything was triumphantly squeezed in somewhere and
carefully secured, so that nothing should shift when the roll
began. The only articles which found no home were two sacks
of potatoes, which had to remain on the cabin floor, because the
space assigned to them below hatches had, in my absence on
shore, been nefariously appropriated by the Sailing-master for
an additional supply of coal.

It was dark before all was ready, and we left Falmouth
Harbour with the motor; then out into the ocean, the sails
hoisted, the Lizard Light sighted, and good-bye to England!

“Two years,” said our friends, “that is a long time to be
away.” “Oh no,” we had replied; “we shall find when we
come back that everything is just the same; it always is. You
will still be talking of Militants, and Labour Troubles, and Home
Rule; there will be a few new books to read, the children
will be a little taller—that will be all.” But the result was
otherwise.



CHAPTER II
 THE VOYAGE TO SOUTH AMERICA



Table of Contents







A Gale at Sea—Madeira—Canary Islands—Cape Verde Islands—Across the Atlantic.





The first day in open ocean was spent in shaking down; on
going on deck before turning in it was found to be a clear
starlight night, and the man at the wheel prophesied smooth
things. It was a case of—




“A little ship was on the sea,

It was a pretty sight,

It sailed along so pleasantly,

And all was calm and bright.”







But, alas! the storm did soon begin to rise; by morning we
were in troubled waters, and by noon we were battened down
and hove to. We had given up all idea of making progress
and were riding out the gale as best we might. All the saloon
party were more or less laid low, including Mr. Ritchie, for the
first time in his life. The steward was not seen for two days;
and if it had not been that the under-steward, who shall be
known as “Luke,” rose to the occasion, the state of affairs
would have been somewhat serious. He not only contrived to
satisfy the appetites of the crew, which were subsequently said
to have been abnormally good, but also staggered round, with
black hands and a tousled head, ministering with tea and bovril
to our frailer needs. The engineer, a landsman, was too incapacitated
to do any work, and doubt arose as to whether
we should not be left without electric light. More alarming
was the fact that the place smelt badly of paraffin, arousing
anxiety as to the effect the excessive rolling of the ship might
have had on our carefully tested tanks and barrels; happily
the odour proved to be due merely to a temporary overflow in
the engine-room.

We now found the disadvantage of having abandoned, owing
to our various delays, the trial runs in home waters which
had at one time been planned. The skylights, which would
have been adequate for ordinary yachting—which has been
described as “going round and round the Isle of Wight”—proved
unequal to the work expected of Mana, and the truth appeared
of a dark saying of the Board of Trade surveyor that “skylights
were not ventilation.” Not only could they of course
not be raised in bad weather, but those which, like mine, were
arranged to open, admitted the sea to an unpleasant degree;
such an amount of water had to be conveyed by means of dripping
towels into canvas baths that it seemed at one time as if
the Atlantic would be perceptibly emptier. When in the midst
of the gale night fell on the lonely ship the sensation was eerie;
every now and then the persistent rolling, which threw from
side to side of the berth those fortunate enough to be below,
was interrupted by a resounding crash in the darkness as a
big wave broke against the vessel’s side, followed by the rushing
surge and gurgle of the water as it poured in a volume
over the deck above. Then the hubbub entirely ceased, and
for a perceptible time the vessel lay perfectly still in the trough
of the wave, like a human creature dazed by a sudden blow,
after a second or two to begin again her weary tossing. I wondered,
as I lay there, which was the more weird experience,
this night or one spent in camp in East Africa with no palisade,
in a district swarming with lions, and again recalled the
philosophy of one of our Swahili boys. “Frightened? No, he
eats me, he does not eat me; it is all the will of Allah.”

By morning the worst was over, and it was a comfort to hear
Mr. Gillam singing cheerfully something about “In the Bay
of Biscay O,” a performance he varied with anathemas on the
seasick steward. When I was able to get on deck, the waves
were still descending on us—if not the proverbial mountains;
at any rate hills high, looking as if they must certainly
overwhelm us. It was wonderful to see, what later I took
for granted, how the yacht rose to each, taking it as it were
in her stride. It was reported to have been a “full gale, a
hurricane, as bad as could be, with dangerous cross seas”; but
the little vessel had proved herself a splendid sea-going boat,
and “had ridden it out like a duck.” For the next little while
I can only say in the words of the poet, “It was not night, it
was not day”; neither the clothes people wore, nor the food
they took, nor their times of downsitting and uprising had
anything to do with the hours of light and darkness. By
Saturday, however, the weather was better, meals were established,
and things generally more civilised. We had another
bad gale somewhere in the latitude of Finisterre, being hove to
for thirty hours, but were subsequently very little troubled
with seasickness. The second Sunday out, April 6th, we experienced
a short interlude of calm, and I discovered that not
only does a sailing ship not travel in bad weather, but that
when it is really beautifully smooth she also has a bad habit of
declining to go. Anyway, we held our first service, and “O
God, our help” went, if not in Westminster Abbey form, at
any rate quite creditably.

Mr. Ritchie had decided to take two sides of a triangle, first
west and then south, rather than run any risk of being blown
on to Ushant or Finisterre; a precaution which, in view of the
proved powers of the boat to hold her own against a head wind,
he subsequently thought to have been unnecessary. After we
left the English shores we only saw two vessels till we were
within sight of Madeira, and some of our Brixham men, who
had never been far from their native shores or away from their
fishing fleet, were much impressed with the size and loneliness
of the ocean. “It was astonishing,” said Light, “that there
could be so much water without any land or ships,” and he
expressed an undisguised desire for “more company.”

Somehow or other we had all come to the conclusion that we
would put into Madeira, instead of going straight through to
Las Palmas, for which we had cleared from Falmouth. The
first land which we sighted was the outlying island of the
group, Porto Santo. This was appropriate on a voyage to the
New World, as Columbus resided there with his father-in-law,
who was governor of the place; and it is said that from his
observations there of drift-wood, and other indications, he first
conceived the idea of the land across the waters, to which he
made his famous voyage in 1492. Our mate entertained us
with a tale of how he had been shipwrecked on Porto Santo, the
yacht on which he was serving having overrun her reckonings
as she approached it from the west; happily all on board were
able to escape. The wind fell after we made the group, so that
we did not get into the harbour of Funchal for another thirty-six
hours, and then only with the help of the motor. It was
most enjoyable cruising along the coast of Madeira, watching
the great mountains, woods, ravines, and nestling villages, at
whose existence the passengers on the deck of a Union-Castle
liner can only vaguely guess. The day was Sunday, April 13th,
and later it became a matter of remark how frequently we hit
off this day of the week for getting into harbour, a most inconvenient
one from the point of view of making the necessary
arrangements. As we entered, a Portuguese liner, coming out
of Funchal, dipped its flag in greeting to our blue ensign; out
came the harbour-master’s tug to show us where to take up
our position, down went the anchor with a comfortable rattle,
and so ended the first stage of our journey.

The voyage had taken eighteen days, and averaged about
sixty miles a day, as against the hundred miles on which we
had calculated, and which later we sometimes exceeded. A man
who crosses the ocean in a powerful steam-vessel, as one who
travels by land in an express train, undoubtedly gains in speed,
but he loses much else. He misses a thousand beauties, he has
no contact with Nature, no sense of the exultation which comes
from progress won step by step by putting forth his own
powers to bend hers to his will. The late veteran seaman Lord
Brassey is reported to have said that “when once an engine
is put into a ship the charm of the sea is gone.” All through
our voyage also there was a fascinating sense of having put
back the hands of time. This was the route and these in the
main the conditions under which our ancestors, the early Empire
builders, travelled to India; later we were on the track of Drake,
Anson, and others. Some of Drake’s ships were apparently
about the size of Mana.[1] The world has been shrinking of late,
and to return to a simpler day is to restore much of its size
and dignity.
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MADEIRA

Madeira was settled by the Portuguese early in the fifteenth
century. With the exception of an interlude in the Napoleonic wars,
when it was taken by England, it has ever since been a possession
of that country.

Funchal, with its sunshine and its smiling houses, is well known
to all travellers to South Africa. The season was just over,
but the weather was still pleasantly cool, and flowers covered
the walls with great masses of colour. We were there three
days, and occupied our time in the usual way by ascending the
hill above the town in the funicular railway, but instead of
descending in the picturesque toboggans we came down on foot.
The walk took about two hours down a path which is paved the
whole way, representing a very large amount of labour. We
regretted that we were unable to stay longer and see something
of the life in those lonely cottages among the mountains, which
we had seen from the sea, where the women are said to add
considerably to their income by the embroidery for which the
island is famous. Since our visit Funchal, as belonging to
one of the Allies, has suffered in the Great War through enemy
action, having been shelled from the sea and the shipping in
the harbour sunk by a German raid.



GRAND CANARY



The Canary group consists of some nine islands, of which the most
important are Teneriffe and Grand Canary. They have been known
from the earliest times, but European sovereignty did not begin till
1402, and it was the end of the century before all the islands became
subject to the crown of Castile. This prolonged warfare was due to
the very brave resistance offered by the original inhabitants, known
as Guanches. These very interesting people, who are of Berber
extraction, withstood the Spaniards till 1483, and the name of Grand
Canary is said to have been obtained from their stubborn defence.
The final defeat of the natives was largely due to the terror inspired
by their first sight of a body of cavalry which the Spaniards had
landed on the island. The Guanches of Teneriffe held out till 1496.
The Canaries were thus subdued just in time to become a stepping-stone
to the New World. The horses of the cavalry were carried to
America, and formed part of the stock from which sprang the wild
American mustang.

On quitting Madeira we caught the north-east trade wind
at once, and had a capital run to the Grand Canary, doing the
197 miles in 51½ hours.

The aspect of our new harbour, Puerto de la Luz by name,
was somewhat depressing. On its south side is the mainland
of the island, which consists of sandhills, behind which are
bleak, arid-looking mountains, whose summits during the whole
of our three weeks’ stay were continuously veiled in mist. The
west side is formed by the promontory of Isleta, which would
be an island save that it is connected with Grand Canary by
a sand isthmus washed up by the sea, much after the manner
that Gibraltar is united to the Spanish mainland. The remainder
of the protection for the harbour consists of artificial
breakwaters. The only spot on which the eye rests with pleasure
is a distant view of a cluster of houses, above which rises
a cathedral; this is the capital, Las Palmas, which lies two
or three miles to the south. The effect made on the new-comer,
especially after leaving luxuriant Madeira, is that of
having been transported into the heart of Africa.

The port, if not attractive, is at any rate prosperous. The
Canaries are still a stepping-stone to the New World, and in
accordance with modern requirements have turned into a great
coaling station. In Puerto de la Luz six or seven different firms
compete for the work. The British Consul, Major Swanston,
gave us a most interesting account of his duties during the
South African War in revictualling the transports which called
here. Mention should not be omitted of the delightful new
institute of the British and Foreign Sailors’ Society, with
billiard-room, reading-room, and arranged concerts, to which
our men were very glad to resort; but indeed we met similar
kind provision in so many ports that it seems invidious to
particularise.

This was my first experience of life in a foreign port as
“stewardess,” for our stay at Madeira was only an interlude.
To passengers on a mail steamer the time so spent is generally
concerned with changing into shore clothes, and making up
parties for dinner on land to avoid the exigencies of coaling.
To those in charge of a small boat its aspect is very different.
Much of it is not a time of leisure, but to be an acting member
of a British ship in a foreign port is distinctly exhilarating.
It brings with it a sense both of being a humble representative
of one’s own nationality, and also of belonging to the
great busy fraternity of the sea. First, as land is approached,
comes the running up of the ensign and burgee; then the making
of the ship’s number, as the signal-station is passed, which will
in due course be reported to Lloyds; next follows the entry
into port, and the awaiting of the harbour-master, on whose
fiat it hangs where the vessel shall take up her berth. He is
succeeded by doctor and customs officer to examine the
ship’s papers; and all these are matters not for some mysterious
personages with gold braid, but of personal interest.

As soon as the yacht is safely berthed the Master goes on
shore to visit the consul, and obtain the longed-for letters and
newspapers. In the food department the important question
of food at once arises. My hope had always been that we
should have found a steward capable of taking over this responsibility,
but though we had various changes, and paid the
highest wages, we were never able to get one sufficiently reliable,
and the work therefore fell on the Stewardess. We at first used
to go on shore and cater personally, which is no doubt the most
satisfactory method, but in view of the time involved we subsequently
relied on the “ships’ chandlers,” who are universal
providers, to be found in all ports of any size, and who will bring
fresh stores to the ship daily. A very careful examination and
comparison of prices is necessary, for one of the annoying parts
of owning a boat is that even the smallest yacht-owner is considered
fair game for extortion and dishonest dealing. The
variation in the cost of commodities in different harbours
requires a very elastic mind on the part of the housekeeper,
both as to menus in port and purchases for the next stage of
the voyage. It puts an extremely practical interest into the
list of exports, which formed so dreary a part of geography as
taught in one’s own childhood. At Las Palmas prices were much
as in pre-war England; at our next port, in Cape Verde Islands,
the best meat was sixpence a pound, and fish sufficient for
four cost threepence, but the cost of bread was high. At Rio
de Janeiro and elsewhere in South America, though most things
were ruinous, we obtained enough coffee at very reasonable
prices to carry us home; while in Buenos Aires, with mutton
at fourpence a pound, it was a matter of regret that the hold
was not twice as large.

On arriving in port after a long voyage, work is generally
needed on the vessel or her engines: if so, the name of the right
firm has to be obtained, the firm found, an estimate obtained
and bargain made. Then the work has to be done and frequently
redone, all of which causes delay it seems impossible
to avoid; a fortnight may thus easily be spent in getting a
two days’ job accomplished. In Las Palmas we were fortunate
in finding a capable firm, who took in hand such alterations as
our experience in the Bay had shown to be necessary. The
offending skylights were fastened down, and ventilating shafts
substituted, with the result that we had no more trouble. We
had a good deal of extra work on board to do ourselves from
a tiresome mishap. In inspecting the stove connected with
the heating apparatus, it was noticed that there was water under
the grating; this was at first thought to be due to skylight
drip, but on lifting the grating there was seen to be quite deep
water in the hold almost up to the outside sea-level. The
pumps were at once rigged to get it down, but it was found
still to be filling; and it was then discovered that there was a
serious leakage, due to the fact that the pipe through which
the water came to cool the engine had been defectively jointed.
It meant days of work to go through the stores affected.
Happily nothing was lost except about twenty pounds of tea,
and some sweets intended for gifts; but if the accident, which
was entirely due to careless workmanship, had happened at sea
the results might have been disastrous.

We were glad when we were at last able to see something
of the country. If the harbour of Luz is not beautiful, the road
from it into Las Palmas is still less so. It runs between the
sea and arid sandhills, and abounds in ruts and dust; as there
is also no street lighting, “the rates,” as S. remarked, “can
hardly be high.” Half-way along this road there stand, for
no very obvious reason, the English Church and Club, also a
good hotel, the Santa Catalina, belonging to a steamship company;
otherwise it is bordered by poor and unattractive houses
of stucco, the inhabitants of which seem permanently seated at
the windows to watch the passers-by. Happily the distance
is traversed by means of trams, owned by a company with
English capital, which run frequently between the port and
the city and do the journey in twenty minutes.

Las Palmas itself is not unpicturesque. Its main feature is a
stony river-bed, which runs down the centre of the city and is
spanned by various bridges; it was empty when we saw it, but
is no doubt at times, even in this waterless land, filled with a
raging, boiling current from the mountains. In the principal
square, opposite the cathedral, is the museum, which contains
an admirable anthropological collection, concerned mostly with
relics of the Guanches. When we were there the city was gay
with bunting and grand stands for a fiesta[6], in celebration of the
anniversary of the union of the islands with the crown of Castile;
a flying man, a carnival, and an outdoor cinema entertainment
were among the chief excitements. At one of the hotels we
discussed politics with the waiter, who was a native of the
island. He had been in England, but never in Spain; nevertheless,
he seemed in touch with the situation in the ruling
country. There would, he declared, be great changes in Spain
in the next fifteen years. The King did his best in difficult
circumstances, but anti-clerical feeling was too strong to allow
of the continuation of the present state of things. In Grand
Canary there was, he said, the same feeling as in Spain against
the constant exactions of the Church. The women were still
devout, but you might go into any village and talk against the
Church and meet with sympathy from the men. He himself
was a socialist, and as such “had no country; countries were
for rich people who had something belonging to them, something
to lose; for those who had to work all countries were
the same.” He only lived in Canary, he said, because his
people were there. We pointed out that the bond with one’s
own people was precisely what made one country home and
not another, but the argument fell flat.
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LAS PALMAS, GRAND CANARY.





The great charm of the island lies in the mountainous character
of the interior region. Three roads radiate from the
capital, one along the coast to the north, another to the south,
and the third inland. Along all these it is necessary to travel
some distance before points of interest are reached, and we
were at the disadvantage of never being able to be more than
a night or two away from the ship without returning to see
how the work on board was progressing. On all the main
routes are run motor-buses, which are chiefly characterised by
indications of impending dissolution, and inspire awe by the
rapidity with which they turn corners without any preliminary
easing down. The natives, however, appeared to think that the
accidents were not unreasonably numerous.

In addition to motors there are local “coaches” drawn by
horses, after the manner of covered wagonettes; they will
no doubt be gradually superseded by the motors, but still
command considerable custom. Both types of vehicles are
delightfully vague in the hours which they keep, being just
as likely to start too soon as too late, thus presupposing an
indefinite amount of time for the passengers to spend at the
starting-place.

Our first expedition was by the inland or middle road, which
winds up by the bleak hillside till it reaches a beautiful and
attractive country. To those unaccustomed to such latitudes,
it comes as a surprise to see fertility increasing instead of
diminishing with elevation, due to the more constant rain among
the hills. Monte and Santa Brigida may be said to be residential
neighbourhoods and have comfortable hotels and boarding-houses.
There are two principal sights to be visited from
there. One is the village of Atalaya, which consists of a zone
of cave dwellings, almost encircling the summit of a dome-shaped
hill. The eminence falls away on two sides to a deep
ravine, over which it commands magnificent views, and is
connected with the adjacent hills by a narrow coll. The rock
is of consolidated volcanic tuff, in which the dwellings are excavated.
The fronts of the houses abut on the pathway, which
is about four feet wide, and are unequally placed, following
the contour of the ground. Each dwelling consists of two
apartments, both about twelve feet square, with rounded
angles and a domed roof, the surface of the walls shows the
chisel marks. The front apartment is used as a bed-sittingroom,
the back one as a store; and in some cases a lean-to outhouse
has been built of blocks of the same material, in which
cooking is done and the goats kept. Doors and window-sashes
are inserted into the solid stone. Both dwellings and surroundings
are beautifully clean and neat; the first one exhibited
we imagined to be a “show” apartment, till others proved
equally neat and orderly. Flowers were planted in crannies of
the rock and around the doors and windows, being carefully
tended and watered. The industry of the village is making
pots by hand without a wheel, the sand being obtained in one
direction and the clay in another: the shapes coincide in
several instances with those taken from native burial-grounds
and now to be seen in the museum at Las Palmas. The occasion
of our visit was unfortunately a fiesta, and regular work
was not going on: an old lady, however, made us a model
pot in a few minutes; it was fashioned out of one piece of clay,
with the addition of a little extra material if necessary: the
pottery is unglazed. Various specimens of the art were obtained
by the Expedition and are now in the Pitt Rivers Museum at
Oxford.

About half a mile from these troglodyte abodes, and adjoining
the coll, is an extraordinarily fine specimen of an extinct
crater or caldero. Its walls are almost vertical and unclad
by vegetation: about two-thirds of the circumference is igneous
rock, and the rest black volcanic ash, which exhibits the stratification
in the most marked manner. The crater is about 1,000
feet deep, the floor is flat and dry, and the visitor looks down
on a house at the bottom and cultivated fields.

We returned to Mana for a night or two, and then made an
expedition by motor along the north road, sleeping at the
picturesque village of Fergas, and from thence by mule over
the beautiful mountain-track to Santa Brigida. We changed
animals en route, and the price asked for a fresh beast was
outrageous. We were prepared under the circumstances to pay
it, when the portly lady of the inn, who was obviously “a
character,” beckoned us mysteriously round a corner, and,
though we had scarcely two words of any language in common,
gave us emphatically to understand that we were on no account
to be so swindled, she would see we got another. This, however,
was not accomplished for another hour, with the result
that the last part of the journey was traversed in total darkness,
and the lights of the hotel were very welcome.

Mana being still in the hands of work-people, we made our
next way by the south road to the town of Telde, near which
is a mountain known as Montana de las Cuatro Puertas, where
are a wonderful series of caves connected with the Guanches.
The road from Las Palmas skirts the sea-coast for a large part
of the way, being frequently cut into the cliff-face and in one
place passing through a tunnel: the town lies on the lowland
not far from the sea. We arrived late in the afternoon, and
endeavoured to make a bargain for rooms with the burly landlord
of the rather humble little inn. As difficulties supervened
a man who spoke a little English was called in to act as interpreter.
He turned out to be a vendor of ice-creams who had
visited London, and to make the acquaintance of the exponent
of such a trade in his native surroundings was naturally a most
thrilling experience. He expressed a great desire to return
to that land of wealth, England, though his knowledge of our
language was so extremely limited he had obviously, when
there, associated principally with his own countrymen.

We went for a stroll before dark, noticing the system of
irrigation: the water is preserved in large tanks, from which
it is distributed in all directions by small channels, and so
valuable is it that these conduits are in many cases made of
stone faced with Portland cement. They are now, however,
in some instances being replaced by iron pipes, which have
naturally the merit of saving loss by evaporation. Canary is
a land where the owner of a spring has literally a gold-mine.
This is the most celebrated district for oranges. After our
evening meal we joined the company in the central plaza of the
little town. The moon shone down through the trees; young
men sat and smoked, and young girls, wearing white mantillas,
strolled about in companies of four or five, chatting gaily. The
elders belonged to the village club, which opened on to the
square; it was confined seemingly to one room, of which the
whole space was occupied by a billiard-table; this, however, was
immaterial, as the company spent a large part of the time in the
plaza, an arrangement which doubtless had the merit of saving
house rent. A little way down a side street the light streamed
from the inn windows. Nearer at hand the church stood out
against the sky; it was May, the month of the Virgin Mary, and
a special service in her honour had just concluded. One felt
a momentary expectation that Faust and Marguérite or other
friends from stage-land would appear on the scene; they may
of course have been there unrecognised by us.

We discovered after much trouble that a motor-bus ran
through the village early next morning, passing close to the
mountain which we had come to visit, and could drop us on the
way. We passed a fairly comfortable night, though not undiversified
by suspicions that our beds were occupied by earlier
denizens; and had just begun breakfast when the bus appeared,
some time before the earliest hour specified. We had to tear
down and catch it, leaving the meal barely tasted; the kind
attendant following us and pressing into our hand the deserted
fried fish done up in a piece of newspaper. Such hurry, however,
proved to be quite unnecessary, as we had not got beyond
the precincts of the small town before the vehicle came to an
unpremeditated stop, through the fan which cools the radiator
having broken. We waited half an hour or so in company with
our fellow-passengers, who appeared stolidly resigned, and then,
as there seemed no obvious prospect of continuing our journey,
grew restless. Here again the ice-cream man acted as deus ex
machina: he was standing about with the crowd which had
assembled, blowing a horn at intervals, and distributing ices
not infrequently to small infants, whose fond mammas provided
the requisite penny; he told us he generally made a sum equal
to about one-and-sixpence a day in this manner. Grasping our
difficulty, he delivered an impassioned address on our need to
the assembled multitude, which after further delay resulted in
the appearance of a wagonette and mules. The Montana de
las Cuatro Puertas rises out of comparatively level ground near
the coast and commands magnificent views. The top is honeycombed
with caves, and one towards the north has the four
entrances from which the mountain takes its name. It is said
to have been the site of funeral rites of the inhabitants. The
place is both impressive and interesting, and would well repay
more careful study than the superficial view which was all it
was possible for us to give it.
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PORTO GRANDE, ST. VINCENT, CAPE VERDE ISLANDS.





We decided to return to Las Palmas in the local coach, as we
had previously found travelling by this means both cheap and
quite comfortable. This time, however, our luck was otherwise.
The vehicle could have reasonably held eleven, but one passenger
after another joined it along the route, one new-comer
was constrained to find a seat on the pole, another stood on
the step, and so forth, till we numbered twenty, of all ages and
sexes. The day was hot, but the good-natured greeting, almost
welcome, which was given to each arrival by the original passengers
made us hesitate to show the feelings which consumed
us. The sentiments of the horses are not recorded, but we
gathered that they were more analogous to our own.

All on Mana was at length ready. There were the usual
good-byes and parting duties: the bank had to be visited, all
bills settled, and letters posted. Last of all a bill of health[8] had
to be obtained from the representative of the country to which
the ship was bound, certifying that she came from a clean port
and that all on board were well.

CAPE VERDE ISLANDS

The Cape Verde Islands are a collection of volcanic rocks, rising
out of the Atlantic, some 500 miles from the African mainland. There
are nine islands, with a total population (1911) of 142,000. The
group was first discovered by Europeans in 1446, through the agency
of one of the expeditions sent out by Prince Henry the Navigator[7].
Unlike the Canaries, the Cape Verde Islands when found were uninhabited;
but there were monolithic remains and other traces of
earlier visitors, all of which have unfortunately now disappeared.
The Portuguese settlers almost immediately imported negro labour,
and the present population is a mixed race. For a long time the
Leeward Islands, or southern portion of the group, attracted the
most attention, and one of them, St. Jago by name, is still the
seat of government. St. Vincent, however, which belongs to the
Windward or northern section, and was at one time a convict
settlement, is now the more important from a commercial point of
view, as its magnificent harbour, Porto Grande, forms a coaling
station for steamers bound to South America. The British consul
removed there from St. Jago during the middle of last century. It
is also the centre for the East and West Cable Company.
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