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To Professor Nobuhiro Yoshida, President, the Japan Petrograph Society
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Scene from the Ramayana, the Hindu epic depicting the flight of survivors from their Pacific motherland. Mural is located at the Wat Phra Keo temple complex, Bangkok, Thailand.



INTRODUCTION

Terra Incognita

We are tempted to inquire how far the fact that some of those beliefs and legends have so many features in common is due to chance, and whether the similarity between them may not point to the existence of an ancient, totally unknown and unsuspected civilization of which all other traces have disappeared.

PROFESSOR FREDERICK SODDY,  
NOBEL PRIZE WINNER, 1910

The menacing silhouette of a stranger rushed out of the dark. As I raised my fists to defend myself, two accomplices seized me from behind, one on either side. Someone grabbed me forcibly around my neck, and in moments I sank, choking, to the paved street.

It took a long time for consciousness to flow slowly back into my oxygen-starved brain. I was alone in the night. The attack seemed distant, vague, unreal, and dreamlike as I gazed up serenely at the night sky sparkling with that celestial necklace we call the Milky Way. For some moments, I lay there peacefully on my back, as though among the serene prairies of my Illinois boyhood. In fact, I was sprawled in the middle of a cobblestone side street in Cuzco, the ancient capital of Peru. Hardly more than an alleyway, it connected the city’s postconquest cathedral with the Coricancha, the Inca’s preeminent temple, known as the Enclosure of Gold. I had been assaulted, as it were, between worlds. Cuzco was the Navel of the World, the sacred center of eternal rebirth.

Staggering to my feet, I was grateful to be alive and unscarred by the daggers traditionally carried by muggers in this part of the world, where theft in all its manifestations is a national industry. But my throat was raw, and I could not swallow without pain. Worse, I had been stripped of all money and identification—traveler’s checks, credit card, passport. I was without any visible means of support or identity in a very strange land, not a condition to be recommended.

Even in the blurred aftermath of my violent encounter, I could not help but think of the last Inca emperor, Atahualpa, strangled to death by the Spanish five centuries before. I knew now what it was like to be murdered. It wasn’t so bad. It was living that was painful. You know you’re alive when you’re in pain. Still, I felt something of a bond with old Atahualpa.

Despite this misadventure, I pushed on via rickety railways through the Andes to the sky-city of the Inca. At midnight, alone with the surrounding mountaintops, I saw a fog bank slowly part like a ghostly curtain to reveal Machu Picchu shimmering in eerie moonlight. From there, I explored Lake Titicaca, our planet’s highest lake, and the nearby ruins of Tiahuanaco, the inexplicable capital of an impossible empire. In a Lima back street, at the Herrera Museum, I had found the blond and red-haired mummies of a pre-Inca people, obviously not Indian, who long ago ruled the Pacific Coast. Days later, from the vantage point of a rented plane high above the driest desert on Earth, the largest art collection in the world spread out 3,000 feet below my camera amid the gargantuan images of plants, animals, geometric figures, and lines running dead straight for dozens of miles over the earthquake-prone Nazca Plain.

Later, back on more solid ground in northern Illinois, I still resonated with the images and emotions built up during almost two months of intensive travel into South America’s pre-Spanish past. To celebrate my homecoming (if not my survival), friends took me to a favorite restaurant in Chicago’s Chinatown, on the city’s South Side. The Saturday night dinner was going to include more than a good meal, however. Evening entertainment featured the revue of a university-sponsored folkdance troupe visiting from Hong Kong. It was a kind of pageant, in which performers dressed in regional costumes pantomimed highlights of Chinese history.

A disembodied voice announced over the public address system in broken but intelligible English that the first number would be the oldest known dance in China, performed by a young lady wearing an outfit believed to date back in its design to the legendary dynasty of Emperor Shin How Twi, from whom China derived its name, more than 4,000 years ago. With that, the strident live orchestra struck up its anticipated sweet-and-sour music. I was utterly astonished, however, by the sudden appearance of the dancer on stage. My mind faltered for a prolonged moment of disbelief. Here was this little Chinese maid executing her land’s most ancient dance, dressed in singular attire almost identical to that of the Aymara Indian girls I had seen performing their country’s oldest folk dance in the High Andes of Peru just a few days before.

The resemblance between their dress was as amazing as it was undeniable. There was no doubt in my mind that someone from China had once (at least) very long ago crossed a formidably vast ocean to leave an indelible cultural mark on the natives of South America at the beginning of their history. The Chinese have been skilled seafarers for many centuries, although Peruvian fishermen were not known to venture beyond sight of land. Influences must have come from west to east across the Pacific, I assumed. Even so, Andean civilization was not Chinese. They seemed to have nothing in common, other than a nearly identical costume worn by dancers in both parts of the world.

Some months later, I was freelancing as a reporter for Asian Pages, a St. Paul newspaper serving the Asian community in Minnesota. An assignment took me to a local cultural center, where the Cambodian New Year was being celebrated with traditional performing arts. Having already visited Southeast Asia, I was at least aware of the attractive synthesis of musical and dance themes interwoven between Thailand and India, Vietnam and Laos, Burma and Cambodia, and so on. But one of the numbers, supposedly from a province revered for the living traditions of its cultural antiquity, was like nothing I had encountered in all my travels—at least not in Asia.

It was totally un-Cambodian. Separate lines of male and female dancers performed together, dressed not in typically ornate and glittering costume, but in simple loincloths and sarongs, with large green leaves in their hair, the men bare-chested. They chanted more than sang to the rhythmic clop-clop of halved coconut shells while making fluidly graceful gestures with their hands and arms. It was the most Polynesian performance I had ever seen outside Honolulu.

Could Cambodians during ancient times actually have ventured thousands of miles into the Pacific Ocean and taught the islanders their dance? Or did Polynesians bring something of their ceremonial activity to Cambodia? Both possibilities seemed unfounded and preposterous. Yet the “Cambodian” New Year’s dance was the mirror image of something more commonly known in Hawaii. Were these resemblances, no matter how many or how close, entirely coincidental? If not, what did they really mean? I remembered Chicago’s Chinese lass dancing in Peruvian attire. Rather than South American visitors in ancient China, or Cambodians in Polynesia, perhaps Pacific Islanders, Aymara Indians, Southeast Asians, and third-millennium-B.C. Chinese were themselves culturally influenced by another, separate, outside source common to them all.

Such speculations were far from new. Beginning almost concurrently with my quarter-century-long research into the more controversial civilization of Atlantis, I occasionally encountered references to its alleged Pacific Ocean counterpart, known as Lemuria, or Mu. Urged to consult James Churchward’s five-volume investigation as the subject’s best resource, I could not help recoiling from his uncomfortably peremptory tone. Worse, the writing was turgid, mostly undocumented, and generally unconvincing. The rest of the Lemurian genre appeared preoccupied with Theosophical or Anthroposophical musings about conjectural “root races,” giants endowed with rearward vision, and other flights of imagination better suited to contemporary pulp fantasy magazines than serious inquiries into the ancient past.

I lost all interest in any Pacific (sometimes Indian) “sunken continent” and was therefore ill prepared for its unexpected reappearance in my life. Again for Asian Pages, I had just concluded interviewing a well-spoken representative from the government of Malaysia briefly assigned to the Minnesota state capitol in St. Paul. Following our half-hour exchange, we were chatting informally about her country, of which I confessed an almost perfect ignorance, when she mentioned that her own citizens were hardly less in the dark concerning their origins before the Great Flood.

“The what? I assumed your people are not predominantly Christian,” I said.

“We’re not,” she smiled. “We have our own version of the Flood. It’s an old folktale familiar all over the archipelago. Every child knows it from his or her parents or learns it in early school.”

I asked her to relate the story.

“The legend goes that once, a very long time ago, there was a great kingdom on a large island far to the east, in the Pacific Ocean. It was a most splendid place, sort of a paradise, where God created the first humans. They built magnificent cities with big temples and palaces, the earliest ever made, and were very wealthy, because the seas were as yet unfished and crops grew easily everywhere in the sunny climate. Being wealthy meant they had time for other things, so they invented writing, religion, sailing, astrology, medicine, music—just about everything. And they flourished for thousands of generations. They were very great sorcerers, with magical powers, like floating heavy stones through the air.

“But one day, the waters began to rise over the shore and threatened the interior of their country. The wise men knew their kingdom would eventually be engulfed, so they evacuated most of the people in time. They watched sorrowfully as their island gradually slid under the waves forever. But just as it went down, another territory, to the west, arose from the bottom of the sea. To this new dry land, the survivors happily escaped and eventually they populated it with their descendants. That is how Malaysia came to be,” she concluded, with almost childish pride in having so succinctly recited her country’s enduring tradition.

“And that is the story they teach at home and in school?” I asked with some surprise.

“It kind of makes sense,” she responded. “You know, the tectonic forces of one landmass dislodging another? Something like that could have happened. Who can say for sure? What goes down must come up, geologically, too!”

After a pause to catch my breath, I looked at her seriously and asked, “Have you ever heard of Lemuria or Mu?”

“Who?”

Years later, I learned that the controversial catastrophist Immanuel Velikovsky recounted precisely the same folk tradition used by natives of Samoa to explain the origins of their island. But until meeting the Malaysian government official, I was unaware of any native circum-Pacific deluge account that had not been tainted or invented by Christian missionaries. If the Malaysian version was practically a national epic, I wondered how many other similar folk memories of a sunken homeland might still exist. I was struck as well by its marked difference from renditions of the destruction of Atlantis, invariably portrayed as a violent catastrophe of consuming flames and colossal killer waves overwhelming a doomed people during the course of a single day and night. Here, a world away from the Atlantic Ocean, the process of inundation was repeated. Clearly, however, the Malaysian story was a spin-off from neither Genesis nor Plato. What, then, could explain its origin?

Plunging into the rich heritage of Polynesian mythology for the first time, I found several convincing answers. They led to others beyond the Pacific, across Asia, into the Near East, and, unexpectedly, to Italy. There I learned that the term Lemuria was used for the first time in recorded history by the Romans. It was the name of their oldest ceremony, conducted every year on the 9th, 11th, and 13th of May. Somewhat like our Halloween, the Lemuria was intended to propitiate the restless spirits of people who had died violently or prematurely. These troubled souls, the Romans believed, were acompanied by those of an ancestral people who perished tragically when their distant homeland, known by the same name, was overwhelmed by a natural catastrophe in some far-off sea. There is some philological suggestion that the founder of this ceremony, Romulus, and his twin brother, Remus, were Lemurians.

In any case, at the ceremony’s conclusion, small effigies representing the untimely deceased were tossed into the Tiber River, signifying their demise in the Great Flood. They were referred to as the lemures, from which the ritual derived its name. According to myth, these ghosts were supposed to have had large, glowing eyes, like a peculiar kind of primate late-nineteenth-century zoologists associated with the Roman spooks. Consequently, scientists resurrected the concept of a “lost continent” to explain the monkey-like lemurs’ otherwise unaccountable distribution from Madagascar to Borneo.

Roman geographers before these Victorian scholars had made a clear distinction between Lemuria and Atlantis, which was believed to have dominated the Atlantic Ocean before its own subsequent destruction and never figured into any religious activity. The latter once ruled the West; the former was somewhere much farther away, in the East. The famous geographer Strabo referred to Lemuria as Taprobane, the “beginning of another world,” located twenty days’ sail from the southern tip of India. A number of unspecified islands, probably the Cocos, were supposedly passed en route to the large island with its 500 towns.

It was known even earlier to Euhemerus, a prominent Greek thinker, whose discovery and translation of “sacred writings” in various parts of the Peloponnesus gained him the patronage of Kassander, ruler of Macedonia, in 301 B.C. The texts described the supposedly true origin of the gods, not atop Mount Olympus, but in a great kingdom many months’ sail across a remote ocean to the east. Kassander provided a manned expedition in search of the obscure civilization, which Euhemerus and his crew eventually located and visited. It was known as Panachaea, and he reported that its inhabitants “excel in piety and honor the gods with the most magnificent sacrifices and with remarkable votive offerings of silver and gold. There is also on the island, situated on an exceedingly high hill, a sanctuary of Zeus, which was established by him when he was king of all the inhabited world, and was still in the company of men. And in the temple there is a stele of gold on which is inscribed in summary, in the writing of the Panachaeans, the deeds of Uranus and Kronos and Zeus.” The inscription went on to recount that Uranus was the first king of the Earth and an outstanding astronomer, hence the title bestowed on him: “Heaven.” He was succeeded by Kronos, whose sons, Poseidon and Zeus, traveled the world before they too ruled the sea and land, respectively.

Returning to Macedonia, Euhemerus published his report, Sacred History, which partially survived the collapse of the classical world in the works of another Greek writer, Diodorus Siculus. Although most modern scholars dismiss the Sacred History as nothing more than a fable, its author might have found a remnant of Lemuria, perhaps like Easter Island, whose inhabitants did, in fact, have writing of their own, just as the Panachaeans were said to have had. Lemuria was allegedly the first global civilization, and Euhemerus referred to Panachaea as an oikumene, or ecumenical power that ruled the whole Earth in the depths of prehistory. He related that one of its early kings who dominated the oceans was Poseidon, described in Plato’s fourth-century-B.C. dialogue as the divine founder of Atlantis.

Investigators have long puzzled over the role this sea-god played in Plato’s Critias: Was he a mythic symbol for the natural forces that shaped the Atlantic island or did he represent the culture-bearing people who arrived there in the distant past to found a new society? Plato wrote that a native woman, Kleito, bore Poseidon ten male twins, the first kings of Atlantis. Was the Greek philosopher implying that the Atlanteans were originally Lemurians?

The very name, Panachaea, suggests as much. It is Greek for the home of all primeval peoples, from pan for “all” and Achaea, by which name Greece was known in preclassical times—that is, the Bronze Age, 3000 B.C. to 1200 B.C., an era encompassing the cultural apogee and final destruction of Lemuria. Appropriately, Panachaea was also a title belonging to Athena, the goddess who bequeathed the civilized arts to humankind. As though in wildly incredible confirmation of Euhemerus, Churchward stated that the Greek alphabet itself was not only introduced into the Peloponnesus by culture bearers from Mu, but had actually been arranged to recount the destruction of their homeland as well. His interpretation, letter by letter, from alpha progressively to omega, was intriguing enough not to merit immediate dismissal. The twelfth letter of the Greek alphabet is, after all, mu.

In the midst of pouring over these revelations, Professor Nobuhiro Yoshida, president of the Japan Petrograph Society, invited me to address his national congress in Ena. I used the opportunity to research Lemurian leads not only in Japan, but also throughout Southeast Asia and Polynesia. I would have been awed into shyness by Professor Yoshida’s potent intellect were he not so innately compassionate and fun-loving. We became instant friends at our first meeting in 1996, but I still revere him as my true sensei, the greatest living authority on the roots of Japanese civilization. His samurai sword–keen mind exposed them as no book or university class ever could. He brought me to remote, seldom visited archaeological sites, rarely or never seen by Westerners, and introduced me to numerous professional and amateur historical investigators deeply devoted to the appreciation and preservation of their national past.

While in Tokyo, before departing for Thailand, I met with a small group of Japanese publishers and journalists. One of them showed me a recently published series of images that dramatically inflected my Lemurian quest. They showed what appeared to be the massive stone ruins of a ceremonial building rising in tiers from the bottom of the ocean near Yonaguni, Japan’s southernmost island. The photographs and newspaper accounts seemed authentic. Had Lemuria been discovered?

On my return to Wisconsin, I used the underwater find as the cover feature for a popular science magazine I edited. Ancient American scooped the story, and readers in the United States learned for the first time about the tiny, distant island with its curious sunken monument just offshore.

I returned annually to Japan for the next six years, each time escorted by the learned professor Yoshida to obscure ruins otherwise unknown to foreigners and unsuspected even by most Japanese. Venturing farther afield, I found a Lemurian memorial in Thailand, and I walked among the remains of a temple—not unlike the structure near Iseki Point, attributed by natives to an ancient people they still referred to as the Mu—in the forest-jungles of Oahu.

Following these extensive travels, I was invited to present my accumulated evidence publicly for the first time at a Quest for Knowledge conference featuring leading experts in alternative science—Maurice Cotterell, John Anthony West, and others—meeting in Saint Albans, England. Reactions were mixed to the notion that humans had built the Yonaguni “Monument,” although a general consensus urged its further study. Returning to my home in Wisconsin, I published several articles about my Lemurian research in Atlantis Rising, a much needed champion of unconventional views in anthropology, geology, astronomy, and spirituality. One of these pieces caught the attention of an independent film producer, who asked me to write a script for a documentary she was preparing about Yonaguni and its implications on behalf of Pacific archaeology. She had already collected a great deal of superb underwater footage. Reediting these visual materials and weaving them together with some of my own research, I came up with a narrative script for The Temple of Mu.

First telecast over Australian television in 2000, the documentary was also shown throughout Japan by the Fuji Television Network, then was up for consideration at the following year’s International Film Festival. More significantly, The Temple of Mu described a benchmark in modern science still unacknowledged by mainstream academics. For more than a century, until the underwater discoveries in Japanese and Taiwanese waters during the last few years, those academics shunned the merest suggestion of Lemuria as a Theosophist’s fantasy—“worse than Atlantis,” in the words of a college anthropology professor who insists on anonymity like Quasimodo claiming “Sanctuary!” But our hour-long documentary offered physical evidence backed up by some leading expert opinions, and showcased in a reasoned presentation not quite so easily dismissed. Despite official reluctance, the Pacific Ocean civilization was irrepressibly rising from the depths of myth into archaeological reality.

Part of that myth was articulated during the early twentieth century by Edgar Cayce, the so-called Sleeping Prophet. Doubtless, including the trance-state utterances of a psychic will only drive skeptics further and faster away from any consideration of the subject. But no amount of unimpeachable evidence can ever win over such closed minds. The cause of a new history is well served by incorporating Cayce’s penetrating descriptions of an otherwise inaccessible past.

I was already acquainted with Cayce’s “life readings” concerning Atlantis, but not so familiar with his less numerous statements regarding its geographically opposite counterpart. It was thrilling to observe that his remarks dovetailed remarkably well with everything learned thus far about either lost kingdom while throwing new light on their separate, albeit related, origins and destinies. A book was published by the organization perpetuating his work, the Association for Research and Enlightenment in Virginia Beach, Virginia. Edgar Cayce’s Atlantis and Lemuria examined his pronouncements regarding these controversial civilizations in the light of the latest scientific findings.

Since publication in 2001, new proofs were brought to my attention that tended to confirm as never before the existence, history, and fate of the Pacific Ocean realm. In preparing for the composition of this book, I assembled a mountain of research materials. During the long process of organizing them, I found it impossible to escape several primary conclusions that repeatedly emerged of their own accord from the combined evidence:


	Lemuria undoubtedly did exist in the ancient past.

	It was the birthplace of civilized humans.

	It was the biblical “Garden of Eden.”

	The Lemurians developed and used an incredibly high-level technology, unlike our own and superior to it in some ways.

	They suffered not one but a series of natural catastrophes over many thousands of years before ultimately vanishing.

	Their mystical principles survived to fundamentally influence some of the world’s major religions.
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Original painting of Lemuria by L. T. Richardson.

These unavoidable determinations form the basis of The Lost Civilization of Lemuria. The task of its investigation is to assemble this best and latest proof on behalf of Lemuria as a real place in time, inhabited by a great people whose spiritual achievement is humankind’s most priceless legacy. Fresh disclosures suggest that the time is rapidly approaching when the undersea realm will be universally understood for what it really was: namely, the undisputed fountainhead of humanity. In its modern recognition, the Lemurians will live again. The forces they set in motion so long ago are even now building toward an inevitable moment when we will once more come face-to-face with the imperishable essence of that vanished homeland. Then the realization will dawn on us that we are the Children of Mu.



ONE 

A Lost Super Science

And all about, strung on their canals, are the bulwarked islets with their enigmatic walls peering through the dense growths of mangroves—dead, deserted for incalculable ages; shunned by those who live near them.

ABRAHAM MERRITT,  
THE MOON POOL

One of the world’s supreme ancient mysteries is also among its most obscure. In a remote corner of the western Pacific Ocean, nearly 1,000 miles north of New Guinea and 2,300 miles south of Japan, stand the massive ruins of a long dead city. Incongruously built on a coral reef only five feet above sea level between the equator and the eleventh parallel, Nan Madol is a series of rectangular islands and colossal towers choked by draping vegetation. During its prehistoric lifetime, sole access to Nan Madol was via the ocean, from which vessels entered an open-air corridor flanked by artificial islets. At the end of this sea-lane still remains the only entrance to the city, a dramatically impressive flight of broad stone steps rising to a plaza. Ninety-two artificial islands are enclosed within the “downtown” area’s 1.6 square miles. All are interconnected by an extensive network of what appear to be canals, each twenty-seven feet across and more than four feet deep at high tide.

An estimated 250 million tons of prismatic basalt spread over 170 acres went into the construction of Nan Madol. Its stone girders rise in a Lincoln Log–like cribwork configuration to twenty-five feet. Originally, the walls rose higher still, perhaps by another ten or twenty feet. Better estimates are impossible to ascertain, because the Pacific metropolis is being slowly, inexorably dismantled by relentless jungle growth, which is dislodging the unmortared ramparts and scattering their roughly quarried blocks to the ground. David Hatcher Childress, who conducted several underwater investigations at Nan Madol in the 1980s and early 1990s, concludes that “the whole project is of such huge scale that it easily compares with the building of the Great Wall of China and the Great Pyramid of Egypt in sheer amounts of stone and labor used, and the gigantic scope of the site.” In fact, some of the hewn or splintered basalt prisms built into Nan Madol are larger and heavier than the more than two million blocks of Khufu’s Pyramid. Between four and five million stone columns went into the construction of the Caroline Islands’ prehistoric metropolis.
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Nan Madol (photograph by Sue Nelson).

Outcrops of basalt were quarried by splitting off massive splinters into the quadrangular, pentagonal, or hexagonal “logs” that went into building Nan Madol. They were hewn roughly into shape, then loosely fitted without benefit of mortar or cement, in contrast to the finely lined and joined stonework found in the supposed canals. These prismatic columns usually range in length from three to twelve feet, although many reach twenty-five feet. Their average weight is around five tons each, but the larger examples weigh twenty or twenty-five tons apiece. According to Science magazine, “At places in the reef there were natural breaks that served as entrances to the harbors. In these ship-canals there were a number of islands, many of which were surrounded by a wall of stone five or six feet high.”

In fact, the entire site was formerly encircled by a sixteen-foot-high wall originally 2,811 feet long. Only a few sections of this massive rampart have not been broken down by unguessed centuries of battering storms, against which still stand two breakwaters. One is 1,500 feet in extent, but the other, nearly three times greater, is almost a mile long. Some of Nan Madol’s walls are more than twelve feet thick, to what purpose no one has been able to determine because they are not part of any military fortifications. There is no evidence of keystones or arches, just a simple slab lintel placed over doorways. None of the presumed “houses” have windows; nor are there any streets, only what may be canals. Yet the site did not result from haphazard episodes of construction over several generations. Its overall layout of structures deliberately grouped and positioned into orderly sections attests to an organized plan carried out with single-minded purpose in a relatively short time.

The city’s best-preserved building is known as Nan Dowas, a tall, square, hollow, windowless tower composed of fifteen-foot-long hexagonal black basalt pillars laid horizontally between courses of rudely cut boulders and smaller stones. The islet is a double-walled enclosure comprising 13,500 cubic meters of coral, with an additional 4,500 cubic meters of basalt. Although the site comprises numerous other structures, they are dominated by Nan Dowas. Childress points out that “the entire massive structure was built by stacking stones in the manner in which one might construct a log cabin.” The southeastern side of Nan Dowas features the city’s largest block, a single cornerstone weighing no less than sixty tons. Digging underneath this impressive megalith, archaeologists were surprised to discover that it had been intentionally set on a buried stone platform.

They were in for yet another surprise when they found a large tunnel cut through coral running from the center of Nan Dowas. An entire network of underground corridors connecting all the major man-made islands was subsequently revealed, including an islet known as Darong joined by a long tunnel to the outer reef that surrounds the city. Incredibly, some tunnels appear to run beneath the reef itself, exiting into caves under the sea. Darong is also notable for its stone-lined artificial lake, one of several found throughout the complex. What appears to be its longest tunnel extends from the city center out into the sea for perhaps half a mile. Larger even than Nan Dowas is the artificial islet of Pahnwi, containing 20,000 cubic meters of coral and basalt rock.

Estimates of the 20,000 to 50,000 workers needed to build Nan Madol are in sharp contrast with the native population of Pohnpei. This inhabited island just offshore could never have supported such numbers.
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Nan Madol (photograph by Sue Nelson).

But not a single carving, relief, petroglyph, or decoration of any kind has been found at Nan Madol, nor any idols or ritual objects—in fact, few artifacts at all to identify its builders. No statues or sculpture ever adorned its watery boulevards. Not even one of the small, portable stone images commonly found throughout the rest of Micronesia and across central and western Polynesia was discovered at the site. Nor has a single tool or weapon so far been recovered.

Although a ruin, the city is not difficult to envision during its heyday. Remove all concealing vegetation, and visitors would behold crudely worked masses of basalt contrasting with orderly courses of stone rising in massive towers and overpowering walls amid a complex of smaller rectangular buildings and artificial lakes interconnected by dozens of canals, spread out over eleven square miles. No wonder Nan Madol has been referred to as the Venice of the Pacific. But it had no marketplace, temples, or storage areas, not even a cemetery to bury its dead.

The name Nan Madol means “spaces between,” referring to the spaces created by the network of canals, while Pohnpei (Ponape, until its incorporation in the Federated States of Micronesia, in 1991), means “on an altar.” Its ruins are not confined to the coral reef facing Madolenihmw Harbor, but may be found across Pohnpei itself and on several offshore islands. A rectangular enclosure forty-six feet long by thirty-three feet wide, with a bisecting three-foot-high interior wall, was discovered in a remote, swampy meadow high in the mountains, near Salapwuk. Although the twin courtyards enclose a 1,520-squarefoot area, a pair of inner platforms are only one foot high. As at Nan Madol, roughly cut basalt boulders and basalt logs were stacked to form the enclosure. Several others stand on Pohnpei’s southwest coast, with the largest example atop a 720-foot mountain. The summit is surrounded by walls five and seven feet high connected by paved walkways to several terraced platforms.

About a quarter of a mile away, to the southwest, several so-called crypts were found at Pohnpei, but no trace of human remains have ever been recovered from the 12.5-to 14.8-foot-long containers, whose real function has not been identified. Nearer the coast, Diadi features a finely made basalt enclosure with a platform 1,060 feet square. Alauso’s two-tiered, 340-foot-square pyramid with a central fire pit stands not far from the sea, near Kiti Rock’s 24-foot-square platform, with four upright basalt columns at each of the inner corners. Sokehs Island, separated from Pohnpei by a mangrove swamp, is crossed by numerous stone pathways connecting platforms.

Significantly contributing to the mystery of these structures, it would be difficult to imagine a more out-of-the-way place than Pohnpei, a mere speck amid the 4.5 million square miles of western Pacific Ocean surrounding Micronesia. Sea-lanes and trading routes are thousands of miles away. As the encyclopedist of ancient anomalies William R. Corliss observes, “Only one hundred twenty nine square miles in area, it is almost lost in the immensity of the Pacific.”

Totolom, Tolocome, or Nahnalaud, the “Big Mountain,” rises 2,595 feet from the middle of the squarish, twelve-by-fourteen-and-a-half-mile island, overgrown with mangrove swamps but devoid of beaches. Pohnpei is just thirteen miles across and is surrounded by a coral reef, together with twenty-three smaller islands. Abundant rainfall—195 to 200 inches annually—conjures a profusion of ferns, orchids, creepers, bougainvillea, and hibiscus throughout thickly wooded valleys and across steep mountainsides. Humidity is excessive, and mildew, rot, and decay permeate the island. Additionally, its remote location hardly seems to qualify Pohnpei as an ideal spot to build a civilization. Indeed, the island has nothing to offer for such a gargantuan undertaking as Nan Madol.

Yet its very existence implies city planning, a system of weights and measures, division of labor, and a hierarchy of authority, plus advanced surveying and construction techniques on the part of its builders. All this was needed to raise the only premodern urban center in the entire Pacific. But what kind of a place was it, this city without streets, windows, or art? Bill S. Ballinger, whose Lost City of Stone was an early popular book on the subject, observed, “Nothing quite like Nan Madol exists anywhere else on Earth. The ancient city’s construction, architecture and location are unique.”

At Pohnpei’s northern end, Kolonia, its capital and the only town on the island, stands in stark contrast to the magnificent achievement just across the bay. Unlike the orderly precision evident at Nan Madol, Kolonia grew haphazardly, with no regard to planning of any kind, and is today inhabited by perhaps 2,000 residents who live in mostly one-story, cinder-block buildings with corrugated tin roofs. In contrast to the prehistoric stone pathways that still crisscross the island, some fifteen miles of dirt roads are often impassable, especially during the frequent downpours. Many islanders dwell in small shacks of dried grass, cane, and bamboo, not monumental stone. “Kolonia is anything but beautiful,” writes Georgia Hesse of the San Francisco Examiner, “a cluster of weathering wood and rusting corrugated buildings strung anyhow along a wide street.” Employment opportunities are virtually nonexistent, so the natives lead subsistence lives from the richly fertile, volcanic soil, their diet supplemented by fish and chickens.

The Carolines have never supported a population growth commensurate with the labor needed to build the Venice of the Pacific. As Ballinger put it, “The point is that large reserves of manpower were never readily available in and around Ponape. This is a factor that must always be considered when trying to solve the mystery of the construction of Nan Madol.” Pohnpei’s 183 square miles are mostly mountainous and uninhabitable, barely able to support its 30,000 inhabitants. Only a far greater number would have justified, let alone been able to build, a public works project on the huge scale of Nan Madol. A leading New Zealand scholar of the early twentieth century, John Macmillan Brown, noted, “The rafting over the reef at high tide and the hauling up of these immense blocks, most of them from five to twenty five tons weight, to such a height as sixty feet must have meant tens of thousands of organized labor; and it had to be housed and clothed and fed. Yet, within a radius of fifteen hundred miles of its centre there are not more than fifty thousand people today.” Just about that many workers would have been needed to assemble Nan Madol’s four or five million basalt logs in approximately twenty years.

Today, Pohnpeians lay little claim to the archaeological site outsiders find so awe-inspiring. Science magazine reports, “The natives have no tradition touching the quarry, who hewed the stone, when it was done, or why the work ceased.” They mostly avoid the place as evil and dangerous, where visitors after dark were known to have been killed by some mysterious power. Indeed, the islanders appear to have always considered it taboo, at least into the late nineteenth century. More than 100 years later, a few local guides are willing to escort outsiders to the site, but never after dark. According to Ballinger, “Present Ponapeans and their preceding generations have demonstrated no skill, or even interest, in any kind of stone construction. The building of the city demanded considerable engineering knowledge,” which the indigenous residents have never demonstrated. “I had to use all my powers of persuasion even to find two boys to take me over to Nan Madol every day,” complained the famous “ancient astronaut” theorist Erich von Daniken, when he visited Pohnpei in the early 1970s. Citing the thousands of work hours, complex organization, and well-directed labor required to quarry, transport, and erect 250 million tons of basalt, a U.S. Department of the Interior report stated, “The unwritten history of Ponape indicates that Nan Madol was constructed by or under the direction of people not native to the island of Ponape.” Von Daniken dismissed the modern natives as “poor and incurably lazy and [with] no interest in business.” William Churchill, an early-twentieth-century American ethnologist at Pohnpei, concluded that the prehistoric city was “utterly beyond the present capacity of the islanders.” He echoed the sentiments of the ship’s surgeon of the Lambton, a British cutter that anchored at the island in 1836. Dr. Campbell concluded that Nan Madol was “the work of a race of men far surpassing the present generation, over whose memory many ages have rolled, and whose history oblivion has shaded forever, whose greatness and whose power can only now be traced from the scattered remains of the structures they have reared, which now wave with evergreens over the ashes of their departed glory, leaving to posterity the pleasure of speculation and conjecture.”

To be sure, the islanders’ own traditions suggest as much. They recount that seventeen men and women who arrived from a land far to the south created Pohnpei by piling rocks upon the local coral reef. This work accomplished, the inhabitants—mixed offspring of natives and newcomers—descended from these first inhabitants. Over time, their numbers multiplied, but they lived in perpetual anarchy. Much later, riding in a “large canoe,” the twin brothers Olisihpa and Olsohpa arrived from a different homeland in the west, remembered as Katau Peidi. When this Motherland, known by many different names to various Pacific Islanders, was referred to as Kanamwayso, its myth depicted a splendid kingdom from which a people of great power very long ago sailed throughout the Pacific. Falling stars and earthquakes were responsible for setting Kanamwayso aflame and dropping it to the bottom of the ocean, where it is still inhabited by the spirits of those who perished in the cataclysm, who preside over the ghosts of all those who die at sea.

Olisihpa and Olsohpa were sorcerers, wise and holy men, and very tall. They first landed on the northern end of Pohnpei but found the geography there somehow unsuited to their purposes. Three times more they tried to establish themselves along the east coast—at the summit of Net Mountain, Nankopworemen, and U, where the supposed remains of these failed attempts are still pointed out by local guides.

But each location failed some predetermined requirement. At last, after a careful search, the perfect site was found at Sounahleng, a reef at Temwen Island, upon which Olisihpa and Olsohpa built Nan Madol with the aid of a “flying dragon.” After it cut through the coral, dredging the canals, the twin sorcerers levitated the ponderous basalt logs through the air, piling them to a great height, and fitted them neatly into place. The work took only a single day to complete. Thereafter, Nan Madol became a sacred city and administrative center, from which the brothers brought government and social order to Pohnpei. They ruled together for many years, until Olisihpa died of old age, and Olsohpa assumed sole power as the first Saudeleur, or lord of Deleur, an early name for the island. He married a local woman, from whom he sired twelve generations of Saudeleurs, who continued to rule wisely and peacefully until the arrival of the ancestors of the modern Pohnpeians.

They were led by a warrior chief from the south, Isokelekel, who killed Saudemwohl, the last of the Saudeleurs. His was an easy victory, because the lords of Deleur never concerned themselves with military affairs. Isokelekel’s line endured through the centuries into the modern era, despite years of occupation by foreign powers, until shortly before Pohnpei became first part and then capital of the independent Federated States of Micronesia, in 1984. Samuel Hadley was the last Nahnmwarki to assume the title, in 1986.

Something of this mythic version of Nan Madol’s origins came to light during 1928, when Japanese archaeologists excavated human skeletal remains near several prehistoric sites on Pohnpei. While the bones numbered only a few dozen pieces and were incomplete and in poor condition, enough survived to show that they belonged to people unlike the indigenous islanders. Their ancient predecessors were far taller and more robust. Discovery of these anomalous skeletal fragments was supported by surviving evidence. The men of Pohnpei still make and use a kind of throwing spear they claim as an inheritance from the Saudeleurs of long ago. While Polynesians and other Micronesians traditionally employ spears five to seven feet long, the Pohnpei spear is a unique twelve feet, suggesting the tall descendants of Olisihpa and Olsohpa.

They were said to have flown the stones that went into the construction of Nan Madol through the air. Remarkably, this same explanation is found in other parts of the world far removed from the western Pacific to account for the existence of similarly ancient megalithic wonders. The most famous example is Britain’s Stonehenge, where legend had Merlin floating its fifty-ton saracen stones into position. If these reports of levitation, widely separated in distance and time by radically different peoples on opposite sides of the world, do not represent some universally shared human response to the survival of otherwise inexplicable ruins, then they may be the folk memory of a lost technology.

As unacceptable as conventional investigators may find such a conclusion, they are hard-pressed to explain how twenty-five-ton pieces of basalt were lifted thirty, perhaps fifty feet and placed neatly in the rising walls and towers at Nan Madol, or how a sixty-ton boulder was positioned atop its own platform. Today, the largest crane on Pohnpei can lift thirty-five tons. Duplicating the assembly of 200 million metric tons of stone, not on solid ground but on a coral reef only a few feet above the surrounding ocean, represents a daunting challenge even for modern construction engineers using state-of-the-art machinery.

A physicist from Michigan’s Marquette University, Dr. Randall Pfingston, who visited Pohnpei with Childress in the late 1980s, theorized in Childress’s book Lost Cities of Ancient Lemuria and the Pacific that

gravity is really a frequency, part of Einstein’s Unified Field. Crystallized blocks of basalt need only be resonating at the frequency of gravity, 1012 hertz, or the frequency between short radio waves and infrared radiation, and they will lose their weight. Crystals, even basalt crystals, are ideal for resonating in such a way. If that was the way that the stones “magically” flew through the air, then they might have spun upward and to the east, just as the legend says, because of the spin of the Earth. The centrifugal force of the Earth’s spin caused the stones to rise. Then it might be possible for people to ride on the logs of basalt, and then help lower them into the place at Nan Madol as the vibration lessened, and the stones gained weight again.

According to Paul Devereaux, who confirmed an undeniable relationship between ancient megalithic centers and telluric energies, “Above some fault zones, various minerals and rocks have been violently mixed together, causing magnetic and electrical anomalies, and even measurable variations in gravity. Far from being fixed, gravity, magnetism, and the direction of true north may all vary at points on the surface of the Earth. For example, the type of metallic ore in rock determines its magnetic properties, while the thickness of the Earth’s crust or the altitude of a certain site can influence the gravitational force measurable there. Under tectonic pressure, fault zones can show changing energy fields, too.”

As Arthur C. Clarke postulated in the last of his Three Laws, “Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic.”

It is true that yams and cassava, which originated in South America, are cultivated at Pohnpei, suggesting to some researchers, like the late Thor Heyerdahl, a cultural connection to the civilizations of Peru and Bolivia. Childress wonders about more than a phonetic resemblance between Pohnpei’s Nahnmwarkis and ancient Egyptian nomarchs. Both are terms for a regional governor. Parallels may even be made between the first Saudeleur, or lord of Nan Madol, Olisihpa, and Elasippos, a king from Atlantis mentioned in Plato’s fourth-century-B.C. dialogue, Critias. Extending the comparison further, Atlantean monarchs, like the statuesque Olisihpa and Olsohpa, were twins described in Greek myth as Titans. But Inca and pre-Inca cities have absolutely nothing in common with anything at Nan Madol, and putting city planners from Egypt or Atlantis at a dot in the western Pacific is a stretch, even for extreme cultural diffusionists. Apparent correspondences between an otherwise insignificant Micronesian island and South America, dynastic Egypt, or Atlantis seem rather to suggest that these places and Pohnpei were themselves influenced by some outside X-civilization the natives recall vaguely as Katau Peidi.

Determining a time frame for the construction and occupation of Nan Madol could go a long way toward discovering the identity of its creators, because some contemporary civilization might be singled out as a likely candidate for its parentage. Various attempts at dating the site have been made, especially since the advent of the carbon-14 process. During the 1960s, archaeologists employed by the Smithsonian Institution tested cooked residue inside what they took for a turtle oven to come up with a habitation period around 1285 A.D. Additional testing of a nearby ash layer showed it was older by two centuries. Broader thermoluminescence testing by Steven Athens during the 1970s for the Pacific Studies Institute (Honolulu) dated pottery shards found below artificial fill at Nan Madol’s Dapahu Islet to more than 2,000 years ago. This result was remarkable for more than establishing human habitation at Pohnpei in antiquity, because pottery was not known to have ever been used on the island. As noted by European visitors who met them for the first time during the early nineteenth century, the natives had no knowledge of pottery. Consensus among these first foreigners, such as Dr. Campbell mentioned above, held that the ruins bore “an antiquity as great as that of the pyramids.”

But the wide-ranging dates provided by scientific testing are not very helpful. They cannot be associated with the city’s construction or florescence, and indicate only that someone ate a turtle at Nan Madol in the late thirteenth century or dropped a jug at the time of Christ. Reliable carbon-datable specimens are impossible to obtain in the jungle humidity, which rots organic materials out of existence in a very short time. As John H. Brandt wrote in Archaeology magazine, “The oft-repeated question of the true age of Nan Madol must still go largely unanswered.”

A more trustworthy method of ascertaining Nan Madol’s date parameters than uncertain radiocarbon testing is sea-level rise. As long ago as 1885, Science magazine reported, “The singular feature of these islands is that the walls are a foot or more below the water. When they were built, they were evidently above the water, and connected to the mainland; but they have gradually sunk until the sea has risen a foot or more around them.”

During the 1970s, preliminary to Pohnpei’s independence, the island was professionally surveyed for the first time by Dr. Arthur Saxe, from the University of Oregon, for the Trust Territory of the Pacific. Surprised to learn of the strange tunnels running out into and under the sea to their submarine caves, he expanded his survey to the surrounding waters. Dr. Saxe and his team of fellow divers found a single line of uniformly sized boulders perpendicular to the dropoff at about eighty-five feet below Madolenihmw Harbor. The line eventually vanished into the sandy bottom after another ten feet. The boulders’ artificial arrangement was established when the surveyors confirmed a deliberate orientation between two islands—Pieniot and Nahkapw. It was here, appropriately enough, that local traditions placed a sunken ruin remembered as Kahnihmw Namkhet.

Myth materialized when Dr. Saxe and his divers discovered a number of stone pillars seventeen and twenty-five feet tall standing at depths of ten to sixty feet. The islanders told him of yet a second underwater site said to feature an immense stone gate or arch in a deep channel between Nahkapw and Nanmwoluhei. Sure enough, additional columns were observed standing or fallen across the ocean floor, although the large gateway was never found. Altogether, some twelve or fifteen basalt uprights were documented in the waters surrounding Nan Madol.

A few years later, divers for Japanese television photographed an additional dozen stone pillars standing in double rows on the bottom of Madolenihmw Harbor. Learning of their discovery, executives at Australian Television dispatched their own subsurface camera crew to explore the depths around Nahkapw. There the coral-encrusted columns surveyed by Dr. Saxe were relocated and filmed for a documentary entitled Ponape: Island of Mystery. After it was telecast, a copy was obtained by the directors of the Community College of Micronesia, at Kolonia.

Childress made a determined search in the early 1990s for the underwater ruins of Kahnihmw Namkhet and the lost gateway reputed to stand somewhere between Nahkapw and Nanmwoluhei Islands. He and his diving party from the World Explorers Club located neither Kahnihmw Namkhet nor the arch. “We did, however, find a great deal of evidence,” he reported, “that there are sunken structures to the south of the island, lending credence to the story of a sunken city beneath Nakapw.” Across Madolenihmw Harbor, on Nakapw’s south side, directly east of Nan Madol itself, Childress and company observed unnaturally straight lines running across the reef caused by organized stone architecture covered with centuries of concealing coral accretion, and dove on numerous pillars, which they estimated at roughly ten tons each. Low tide actually exposed the tops of some monoliths, transitional evidence for ancient construction from the bottom of the sea to the land.

These underwater discoveries not only reveal that the original extent of Nan Madol was substantially broader and larger than its dry-land portions, but also provide a far more credible time reference than carbon14’s skewed limitations for prehistoric civilization at Pohnpei. Depths at which the sunken pillars and boulder formations were found in the waters around Nan Madol reached more than seventy-five feet. Dr. Saxe and his team saw at least one stony arrangement disappearing under the sands of the ocean floor at ninety-five feet, suggesting a maximum depth to 100 feet for probable archaeological material at Pohnpei. Sea levels have not been that low since the close of the last ice age. The presently submerged boulders could have been oriented as they were between Pieniot and Nahkapw islands only when their position, now covered by 100 feet of water, was dry land, some 12,000 years ago. Even though standing columns are not found on Pohnpei, its subsurface site or sites do not substantially differ enough from Nan Madol itself to suggest that a later city was built upon an earlier, different one, since inundated. Rather, a continuity of construction using basalt and organized groups of boulders flows contiguously from the bottom of the sea to the land as part of a single, unified plan.

Obviously, Nan Madol’s canals must have been built long after the present underwater pillars and boulders were positioned and subsequently inundated: 12,000 years ago, the canals stood 100 feet above the surface of the ocean. They could have functioned, therefore, only after sea levels had already reached their present height, about 5,000 years ago. It would seem, then, that Nan Madol originated before 10,000 B.C. at what is now a 100-foot depth. With postglacial rise, the residents kept adding on to their city and building above increasing sea levels, keeping pace with the Pacific’s encroachment on the land, until present levels were reached around 3000 B.C. The discovery of archaeological structures at various depths of ninety-five (or one hundred), seventy-five, twenty, and ten feet defines rising water conditions with which the ancient construction engineers kept pace.

These considerations may be thrown into a cocked hat, however, if the structures deemed “canals” by investigators were actually something else. Nothing resembling locks or sluice gates of any kind has been found so far to positively identify them as part of some watercourse. They may have been something entirely different, perhaps large basins or holding tanks for the sacred eels allegedly stocked by the Saudeleurs.

Although none of this can tell us just how long ago Nan Madol was founded, its first and hence oldest strata suggest that it must have originally been built to accommodate sea levels before the end of the last ice age. Underwater archaeology around Pohnpei shows that, despite subsequent millennia of flooding, the site was occupied—to all appearances, continuously—at least until the end of the fourth millennium B.C. When it was abandoned is so far impossible to determine. Carbon dates for occupation going back only to the fifteenth century or a few hundred years earlier say nothing about its builders or inhabitants, and indicate only that people—certainly the ancestors of today’s Micronesians—resided among the ruins from time to time long after the site had been vacated by its creators.

Nan Madol shares its depth and age with another ruin more than 1,300 miles across the open Pacific: a sunken stone platform near the Japanese island of Yonaguni. These two widely separated sites are nonetheless connected to each other by more than the common enigma of their underwater contemporaneity. Childress and his team found crosses, squares, and both closed and open rectangles adorning boulders half grown over with coral atop a nine-foot-deep reef near Nan Madol. Their important discovery also helped verify the artifactual context of these petroglyphs, because similar ideograms were already known to exist in the mountainous interior of Pohnpei itself. A direct connection was made, therefore, between the underwater location and the land. Far more significantly, at least one cross and several squares on the sunken structure off Yonaguni have since been photographed by Japanese investigators. The appearance of identical petroglyphs at both the Japanese and Caroline structures establishes vital connections shared by both and provides important clues to their real identity.

During his far-flung travels, David Childress also noticed similarities between the columns under Nan Madol’s waters and the so-called lat’te pillars he studied firsthand on the island of Guam, some 450 miles north of Pohnpei. But closer resemblances occur 340 miles to the southeast, at the island of Kosrae. Easternmost of the Carolines, this forty-two-squaremile island was a somewhat smaller-scale mirror image of Nan Madol. Nowhere else were such immense basalt boulders and rudely shaped monoliths organized into Lincoln Log–like towers, massive walls, and extensive canals. Even the setting at Kosrae was made to resemble its Pohnpei counterpart, with most structures located on a smaller, artificial island—Lelu—fronting a harbor in the east.

The ruin itself is referred to as Insaru, although Kosrae features other archaeological sites inland on the southeast side of the island at Menka, and in the southwest, at Walung, connected by a five-mile-long canal to Utwe, on the south coast. Most building was concentrated at Insaru, where forty-ton basalt blocks were used to raise identical versions of Nan Madol’s originally thirty-or sixty-foot-high ramparts, although there are some interesting differences. In 1999, Dr. Felicia Beardsley led an archaeological survey at a site known as Safonfok, near Walung, for the Kosrae Historical Research Preservation Office (KHRPO). She did not expect to find much in the test dig beyond some telltale evidence for early-nineteenth-or eighteenth-century influences in apparently badly disturbed ground.

“Yet, the wealth and integrity of the buried archaeological record,” according to a contemporary KHRPO report, “revealed a technological industry never before seen in the Pacific”—a large factory for the mass production of finely made coral fishhooks and tools. Also recovered was a simple but almost elegant basalt knife, the first of its kind ever found in Kosrae, Pohnpei, or anywhere else, and a peculiar, diamond-shaped bead. Remarkably, it had been beveled, a technique utterly unknown throughout Micronesia. Dr. Beardsley’s 5.5-square-meter excavation brought to light less than 10 percent of the subterranean complex, which must have entailed several dozen, perhaps hundreds of workers engaged in organized labor for large-scale manufacture of industrial goods. The Safonfok site is unique in the Pacific, and testifies to a former time when a higher culture dominated the island.

Kosrae’s approximately ninety “canals” represent the same number found at Nan Madol, but examples at Insaru are almost dry. The small island of Lelu on which the city was built has been rising in irregular spurts of uplift over time. This geologic instability combines with sea-level fluctuations since the last ice age to render any credible dating for Insaru impossible to ascertain. Nonetheless, even the latest carbon-14 testing of human material from Kosrae conducted around the turn of the twenty-first century showed that the island was at least inhabited 3,000 years ago. But only the close resemblance of its ruins, minus any changes, implies a shared chronology with Pohnpei.

The archaeological remains at Lelu differ from counterparts at Nan Madol solely in their lesser extent and the addition of two piles of basalt boulders stacked into pyramidal mounds, referred to by natives as kingly “tombs,” although they never yielded any trace of human remains. Otherwise, the overgrown rock paths, squarish buildings, boat docks, and imposing walls are the same as their larger versions far to the northwest. Childress stated the obvious when he wrote, “Because of the similarities in construction techniques between Nan Madol and the Lelu ruins of Insaru, it can be easily concluded that both were built by the same master stonemasons.”

Whatever local traditions might have revealed something about the site were mostly effaced by missionary zeal to Christianize the islanders. Only the faintest echo of an otherwise lost foundation myth recounts that Insaru was built overnight by a pair of sorcerers, although even this fragment appears borrowed from Pohnpei’s story of the twin brothers, Olisihpa and Olsohpa. Kosrae’s version differs only in the addition of a race of “white giants” referred to as the Kona, who carried and erected the stones under the direction of their magician overlords. The loss from the severe erosion of Lelu’s oral accounts was almost surpassed around the turn of the twentieth century, when Insaru was used as a quarry for the construction of a pier. These depredations seriously diminished the ancient city; its best photographs are still among those few taken at Lelu during the late 1890s. Today, this surviving ruin of a ruin is hardly more than a shadow of its former greatness that lingered as recently as little more than a century ago.

One other legend describes a foreign ship, or Auk Palang, sailing out of the northwest and carrying a crew of maritime engineers who landed at Kosrae and raised its mighty structures very long ago. In any case, the mythic evidence, paltry as it is, describes these visitors as outsiders, master builders possessing supernatural powers far beyond anything imagined by the natives. Neither they, university-trained archaeologists, or geologists nor professional construction engineers can explain how a preindustrial people could have lifted and accurately positioned forty-ton stones into walls twenty or more feet high.

Attempts have been made to duplicate what conventional scholars presume must have been the only means by which the boulders were moved into place. They tried to put their theory to the test in a 1995 Discovery Channel documentary by lashing a one-ton column with bamboo stays to a coconut raft. Despite repeated attempts, the experiment was an utter failure. At most, the re-created rafts could manage stones of only a few hundred pounds, quite a cry from the twenty-ton logs and sixty-ton boulders handled with apparent skill by the builders of Nan Madol and Insaru. A vessel capable of ferrying high tonnage that went into building these places is far beyond the known limitations of native Micronesians or presumptuous archaeologists, and even today it constitutes a major challenge for materials-handling experts outfitted with all the state-of-the-art, machine-driven lifters and movers available.

Investigators have still not even determined how such prodigious basalt logs were quarried, let alone transported. “Presumably,” Brandt speculated, “the miners heated the cliff face with huge fires and then drenched the surface with cold water. The resultant expansion and contraction broke off the splinters desired for construction.” But this is all speculation; there is no evidence for such a so-called spalling method ever having been known or used at Pohnpei. In the absence of tool marks there, however, its application is at least a possibility. Or perhaps this enigmatic Venice of the Pacific was raised by a lost technology unlike our own.

What really was Nan Madol? Its uniformly windowless buildings, starkly utilitarian design, and lack of identifiable storage areas resemble nothing of its kind anywhere else on Earth, save at Kosrae. Nan Madol and Kosrae also make for unlikely cities at either island. Neither yielded any real evidence that they had actually been inhabited by large metropolitan populations. No burial grounds, tools (save those buried at Safonfok), or domestic items nor manufactured goods were ever found. And a total absence of adornment seems to disqualify both as a ceremonial center for the enactment of ritual activity. “As a construction,” Ballinger wrote of Pohnpei’s strange metropolis, “it was stark, strict and raw.”

Perhaps Nan Madol was originally meant to be something so altogether different that its true purpose eludes us because it is so utterly unthinkable. Yet dramatic places such as these invariably reveal themselves, if only we are open to their own story undistracted by closedmindedness. Nan Madol is no exception. Surely, a secret must remain forever locked against anyone willing to use only a set number of scientifically acceptable keys. Just because the right one is not at hand does not mean it does not exist. Confronted by a mystery of Pohnpei’s magnitude, investigators are justified in trying just about anything, however unorthodox, to understand it, if only because conventional scholars have failed to explain how Nan Madol was made and who built it, when, or for what purpose. They cannot even find the source for its construction stone.

The question of its location could be a first step toward some final answer: Why was such an obscure island, vastly remote from any other population centers, and too small to support a teeming city, chosen for what undoubtedly was a massive, complex construction project involving large numbers of workers and engineers in a concerted effort? Of the more than 500 islands of the Carolines, why were Pohnpei and Kosrae chosen for the construction of such important and expensive public works projects? Neither possesses anything to recommend it as a candidate for the important outpost of some highly organized society. Both, however, are unique in their position roughly halfway between Hawaii and the Philippines. After sweeping some 5,800 miles across the central Pacific from about twenty degrees longitude, the north Equatorial Current suddenly divides north and south between Kosrae and Pohnpei. The split is important because it generates severe storms when cold air is brought into contact with the warm waters of the Carolines.

“It is a meteorological fact that many of the typhoons in the northeast Pacific begin in the vicinity of Pohnpei,” Childress points out. “The island itself is not usually hit by cyclones, since it is the place where cyclones begin.” Could Pohnpei have been deliberately chosen by the builders of Nan Madol because they somehow appreciated the island’s singular location? It is, at the very least, an intriguing coincidence that they elected to establish their unparalleled city at what just happened to be the safest spot in all the Pacific from its worst storms. A people with sufficient genius to loft twenty-five-ton stone logs at least thirty feet above a flinty coral base in the middle of the ocean; manipulate sixty-ton blocks into their walls; or excavate a network of tunnels running from the land down through a coral reef and under the sea to submarine caves might have likewise understood more about their environment than we are willing to give them credit for. If so, did the ancient inhabitants of this out-of-the-way, if favored, isle choose to settle there as a natural refuge from typhoons that otherwise ravaged the eastern Pacific? Or could they have had some other purpose for going to the immense trouble of organizing 250 million tons of quarried stone into a city of towers and canals?

Between them, Pohnpei and Kosrae create a 300-mile-long zone, a kind of nursery, in which typhoons are born and nurture the first stages of their power. They soon grow rapidly into monster tempests that ravage the Philippines each year, leaving widespread death and destruction behind. Until recently, they were thought to be the exclusive result of masses of cold air convectored into conflict with water’s warmer surface temperatures. Mainstream meteorologists believe cyclones are produced during a three-step process by the initial intensity of a storm, temperature changes in the air it brings about, and subsequent heat exchange with the ocean. In the late twentieth century, however, an American inventor, Joseph Newman, wrote:

The major effect with respect to hurricanes is electromagnetic. For a hurricane to become or remain a hurricane, it does not depend solely upon the heat of the water over which it travels. Proof: The average temperature of the waters of the Gulf of Mexico, twenty miles off the Louisiana coast, is as follows:


	June, 82 Degrees F.

	August, 87 Degrees F.

	September, 82 Degrees F.

	October, 76 Degrees F.

	November, 66 Degrees F.



If what the weather experts said were true, the greatest number and most destructive hurricanes would always occur in July and August. Not so! Fact: The peak hurricane season is in September—not July or August. Even in 1984, I published a listing of the most destructive hurricanes ever recorded, which indicated this fact. September and October had more than three hundred per cent more hurricanes of greater destruction than did July and August. Even November (with a 66 Degree F. average water temperature) had eighty per cent as many hurricanes as had occurred in August with its 87 Degree F. water.

Newman is convinced that “the major, dominating factor in producing hurricanes is fundamentally electromagnetic in nature; heat is secondary. Understanding this fact can ultimately lead to our ability to control or even mitigate hurricanes.”

Or was that “ability” already achieved, not in our time, certainly, but very long ago, on two remote islands in the eastern Pacific? Nan Madol and Insaru bracket the meteorological “nursery” where typhoons are born. Consider, too, that they are unique throughout the world for their millions of tons of magnetized basalt. If molten lava is properly subjected to rapid cooling, it solidifies into the very fine-grained prisms that characterize basalt, among the heaviest, hardest rocks on Earth. During its solidification process, iron filaments trapped in the cooling lava are so affected by the still very high, if declining, temperatures that they become magnetized.

Curious to learn of any magnetic anomalies Nan Madol’s basalt logs might possess, a late 1980s explorer of the site slid his pocket compass across one of the massive walls. “The needle spun around and around,” Childress recalled. His excitement attracted the attention of a visiting geologist. “It is normal for basalt to become magnetized like this as part of the cooling process,” he said, “but it should be magnetized vertically. The needle should not spin like that. These stones are strangely magnetized!”

Nan Madol and Insaru were built almost entirely of magnetized basalt.

Pohnpei was a colonial holding of Kaiser Wilhelm’s Germany until his defeat in the First World War, when the island was one of several crumbs that fell from the Western allies’ victory table into the outstretched hand of imperial Japan. From 1919 over the next twenty years, archaeologists from Tokyo University conducted several exploratory dives around the island and more excavations at Nan Madol itself. Tragically, virtually all the material the Japanese collected and their extensive field reports were lost during the next world war. Their discovery of human skeletal remains belonging to a people taller than the native islanders has already been mentioned. The oversized bones were found in the complex’s main structure, described by local guides as the House of the Dead.

Digging deeper beneath its stone floor, the Japanese made an even more spectacular find: a collection of large coffins made of platinum. On closer inspection, the eight-foot-long metal boxes did not appear like sarcophagi because of their lack of any funerary decoration. Archaeologists were further mystified to learn that the receptacles had been sealed watertight, although to what purpose could not be imagined, since the supposed coffins were empty. As particularly valuable property belonging to the imperial government that administered Pohnpei, they were apparently sent to Japan, where they vanished during the firebombing that almost totally incinerated Tokyo in 1944. But before that hideous catastrophe, additional sources of platinum and even silver bars were found at Nan Madol.

Due to their political isolation from most of the outside world during the 1930s, the Japanese shared their platinum discovery only as late as 1939 with Herbert Rittlinger, because he was visiting Nan Madol from Germany, an allied nation and fellow member of the anti-comintern Axis. Rittlinger was himself one of the most prominent travel writers of his time, with an international reputation for reliable, firsthand depiction, whose works—some of them, at least—are still in print, although the book about his travels through the Carolines, The Measureless Ocean, still awaits republication. In his accurate portrayal of the island and its ruins, the author reported that Japan’s main exports of copra, mother-of-pearl, sago, and vanilla from Pohnpei during the interwar period were supplemented by shipments of platinum. “The natives’ stories, encrusted with centuries-old legends, are probably exaggerated,” he wrote skeptically of their Saudeleur myths. “But the finds of platinum on an island, where the rock contains no platinum, were and remain a very real fact.”

Michael Sage, one of Childress’s colleagues during their exploration of Nan Madol in the late 1980s, “looked into whether platinum had really been exported out of Pohnpei at the University of Indiana Library. It is difficult to get records of these islands in those times. I could not get any specific data on platinum, but I was able to ascertain that there was a big leap in precious metals exported out of the Caroline Islands in the time period just before the war.” Sage’s research is all the more remarkable because these precious minerals do not exist anywhere else throughout the Pacific. But why they should have been found only at this forsaken island suggests its ultimate mystery.

For an inhabited city, Nan Madol exhibited yet another anomalous feature. An islet known as Darong encloses a small artificial lake, its sides lined with nicely cut and fitted stone. Beneath Darong, a tunnel runs through the underlying coral reef, out into the open sea, for no apparent purpose. Fish presently swim through the tunnel and into its connecting man-made lake from the ocean outside, but this hardly seems to have been its original intention, and is more a consequence of neglect. Childress adds, “The pool was said also to contain a sacred eel with magical powers.” Could these “magical powers” have belonged to an electric eel?

Pohnpei is geologically unstable, hardly a unique characteristic given the ubiquity of seismic activity across the whole Pacific. Nonetheless, tremors still occasionally ripple through the gaunt ramparts of Nan Madol, where ghostly lights allegedly encountered by the natives continue to be seen and feared. “The people believed,” writes Childress, “that if one spent the entire night in the empty city, one would die, presumably killed by the ancestral spirits (or dying of fright!).” Or perhaps by something else.

What he calls “the strange light phenomenon” associated with the city is a very real, scientifically recognized event known as the Andes Glow. Although most commonly observed in the high peaks of South America, it is observed in many other parts of the world wherever tectonic pressures accumulate beneath heavy masses of crystalline rock, such as mountain granite. Seismicity squeezes the crystal, which transforms the geologic tension into electrical energy, just as old crystal radio receivers used to “jump a spark” when tightened in a vise. The result is known as piezoelectricity, the ability of certain crystals to generate voltage when under pressure. This released voltage physically manifests itself in a “corona discharge” of activated ions, usually appearing as an animated, illuminated cloud or haze of blue light dancing over a mountaintop prior to an earthquake, or at least signaling the onset of local seismic activity.

While the Andes glow is usually harmless, it sometimes takes the form of ball lightning, which has been known to burn and infrequently kill animals or humans in its proximity. Just before its first tremor at 3:42 a.m., when 650,000 people in Tangshan, China, died in the great earthquake of June 5, 1976, the New York Times reported that “multi-hued lights, mainly red and white, were seen up to two hundred miles away. Leaves on many trees were burned to a crisp, and glowing vegetables were scorched on one side, as if by a fire-ball.” So too the corona discharge’s luminous cloud or mist is more often spooky than dangerous, although it also has been known to suddenly coalesce into less nebulous, brighter concentrations of light as a reaction to increased tectonic stress.

In view of their island’s geologic instability, capped by Nan Madol’s 250 tons of magnetized basalt, the “ghost lights” reported there by generations of Pohnpeians into the twenty-first century are probably truthful eyewitness accounts of the Andes Glow phenomenon. These sightings cannot be written off simply as examples of superstitious hallucination, because they have been made by outsiders unaware of the phenomenon. Childress was told by a 1970s veteran of the Peace Corps that the American volunteer was gazing toward Nan Madol from his porch at nearby Temwen Island after dark when he saw a strange, glowing object about the size of a basketball moving through the ruins. The following day, he challenged his class of elementary school students: “You’ll never guess what I saw last night at Nan Madol.” They cried out in unison, “You saw the light!”

About sixty years before, the German governor of Pohnpei insisted on spending a night alone amid the ruins, despite native warnings. His lifeless body was found next morning, although the cause of death could not be ascertained. Corpses of people killed by static discharge occasionally exhibit no burns or external indications whatsoever, a case in point being an unusual victim of the 1871 Chicago fire. A man had been caught between two conflagrations that generated so much energy as they approached each other that he was electrocuted before the flames could touch him. In fact, they were blown apart by the force of the blast. While the pocket watch in his vest had melted, there was not a mark on his body. Far more examples—ten-thousandfold—were recorded in the firestorms let loose by Allied bombers on the German city of Hamburg during World War II.

Pulling together all these seemingly diverse, even disparate elements could reveal Nan Madol’s true identity. It begins with a leading theme repeating itself through Pohnpei’s stark ruins: electricity. At Nan Madol and Insaru, tons of magnetized basalt by the millions were constructed into great enclosures, towers, walls, rooms, and canals. Their artificial lakes were stocked with what appear to have been electric eels. One species, Electrophorus electricus, can produce up to 650 volts. Perhaps all of Nan Madol’s artificial pools, lakes, and supposed canals were originally meant to be filled with thousands of these creatures. They would have constituted a potent, if irregular, power source that may have somehow interfaced with Pohnpei’s geo-piezoelectricity in ways related to the watertight “coffins” found by Japanese archaeologists at the House of the Dead. The platinum from which these receptacles were fashioned has a high melting point, possessing an extreme electrical resistivity that makes it essential for the manufacture of electrodes subjected to intense heat. Platinum is used for electrical contacts and sparking points because it resists both high temperatures and the chemical attack of electric arcs. In other words, the installation of platinum in a powerful electric field tends to dampen the accumulation of more energy than can be contained by a conductive device or instrument and thus prevents it from either melting or exploding.

Finding any platinum—let alone prehistoric artifacts made of this scarce mineral, more valuable than gold—at Nan Madol is all the more remarkable, because it was not even known to exist until the Spanish mathematician Antonio de Ulloa and a British assayer, Charles Wood, collected the first recognizable samples from South America in 1741. Yet someone on an obscure island in the western Pacific was working in sufficient quantities to build a series of coffin-sized receptacles thousands of years ago. Moreover, platinum is not native to Pohnpei, nor anywhere else in the Carolines. Its nearest source lies 2,200 miles southwest, in Borneo, to which the Saudeleurs undoubtedly sailed to obtain the precious metal they apparently valued so highly.

Then there is Nan Madol’s ghost light, apparently a variant of the Andes Glow phenomenon generated by seismic pressures still occasionally at work on the great conductive piles of magnetized basalt. As Childress’s geologist acquaintance discovered with his pocket compass, the prismatic logs were “strangely magnetized.” Their magnetic field should have stood vertical to the plane. Instead, it spun his compass needle, indicating that the stones’ magnetic field had been somehow reconfigured into a corkscrew pattern. What or who could have effected such a drastic change, and why? In any case, transforming the basalt’s naturally vertical magnetic field into a spiral would amplify the power of any piezoelectric discharge by swinging it around in a narrowing, tightening circuit, then focusing the beam of its concentrated corona discharge skyward.

What, then, is being described here? The mere suggestion of some ancient technology superior to our own boggles the modern mind, but Nan Madol nonetheless appears to represent just that. Let us reconsider its unique location, where eastern Pacific typhoons originate, and its no less coincidental arrangement with a practically identical companion city, Insaru, on the island of Kosrae. Tempests are born within the 300 miles separating these two sites. Meteorologists now recognize an essential electromagnetic component in tropical storms and believe such dangerous weather phenomena can be mitigated or even prevented in the first stages of development by somehow diffusing the electromagnetic core of a hurricane before it gains strength.

Joseph Newman was cited earlier for his convincing evidence on behalf of electromagnetism as the most important element in tropical storms, an observation supported by a growing number of scientists, beginning with the renowned inventor Nikola Tesla. As long ago as the late nineteenth century, Tesla discovered that our planet pulsates with an electrical current in the ELF (extremely low frequency) range. He theorized that 10 Hz of ELF beams bounced off the ionosphere, the atmosphere’s highest layer, would initiate electron resonance about seventy miles up, thereby generating a dielectric breakdown over storm clouds, shorting out their electromagnetic core and diffusing their energy. He called for erecting colossal magnifying transmitters acting as global generators that would create the same electromagnetic circuit functions found in severe thunderstorms.

Tesla firmly believed this process could stop hurricanes shortly after they began to form, and he appealed to his financial backers for the construction of an electrical power station. Returning to New York in 1900 from the successful demonstration of the world’s first radio-controlled model boat, he undertook construction of his most ambitious project. With a $150,000 advance from financier J. P. Morgan, Tesla began working on a huge tower to ricochet 10 Hz of ELF beams off the ionosphere and down against brewing storm clouds. In the middle of his weather-control project, however, a financial crisis struck the U.S. economy, and Morgan suddenly withdrew his promised support, leaving the great tower half-finished. Its demolition for lack of funding marked the turning point in Tesla’s life. On January 7, 1943, Nikola Tesla passed away alone and penniless in a shabby single room in a low-rent hotel in New York City.

But his dream of weather modification lived on long after his death. In the April 1969 issue of Spectrum, published by the prestigious Institute of Electrical and Electronics Engineers, aeronautical engineer Seymour Tilson pointed out, “Workers in the fields of atmospheric electricity and cloud physics have accumulated sufficient evidence to suggest that electric fields, forces and changes in the Earth’s lower atmosphere play a critical role—perhaps the critical role—in the development and behavior of clouds that produce precipitation. This, in turn, suggests that manipulation of the electrical properties in clouds may someday provide the long-sought key to modification of weather by man.”

Eighteen years later, Dr. Bernard J. Eastlund, a physicist with the Atlantic Richfield Oil Company (ARCO), was issued a patent for a weather-control design, which, according to a National Public Radio broadcast of September 6, 1987, “uses an Earth-based power source to create electro-magnetic radio waves and focus them way up into the atmosphere.” The March issue of Omni magazine the following year told how Dr. Eastlund “calculated that once the radio waves reached the ionosphere, they would interact powerfully with the charged particles trapped there. The result would be a magnetic phenomenon known as the ‘mirror force.’ Essentially what would happen is that a huge section of the charged atmosphere would be pushed upward and outward from Earth by this electro-magnetic force powerful enough to diffuse a hurricane.”

Dr. Eastlund’s design was incorporated into an enormous U.S. government project, the High Frequency Active Aural Research Program, better known as HAARP. Set up in Alaska, it consists of a thirty-acre field of antenna towers beaming powerful radio signals at the ionosphere, ostensibly for weather research. Some observers suspect more nefarious intentions, however—namely, manipulation of the weather for military purposes and/or mass psychological warfare. They are even more alarmed by a similar federal government project, the Ground Wave Emergency Network, or GWEN, whose official purpose during its construction in the 1980s was to maintain defense communications in the event of a nuclear attack on North America. Like HAARP, GWEN operates a tower array for beaming very low ELF transmissions against our planet’s upper atmosphere.

These efforts aimed at controlling the weather generally and hurricanes specifically—from Tesla’s half-finished attempt to HAARP and GWEN—all employed towers served by electromagnetic power plants. They seem like modern versions of ancient Nan Madol’s own massive towers with their spiral-magnetized basalt connected to artificial pools of electric eels and energized by tectonic pressures beneath Pohnpei. If, like them, the entire complex was actually an enormous conduit attracting dangerously potent energies from the earth and sky, it would have needed something to damp down both geological and meteorological forces to prevent them from destroying the whole establishment in a flash of electrical violence. Hence, the anomalous appearance of platinum “coffins” buried at the center of the site.

Nan Madol was never a city, certainly not in any ordinary sense of the word, but a power station undoubtedly constructed by the Pohnpeians’ ancestors, who supplied the labor but under the direction of the foreign Saudeleurs. Indeed, it looks nothing like any other inhabitable metropolis in the world. Instead, its starkly unadorned features and complete lack of social facilities suggest an energy plant created for something vastly different from ritual activities performed at a ceremonial center.

This is how it may have worked: As a tropical storm entered its early stages of formation in the 300-mile-long zone from Pohnpei to Kosrae, it initiated an intensifying resonance with many millions of tons of complementary magnetized basalt on the islands below. When the would-be typhoon grew to a certain magnitude, its own inflated electromagnetic energies were attracted to and interfaced with those over which it passed. The receptor stations at Nan Madol and Insaru formed a polarity not unlike the positive and negative ends of a dry-cell storage battery. At some point of maximum energy concentration within the borders of this polarity, a mutual exchange of electromagnetic discharges occurred, in effect “shorting out” the storm by causing Tesla’s dielectric breakdown in its electromagnetic core. The clouds would suddenly rain themselves out in a downpour, then dissipate.

In short, Nan Madol, in tandem with Insaru, was a weather-modification project purposely built to prevent tropical storms from becoming typhoons. No other characterization can account for its fortuitous location where cyclones are born; its many million tons of unnaturally magnetized basalt; platinum “coffins” acting as electrical dampeners; or seismically induced ghost lights.

But why should anyone have been interested in controlling the weather so long ago? The answer lies 1,750 miles east of Pohnpei, at Luzon, in the Philippines. One hundred fifty-five miles north of Manila, at 4,000 feet above sea level, is found what many visitors describe as the Eighth Wonder of the World, in scope still the grandest engineering feat ever undertaken by humankind, although scarcely recognized and little appreciated by outsiders. A growing, living stairway rises continuously and unbroken to 3,000 feet from the valley floor of Ifugao Province in a genuinely stupendous series of artificial plateaus, their vertical distance from bottom to top exceeding the height of the world’s tallest skyscraper. The Banaue rice terraces span 49,400 acres along the Cordillera mountain range. If laid end to end, the paddies would form a line halfway around the Earth. Yet little more than 50 percent of the original agricultural network still exists.

During its heyday, when intact and complete, the rice terraces yielded phenomenal food production, not only because of their vast scale, but due to ingeniously efficient irrigation as well. Widespread neglect, inferior replacement watering techniques, pollution, and growing numbers of shantytowns squatting on the paddies, however, have forced UNESCO officials to shift Banaue from their list of World Heritage sites to the List of World Heritage in Danger. At the currently accelerating rate of abuse, they do not expect the Philippines’ Eighth Wonder of the World to survive the twenty-first century.

Who built it eludes archaeologists, because agriculture of such a huge, organized magnitude cannot be associated with any contemporary culture. While ancestors of Luzon’s indigenous population are assumed, minus any real evidence, to have painstakingly carved them out of the harsh terrain using primitive hand tools, today’s Ifugao natives demonstrate a declining proficiency and even interest in the terraces. Moreover, local oral traditions recount that their ancestors did not conceive or initiate the world’s foremost agricultural project, although they did build it at the behest of “powerful sorcerers” who arrived from over the sea in the dim past, a story similar to foundation accounts of alien magicians responsible for the creation of Nan Madol. But the two archaeological sites have more in common than myth. They share the same carbon14 time frame of 200 B.C., although this period was more likely some cultural surge that took place simultaneously in the Philippines and the Carolines, and does not necessarily, or even probably, represent a foundation date for civilization in Luzon and Pohnpei.

A closer link between the two sites, as different as they are from each other—one industrial, the other agricultural—is the colossal scope of their execution. Nan Madol’s 250 million tons of magnetized basalt and Banaue’s original 100,000 acres of farm seem like expressions of the same sorcerer culture that preferred building on such an immense scale. If both sites did indeed belong to a common society, their complementary relationship becomes clearer. Five thousand or more years ago, the demands of local nutrition could have required only a fraction of the crops yielded by the Philippine rice terraces, which appear to have been the main source of food production for a very much larger population. Although Luzon’s mountainous slopes represented an ideal location for the establishment of such an important agrarian enterprise, it was vulnerable to the frequent ravages of typhoons. Thus, to protect the national breadbasket of some greater civilization, the engineering genius responsible for Banaue likewise built a weather-control station in the Caroline Islands.
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