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SUMMARY:
Adventurers, scoundrels and missionaries. The best and worst of two continents carve an empire out of

the vast wilderness that is to become South Africa. For hundreds of years, their rivalries and passions
spill across the land. From the first Afrikaners to the powerful Zulu nation, and the missionaries who
lived with both--all of them will influence and take part in the wars and politics that will change a
nation forever. THE COVENANT: generations of people who forge a new world in a story of adventure

and heroism, love and loyalty, cruelty and betrayal.
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Introduction

No writer could have a more challenging assignment than the writing of a novel which would
explain the beauty, the anguish and the hope of the Republic of South Africa as it struggles to find a
just form of government. And no one would be qualified to try unless she or he understood four basic
truths. First, the land itself is magnificent, a garden filled with one of the world's richest collections of
animal life. Second, the Dutch who settled it at about the same time that our ancestors were settling
the future United States were the same sturdy, admirable people who established New York. Third, the
English who came later were the same kinds of pioneers who crossed the ocean to build our American
colonies; they were indistinguishable from the men and women of Massachusetts and Virginia.
Fourth, the black tribes which occupied the southern end of the African continent in the early days
were some of the finest, strongest natives in Africa and the equal in every respect to the blacks who
would make valuable contributions to American life.

The land and the people of South Africa formed a magnificent union, for each component is the
best of its kind. The problem was that in the course of national history some unfortunate decisions
were made, wrong turns in the relationships between groups which produced ugly results. The problem
today is to unravel the animosities that grew up and point the nation in a constructive new direction.
The rest of the world should wish the Republic well as it changes course.

I have loved the visits I made to the kraals of South Africa, to the splendid cities, to the first-rate
colleges, to the gold and diamond mines, to the historic sites and the black communities and, of
course, to the incredible wild-life parks half a dozen of them, including the finest in the world,
Kreuger. I had only the most rewarding time in the country, probing into the corners, meeting with
citizens of all groups. In The Covenant I have tried to weave an honest account of how the land and the
people were in the various stages of their history, down to the 1970s. I would hope that reading the
novel would shed some light on what's now happening in the 1990s.

James A. Michener

Texas Center for Writers

November 27, 1990

This introduction was written expressly for The Easton Press



edition of The Covenant.
Note

Mr. Errol L. Uys, a distinguished South African editor and journalist now living in the United
States, was exceedingly helpful in the preparation of this manuscript. With a rare understanding of his
birthplace and its people, he was able to clarify historical and social factors which an outsider might
misinterpret, to correct verbal usage, and to verify data difficult to check. Working together for two
years, we read the finished manuscript together seven times, twice aloud, a most demanding task. I
thank him for his assistance.

James A. Michener
St. Michaels, Md.
Christmas 1979
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Bloke Modisane the writer, were in exile in London. Others, like the gifted social analyst Ben
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three days with Magubane and he commented sharply on the Shaka chapter. Sheena Duncan was most
helpful. Credo Mutwa showed me his witch doctor's establishment. Justice A. R. 'Jaap' Jacobs of
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Boer War: Fiona Barbour, ethnologist at the Alexander McGregor Memorial Museum,
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Buller.
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wonderfully helpful; Johan Loock of the University of the Orange Free State provided much useful
information.

Banning: In London, I spent an afternoon with Father Cosmos Desmond, who had just finished a
protracted spell of banning. In 1971, I met with four banned persons, two white and two black. In 1978
I spent a morning with Reverend Beyers Naude.

Sports: Morne du Plessis, major rugby star was most helpful; Louis Wessels, editor of a major
sports magazine; Dawie de Villiers, famous Springbok captain (1971); Gary Player, with whom I had
an extensive discussion in America.

Mining: 1 am especially indebted to Norman Kern, who spent a day showing me the deepest
levels of the gold mines at Welkom.

Animals: Graeme Innes gave me three days of personal touring in Kruger National Park; Nick
Steele showed me Hluhluwe and arranged for me to visit Umfolozi. Ken Tindley, a South African
naturalist in charge of Gorongoza in Mozambique, allowed me to work with him for a week. John
Owen and Miles Turner gave me unequaled aerial tours of Serengeti.

Vrymeer: 1 am particularly indebted to A. A. "Tony' Rajchrt, who allowed me to inspect in great
detail his farm at Chrissiesmeer, its operation, its chain of lakes and herd of blesbok.

Various scholars honored me by consenting to read chapters which impinged on their fields of
specialization. I sought their harshest criticism and welcomed their suggestions. Where error was
identified, I made corrections, but where interpretation was concerned, I sometimes ignored advice.
No error which remains can be charged to anyone but me.

For each chapter, I consulted most of the available historical studies and found a wealth of
material. Some of it substantiated what I wrote; some contested it. Since many biographers of Cecil
Rhodes gloss over or suppress his embarrassment with the Princess Radziwill, I was left with only
three accounts: two brief statements by two of his young men, and one excellent full-scale treatment
by Brian Roberts: Cecil Rhodes and the Princess.

I wrote the brief segment in Chapter XIV concerning Cambridge University two years before the
unmasking of Sir Anthony Blunt as the notorious 'fourth man." My own inquiries had led me to his
trail, or to that of someone exactly like him.

This is a novel and to construe it as anything else would be an error. The settings, the characters
and most of the incidents are fictional. Trianon, De Kraal, Venloo, Vrymeer and Vwarda do not exist.
The Nxumalo, Van Doom, De Groot and Saltwood families do not exist. A few real characters do
appear brieflyVan Riebeeck, Shaka, Cecil Rhodes, Oom Paul Kruger and Sir Redvers Buller, for
exampleand things said of them relate to recorded history. The Battle of Spion Kop is faithfully
summarized, as are the principal events of the Great Trek. Great Zimbabwe is accurately presented in
light of recent judgments. All incidents in the chapter on apartheid are offered from the research of the
author alone and are vouched for by him.

The Covenant comes to its end as of December 1979 and therefore can take no account of
subsequent events, such as the independence of Zimbabwe and the extended rioting that is taking place
in South Africa as these pages are being proofread. It is believed that the narrative prepares the reader
for these happenings and others that will follow.

It has been impossible to avoid certain labels once popularly accepted but now deemed
pejorative: Bushman (instead of San or Khoisan); Hottentot (instead of Khoi-khoi); native, Kaffir and
Bantu (instead of black). Coloured is capitalized because in South Africa it designates a legal
classification.

IT was the silent time before dawn, along the shores of what had been one of the most beautiful
lakes in southern Africa. For almost a decade now little rain had fallen; the earth had baked; the water
had lowered and become increasingly brackish.



The hippopotamus, lying with only her nostrils exposed, knew intuitively that she must soon quit
this place and move her baby to some other body of water, but where and in what direction, she could
not decipher.

The herd of zebra that came regularly to the lake edged their way down the bare, shelving sides
and drank with reluctance the fetid water. One male, stubbornly moving away from the others, pawed
at the hard earth, seeking to find a sweeter spring, but there was none.

Two female lions, who had been hunting fruitlessly all night, spotted the individualistic zebra and
by arcane signals indicated that this was the one they would tackle when the herd left the lake. For the
present they did nothing but wait in the dry and yellow grass.

Finally there was a noise. The sun was still some moments from the horizon when a rhinoceros,
looking in its grotesque armor much the same as it had for the past three million years, rumbled down
to the water and began rooting in the soft mud, searching for roots and drinking noisily through its
little mouth.

When the sun was about to creep over the two conical hills that marked the eastern end of the
lake, a herd of eland came to drinkbig, majestic antelopes that moved with rare grace, and when they
appeared, a little brown man who had been watching through the night, hidden in deep grass,
whispered a prayer of thanks: 'If the eland come, there is still hope. If that rhinoceros stays, we can
still eat.'

Gumsto was typical of his clan, four feet ten inches high, yellowish brown in color, thin and
extremely wrinkled. Indeed, there were few areas of his body that did not contain deep indentations,
and sometimes within a square inch twelve lines would run up and down, with eight or nine
crisscrossing them. His face looked like the map of a very old watershed, marked by the trails of a
thousand animals, and when he smiled, showing small white teeth, these wrinkles cut deeper into his
countenance, making him look as if he were well past ninety. He was forty-three and his wrinkles had
been with him since the age of twenty-two; they were the mark of his people.

The clan for which he was responsible numbered twenty-five; more would prove too difficult to
feed; fewer, too vulnerable to attacks from animals. His consisted of himself as leader, his tough old
wife Kharuy, their sixteen-year-old son Gao, plus assorted males and females of all ages and all
possible relationships. The safety of this clan was his obsession, but at times he could be diverted.
When he looked up to greet the sun, as he did each morning, for it was the life-giver, he saw the two
rounded hills, exactly like a woman's breasts, and he thought not of the safety of his clan but of Naoka.

She was seventeen, widowed when the rhinoceros now drinking at the lake killed her hunter
husband. Soon she would be eligible to take a new mate, and Gumsto looked on her with longing. He
realized that his wife was aware of his passion, but he had a variety of plans for circumventing her
opposition. Naoka had to be his. It was only reasonable, for he was the leader.

His attention was deflected by a thunder of hooves. Zebra lookouts had spotted the two lions and
had sounded retreat. Like a swarm of beautifully colored birds, the black-and-white animals
scrambled up the dusty bank of the lake and headed for safety.

But the male who had seen fit to wander off, dissociating himself from the herd, now lost its
protection, and the lionesses, obedient to plan, cut him off from the others. There was a wild chase, a
leap onto the rear quarters of the zebra, a piteous scream, a raking claw across the windpipe. The
handsome animal rolled in the dust, the lions holding fast.

Gumsto, watching every movement in the attack, muttered, "That's what happens when you leave
the clan.’

He remained immobile as seven other lions moved in to share the kill, attended by a score of
hyenas who would wait for the bones, which they would crush with their enormous jaws to salvage the
marrow. Aloft, a flight of vultures gathered for their share when the others were gone, and as these



predators and scavengers went about their business, Gumsto proceeded with his.

His immediate responsibility was to feed his clan, and this day he would mount an attack on that
rhinoceros, kill it or be killed by it, then gorge his people with one gigantic meal and move them off to
some better site. As he reached these basic decisions, his small brown face was wreathed in a
contented smile, for he was an optimist: There will be a better location.

Leaving the dying lake, he went to the living area of his clan, which consisted of absolutely
nothing except a halting place beneath low trees. The terrain of each family was outlined by sticks and
a few piled rocks, but there were no huts, no walls, no lean-tos, no paths, no shelter except grass
rudely thrown across a framework of interlocked saplings. And each family's area contained only
enough space for members to lie in hollows scooped out for their hips. The few possessions had been
meticulously selected during centuries of wandering and were essential and tenderly prized: loincloths
and skin cloaks for all, bows and arrows for the men, body powders and small adornments for the
women.

Gumsto's family kept its shelter at the base of a tree, and when he had taken his position with his
back against the trunk, he announced firmly, 'Antelope are leaving. Water too foul to drink. We must
leave.'

Instantly old Kharu leaped to her feet and started striding about the small area, and since each of
the other stick-lined habitations was close, everyone could hear her grumbling protests: "We need
more ostrich eggs. We dare not leave before Gao has killed his antelope." On and on she ranted, a
harridan of thirty-two with a horribly wrinkled face and a complaining voice. She was only four feet
seven, but she exerted great influence, and when her tirade ended she threw herself upon the ground
not eight inches from her husband and cried, 'It would be madness to leave.'

Gumsto, gratified that her complaint had been so moderate, turned his attention to the men in the
other areas, and they, too, were so close that he could address them from his tree: 'Let us kill that
rhinoceros, feed ourselves, and start for the new waters.'

"Where will we find them?'

Gumsto shrugged and pointed to the horizon.

'How many nights?'

"'Who knows?'

"We know the desert continues for many nights," a fearful man said. "We've seen that.'

'Others have crossed it,” Gumsto said quickly. "We know that, too.’

'But beyond? What then?'

"'Who knows?'

The imprecision of his answers alarmed him as well as the others, and he might have drawn back
from this great venture had he not chanced to see Naoka lolling in the dust behind the thin line of
sticks that marked her quarters. She was a marvelous girl, smooth of skin and decked with beads cut
from the thick shell of the ostrich egg. Her face radiated the joy of a fine young animal, and obviously
she wanted a husband to replace the one the rhinoceros had killed. Aware that Gumsto was staring at
her in his hungry way, she smiled and nodded slightly as if to say, 'Let's go." And he nodded back as if
to reply, "What delight to share the dangers with you.'

It was remarkable that a girl as nubile as Naoka was available for a new marriage; a clan might
operate together for thirty years without such an accident, because it was the custom of this tribe for a
girl to marry when she was seven and her husband nineteen or twenty, for then trouble was avoided. It
was a fine system, for the husband could rear his wife in ways he preferred; when she entered puberty
to become a real wife, she would be properly disciplined, knowing what things angered or pleased her
man. And he, having been forced to practice restraint while his wife was still a childostracism if he
molested her sexually prior to her second period acquired that self-control without which no man



could ever become a good huntsman.

There were weaknesses in the system. Since the husband had to be much older than the wife,
there was in any group a surplus of old widows whose men had died at the hunt or been killed by falls
when searching tall trees for honey. These elderly women were welcome to stay with the band as long
as they could function; when they could no longer chew or keep up with the march, they would be
placed in the shade of some bush, given a bone with meat clinging to it, and one ostrich egg, and there
they died in dignity as the clan moved on.

Useless old widows were therefore common, but beautiful young ones like Naoka were a precious
rarity, and Gumsto calculated that if he could somehow placate old Kharu, he stood a reasonable
chance of gaining Naoka as his second wife. But he realized that he must move with some caution,
because Kharu had spotted his intentions, and he was aware that his son was also eying the beautiful
girl, as were the other men.

So as he leaned against the tree, his right foot cradled in the cavity above his left knee, he took
stock of himself. He was a normal, good-looking man, rather taller than others in his group. He was
compact, angular of shoulder and slim of hip, as the desert required. His teeth were good, and although
he was deeply wrinkled, his eyes were powerful, unstained by rheum or brown. Best of all, he was the
master-tracker. From a distance of miles he could discern the herd of antelope blending with the sand
and find the one that was going to lag, so that it could be detached and struck with an arrow.

He possessed an inner sense which enabled him to think like an animal, to anticipate where the
antelope would run or where the great rhinoceros was hiding. By looking at a track days old and
noticing the manner in which the sand had drifted, he could almost detect the life history of the
animal. When fifteen tracks jumbled together, he could identify the one made by the creature he
sought and trace it through the medley.

Night fell, and a woman responsible for tending the fire placed her branches with delicate
attention, enough wood to produce a flare to warn away predators, not too much to waste fuel. The
swift, sure blackness of the savanna lowered upon the camp, and the twenty-five little brown people
curled up under their antelope cloaks, their hips nestled in the little hollows. Two hyenas, always on
the prowl, uttered their maniacal laughs at the edge of darkness, then moved on to some less-guarded
spot. A lion roared in the distance and then another, and Gumsto, planning his exodus, thought not of
these great beasts but of Naoka, sleeping alone not a dozen lengths away.

His plan had two parts: ignore old Kharu's bleating but involve her always more deeply in the
exodus so that she would have no alternative but to support it; and lead his hunters on the trail of that
rhinoceros for one last meal. In some ways it was easier to handle the rhinoceros than Kharu, for at
dawn she had six new objections, delivered in a whining voice, but despite her irritating manner her
cautions were, as Gumsto had to concede, substantial.

"Where will we find ostriches, tell me that,' she railed. 'And where can we find enough beetles?'

Glaring at her ugly face, Gumsto showed the love and respect he felt

for this old companion. Chucking her on the cheek, he said, 'It's your task to find the ostriches
and the beetles. You always do." And he was off to muster his men.

Each hunter reported naked, except for a quiver of slender arrows, a bow, and a meager loincloth
to which could be attached a precious receptacle in which he kept his lethal arrow tipsbut only when
the rhinoceros was sighted. Few hunters have ever sallied forth with such equipment to do battle with
so monstrous a beast.

'From the next rise we may see him," Gumsto reassured his men, but when he followed the spoor
up the hill, they saw nothing. For two days, eating mere scraps and drinking almost no water, they
pressed eastward, and then on the third day, as Gumsto felt certain they must, they saw far in the
distance the dark and menacing form of the rhino.



The men sucked in their breath with pleasure and fear as Gumsto sat on his heels to study the
characteristics of their enemy: 'He favors his left foreleg. See, he moves it carefully to avoid pressure.
He stops to rest it. Now he runs to test it. He slows again. We shall attack from that corner.'

On the next day the little hunters overtook the rhino, and Gumsto was right: the huge animal did
favor his left front leg.

Deftly he positioned his men so that no matter where the beast turned, someone would have a
reasonable target, and when all were ready he signaled for them to prepare their arrows, and now a
cultural miracle took place, for over the centuries the clan had developed a weapon of extraordinary
complexity and effectiveness. Their arrow was like no other; it consisted of three separate but
interlocking parts. The first was a slight shaft, slotted at one end to fit the bowstring. The secret of the
arrow was the second part, an extremely delicate shaft, fitted at each end with a collar of sinew which
could be tightened. Into one collar slipped the larger shaft; into the other went a small ostrich bone,
very sharp and highly polished, onto which old Kharu's deadly poison had been smeared.

When assembled, the arrow was so frail that of itself it could scarcely have killed a small bird,
yet so cleverly engineered that if properly used, it could cause the death of an elephant. It represented
a triumph of human ingenuity; any being who had the intellect to devise this arrow could in time
contrive ways to build a skyscraper or an airplane.

When the final tip was in placehandled with extreme care, for if it accidentally scratched a man,
he would dieGumsto used hand signs to direct his hunters to close in, but as they did so he detected
one last avenue down which the rhino might escape if it saw the hunters. Ordinarily he would have
placed one of his practiced men at that spot, but they were required elsewhere, so perforce he turned to
his son, and with deep apprehension said, 'Keep him from running this way.'

He prayed that Gao would perform well, but he had doubts. The boy was going to become a fine
hunter; of that there was no doubt. But he was slow in mastering the tricks, and occasionally Gumsto
had the horrifying thought: What if he never learns? Who, then, will lead this clan? Who will keep the
children alive on the long marches?

Gumsto had been right to be apprehensive, for when the rhinoceros became aware of the hunters,
it galloped with great fury right at Gao, who proved quite powerless to turn the beast aside. With a
contemptuous snort it broke through the circle of hunters and galloped free.

The men were not hesitant to condemn Gao for his lack of bravery, since they were hungry and
the escaped rhino could have fed the entire clan, and Gumsto was appalled, not at his son's poor
performance in this particular hunt, but at the grave danger his clan faced. Twice recently he had
sensed his agea shortness of breath and a weakness at unexpected momentsand the safety of his people
weighed heavily upon him. The inadequacy of his son reflected on him, and he was ashamed.

In sore irritation he abandoned the rhinoceros and concentrated on a herd of little springbok.
Assuming full control of his men, he brought them to a spot from which they could take good aim at
two animals, but neither was hit. Then Gumsto himself stalked another and lodged his arrow in the
lower part of the beast's neck.

Nothing visible happened, for the arrow's weight was quite inadequate to kill the beast; all it
accomplished was to deposit the tip beneath the tough outer skin, where the poison would be free to
disseminate. And now the excellence of this arrow manifested itself, for the springbok, feeling the
slight sting, found a tree against which to rub, and had the arrow been of one piece, it would have been
dislodged. Instead, it came apart at one of the collars, allowing the shaft to fall free while the poisoned
tip worked its way ever deeper into the wound.

The springbok did not die immediately, for the effect of the poisoned arrow was debilitating
rather than cataclysmic, and this meant that the men would have to track their doomed prey for most
of that day. During the first hours the springbok scarcely knew it was in trouble; it merely felt an



itching, but as the poison slowly took effect, strength ebbed and dizziness set in.

At dusk Gumsto predicted, 'Soon he goes down,' and he was right, for now the springbok could
scarcely function. Even when it saw the hunters approach, it was powerless to leap aside. It gasped,
staggered, and took refuge beside a tree, against which it leaned. Pitifully it called to its vanished
companions, then its knees began to crumble and all was confusion as the little men ran up with
stones.

The butchering was a meticulous affair, for Gumsto had to calculate exactly how much of the
poisoned meat to toss aside; not even the hyenas would eat that. The first concern of the hunters was
to save the blood; to them any liquid was precious. The liver and gizzard were ripped out and eaten on
the spot, but the chunks of meat were taboo until taken back to camp and ritually apportioned so that
every member of the clan could have a share.

Gumsto could not be proud of his accomplishment. Instead of bringing home a huge rhinoceros,
he had produced only a small springbok; his people were going to go hungry, but what was worse was
that at the tracking only he had foreseen which way the animals were going to move, and this was
ominous. Since the clan knew nothing of agriculture or husbandry, it lived only on such meat as their
poisoned arrows killed, and if those arrows were not used properly, their diet would be confined to
marginal foods: tubers, bulbs, melons, rodents, snakes and such grubs as the women might find. This
band had better develop a master-hunter quickly.

Normally, the son of a leader acquired his father's skills, but with Gao this had not happened, and
Gumsto suspected that the deficiency was his: I should not have allowed him to drift into peculiar
ways.

He remembered his son's behavior at their first big hunt together; when other lads were hacking
up the carcass, Gao was preoccupied with cutting off the tips of the horns, and Gumsto realized then
that there might be trouble ahead.

"You're collecting them to hold colors?' he asked.

"Yes. I need seven.'

'Gao, our clan has always had some man like you, showing us the spirits of the animals we seek.
Every band has, and we treasure the work they do. But this should come after you've learned to track
and kill, not before.'

Wherever the San people had traveled during the preceding two thousand years, they had left
behind on rocks and in caves a record of their passage: great leaping animals crossing the sky with
brave men pursuing them, and much of the good luck the San hunters had enjoyed stemmed from their
careful attention to the spirits of the animals.

But before prayers, before obeisance to the animal spirits, before anything else on earth, the band
must eat, and for a lad of sixteen to be delinquent in the skills of obtaining food was worrisome.

And then a shameful thought crept up on Gumsto: If Gao turns out to be a proficient hunter, he
will be entitled to Naoka. As long as he remains the way he is, I face no trouble from that quarter. That
exquisite woman was reserved for a real man, a master-hunter, and he himself was the only one
available.

So when the meager portions of meat were distributed, he asked his wife airily, 'Have you talked
with the widow Kusha about her daughter?'

"Why should I?' Kharu growled. 'Because Gao needs a wife.'

'Let him find one.' Kharu was the daughter of a famous hunter and took nonsense from no one.
"What's he to do?'

Kharu had had enough. Rushing at her husband, she shouted for all to hear, 'It's your job,
worthless! You haven't taught him to hunt. And no man can claim a wife till he's killed his antelope.'

Gumsto weighed carefully what to say next. He was not truly frightened of his tough old wife, but



he was attentive, and he was not sure how he ought to broach this delicate matter of moving Naoka
into his menage.

How beautiful she was! A tall girl, almost four feet nine, she was exquisite as she lay in the dust,
her white teeth showing against her lovely brown complexion. To see her flawless skin close to
Kharu's innumerable wrinkles was to witness a miracle, and it was impossible to believe that this
golden girl could ever become like that old crone. Naoka was precious, a resonant human being at the
apex of her attractiveness, with the voice of a whispering antelope and the litheness of a gazelle.
Desperately Gumsto wanted her.

'T was thinking of Naoka,' he said carefully.

'Fine girl,' Kharu said. 'Gao could marry her if he knew how to hunt.'

'T wasn't thinking of Gao.'

He was not allowed to finish his line of reasoning, for Kharu shouted across the narrow space,
'Naoka! Come here!'

Idly, and with the provocative lassitude of a young girl who knows herself to be desirable, Naoka
rolled from the hip on which she had been resting, adjusted her bracelets, looked to where Kharu
waited, rose slowly, and delicately brushed the dust from her body, taking special care with her
breasts, which glowed in the sun. Picking her way carefully, she stepped the few feet into Kharu's
quarters.

'Good wishes,' she said as if completing a journey of miles.

'Are you still grieving?' Kharu asked.

'No.' The girl spoke with lovely intonation, each word suggesting others that might have been
said. 'No, Kharu, dearest friend, I'm just living." And she squatted on her haunches, knees and thighs
tightly flexed, her bottom just off the ground.

"That's a poor life, Naoka dear. That's why I called.’

"'Why?' Her face was a placid mask of innocence.

'Because I want to help you find a husband.’

Disdainfully the girl waved her right arm, indicating the bleak settlement: 'And where do you
expect to find me a husband?'

'My son Gao needs a wife.'

'Has he spoken to Kusha? She has a baby daughter.’

'T wasn't really thinking of Kusha ... or her daughter.'

'No?' the girl asked softly, smiling at Gumsto in a way to make him dizzy.

'T've been thinking of you," Kharu said, adding quickly, 'Now if you married Gao . . .'

'Me?' the girl said in what seemed astonishment. Appealing to Gumsto, she added, 'I'd never be
the proper wife for Gao, would I?'

'And why not?' Kharu demanded, rising.

'Because I'm like you, Kharu,' the girl said quietly. "The daughter of a great hunter. And I was the
wife of a hunter, not quite as good as Gumsto.' She flashed a look of power at the little man, then
added, 'T could never marry Gao. A man who has not yet killed his eland.’

For this terrible dismissal she had chosen a freighted word: eland. The clan coexisted with the
antelope, finding in them their physical and spiritual needs. They divided the breed into some twenty
categories, each its own distinguished unit with its own terrain and individual habits. Any hunter
ignorant of the variations of the antelope was ignorant of life.

There were the elegant little klipspringers, not much larger than a big bird; the small impala with
black stripes marking their rumps; and the graceful springbok that could leap as if they had wings.
There were the duiker, red and short-horned, and a universe of middle-sized animals: steen-bok,
gemsbok, blesbok and bushbuck, each with a different type of horn, each with its distinctive coloring.



These prolific animals of the middle range the hunters stalked incessantly; they provided much
food. But there were four larger antelope that fascinated the little men, for one of these animals would
feed a clan: the bearded wildebeest that trampled the savanna in their millions; the lyre-horned nyala;
the huge kudu with its wildly twisting horns and white stripes; and rarest of all, the glorious sable with
its enormous back-curved horns, so enchanting that hunters sometimes stood transfixed when they
chanced to see one. Beast of beauty, animal of wonder, the sable appeared only rarely, as an
apparition, and men at their campfires would often recall where and when they had seen their first.
Not often was a sable killed, for the gods had given them perceptiveness beyond normal; they kept to
the darker groves and rarely appeared at exposed watering holes.

That left the animal which the hunters treasured above all others: the giant eland, taller than a
man, a remarkable beast with horns that twisted three or four times from forehead to tip, a tuft of
black hair between the horns, a massive dewlap, and a distinctive white stripe separating forequarters
from the bulk of the body. To the hunters this stately animal provided food to the body, courage to the
heart and meaning to the soul. An eland was walking proof that gods existed, for who else could have
contrived such a perfect animal? It gave structure to San life, for to catch it men had to be clever and
well organized. It served also as spiritual summary to a people lacking cathedrals and choirs; its
movements epitomized the universe and formed a measuring rod for human behavior. The eland was
not seen as a god, but rather as proof that gods existed, and when, after the hunt, the meat of its body
was apportioned, all who ate shared its quintessence, a belief in no way unusual; thousands of years
after the death of Gumsto, other religions would arise in which the ritual of eating of a god's body
would confer benediction.

So Naoka, faithful to the traditions of her people, could laugh at old Kharu and reject the idea of a
marriage with Gao: 'Let him prove himself. Let him kill his eland.'

It was now obvious to Kharu that unless she made it possible for her son Gao to qualify as a
hunter, and thus marry Naoka, that young woman was going to steal Gumsto, who showed himself
pathetically eager for the theft. It became advisable for the old woman to encourage hunts, but to do
this she must ensure an abundant supply of poison for the arrows. That had always been her
responsibility, and she was prepared to find a new supply now.

Like her husband, she was deeply worried about the safe continuance of her clan, and she saw that
to protect it she must instruct other women in the collecting of poisons, but none had demonstrated
any special skill. Clearly, Naoka was the one on whom the clan must depend in the future, and it was
Kharu's job to induct her, regardless of the fear in which she held her.

'Come,' she muttered one morning, 'we must replenish the poison." And the two women, so ill-
matched and so suspicious of each other, set forth upon their search.

They walked nearly half a day toward the north, two women alone on the savanna with always the
chance of encountering a lion or a rhinoceros, but driven by the necessity of finding that substance
which alone would enable the band to survive. So far they had found nothing.

"'What we're looking for is beetles,' old Kharu said as they searched the arid land, 'but only the
ones with two white dots.' In fact, they were not looking for adult beetles, only for their larvae, and
always of that special breed with the white specks and, Kharu claimed, an extra pair of legs.

It was impossible to explain how, over a period of more than ten thousand years, the women and
their ancestors had isolated this little creature which alone among beetles was capable of producing a
poison of remorseless virulence. How had such a discovery been made? No one remembered, it had
occurred so very long ago. But when men can neither read nor write, when they have nothing external
to distract their minds, they can spend their lives in minute observation, and if they have thousands of
years in which to accumulate folk wisdom, it can become in time wisdom of a very high order. Such
people discover plants which supply subtle drugs, and ores which yield metals, and signs in the sky



directing the planting of crops, and laws governing the tides. Gumsto's San people had had time to
study the larvae of a thousand different insects, finding at last the only one that produced a deadly
poison. Old Kharu was the repository of this ancient lore, and now she was initiating young Naoka.

"There he is!" she cried, delighted at having tracked down her prey, and with Naoka at her side,
watching attentively, she lay prone, her face a few inches from earth: 'Always look for the tiny marks
he leaves. They point to his hiding place below." And with her grubbing stick she dug out the harmless
larva. Later, when it had been dried in the sun, pulverized and mixed with gummy substances obtained
from shrubs, it would convert into one of the most venomous toxins mankind would discover, slow-
acting but inevitably fatal.

'Now my son can kill his eland,' Kharu said, but Naoka smiled.

Only two tasks remained before the imperiled clan was free to embark upon its heroic journey:
Gumsto must lead his men to kill a ritual eland to ensure survival; and his wife must seek out the
ostriches. Gumsto attacked his problem first.

On the night before the hunt began, he sat by the fire and told his men, 'I have sometimes
followed an eland for three days, hit him with my arrow, then tracked him for two more. And when I
stood over his fallen body, beautiful and slain, tears sprang from my eyes, even though I had tasted no
water for three days.'

The effect of this statement was ruined when Kharu growled, "We're not interested in what you
did. What are you going to do this time? To help your son kill his eland?' Gumsto, staring lasciviously
at Naoka, ignored the question, and was profoundly excited when the girl winked at him, but on the
hunt his desire to find an inheritor of his skills drove him to work with Gao as never before.

'In tracking, you notice everything, Gao. This touch here means that the animal leans slightly to
the right.'

'Is it an eland?’

'No, but it is a large antelope. If we came upon it, we'd be satisfied.’

'But in your heart,’ Gao said, 'you would want it to be an eland?'

Gumsto did not reply, and on the fifth day he spotted an eland spoor, and the great chase was on.
Avidly he and his men trailed a herd of some two dozen animals, and at last they spotted them.
Gumsto explained to his son which of the animals was the most likely target, and with caution they
moved in.

The delicate arrows flew. Gumsto's struck. The eland rubbed itself against a tree, and the poison
collected by Kharu and Naoka began to exert its subtle effect. One day, two days, then a moonless
night settled over the savanna and in darkness the great beast made a last effort to escape, pushing its
anguished legs up a small hill, slowly, slowly, with the little men always following, never rushing
their attack, for they were confident.

At dawn the eland swayed from side to side, no longer in control of its movements. The fine
horns were powerless; the head lowered; and a violent sickness attacked its innards. He coughed to
clear himself of this undefined pain, then tried to gallop off.

The animal stumbled, recovered, and got to the top of a sandy rise, turning there to face his
pursuers. When he saw Gumsto charging at him with a club, he leaped forward to repel this challenge,
but all parts of his body failed at once, and he fell in a heap. But still he endeavored to protect himself,
lashing out with his hooves.

And so he lay, fighting with phantoms and with the shadows of little men, defending himself
until the last moment when rocks began smashing down upon his face and he rolled in the dust.

With intense passion Gumsto wished to utter some cry that would express his religious joy in
slaying this noble beast, but his throat was parched and he could do nothing but reach down and touch
the fallen eland. As he did so he saw that Gao had tears for the death of this creature, and with a wild



leap he caught his son's hands and danced with him beside the eland.

"You were the good hunter today!" Gumsto shouted, inviting the other men to join, and they did,
in celebration of the eland and Gao's honest participation. As they danced, one man who stood aside
began a song of praise for this eland who had defended himself so gallantly:

'Head down, dewlap astray, dark eyes bleeding, Sun on the rise, night forgotten and the glades . . .

He stands, he stands. Hot sand at the hooves, dark pain in the side, Sun at the peak, morning
forgotten and the lakes . . .

He stands, he stands.

Dark head, white line along the flanks, sharp horns, Soul of a dying world, eyes that pierce my
soul ...

He falls, he falls. And I am left with the falling of the sun.'

While the other women dried strips of eland to take on the perilous journey, Kharu attended to
the ostriches, and with Naoka at her side to learn this element of survival, she walked far south to
where the huge birds sometimes nested. She was not concerned with the birds themselves, for they
were barely edible; what she sought were their eggs, especially old ones that had not hatched and were
dried in the sun.

When they had collected a score, their contents long since evaporated, they wrapped them
carefully in the cassocks they wore, slung them over their shoulders, and returned to camp, where the
men were much relieved to see their success.

"'We're almost ready to leave," Kharu said, as if she had satisfied herself with omens, but before
the clan dare move, she and Naoka must attend to the eggs. They carried them to the edge of the
brackish water, and there, with a sharp stone awl, she made a neat hole in the end of each egg. Then
Naoka submerged it in the lake, allowing it to fill. When all the eggs contained water, however poor,
Kharu studied them for leakage and instructed Naoka in plugging the holes with wads of twisted grass:
"These will keep the clan alive through two risings of the new moon.’

When the time came to assemble the travelers, Gao was missing, and a young hunter said, 'He's
up there.'

High on the rear face of the hill, in a kind of cave, they found Gao standing by a fire. About his
hips hung a rhinoceros-skin belt, from which dangled seven antelope tips containing his colors. On a
sloping rock he had engraved with a series of puncturing dots his evocation of the dark rhinoceros
which had escaped because of his carelessness. With purity of line he boldly indicated the head with
one sweep from mouth to horn, using another unbroken line to show the huge bulk of the animal, horn
to tail. It was in the representation of the hindquarters, however, that he was most effective, for with
one swift stroke he indicated both the form of the ham and its motion in running. The front legs,
thundering across the veld, he again indicated in one sweep of line, and the colors he used to show the
animal in its swift movement through the grass vibrated against the heavy color of the rock.

Run through the grass, dark beast! Gallop over the unconquered savanna, horns high! For a
thousand years and then ten thousand run free, head level with the earth, feet pumping power, line and
color in perfect harmony. Even Gumsto, looking at the completed animal, had to admit that his son
had transmuted the moment of defeat when the rhinoceros broke free into a glowing record of what
had otherwise been a disappointing day, and he was personally proud when a singer chanted:

'Earth trembling, sky thundering, heart catapulting, He breaks free, earth thundering, And my joy
gallops with him . . .’

But he controlled his enthusiasm by warning his son, "You caught him with your paints. Now you
must catch him with your arrows.’

Why did the San, these Bushmenas they would be called latertake so much trouble to depict the
animals they killed for food? Was it to release the soul of the beast so that it might breed again? Or



was it expiation of the guilt of killing? Or an evocation of animal-as-god? It is impossible to say; all
we know is that in thousands of spots throughout southern Africa these hunters did paint their animals
with a love that would never be exceeded. Anyone who saw Gao's rhinoceros would feel his heart skip
with pleasure, for this was an animal that throbbed with life. It represented one of the purest
expressions of art that man would achieve, and it came in the waking hours of human civilization. It
was a product of man at his most unsullied, when artistic expression of the highest order was as
natural and as necessary as hunting.

But Gumsto's theory on the matter must also be taken seriously. He asked each of his hunters to
stand by the fire and look at the rhino over the left shoulder: 'It's bound to bring us good luck." He
knew that art contained a much-needed talismanic power.

In the 1980s experts from other continents would hear of this rhinoceros and come to stand in
awe at the competence of the artist who had created it. One critic, familiar with Lascaux and Altamira,
would say in his report:

This splendid rhinoceros, painted by some unknown Bushman, is as fine a work of art as anything
being done in the world today. Fortunately, someone built a fire in the cave, so we can carbon-date it
to 13,000 b.p.e. (Before the Present Era), which makes us wonder at the excellent technical quality of
the pigments, which seem much better than the ones we use today. But the excellence of this work lies
in the power with which the animal is depicted. He is real. He flees real hunters whom we do not see.
His head is held high in the joy of victory. But there is more. This is an evocation of all animals as
seen by a man who loved them, and with this wild and joyous rhinoceros we gallop into worlds we
might otherwise not have known.

Since the San could never know when they might kill another animal, when they did get one they
gorged outrageouslyeat, sleep, eat, fall in a stupor, eat some moreafter which an amazing
transformation occurred: the deep wrinkles that marred their bodies began to disappear; their skins
became soft and rounded once more; and even old women of thirty-two like Kharu filled out and
became beautiful, as they had been years before. Gumsto, seeing her thus, thought: She's beautiful the
way I remember her. But then he saw Naoka lying insolently in the sun and he had thoughts that were
more pertinent: But Naoka's going to look beautiful tomorrow, too.

After the eland was consumed, Gumsto said, 'In the morning we start,' and all that night he stood
beside the lake that had comforted his people. He watched the animals come and go and was pleased
when the zebra and the antelope stayed close together, each to its own clan, all members obedient to
one general discipline which enabled them to survive attacks by the prowling lions.

At dawn, as if to send the travelers on their way, a host of pink flamingos rose from the far end of
the lake and flew in drifting arcs across the sky, turning at the other end and doubling back in lovely
involuted curves. Back and forth they flew some twenty times, like the shuttle in a loom weaving a
cloth of pink and gold. Often they dipped low as if about to land, only to sweep suddenly upward to
form gracious designs in their tapestry, the bright pink circles on their wings spilling through the air
in vivid color, their long red legs trailing aft, their white necks extended fore.

As Gumsto watched them, they circled for the last time, then headed north. They, too, were
abandoning this lake.

When the file formed up, twenty-five persons one behind the other, Gumsto was not in the lead.
That spot was taken by old Kharu, who carried a digging stick and about her shoulders a skin garment
in whose flowing cape she had wrapped four ostrich eggs filled with water. Each of the other women
carried the same supply, with little girls caring for only two.

She was in command because the clan was heading due west for five days to a spot where, two
years before, Kharu had buried an emergency nest of nine eggs against the day when stragglers
reached there exhausted. Since they were leaving this area, she wanted to recover those eggs and take



them with her.

As they moved into land where few lakes or springs existed, she became the spiritual leader, for
she knew the curious places where dew-water might be hiding. Or striding along earth so parched that
water might never have existed there, she would spy a tendril so brown and withered that it must be
dead, but when with her digging stick she traced it far underground', she would find attached to the
vine a globular-root which, when dragged to the surface and compressed, yielded good water.

She enforced one inviolable rule: 'Do not use the ostrich eggs.' She was in charge of the water,
and would allow no one to touch it. 'Dig for the roots. Drink them." The ostrich eggs must be reserved
for those frightening days when there were no roots.

Gumsto's clan did not inhabit this vast area alone. There were other San tribes hidden away in the
savanna, and often they would meet as their journeys crisscrossed, and sometimes a woman from one
clan would leave to marry a hunter from another, or children whose parents had died would be adopted
from group to group. And in these chance meetings Gumsto's people would hear of other bands less
fortunate: "They went into the desert without enough water and were seen no more.'

It was Kharu's responsibility to see that this did not happen to her people, and often as they
walked she would pass many trees without stopping, then notice one with a slightly different look, and
when she went to that tree she would find trapped in the fork where branch met trunk a cache of sweet
water.

Best of all, she would sometimes walk ahead for two or three days, her ostrich eggs bouncing
behind, convinced that water lay hidden somewhere her eyes sweeping from one horizon to the other.
Then, stopping for the others to catch up with her, and in obedience to some signal they could not
detect, she would indicate with her digging stick that all must head in this direction, and when they
attained a slight rise they would see a far bank covered with vines bearing tsama melons, speckled,
smaller than a man's head and filled with loose pulp from which extraordinary amounts of water could
be extracted.

A tsama melon, Gumsto decided, was among the most beautiful objects in the world, almost as
lovely as Naoka. He had been watching the girl, and was impressed by the manner in which she
listened to Kharu's instructions in the rules for survival; at the end of this journey the girl was going to
be competent to lead her own band across deserts, and Gumsto intended sharing that leadership with
her.

'T am still thinking about Naoka,' he told Kharu one night.

'T think about her, too," the old woman said.

"You do?'

'She will soon be ready to lead this clan. But she must have a husband, a young one, and if we
can't find her one, we should give her to some other clan, for she is going to be a strong woman.'

Gumsto was about to say that he had seen enough of strong women, but Kharu interrupted: "There
are the thorn bushes!" and when she ran to them and uncovered the nine hidden ostrich eggs, she found
the water still sweet. Sighing with gratitude, she said, 'Now we can enter the desert.'

Gumsto spent that night beset by two nagging problems: he could not understand how old Kharu
could frustrate every plan he devised for taking Naoka to be his extra wife; and he could not cease
staring hungrily at that beautiful girl. It was tantalizing to see her, smooth-skinned and lovely in the
moonlight, with dust upon her long legs, lying so near to him and yet untouchable.

But as the long night passed, he had to admit that on one basic fact, Kharu was right. If she could
instruct Naoka, a girl she disliked, in the principles of survival, he was obligated to speed his son's
induction into manhood, and if in so doing, he qualified Gao to marry Naoka, that was a small price to
pay for the safety of the clan. So he began investigating the terrain, looking for locations where eland
might be grazing.



It was he who now walked at the head of the file, for the clan was penetrating land they had not
touched before, and quick decisions were often necessary. They were a curious lot as they walked
bravely into the arid lands, with four peculiarities that would astonish all who came in contact with
them later.

Their hair did not grow like that of other people; it appeared in little twisted tufts, separated one
from the other by considerable space of empty scalp.

The women had buttocks of enormous size, some projecting so far backward that they could be
used by babies to ride upon. Steatopygia this phenomenon would be called (suet buttocks), and it was
so pronounced that alien observers frequently doubted the evidence of their own eyes.

Their language was unique, for in addition to the hundred or so distinctive sounds from which the
world's languages were constructedthe ich of German for example, or the n of Spanish, the San added
five unique click sounds formed with lip, tongue and palate. One click sounded like a noisy kiss, one
like a signal to a horse, one a clearing of the throat. Thus Gumsto used the normal complement of
consonants and vowels, plus the five clicks, making his speech an explosive chatter unrivaled in the
world.

The male penis was perpetually in a state of erection. When the first observers reported this to an
incredulous world, explorers rushed to confirm the miraculous condition, and one French scientist
said, 'They are always at the ready, like a well-trained unit of infantry.'

When they were far into the desert, their search for food became so imperative that they could
not make much forward progress, but even so, their drift toward the west and south was irreversible,
and as the moons changed they passed deeper and deeper into the desert. It was not an endless sweep
of white sand, such as the desert of northern Africa would become in historic periods; it was a rolling,
brutal mix of isolated rock sentinels, thorn bush clinging to the red sun-bleached surface, little
animals scurrying about at night, larger antelope and their predators moving by day in ceaseless
search for water, but never seen. To venture forth upon this cruel expanse of blazing noontimes and
bitterly cold nights even if one had adequate food and water would be daring; to try to cross it as these
Bushmen were doing was heroic.

One afternoon Kharu, always casting about with hungry eyes, leaped in the air like a gazelle,
shouted 'Ooooooo000!" and sped across the desert like an antelope with torn and dirty coat. She had
spied a tortoise, and when she captured it, with the band cheering, she looked up in wrinkled triumph,
her tiny hands holding the delicacy above her head. A fire was quickly started from the rapid friction
of two sticks, and when the coals were hottest the tortoise was pitched upon them, upside down, and
there it sizzled, sending its precious aroma through the clan.

The steam popped its shell apart, and when it cooled Kharu apportioned its meat and juices, not
much more than a smear to each of the twenty-five, and an extra dab to Kusha, who was pregnant, and
although the amount each received was scarcely enough to chew, it had a wondrous effect, for it
reminded the small people of what food was like. It could not possibly have satiated anyone, but it
sustained everyone.

The problem of water was equally acute, for in the desert none was found in the tree forks, and
often there were no trees. Tsama melons, which could survive almost anywhere, were sparse and
shriveled in this terrain. The wanderers had been forced to draw upon the ostrich eggs until there were
only nine left, but Kharu knew from past adventures that this water must be kept for the last extremity,
and they were far from that. With her stick she dug for roots that might contain a tiny bit of liquid and
allowed her people to chew on these until their mouths were wet. She sought any shrub that might
have trapped an accumulation of dew, and always she looked for indications that some deep-hidden
trickle was moving beneath the rocky sand.

When she located such a spot she dug as deeply as she could with her hands, then pushed a long



reed beneath the surface. If she guessed right, she could painfully suck out small amounts of water,
drop by drop, and take them into her mouth but not drink them. Along another reed, which she held in
the corner of her lips, she let the water trickle down into an ostrich egg, from which her threatened
companions would later drink.

When two days passed with no water at all, it was obvious that she must begin to draw upon the
nine eggs, and in accordance with ancient tradition she drew first upon the seven carried by others,
reserving hers for what were called 'the dying days.' Each noon, when the sun was hottest, she moved
among her people, encouraging them: "We will find water soon,' and she would refuse them a ration,
but in the late afternoon, when they had survived the worst, she would order an egg to be passed, not to
drink, but for a wetting of the lips, and as the water diminished a mysterious phenomenon overtook
the women who carried the eggs. As long as the eggs were full and heavy they constituted a burden
pulling down on the women's shoulders; but even with this weight, they moved with light steps,
knowing that they carried the safety of all; but when the water was drunk, making the eggs no longer a
burden, the women walked painfully, their shoulders hungry for the lost weight, their minds always
brooding upon their inability to be of further service because of their empty shells.

Kharu, feeling the consoling heaviness of her eggs, knew that as long as she could retain them,
the clan could live, but the afternoon came when she, too, had to broach one of them, the next to last,
and when the journey resumed she could detect the difference in weight, and the terror began.

As the senior woman she had another obligation not to be avoided: it came when Kusha went into
labor, forcing the band to halt in a barren stretch of sand. It was the custom for pregnant women about
to deliver to move apart from the others, seeking some gully or tree-protected glade, and here,
unaided, to bring forth the newborn, and Kusha did this, but after a while she summoned Kharu, and
the withered old woman went behind the hillock to find that Kusha had delivered twins, a boy and a
girl.

She knew instantly what she must do. Placing the tiny female at Kusha's breast, she took the male
aside and with her digging stick prepared a shallow grave. With gentleness she placed the boy in it,
and hardened her heart when he began to cry. Quickly she smothered the babe by throwing down earth
to refill the hole, for although children were needed to keep the clan vital, twins were omens of bad
luck, and when a choice as painful as this became obligatory, it was always the male that was
sacrificed. Even one extra infant, during a desert crossing, would consume water that might prove
critical.

Kharu, having discharged her obligations, now demanded that Gumsto fulfill his: "We must take
even the boldest steps to secure water and meat. And you must allow Gao to do the killing, for he
cannot lead this clan without a wife.'

Gumsto nodded. He had used every stratagem to delay this moment, but now he was satisfied that
his son must ready himself for command: 'It's difficult to think of him leading the hunters. Or Naoka
gathering beetles.'

Kharu smiled at him. "You're an old man now. It's time you gave up your foolish dreams.' She
moved close to him and took his hand. "We never suffered in this clan when you were leader. Now
teach Gao to be like you.'

He took his son aside and said grimly, "We are close to perishing unless we have the courage to
take daring steps. Those hills to the west, I'm sure they hold eland and water. But they also hold lions.
Are you ready?' When Gao nodded, Gumsto led the file west, with everyone surviving precariously on
sips of water from Kharu's final egg.

As they headed for the ridge of hills they were kept under observation: far in the blazing sky,
wheeling endlessly to mark anything that moved across the desert, a flight of vultures watched the tiny
band impassively. That these forlorn stragglers would accomplish their salvation seemed most



improbable, and the vultures waited, patterning the sky with impatience. Hyenas stirred in various
parts of the desert, for if the vultures remained aloft, some living thing must be about to perish, and
the scavengers moved close, certain that some older person would soon fall behind.

This time they were cheated by old Kharu, her wrinkles so deep that not even dust could
penetrate. It was she who apportioned the last water from her final egg and who then strode ahead,
determined to keep her people moving forward, and it was she, not her husband, who first saw the
eland exactly where he had predicted.

It was a frustrating hunt. Near death from thirst and hunger, the little band watched impotently as
the eland moved majestically out of one trap after another; the combined skills of Gumsto and his son
were neutralized by the cleverness of the animals. On the second night the fatigued men heard an
ominous roaring, and for a long time no one spoke, but finally Gao, who understood animals, uttered
the fateful words: "We must use the lions.'

This strategy was usually avoided, for it entailed so much danger that none of the hunters wished
to employ it, but old Kharu, who was watching her clan disintegrate, desperately wanted to encourage
the men. She knew that in matters of hunting, decisions must always be left to them; nevertheless,
when no one supported her son, she broke ancient tradition by thrusting herself into the midst of the
hunters and saying firmly, 'Gao is right. We shall die if we don't use the lions.'

Gumsto looked at his weather-beaten old woman with pride, knowing the courage required for
her to intrude upon this meeting. "Tomorrow we will use the lions," he said.

This tactic, used only in extremity, would require the united effort of all, even the children, and
the probability was great that one or several would lose their lives, but when the continuance of the
band was at stake, there was no alternative.

"We go,’ Gumsto said quietly, and his little people spread themselves into a half-moon, creeping
toward the eland. Gao left the group to ascertain exactly where the lions dozed, and when he signaled
their position, Gumsto and another hunter started to move noisily, so that the eland would hear them
and edge away. As planned, the big animals did see them, did become nervous, and did run off,
directly into the claws of the tawny beasts. A female lion grasped the throat of the biggest eland, bit
into its neck, and brought it down.

Now came the time for audacity and precise execution. Gumsto and Gao kept their people in
hiding, each person quietly grasping clubs and rocks for the heroic moment. They watched the lions
feeding, and the lips of even the bravest grew dry; the hearts of the women beat faster in
contemplation of what they must now do; and children who had never previously participated in a hunt
knew that they must succeed or perish.

'Now!" Gumsto cried, and with a sudden rush, everyone surged forward, shouting madly,
brandishing clubs and hurling rocks to drive the lions from their kill.

It was a most perilous maneuver, for the lions could easily have slain any one or two or three of
the San, but to have so many rushing at them and with so much confusion bewildered the beasts, and
they started to mill about. It was at this point that Gumsto sprang directly at the principal lions,
beating them about the face with his club.

He had volunteered for this suicidal mission because the continuance of his band was more
important than the continuance of his life, but at the moment when all hung in the balanceone man
against the lionshe was saved by the sudden appearance of Gao at his side, roaring and thrashing, and
forcing the snarling lions to withdraw.

But when the eland was taken by the San, with a dozen hyenas chuckling in anticipation, it was
neither Gumsto nor Gao who assumed charge, but Kharu, rummaging with bloody hands through the
exposed entrails until she found the most precious portion of the carcass, the rumen, that preliminary
stomach of all animals called ruminants. When she felt how heavy it was, her old face broke into



smiles, for it was here that the dead eland had collected grass for later digestion, and with it a large
amount of water to make the grass soft.

Ripping open the rumen, Kharu squeezed the grassy accumulation, expelling enough liquid to fill
her eggs, and in a peculiar way this liquid was better than water, for it was astringent, and bitter, and
cleansing, and when she doled out a few drops to all, their thirst was assuaged. On this miraculous
fluid the band would survive.

At the end of their joyous feasting, the exhausted gluttons lay about the carcass in stupor, their
bellies extended; when they revived, Kharu made her speech: 'Since Gao found the eland, and since he
drove away the lions, let us proclaim him a hunter and award him a wife. Naoka, step forward.'

One man, a considerable hunter himself, protested justifiably that since Gao had not actually
slain the eland, he did not qualify, and there was consternation. But Kharu nudged her husband
forcefully, and Gumsto stepped forward. Taking his son by the hand, he stood before the clan and said
proudly, 'A lion is just as important as an eland. And this boy drove away four lions that were about to
kill me. He is a hunter." And with emotions that almost tore him apart, he passed his son's hand into
that of Naoka.

'Ah-wee!" Kharu cried, leaping into the air. "We shall dance.' And when the calabash sounded, and
hands beat out the rhythm, the little people swirled in joy, celebrating their victory over the lions and
the satisfying news that soon Naoka and Gao would have children to perpetuate the clan. Round and
round they went, shouting old words and stomping to raise a sanctifying dust. All night they danced,
dropping at times from exhaustion, but even from their fallen positions they continued to shout
oracular words. Other antelope would be caught; other wells would be found for replenishing the eggs;
children would grow to manhood; and their wandering would never cease. They were hunter-gatherers,
the people with no home, no fixed responsibilities except the conservation of food and water against
the day of peril, and when the allotted moons had come and gone, the dancers would go, too, and
others would cross these barren wastes and dance their dances through the long nights.

Gumsto, watching the celebrants, thought: Kharu was right, as usual. The young to the young.
The old to the old. Everything has its rules. And when he saw his wife dancing vigorously with the
women, he leaped up and joined the men. Kharu, watching him, noticed that he limped slightly, but
she said nothing.

The festivities had to be brief, for the clan must move on to safer areas, but in the moving, Kharu
saw something else that disturbed her: Gumsto was beginning to lag, surrendering his accustomed
position in the van to Gao, and when this had occurred several times, she spoke to him.

'Are you grieving over Naoka? You know she merited a younger husband.'

'Tt's my leg.'

'What?' The simplicity of her question hid the terror she felt, for a damaged leg was about the
worst thing that could happen on a journey. 'When we charged the lions . . .’

"They clawed you?'

"Yes.'

'Oh, Gumsto!" she wailed. 'And I sent you on that mission.'

"You came, too. The lions could have got you.' He sat on a rock while Kharu explored the sore,
and from the manner in which he winced when she touched certain nerves she knew that it was in sad
condition. 'In two days we'll look again,’ she said, but when he walked with a sideways limp, dragging
his left leg, she knew that neither two days nor twenty would heal his hurt. And she noticed that aloft
three vultures followed him with the same relentless attention he had exercised when tracking a
wounded antelope.

Whenever the clan moved onward, she stayed close to him, and once when the pain surged with
great force and he bit his lip to prevent tears from showing, she led him to a resting spot, and there



they remembered the days when he had taken his eland to her father, that great hunter, and asked for
Kharu in marriage.

"You were seven,' Gumsto said, 'and already you knew all things.'

'My mother mastered the desert.'

"You were a good child.'

'l was proud of you. Taller, stronger than the husbands of the other girls.'

'Kharu, they were good days, in those lands around the lake.'

'But the water grew stale. The water always grows stale.’

"The rhinoceros, the herds of wildebeest, the zebras." He recounted his triumphs from the days
when his band ate well.

"You were as knowing as my father,' she conceded. Then she helped him rejoin the band as it
moved south, and when it became apparent that he could never again lead the hunt, she told Gao, 'Now
you must find the meat.'

Gumsto's accident produced an unforeseen result that both pleased and perplexed him. When the
band halted eight days, both to replenish their ostrich eggs and give him time to recover, Gao quickly
left the camp to find a large slab of smooth stone, on which he worked with furious energy during all
daylight hours. From his resting place Gumsto could see his son, and guessed that he was creating a
memorial to some important animal, but later, when Kharu helped him to the rock, he was unprepared
for the wonder that was revealed.

Across a broad expanse Gao had formed not one eland but thirty-three, each as well composed as
any he had previously drawn, but done with such fury that they exploded across their stony savanna.
They leaped and quivered and exulted and rushed at unseen targets, a medley of horn and hoof that
would astonish the world when it was discovered.

But there was a deficiency, and Gumsto noticed it immediately: "You haven't colored them
carefully.'

He was right. Gao had worked so feverishly to record this epic before his band moved on, that in
the end he had simply splashed colors here and there, attempting to finish some of the creatures,
satisfied with merely indicating the hue of others. The result was a confusion of movement and color,
though it did give the massive composition a curious balance and a sense of real eland chasing across
the timeless rock.

But why had the boy been so careless? Time was pressing, but he could have pleaded for two
extra days. Pigments were also precious, and perhaps he realized he might not have enough to show
each of the thirty-three properly, but he could have enlisted some hunter to help him find more.

There were a dozen other reasonable explanations for the wild coloring, but none approached the
truth: Gao had created the eland in this arbitrary manner because at the height of his powers, when his
senses were ablaze, he had experienced a revelation which showed that it was not the faithful laying
down of color within the confines of his composition that would best indicate the reality of an eland,
but a wild splashing that would catch the spirit of the sacred animals. It was an accident, the kind of
accident that inspired artists contrive, and Gao could not explain it to his father.

Gumsto did not like the carelessness, not at all, for he deemed it an insolence to the eland, whose
colors should be thus and so, as all men knew, but as he was about to complain he saw in the lower
right-hand corner of the mural his son's depiction of a San hunter, a man awed by the eland but facing
them with his frail arrow, and he saw that this little fellow was himself. This was a summary of his
life, the recollection of all the eland he had slain to assure his people survival and meaning, and he
was silent.

Three times he asked his son to carry him back so that he might study it, and live again with the
animals that had meant so much, and whenever he saw himself so small at the lower corner he felt that



Gao was right. This was the manner of life, that a man live forever with the major concerns, not with
the grubs hiding under the bark of the thorn tree. To be on the savanna with a tiny arrow tip, and it the
difference between death and life, and to throw oneself among the mightiest of the antelope, not the
klipspringer and the duiker, and to fight them as they came, that was the nature of man and it was his
son who had shown him this truth.

When the others realized that Gumsto's days were almost finished, for he was now forty-five, a
very old age for these people, they knew that the day was approaching when they could wait for him
no longer, and one afternoon they watched indulgently as he crawled from his area into the one
occupied by Gao and Naoka, where the young bride lolled in the sand. 'l wanted you for my wife," he
told her. She smiled. 'We could have . . .’

'It's better this way,' she said without moving. 'Gao is young and you're an old man now.'

'No more hunting," he said.

'How good that your son learned.'

'Indeed,' the old man agreed. He had an infinity of things he wished to say to this splendid girl
with the unwrinkled face, but she seemed uninterested, yet when he started to crawl back to his own
area she smiled at him in her ravishing way and said, 'I would have liked you for my husband,
Gumsto. You were a man.' She sighed. 'But my father was a man, too, and one day Gao will be as great
a hunter as either of you.' She sighed again. 'It's always for the best.’

Everyone in the tribe knew that the decision had to be made. Gumsto lagged so constantly that he
was becoming an impediment, and this could not be tolerated. For two more days old Kharu served as
his crutch, allowing him to lean upon her while she leaned on her digging stick, two old people
striving to keep up, and on the third day, when it seemed that he must be left behind, Kharu was
surprised to find Naoka coming back to urge Gumsto along.

'Let him lean on me,’ the girl said as she assumed the greater burden, and in the heat of the day,
when Kharu herself began to falter, Naoka alone carried him along. At dusk, when the others were
well ahead, Gumsto told his two women, 'This is the last night." Naoka nodded and left the old couple
by a thorn tree.

In the morning Kharu overtook the others, asking for a filled ostrich egg and a bone with some
meat on it. These were provided by Gao, but it was Naoka who carried them back to where Gumsto sat
propped against the thorn. "We bring you farewell,' the girl said, and it was from her smooth hands that
he took his final supplies.

"We must leave now," Kharu said, and if she was crying, Gumsto could not detect it, for her tears
fell into such deep wrinkles that they quickly became invisible. Gumsto leaned back exhausted, able to
show no interest in the meat or the water, and after a while Naoka knelt down, touched him on the
forehead, and departed.

"You must catch up,’ Gumsto warned the woman he had tended since the age of seven.

Kharu rested upon her digging stick, reflected for a moment on the days they had spent together,
then pushed the bone nearer to him and strode off.

For just a moment Gumsto looked up at the gathering vultures, but then his eyes lowered to
follow the disappearing file, and as he watched it move toward better land he felt content. Gao was a
hunter. Naoka was learning where the beetles hid, and the luscious tubers. With Kharu to guide them
for a while, they would do well. The clan was twenty-five again, the right number: he was gone, but
Kusha's baby restored the balance. The clan had survived bad days, and now as it disappeared he
wished it well. His last thoughts, before the predators moved in, were of that zebra: He had insisted on
moving away from his clan, and the lions had got him.

Kharu, walking with determination, soon passed Naoka, then overtook the main portion of the
file, and assumed at last her place in the lead. There, with her stick to aid her, she led her band not due



west, as it had been heading recently, but more to the southwest, as if she knew by some immortal
instinct that there lay the Capewith its endless supply of good water and wandering animals and wild
vines that produced succulent things that could be gathered.

IN the year 1453 after Christ, the effective history of South Africa began by actions occurring at
a most unlikely spot. At Cape St. Vincent, on the extreme southwestern tip of Europe, a monkish
prince of Portugal in his fifty-ninth year sat in his monastery on the bleak promontory of Sagres and
contemplated the tragedy that had overtaken his world. He would be known to history as Prince Henry
the Navigator, which was preposterous in that he had never mastered navigation nor sailed in one of
his ships with an explorer who had.

His genius was vision. At a time when his narrow world was circumscribed by fear and
ignorance, those handmaidens of despair, he looked far beyond the confines of Europe, imagining
worlds that awaited his discovery, and although he had studied carefully the reports of Marco Polo and
knew that civilizations existed in the far Orient, he was convinced that until white men from Europe,
baptized into Christianity, had stepped upon a piece of land, it remained for all reasonable purposes
undiscovered, heathen and condemned.

His target was Africa. Twice he had visited this dark and brooding continent which lay so close to
Portugal, once in grand victory at Ceuta when he was twenty-one, once in shameful defeat at Tangier
when he was forty-three, and it fascinated him. From much study he had deduced that his ships, each
flying a flag blazoned with the red cross of Jesus Christ, could sail southward along the western coast
of Africa, turn a corner at the southern tip and sail up the eastern coast to the riches of India, China
and mysterious Japan. Obstinately he had pursued this goal for forty years and would continue until
his death seven years hence, but he would fail.

His defeat was Africa. No matter how forcefully he goaded his captains, they never accomplished
much. They did rediscover the Madeira Islands in 1418, but it took sixteen more years before they
passed a cape jutting out from the Sahara. They did round Cape Blanco in 1443, and one of Henry's
ships had ventured a little farther south, but there the matter rested. The great hump of Africa was not
yet rounded, and by the time Henry would die in 1460 very little would be completed; the notable
voyages of Bartholomeu Dias and Vasco da Gama would not be made till long after the Navigator was
gone.

His triumph was Africa. For although he was permitted by God to witness none of the success of
which he dreamed, it was his dreams that sent the caravels south, and if he never saw a shred of
merchandise from India or China coming home in his ships, he did fix Africa in the Renaissance mind,
and he did spur its exploration and its conversion to Christianity. It was this latter goal that was of
major importance, for he lived a monastic life, eschewing the grandeurs of the court and the intrigues
which might have made him king, satisfied in his servitude to God. Of course, as a youth he had
fathered an illegitimate daughter and later he did rampage as a soldier, but the main burden of his life
was the Christianizing of Africa, and that was why the year 1453 brought him such grief.

The Muslims, those dreadful and perpetual enemies of Christ, had swarmed into Constantinople,
lugging their ships across land to break the defenses, and this outpost, which had long protected
Christianity from the infidel, had fallen. Since all Europe could now be invaded by the followers of
Muhammad, it was more urgent than ever that a way be found around Africa to circumvent the
menace, and it was this problem which preoccupied Henry as he studied his maps and laid his plans
for new explorations.

What did he know of Africa? He had assembled most of the material available at that time, plus
the rumors and the excited speculations of sea captains and travelers. He knew that millennia ago the
Egyptians had ventured down the east coast for great distances, and he had talked with sailors who had
touched Arab ports in that region. He had often read that amazing statement in Herodotus about a



supposed ship which had set south from the Red Sea with the sun rising on its left and had sailed so far
that one day the sun rose on its right; this ship had presumably circumnavigated the entire continent,
but Herodotus added that he did not believe the story. Most enchanting were the repeated passages in
the Old Testament referring to the immense stores of gold that Ophir, somewhere in Africa, provided:

. . . and they went with the servants of Solomon to Ophir, and took thence four hundred and fifty
talents of gold, and brought them to King Solomon.

Kings' daughters were among thy honourable women: upon thy right hand did stand the queen in
gold of Ophir.

I will make a man more precious than fine gold; even a man than the golden wedge of Ophir.

The happy phrase, 'the golden wedge of Ophir,' sang in Henry's mind, urging him to visualize the
vast mines from which the Queen of Sheba had brought her gifts to Solomon. But there were other
verses that haunted him: King Solomon built a navy at Ezion-geber; his ships conducted voyages
lasting three years, returning home with cargoes of gold and silver, ivory and apes and peacocks; and
once King Jehoshaphat assembled a vast fleet to bring back the gold of Ophir 'but they went not; for
the ships were broken at Ezion-geber.'

It was all so factualthe fleets, the voyages, the gold. 'And where was this Ezion-geber?' Prince
Henry asked his sages. 'It was the city we know as Elath,' they replied, 'lying at a northern tip of the
Red Sea." When Henry consulted his maps it was clear that the Biblical ships must have gone south to
Africa; there was no way by which they could have entered the Mediterranean. So somewhere along
the east coast of Africa lay this golden wedge of Ophir, immeasurably rich and doubtless steeped in
heathenism. To salvage it became a Christian duty.

And now, in 1453, the obligation was trebled, for with Constantinople in Muslim hands and the
profitable trade routes to the East permanently cut, it was imperative that Africa be saved for
Christianity so that ships could sail around it directly to India and China. Then the soldiers of Jesus
Christ could capture Ophir from the Muslims and turn its gold to civilized purposes. But where was
Ophir?

While Prince Henry brooded and plotted at Sagres, constantly goading his reluctant captains to
seek the cape which he knew must mark the southern tip of Africa, events at a small lake in that region
were taking an interesting turn. To the undistinguished village of mud-and-thatch rondavels that
huddled along the southern edge of this lake, a gang of noisy children came shouting, 'He comes! Old
Seeker comes again!' And all the black inhabitants came out to greet the old man who dreamed.

When the file of newcomers reached the edge of the village it stopped to allow the Old Seeker
time to arrange his clothing and take from a bag carried by one of his servants an iron staff topped by
a handsome spread of ostrich feathers. Bearing this nobly in his left hand, he moved two steps
forward, then prostrated himself, and from this position called, 'Great Chief, I bid you good morning!’

From the mass of villagers a man in his fifties stepped forward and nodded: 'Old Seeker, I bid
you good morning.'

'Great Chief, did you sleep well?'

'If you slept well, I slept well.'

'T slept well, Great Chief.' Both the chief and his villagers must have sensed the irony in those
words, for he was by no accounting a great chief, but protocol demanded that he be called such,
especially when the man coming into the village sought advantages.

"You may rise,' the chief said, whereupon the Old Seeker stood erect, grasped his iron staff with
one hand, placed his other upon the wrist, and rested his powder-gray head on both.

"'What do you come seeking this time?' the chief asked, and evasively the old fellow replied, "The
goodness of the soil, the secrets of the earth.’

The chief nodded ceremoniously, and the formal greetings ended. 'How was the journey south?'



he asked.

The old man handed his staff to a servant and said in a whisper, 'Each year, more difficult. I am
tired. This is my last trip to your territories.'

Chief Ngalo burst into laughter, for the old man had made this threat three years ago and four
years before that. He was a genial, conniving old rascal who had once served as overseer of mines in a
great kingdom to the north and who now traveled far beyond his ruler's lands searching for additional
mines, observing remote settlements, and probing always for new trade links. He was an ambassador-
at-large, an explorer, a seeker.

"'Why do you come to my poor village?' Chief Ngalo asked. "You know we have no mines.'

'l come on a much different mission, dear friend. Salt.'

'If we had salt,’ Ngalo said, 'we could trade with the world.’

The old man sighed. He had expected to be disappointed, but his people did need salt. However,
they had other needs, some of them mysterious. "What I could use,’ he said confidentially, 'is
rhinoceros horns. Not less than sixteen.' They were required, he explained, by older men who wished
to marry young wives: "They need assurance that they will not disappoint in bed.’

'But your king is a young man,' the chief said. "Why does he need the horn?'

'Not he! For the rich old men with slanted eyes who live in a far country.'

From the tree under which they took their rest, the two men looked down at the lake, and Ngalo
said, "Tonight you will see many animals come to that water. Buffalo, lions, hippos, giraffes and
antelope like the stars." The Old Seeker nodded, and Ngalo added, 'But you will never see a rhino.
Where can we possibly find sixteen horns?'

The old fellow reflected on this question and replied, 'In this life man is assigned difficult tasks.
How to find a good wife. How to find sixteen horns. It is his task to find them.'

Chief Ngalo smiled. It was pleasurable to be with this old man. Always when he wanted
something badly, he devised sententious and moral justifications. 'Mankind does not want sixteen
rhinoceros horns,' he chided. "You want them.'

'l am mankind.'

The chief could not resist such blandishments, but neither could he comply. 'Look, dear friend.
We have no rhinos, but we have something much better." Clapping for an aide, he cried, "Tell Nxumalo
to fetch the heavy earth!" And in a moment a boy of sixteen appeared, smiling, bearing three roughly
rectangular ingots made from some kind of metal. Placing them on the ground before his father, he
started to depart, but the Old Seeker asked, 'Do you understand what you have brought me, son?'

'Tron from Phalaborwa,' the boy said promptly. 'When my father's people went there to barter for
these, I went with them. I saw the place where men worked the earth like ants. They had done so, they
told me, for as long as anyone alive could remember, and many generations before that.'

"'What did you trade?' the old man asked.

'Cloth. The cloth we weave.'

The Old Seeker smiled to indicate his pleasure that this lad should know the provenance of
things, but once he had done so, he frowned. 'If I had wanted iron from the mines at Phalaborwa, I
would have gone directly there. Thaba!' he shouted. 'Bring me the staff!" And when his servant ran up,
bearing the carefully wrapped iron staff, the old man uncovered it and thrust it at the boy.

"That's real iron. From our mines south of Zimbabwe. We have all we need,' and contemptuously
he pushed aside Nxumalo's rude ingots. Then he drew out from inside his robe a small oval object
such as Nxumalo had never seen before. It was a shimmering yellow that glistened when light fell
upon it, and it was suspended from a chain, each careful link of which was made of the same
substance. When the old man thrust it suddenly upon him, Nxumalo found that it was surprisingly
heavy.



'What is it?' he asked.

'Amulet.’ There came a long pause. 'From Persia." Another pregnant halting, then: 'Gold.'

'What is gold?' the boy asked.

'Now, there's a question!' the old man said, sitting back on his haunches and staring at the lake.
'For forty travels of the moon through the stars it was my job to find gold, and like you, I never knew
what it was. It's death at the bottom of a deep pit. It's fire engulfing the iron containers when the
smithy melts the ore. It's men sitting day after day, hammering out these links. But do you know what
it is most of all?'

Nxumalo shook his head, liking the feel of the heavy metal. 'In the end it's a mystery, son. It's
magic, because it lures men from lands you never heard of to come to our shores, to ford our rivers, to
climb our mountains, to come a journey of many moons to Zimbabwe to get our gold." Gently, almost
lovingly, he retrieved the amulet and placed the chain about his neck, hiding the golden pendant
beneath his cotton robe.

That was the beginning of his attempt to persuade Nxumalo: "What you must do, son, is find eight
rhinos and take their horns, then follow my trail to Zimbabwe . . .'

'What is Zimbabwe?' the boy asked one evening.

'How sad,’ the old man said with unfeigned regret. 'Not one person in this village has ever seen
Zimbabwe!'

"What is it?'

"Towers and soaring walls." He paused and pointed to the low stone wall that surrounded the cattle
kraal and said in an awed voice, "Walls ten, twenty times higher than that. Buildings that reach to the
sky." A group of elders shook their heads in disbelief and clucked among themselves, but the Old
Seeker ignored them. 'Our king, lord of a thousand villages bigger than yours, the great one the spirits
talk to, he lives in a kraal surrounded by walls higher than trees." He placed his hand on Nxumalo's
arm and said, 'Until you've seen Zimbabwe, you live, in darkness.'

Whenever he spoke like this, telling the boy of the grandness of the city from which he came, he
reverted to the problem of the rhinoceros horns and the necessity of bringing them to the city, but one
morning as he spoke with Nxumalo and his father he said abruptly, 'Ngalo, dear friend of many
searchings, today I leave you to look for the Ridge-of-White-Waters, and I want Nxumalo to lead me."'

'He knows the way,' Ngalo said, pointing directly west to where the prominent ridge lay. It was a
four-day journey which entailed some dangers, but the path was a pleasant one. "'Why do you wish to
go?'

'In my day, Ngalo, I have sought many things. Women, high office, the path to Sofala, the king's
good wishes. But the best thing I ever sought was gold. And I am convinced that in your terrain, there
must be gold somewhere." Contemptuously he dismissed the iron ingots that remained under the tree.
Addressing only Nxumalo, he said, 'Iron gives temporary power. It can be made into spearheads and
clubs. But gold gives permanent power. It can be fashioned into dreams, and men will come a long
way to satisfy their dreams.'

On the third day of their journey west, after they had passed many small villages which the old
man seemed to know, it became apparent to Nxumalo that the Seeker knew very well where the Ridge-
of-White-Waters lay and that he had insisted on having companionship only because he wanted to
convince Nxumalo of something. That night, as they were resting at the edge of a miserable kraal, the
old man spied the boy standing alone, in his eyes a mixture of sadness and anticipation as he stared
toward the empty lands to the south.

'What is it, young friend?'

'It is my brother, mfundisi,' he said, using a term of respect. 'Last year he left for the south, and I
must go too, when it is time." It was a custom that he must honor: the oldest brother always succeeded



to the chieftainship, while the younger brothers moved to the frontier and started their own villages.
And this had been done since these blacks came down from the north, centuries ago.

'No, no!' the Old Seeker protested. 'Find me the rhinoceros horn. Bring it to me in Zimbabwe.'

"Why should I do so?'

The old man took the boy's hands and said, 'If one like you, a boy of deep promise, does not test
himself in the city, he spends his life where? In some wretched village like this.'

On the fourth day such discussions halted temporarily, for the Old Seeker's troop was attacked by
a band of little brown men who swarmed like pestilential flies determined to repel an invader. When
their slim arrows began buzzing, Nxumalo shouted, 'Beware! Poison!" and he led the Old Seeker to
safety inside a ring of porters whose shields repelled the arrows.

The fight continued for about an hour, with the little men shouting battle orders in a preposterous
series of clicking sounds, but gradually the taller, more powerful blacks herded them away, and they
retreated into the savanna, still uttering their clicks.

'Aiee!" Nxumalo shouted with exasperation as the little fellows disappeared. "Why do they attack
us like jackals?'

Old Seeker, who had worked with the small people in the north, said calmly, 'Because we're
crossing hunting grounds they claim as their own.'

'Jackals!' the boy snorted, but he knew the old man was right.

On the morning of the fifth day, as planned, the file of men reached the Ridge-of-White-Waters,
which later settlers would call Witwatersrand, where the Old Seeker hoped to find evidence that gold
existed, but the more carefully he explored the regiona handsome one, with prominent hillocks from
which Nxumalo could see for milesthe more disappointed he became. Here the telltale signs, which in
the lands about Zimbabwe indicated gold, were missing; there was no gold, and it became obvious that
the exploration had been fruitless, but on the evening of their last day of tramping the hills the Old
Seeker discovered what he was looking for. It was an ant hill, eleven feet high, and he rushed to it,
breaking it apart with a long stick and fumbling through the fine-grained soil.

"What are you looking for?' Nxumalo asked, and the old man said, 'Gold. These ants dig down two
hundred feet to build their tunnels. If there's gold here, they bring flecks to the surface.’'

At this site there were none, and reluctantly the Old Seeker had to admit that he had taken this
long journey to no avail: T didn't come to see your father. I didn't come for rhino horn. Son, when you
have a multitude of targets, always aim for the one of merit. I came seeking gold, and I'm convinced
there's gold here.'

'But you didn't find it.'

'T had the joy of hunting. Son, have you listened to what I've been telling you these days?' He led
Nxumalo some distance from the spot where his bearers waited, and as he looked out over the vast
bleakness visible from the fruitless ridge he said, 'It isn't even gold I seek. It's what gold can achieve.
To Zimbabwe come men from all across the world. They bring us gifts you cannot imagine. Four
times I went down the trails to Sofala. Twice I sailed upon the dhows to mighty Kilwa. I saw things no
man could ever forget. When you seek, you find things you did not anticipate.’

"What are you seeking?' Nxumalo asked.

The old man had no answer.

The task of collecting sixteen rhinoceros horns was proving much more complex than Nxumalo
anticipated when he accepted the challenge, and after the Old Seeker had departed to visit other tribes
who might or might not know of gold mines, the boy approached his father: 'T want to track down the
rhinos.'

'So the old talker poisoned you?'

Nxumalo looked down at his feet, unwilling to admit that he had been entrapped by



blandishments and singing words. 'Like the iron,' his father said. "You went, and you dug for iron, and
you found it. And when you came home with ingots . . . they didn't mean very much, not really.’

'l want to see the city,' Nxumalo said.

'And you shall. And when you come home you'll tell me, "It didn't matter very much."

Those of Nxumalo's brothers who remained at the kraal wished him well in his quest for the
rhinoceros horns but showed no interest in joining him. The tribe was essentially sedentary, with fixed
villages, sturdy wattled huts and a settled agriculture. The women knew how to cultivate fields, the
men how to manage cattle and tend the fat-tailed sheep. One brother directed the metalworkers who
provided tools for the region and another was gaining a reputation in the district as a herbalist and
diviner.

But it was Nxumalo who championed the ancient arts of hunting and tracking in the wild, and
because of this he seemed the more regal figure, the young man who best preserved the historical
merits of the tribe. He was the only one with much chance of tracking down eight rhinoceroses and
delivering the sixteen aphrodisiac horns to Zimbabwe, so on a warm summer morning he and six
helpers moved eastward toward the heavily wooded area leading to the sea.

He was an imposing lad, not yet full height but taller than most men, and the principal
characteristic that struck those who saw him for the first time was power: his arms and legs were well-
muscled and his torso much broader than his hips. His face was large and placid, as if he knew no
anger, and when he smiled all his features participated and his shoulders moved forward, creating the
impression that his entire body was enjoying whatever sensation had evoked the smile; and when his
lips parted, his white teeth punctuated the grin. It was obvious that when he reached the age of
eighteen he would be able to marry whom he pleased, for he was not only the chief's son but also a
young prince among men.

He was so totally different from the small brown hunters who had once inhabited this area that he
seemed unrelated to them, and in a way he was. Earliest man, Australopithecus, had once flourished
over a large part of Africa, and as he developed into modern man, one branch settled close to the
equator, where the sun placed a premium on black skin, which adjusted to its punishing rays; no
primitive tribe of pale-white complexion could have prospered long in those blazing regions which
produced Nxumalo's people, just as his heavily pigmented skin would have been at a severe
disadvantage in the cold north, where the sun's parsimonious rays had to be carefully hoarded.

Slowly, over many centuries, Nxumalo's black ancestors, herding cattle before them and carrying
seeds in their skin bags and baskets, had migrated southward, reaching the lake about four centuries
after the birth of Christ. They arrived not as conquering heroes but as women and men seeking
pasturage and safe enclaves; some had continued southward, but Nxumalo's tribe had fancied the
encompassing hills about the lake.

As they lingered they came into contact with the small brown people, and gradually these had
been pushed south or into the mountain ranges to the east. From these places the insatiable little
hunters raided the kraals of Nxumalo's people, and there had to be confrontations. Some did live in
peace with the invaders, trading the spoils of their hunt for tools and sanctuary, but thousands of
others were turned into serfs or put to work at the mines. Association continued over centuries, and
occasionally at Nxumalo's kraal some woman of his tribe would have enormous buttocks, signaling
her inheritance from the small people. There were fierce clashes between the two groups but never a
pitched battle; had there been, the end result might have been more humane, because as things turned
out, the little brown people were being quietly smothered.

It was an able group that had moved south in this black migration: skilled artisans knew the
secrets of smelting copper and making fine tools and weapons tipped with iron. In certain villages
women wove cloth, sometimes intermixing threads of copper. And every family owned earthenware



pots designed and crafted by clever women and fired in kilns in the ground.

Their language bore no resemblance to that of the small people. A few tribes, moving south along
the shores of the eastern ocean, would pick up the click sounds, but Nxumalo's people had acquired
none. Their speech was pure, with an extensive vocabulary capable of expressing abstract thought and
a lively aptitude for tribal remembrance.

Two special attributes set these tribes ahead of any predecessors: they had developed
sophisticated systems of government, in which a chief provided civil rule and a spirit-medium
religious guidance; and they had mastered their environment, so that cattle herding, agriculture and
the establishment of permanent villages became practical. And there was one more significant
addition: over the vast area trade flourished, so that communities could socialize; Chief Ngalo's
people could easily import iron ingots from the great mines at Phalaborwa, one hundred and seventy
miles away, and then send fabricated spearheads to villages that lay two hundred miles southwest,
beyond the Ridge-of-White-Waters.

In other words, when Nxumalo set forth to find the rhinoceros horns that would carry him to
Zimbabwe, he was the inheritor of a substantial culture, which he intended, even at his early age, to
augment and protect. He knew that when his father died, his older brother would inherit the
chieftainship, at which time he himself would take a wife and move farther west to establish a frontier
village of his own, and this prospect pleased him. His impending excursion to Zimbabwe was an
exploration, not a removal.

On the sixth day of their march, after passing great herds of buffalo and wildebeest, Nxumalo
told his companions, 'There must be rhinos among those trees," but when they reached the area where
the savanna gave way to real forest, they found nothing, and an older man suggested, 'I've never seen
rhinos where the trees were so many,' and he pointed back toward the sparser savanna.

Nxumalo was about to rebuke the man, for he had once been with hunters who had found their
rhino in heavy woods, but he restrained himself and asked, "You found rhinos back there?'

'We did.'

"Then let's look there." And when they did, they saw unmistakable signs of the mighty beast. But
these blacks were not Bushmen, and the mastery the brown people had shown in tracking animals was
little known; it was obvious that rhinos had been here, but where they had gone, the hunters could not
determine. They hunted, therefore, in a hit-or-miss way, moving about in large circles and with such
noise that a Bushman would have been shocked. But they were fortunate, and in time they came upon
a black, pointed-snout rhino with two massive horns, one behind the other.

Killing so formidable a beast required both skill and courage. The former would be contributed
by the six huntsmen with iron-tipped spears, the latter by Nxumalo as leader of the expedition. Placing
his men along the route he intended the animal to follow, he moved quietly into position somewhat
ahead of the beast, leaped suddenly from the grass and exposed himself to the startled animal, which,
with instant impulse to destroy, lunged madly at the boy like some enormous juggernaut launched
upon an undeviating course.

Horns low to impale, little legs pumping, snout ablaze and throat uttering deep growls, the
rhinoceros charged with enormous power, while the boy ran backward with beautiful deftness. It was a
moment no hunter could forget, that grand relationship of beast and man, when a single mistake on the
part of the latter meant immediate death. And since the animal could run much faster than the boy, it
was obvious that the latter must be killed unless some other force intervened, and this occurred just
when it seemed that the powerful horns must catch the lad, for then the six hunters rose up and thrust
their spears to turn the animal aside.

Four of the iron-tipped spears found their mark, and the great beast began to thrash at the low
bushes in his path, forgetting the boy and wheeling to face his new adversaries, one of whom was



stooping to recover his weapon. With a wild charge the beast bore down upon the man, who leaped
aside, abandoning his spear, which the rhinoceros broke into many pieces. Then Nxumalo closed in
with an axe, taking a mighty swipe at the beast's back legs. As he did so, another man thrust his spear
with great force into the animal's neck.

The battle was not over, but its outcome was certain, and instead of trailing the damaged beast for
days, as the Bushmen would have done, these determined men, with their superior weapons, closed in
and brought him down with stabs and thrusts and tormentings. The great black beast tried to defend
himself, kicking and goring, but in the end the seven men were too persistent, and he died.

"Two of our horns,’ Nxumalo said as his men hacked the precious item from the carcass. They
were curious, these horns, not horn at all but heavily compacted masses of hair, and their presence
doomed this magnificent animal to near-extinction, for silly old men in distant China believed that
rhinoceros horn, properly administered in powder form, restored virility, and China in these days was
rich enough to search the world for horn. Nxumalo's men, so prudent in so many ways, cut from this
dead rhinoceros only the two horns, cached them beneath a tree blazed with many cuts, and abandoned
the ton or more of choice meat as they set out to find their next quarry.

They killed three additional rhinos on this hunt, driving them into pits lined with jagged stakes.
The eight horns they carried back to the village, leaving the carcasses to the vultures, hyenas and ants,
and in each of the killings young Nxumalo had run in the shadow of those piercing horns and those
thundering feet. 'He is a skilled huntsman,' the men told the chief. 'He can do anything." And when the
boy heard this report he smiled, and his handsome black body glistened as he leaned forward to show
his appreciation.

In almost no respect did Nxumalo's village resemble the dwelling place of the little brown men
which had preceded it: now there were substantial rondavels instead of open space on the ground, and
carefully nurtured grains and vegetables instead of chance gatherings; now there was a fixed
community. But in one regard life was much the same: women and men wore almost no clothes.

So it was remarkable that one of the principal industries of the village was the weaving of cotton
cloth, and when young Nxumalo returned with his eight rhinoceros horns, to be hailed a hero, it was
natural that he take notice of one of the girls who sat in a low grass-roofed building by the lake,
throwing their shuttles and shifting their looms.

Often as they spun their cotton they would pause to watch the animals grazing on the far side of
the lake, and if a zebra kicked its heels or a gazelle danced in the air, the girls would applaud. And if a
troop of elephants chanced to move in, or a flight of cranes, there would be cries of pleasure and not
much would be accomplished.

Among the weavers was Zeolani, fifteen years old and daughter of the man who knew how to
make copper wire from ingots brought south from the Limpopo River. From bits and pieces left over
from the consignment, her father had made her the seven slim bracelets she wore upon her left wrist,
so that when she threw the shuttle in her weaving she created soft music, which pleased her and set her
apart from the others.

The work was not onerous; nothing that the tribe did demanded sustained effort, and there were
long periods when the girls spent most of their days in idleness. Zeolani used these times to slip back
to the looms and weave for herself cloth made of second-grade cotton adorned with bits of copper
taken from her father's hoard. This cloth was not pure white, like that woven for trading; it was a
honeyed tan, well-attuned to her blackness, and when its copper flecks caught the sun, the cloth
seemed to dance.

Of it she made herself a skirt, the first seen in this village, and when she wrapped it about her
slim waist and pirouetted by the lake, her dark breasts gleaming in the sunlight, she made herself a
girl apart.



"They say you were brave at the hunt,' she said to Nxumalo as she danced by when he lingered at
the silent weaving shelter.

'Rhinos are hard to find.'

'And hard to kill?" As she posed this question, she swung away from him, aware that as her skirt
flared outward it showed to fine advantage.

"The others did the killing,' he said, entranced by her gentle movements.

'l kept watching to the east,' she said. 'I was afraid.'

He reached for her hand, and they sat looking across the lake at the desultory animals who
wandered down for a midday drink: a few antelope, two or three zebra, and that was all. 'At dusk," he
said, 'that shore will swarm.'

'Look!" she cried as a lazy hippopotamus half rose from the waters, jawed mightily, then
submerged.

'l wish the strangers in far lands wanted hippo teeth instead of rhino horns," Nxumalo said. 'Much
easier to do." Zeolani said nothing, and after a while he touched her skirt, and then, almost as if he
were driven to speak, he blurted out: "When I am gone I'll remember this cloth.'

'It's true, then? You've decided to go?'

"Yes.'

"The old man talked and talked . . . and you believed him?'

T'll go. I'll see the city. And I'll come back.'

Taking her by the hands, he said fervently, 'When I traveled with the Old Seeker we came upon a
fine land and I thought, "We'll leave the lake to my brothers ... to tend their cattle and their fields.
Zeolani and I will find a few good hunters and we . . .

She did not coyly repeat the we, for she knew well what Nxumalo had been thinking, because she,
too, had contemplated moving away from this village and starting a new one with her hunter-husband.
Instead of speaking, she took his hand, drew it close to her naked breast, and whispered, 'l shall wait
for you, Nxumalo.'

After the next hunt, in which Nxumalo brought down four more rhinos, the young lovers found
many opportunities to discuss their uncertain future. 'Can't I go to Zimbabwe with you?' Zeolani
asked.

'So far! The way uncertain. No, no.'

They decided upon a course fraught with danger, but their love had matured at such a dizzy speed
that they were eager to risk the penalties. At Zeolani's signaling they wandered by different routes into
the savanna east of the village to a spot hidden by the two small hills shaped like a woman's breasts,
and there they made love repeatedly, even though it could mean the end of his trip to Zimbabwe if she
became pregnant. If word of such condition circulated, the tribe would condemn her for having known
a man without sanction and everyone would know who the man must have been, and they would be
severely punished.

There, between the hills, they kept their trysts, and fortune was with them, for there was no
pregnancy. Instead, there developed a deepening love, and as the day approached when Nxumalo must
march north with the tribute, their last meetings assumed a mournful cast that could not be dispelled.

'T will walk behind you,' the girl said, 'and come into Zimbabwe as if by accident.'

'No, it's man's work,' said this boy of sixteen.

'T will wait for you. You are the only one I will ever live with.’

They went boldly to one of the hills south of the village and looked west toward the spot that
Nxumalo had chosen many months ago. 'It lies far beyond. There's a small stream and many antelope.
When I was sleeping there I heard a rustle, so I opened one eye. It could have been an enemy. What do
you suppose it was”?'



'Baboons?'

'Four sable antelope. Their horns were wider than this," and when he extended his arms to their
maximum, Zeolani slipped into them and they embraced for the last time. Tears came to her eyes as
her slim fingers traced the muscles in his arm.

"We were intended,' she said. 'By every sign we were intended." And she counted the omens that
should have brought them together, and each knew that never in this life could another mate be found
so inevitably right.

'l shall wait for you,' the girl said, and with this childish and futile promise ringing in his ears,
Nxumalo set forth.

It was a journey any young man would want to make, five hundred miles due north across the
heart of Africa, crossing wide rivers, sharing the pathway with animals innumerable, and heading for a
city known only in legend or the garbled reports of the Old Seeker. Sixteen men would accompany
their young leader, and since only the guide Sibisi had made the first part of this trip before, the others
were at least as excited as Nxumalo.

He was surprised at how lightly the men were burdened; on one of his hunting trips his helpers
would carry three times the weight, but Sibisi explained, 'Much safer if travel light. Use the first days
to tighten muscles. Enjoy the freedom and make yourselves strong, because on the twenty-seventh day
..." He dropped his voice ominously. "Then we reach the Field of Granite.'

The loading would have been simpler if the rhinoceros horns could have been reduced to powder
and adjusted to the men's other cargo, but this was forbidden. The horns had to be intact upon delivery
at Sofala to the waiting dhows that would carry them thus to China, so that apothecaries could be
assured they were getting true horn and not some admixture of dust to make the packages larger.

The file set forth at dawn on a clear autumn day, when the swollen rivers of spring and summer
had receded and when animals born earlier in the year were large enough to be eaten. Sibisi set a pace
that would not tire the men at the beginning, but would enable them to cover about twenty miles each
day. For two weeks they would travel through savanna much as they had known at home, with no
conspicuous or unusual features.

Two men who carried nothing proved invaluable, for it was they who ranged ahead, providing
meat for the travelers. 'l want you to eat a lot and grow strong,' Sibisi said, 'because when we reach the
Field of Granite we must be at our best.’

On the morning of the sixth day the march speeded considerably, and the file covered at least
twenty-five miles a day until they approached the first notable site on their journey. 'Ahead lies the
gorge,' Sibisi said, and he regaled the novices with accounts of this spectacular place: 'The river
hesitates, looks at the wall of rock, then leaps forward shouting, "It can be done!" And mysteriously it
picks its way through the red cliffs.’

Sibisi added, 'Mind your steps. You're not clever like the river.'

The gorge was so extremely narrow, only a few yards across, that the river rushed through with
tremendous force, its turbulence well suited to the towering red flanks. The transit required the better
part of a day, the porters following a precipitous footpath that clung to the eastern edge of the river
and carried them at times down into the river itself. At the midpoint of the gorge the tops of the walls
seemed to close in, so that the sky was obliterated, and here birds of great variety and color flashed
through, playing a game of missing the cliffs as they darted about.

'Insects,’ Sibisi said, showing the others how the turbulence of the water created air currents that
tossed insects aloft, where birds awaited, and for a while as Nxumalo paused to absorb the wonder of
this placea river piercing a wall of rockhe felt that his journey could have no finer moment, but he was
wrong. The true grandeur of this trip lay ahead, for as the travelers came out of the gorge they entered
upon a place of wonder.



The land opened out like the vast ears of an elephant, and across it trees of the most outlandish
nature scattered. "They're upside down!' Nxumalo cried, rushing to a massive thing much thicker than
any he had previously known. It was fifteen feet through the center, with bark soft and shaggy like the
skin of an old dog; when he pressed against it, his thumb sank deep within. But what was truly
remarkable were the branches, for this mighty tree reaching sixty feet into the air carried only tiny
twigs resembling the roots of some frail plant, ripped out of its soil and stuck back in, upside down.

'It is upside down,' Sibisi agreed. "The gods did it.’

"Why?'

"They made this excellent tree. Perfect in every respect. Big branches like an ordinary tree. But it
was lazy, and when they came back to gather fruit, they found nothing. So in anger they ripped it out
of the ground and jammed it back in, upside down, as you can see.'

When Nxumalo laughed at the sight of this monstrosity, Sibisi gripped his arm. 'No ridicule.
Many men owe their lives to this tree, for when you are perishing from thirst you come here, puncture
the bark, and out will drip a little water.' Nor was it only water the baobab gave, for its leaves could be
boiled and eaten, its seeds sucked or ground to make a tingling drink, and its spongy wood stripped
and woven into rope.

It was a tree that festooned the landscape, its great pillars of thick glossy bark and tangled
branches spreading far into the sky. Wherever he looked north of the gorge, there stood these trees, as
if to cry, "We are sentinels of a new land. You are coming onto the earth we guard.'

And it was a new land. The savanna sprouted different grasses, and there were different birds and
different small animals running between the rocks. But in the distance there were always the same
large animals: elephant and eland and galloping zebra. They were the permanent gods that
accompanied men when they journeyed north, and at night when they lit their campfire, Nxumalo
could hear the lions prowling near, lured by the smell of human beings but repelled by their flames,
and in the distance the soft grumbling of the hyenas. It was as if a man traveling across the savanna
carried with him a garland of beasts, beautiful and wild and useful. Nxumalo, peering into the
darkness, could sometimes see their eyes reflecting the flames, and he was always surprised at how
close they came; on nights when it was his turn to keep the fire alive, he would allow it to die
perilously low, and in the near-darkness he would see the lions moving closer, closer, their eyes not
far from his, their soft and lovely forms clearly discernible. Then, with a low cry, he would poke the
embers and throw on more wood, and they would quietly withdraw, perplexed by this untoward
behavior but still fascinated by the wavering flames.

On the morning of the seventeenth day Nxumalo saw two phenomena that he would always
remember; they were as strange to him as the upside-down baobab trees, and they were premonitory,
for much of his life from this time on would be spent grappling with these mysteries.

From a hill three days north of the gorge he looked down to see his first mighty river, the
Limpopo, roaring through the countryside with a heavy burden of floodwaters collected far upstream
and a heavier burden of mud. The waters swirled and twisted, and to cross them was quite impossible,
but Sibisi said, "They'll subside. Two days we can walk across." He could not have said this in spring,
but he knew that this untimely flooding must have originated in some single storm and would soon
abate.

In the waiting period Nxumalo inspected the second phenomenon, the vast copper deposits just
south of the Limpopo, where he was surprised to see women, some as young as Zeolani, whose lives
were spent grabbing at rock and hauling it lump by lump up rickety ladders to furnaces whose acrid
fumes contaminated the air and shortened the lives of those who were forced to breathe them.

The tribe in charge of the mines had accumulated large bundles of copper wire, which Nxumalo
agreed to have his men transport to Zimbabwe, and now the two who had been carrying nothing were



pressed into service. Even Nxumalo, whose burden had been light, took four measures of the wire,
since the miners paid well for this service.

We've always traded our copper with Zimbabwe,' the mine overseer said, 'and when you reach the
city you'll see why." His words excited Nxumalo, and he was tempted to ask for more details, but he
kept silent, preferring to find out for himself what lay at journey's end.

When the Limpopo subsided and its red-rock bottom was fordable, the seventeen men resumed
the exciting part of their march, for now they were in the heart of a savanna so vast that it dwarfed any
they had known before. Distances were tremendous, a rolling sea of euphorbia trees, baobabs and flat-
topped thorn bushes, crowded with great animals and alluring birds. For endless miles the plains
extended, rolling and swelling when small hills intervened, and cut by rivers with no name.

At the end of the first day's march from the Limpopo they came upon the farthest southern
outpost of the kingdom of Zimbabwe, and Nxumalo could barely mask his disappointment. There was
a kraal, to be sure, and it was surrounded by a stone wall, but it was not the soaring construction that
Old Seeker had promised. 'It's larger than my father's wall,’” Nxumalo said quietly, 'but I expected
something that high." And he pointed to a tree of modest size.

One of the herders attached to the outpost said, 'Patience, young boy. This is not the city." When
he saw Nxumalo's skepticism he led him along a path to a spot from which a valley could be seen.
'Now will you believe the greatness of Zimbabwe?' And for as far as his eye could travel, Nxumalo
saw a vast herd of cattle moving between the hills. 'The king's smallest herd,' the man said. Nxumalo,
who had been reared in a society where a man's status was determined by his cattle, realized that the
King of Zimbabwe must be a man of extraordinary power.

When Sibisi and the outpost headman settled down with their gourds of beer, Nxumalo,
uninformed on the topics they discussed, wandered off, to find something that quite bewitched him:
one of the herdsmen, with little to do day after day, had caught a baby eland to rear as a pet. It was
now full grown, heavier than one of Nxumalo's father's cows and with twisted horns twice as long and
dangerous, but it was like a baby, pampered and running after its mother, in this case the herdsman,
who ordered it about as if it were his fractious son.

The eland loved to play, and Nxumalo spent most of one day knocking about with it, pushing
against its forehead, wrestling with its horns and avoiding its quick feet when the animal sought to
neutralize the boy's cleverness. When the file moved north the eland walked with Nxumalo for a long
time, its handsome flanks shining white in the morning sun. Then its master whistled, called its name,
and the big animal stopped in the path, looked forward to his new friend and backward to its home,
then stamped its forefeet in disgust and trotted back. Nxumalo stood transfixed in the bush, staring at
the disappearing animal and wishing that he could take such a congenial beast with him, when the
eland stopped, turned, and for a long spell stared back at the boy. They stayed thus for several
minutes, consuming the space that separated them, then the animal tossed its head, flashed its fine
horns, and disappeared.

Nxumalo now carried only two bundles of wire, for Sibisi had said quietly, 'T'll take the others.
You must prepare yourself for the Field of Granite." In the middle of the plains, blue on the far
horizon, rose a line of mountains, and marking the pathway to them stood a chain of ant hills, some as
high as trees, others lower but as big across as a baobab. They were reddish in color and hard as rock
where the rains had moistened them prior to their baking by the sun.

On the twenty-ninth day as they neared Zimbabwe they saw ahead of them two mighty granite
domes surrounded by many-spired euphorbias, and as they walked, bringing the domes ever closer,
Sibisi pointed to the west, where a gigantic granite outcropping looked exactly like some monstrous
elephant resting with its forelegs tucked under him. 'He guards the rock we seek,' Sibisi said, and the
men moved more quickly to reach this vital stage in their progress.



Between the twin domes and the sleeping elephant lay a large field of granite boulders, big and
round, like eggs half buried in the earth. Nxumalo had often seen boulders that resembled these, but
never of such magnificent size and certainly none that had their peculiar quality. For all of them were
exfoliating, as if they wished to create building blocks from which splendid structures could be made;
they formed a quarry in which nine-tenths of the work was done by nature, where man had to do only
the final sizing and the portage.

The rounded domes, fifty and sixty feet high, had been laid down a billion years ago in layers,
and now the action of rain and sun and changing temperature had begun to peel away the layers. They
were like gigantic onions made of rock, whose segments were being exposed and lifted away. The
result was unbelievable: extensive slabs of choice granite, a uniform six inches thick, were thrown
down year after year. Men collecting them could cut them into strips the width of a building block and
many yards long. When other men cut these strips into ten-inch lengths, some of the best and strongest
bricks ever devised would result.

There was only one drawback to this operation: the Field of Granite lay in the south; the site
where the bricks were needed was five miles to the north. To solve this problem the king had long ago
decreed a simple rule: no man or woman traveling north to Zimbabwe was permitted to pass this field
without picking up at least three building blocks and lugging them to the capital. Strong men, like
Sibisi's, were expected to carry eight, and even couriers like Nxumalo, son of a chief, had to bring
three. If their other burdens were too great, they must be laid aside, for no man could move north
without his stone bricks.

Masons working at the site tied the stones in packages of four, binding them with lianas found in
the forest, and these were waiting for the southerners as they arrived. When the masons found that a
chief's son was in the train, they prepared a bundle of only three bricks for him, and with this new
burden he set off.

At first the stones were not oppressive, but as the hours passed, the men groaned, particularly
those who had already been burdened with the copper. That night four men had to share the watch,
tending the fire and fighting exhaustion, and when Nxumalo stood guard, he was so tired he forgot the
animals and watched only the stars that marked the slow passage of his watch.

At dawn the punished men climbed the last hill, and at its crest they received a reward which
made the drudgery acceptable, for there in a gracious valley, beside a marsh, stood the city of
Zimbabwe, grand in a manner no one from Nxumalo's tribe could have imagined. There stood the
mighty edifices built of rock, pile after glorious pile of gray-green granite rising from the valley floor.

'Look!" Sibisi cried in awe. "That must be where the king worships!" And Nxumalo looked to the
north where a hill of real size was crowned by a citadel whose rough stone walls shone in the morning
sunlight. The men from the little village stood in silence, gaping at the wonder of the place. From a
thousand huts in the shade of the mighty walls and parapets the workers of the city were greeting the
dawn of a new day.

"This is Zimbabwe,' Nxumalo said, wiping his eyes, and no one spoke.

No group of visitors from beyond the Limpopo could expect to enter any of the handsome stone
enclosures, so after dutifully depositing the rhino horns with the authorities, Nxumalo and his men
were led to the section of the city occupied by the common people, and there they rested for fifteen
days before starting their return journey. On the day of departure Nxumalo left his lodgings with a
sense of sadness, for he had enjoyed this city and its manifold offerings, but as he reached the area
where his men assembled, he felt his arm taken by a firm hand.

'Nxumalo, son of Ngalo,' a voice said, 'this is to be your home." It was the Old Seeker, come to
rescue the boy in whose future he had taken such a deep interest. "You are to work on the walls.’

'But I am the son of a chief!"



'Since when does the smallest calf run with the bulls?'

Nxumalo did not reply, for he was learning that this old man was far more than a dreamy
wanderer exploring the Ridge-of-White-Waters. In Zimbabwe he was a full-fledged councillor at the
king's court, and now he told his young protege, 'In Zimbabwe you do not force your way, Nxumalo.
Our walls are built by the finest men in the city. They will not tolerate fools at their side. Satisfy them,
and you will gain entrance." And he pointed to the stone towers in the valley and the walls of the
mountaintop citadel.

Zimbabwe in the year 1454 was certainly no duplicate of a European city like Ghent or Bordeaux.
Its architecture was much ruder; it contained no Gothic cathedral; and its palace was infinitely
simpler. Although its principal ritual and royal centers were made of stone, its houses were of clay-
and-thatch construction. No one in the city could read; the history of the place was not written; there
was no nationwide system of coinage; and society was less complex by many degrees than that in
Europe.

It was, however, a thoughtfully organized, thriving community with a brilliant business capacity,
evidenced by the teeming marketplace to which a network of producers and traders gravitated. A mild,
healthful place with a fine water supply, it enjoyed the most advanced amenities of that day, right
down to an ingenious system of drains. It had a particularized work force and a government which had
been more stable than most of those in Europe. But even as it stood supreme over this heartland of
southern Africa, dangerous undercurrents threatened the continuance of the place, for it was stretching
its control and resources to the limit at a time when other regional forces were in movement, and no
one could predict how much longer this great capital would continue to prosper.

It was into this center of grandeur and uncertainty that Nxumalo was projected, and as he labored
on the wall, tapping into place rocks like those he had transported, he watched all things.

He saw how a constant stream of porters arrived from the compass points, each man bearing
whatever valuable goods his district contributed to the capital, and he began to detect the variations
that marked the different regions. There were, for example, noticeable shades of blackness among the
men: those from the north, where the great rivers flowed, being darker; those from the west, where
there had been more of the little brown people to mate with, being shaded toward brown. And one
tribe from the east sent men who were conspicuously taller than the others, but all seemed capable.

They spoke in various tongues, too, when they were among themselves, but the variations in
language were not great, and all could manage the speech of Zimbabwe, with amusing dialect
differences betraying the fact that some were of the swamps and others from the empty plains. It was
the residents of the city who attracted Nxumalo's principal notice, for they moved with an assurance
that he had previously seen only in his father. They were in general a handsome people, but among
them moved a cadre of officials who were outstanding. Usually taller than their fellows, they wore
uniforms made of the most expensive imported cloth into which had been woven strands of gold and
silver; they were never seen carrying anything except staffs indicating their office, and even these they
did not use as walking sticks but rather as formal badges. Ordinary people moved aside when they
approached, and one of these officials came each day to inspect the work being done by the
stonemasons.

He was a considerate man who wanted to like the work for which he was responsible; only rarely
did he order any section torn down and rebuilt, and one day when he was standing over Nxumalo,
pecking at the young man's work with his staff, he suddenly burst into laughter, and no one knew why.
"'We should get him to do the heavy work," he said with a wave of his staff, indicating a baboon
shuffling along on its hind legs and front knuckles, stopping to root in the ground near the post of the
chief stonemason, who had found the creature abandoned at birth.

The inspector watched the tame baboon for some moments, then tapped Nxumalo with his staff:



"Your job will be to train him.' Chuckling at his joke, he moved along to inspect another part of the
wall.

Having identified Nxumalo among the temporary sojourners who came great distances to labor at
the walls before returning to their homes, this inspector formed the habit of asking him each day,
"Well, how are we progressing with the baboon?' then laughing generously. One day he asked, 'Aren't
you the chieftain's son?" When Nxumalo nodded, he said, 'Old Seeker wants to see you. He says it's
time,' and he ordered Nxumalo to lay down the board on which he had been carrying adobe.

The boy was about to descend when he saw a sight below which staggered him, for moving
toward the marketplace came two men of astonishing appearance. They were not black! Like the cloth
that Zeolani bleached in the sun, the skin of these men was not black at all, but a pale honey-tan,
almost white, and they were dressed in flowing robes even whiter than their skins, with filament
protection for their heads.

He was still staring when Old Seeker came up, bustling with importance. "What's the matter, son?'
he asked, and when he saw the strangers whose appearance had so shocked Nxumalo he laughed.
'Arabs. Come up from the sea.' And taking Nxumalo by the arm, he teased: 'If we follow them, you can
waste the fortune you've been earning on the walls.'

Nxumalo and his mentor fell in behind the two white men as the latter proceeded regally toward
the marketplace, followed by thirty black slaves who had carried their trade goods up from the
seacoast. Wherever the procession appeared it was hailed with shouts, and hundreds of city residents
trailed along behind to watch the strangers halt at a compound, where they were greeted effusively by
a short, rotund black who dominated the market.

"'What wonderful treasures I've put aside for you,' the round man cried as the Arabs moved
forward to greet him. He was about to disclose more, intimating that as in the past, he had secreted a
private hoard of goods to be exchanged for his personal gain, but at sight of Old Seeker his voice lost
its animation, for the old man was a court official who sat in judgment on such illegal trading.
Punishment was lifetime banishment, so the little merchant, much deflated, ended lamely, 'T'm sure
you've brought many good things.'

'T'm sure the king will be pleased with our gifts,' the taller Arab said.

Mention of this august and mysterious figure caused Nxumalo to tremble, for in the months he'd
been here, only twice had he glimpsed the king and even then not properly, for it was law that when
the great lord of Zimbabwe passed, all must fall upon the ground and avert their eyes.

'It's wise of you to double your gifts,' Old Seeker told the Arabs as he watched them put aside the
goods they intended to present the king. 'Last season your gifts were scarcely fit for this fat one here.’'
And he noticed the signs of worry that crossed the short man's face.

When the Arabs had their gifts prepared, Old Seeker surprised Nxumalo by handing him the iron
staff of office: "This day, son, you shall enter the great place with me.’

The young man who had so valiantly defied the rhinos looked as if he would faint, but the old
man placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder: 'It's time for the grandeur I promised you, Nxumalo,
son of Ngalo.'

There were no guards at the narrow northern entrance to the Grand Enclosure, for no mortal
would dare cross that threshold unless eligible to do so. Since it was the custom for councillors to
sponsor young men of promise, Old Seeker had been granted permission to introduce the able young
fellow from the south.

They all halted just outside the entrance, for here the slaves must deliver their burdens to the
court attendants. The Arabs themselves were not permitted more than three paces inside the austere
walls, but as the visitors stood at attention Old Seeker moved forward to lead them into a smaller
walled-in section of the enclosure.



"We shall wait here,' the old man said. "We must follow every order with care." To Nxumalo he
whispered, 'Do what I do.'

The boy said nothing, for he was awed by what was being revealed. He had labored on walls such
as these which surrounded him but had never guessed the grandeur they hid. The area subtended by the
sturdy granite encirclement seemed to stretch to the heavens, and indeed it did, for no attempt had
been made to cover the walls or the rooms with a roof.

A group of elder councillors filed into the meeting place and stood to one side. Then came three
spirit-mediums attached to the king's person; they squatted against a wall and seemed to disapprove of
everything. When an imposing figure in a blue robe appeared from within, Nxumalo assumed this
must be the king and started to fall upon his knees, but Old Seeker restrained him.

'Lo, he comes!' the figure cried, and from all present the exciting message was repeated: 'Lo, he
comes!'

This was a signal for everyone, and especially the Arabs, to sink to the smooth mud-packed floor.
Nxumalo went down quickly, forehead pressed against the hard surface, eyes squeezed shut, and knees
tightly pressed to still his trembling.

He was still in that position when he heard laughter, but he dared not move.

The first gust was followed by a chorus of laughter. Everyone in the reception area seemed to be
roaring, and then he heard a quiet voice saying, 'Come, little bird, onto your legs.'

It was a kindly voice, and seemed to be directed at him. A sharp nudge from Old Seeker caused
him to look up, and he found himself staring directly into the thin handsome face of the king, who
looked down at him and laughed again.

Instantly everyone else in the area did likewise, and from outside the walls came the sound of
hundreds laughing, for it was a law in Zimbabwe that whatever the king did had to be imitated by
everyone in the city. A laugh, a cough, a clearing of the throatall had to be repeated.

Pleased with the laughter, the king indicated that the Arabs might rise, and as they did, Nxumalo
noticed that whereas all those in attendance on the king wore expensive cloth woven with metals, he
wore stark-white cotton, completely unadorned. Also, he moved with kingly grace and never timidly
like the others.

When he reached the Arabs he nodded and spoke easily with them, inquiring about their journey
up from the sea and asking them to share any intelligence they might have acquired concerning
troubles to the north. He was interested to learn that traders from Sofala no longer deemed it
profitable to risk travel into that agitated area, and he listened attentively as the Arabs reported the
staggering victory their people had enjoyed at a place called Constantinople, but he could make little
of the information except to observe that the Arabs seemed to think that this strengthened their hand
in dealings with him.

'And now the gifts!" the tall Arab said, whereupon he and his companion unwrapped their bundles,
one after another, gracefully turning back the cloth bindings until the treasures were revealed: "This
celadon, Mighty One, was brought to us by a ship from China. Observe its delicate green coloring, its
exquisite shape.' The dazzling ceramics were from Java, to which gold would be sent. The fabrics,
finer than anyone in Zimbabwe could weave or imagine, came from Persia; the filigreed silver from
Arabia; the heavy glazed pottery from Egypt; the low tables of ebony from Zanzibar; and the exciting
metalware from India.

At the end of the presentation the Old Seeker leaned toward the king, heard his wishes, and told
the Arabs, 'The Mighty One is pleased. You may now trade in the marketplace." They bowed
respectfully and backed off, and Nxumalo started to follow them, assuming that his visit to Zimbabwe
had ended; soon he would be on his way back to his village.

But the king had other plans for this promising lad, and as Nxumalo moved off, a regal command



halted him: 'Stay. They tell me you work well. We need you here.' Old Seeker could not mask his joy
at this recognition of his protege, but Nxumalo showed that he was bewildered. Did the king's
command mean that he would never again see his brothers or Zeolani at her spinning?

It was the king who answered that unspoken question: 'Show the young man these buildings. Then
find him a suitable place to stay.' With that he strode away while Old Seeker and a score of others fell
in the dust to honor his passing.

"Well!" the old man cried as he brushed himself off. 'Honors like this come to only a few, believe
me.'

"What does it mean?'

"That you're to live here now ... to become one of us.'

'But Zeolani . . .

The old man ignored this question that had no honorable answer. "You'll see things which
ordinary mortals . . ." His eyes glowed as if the triumph were his, and with fast, busy steps he started
Nxumalo on their tour of the Grand Enclosure.

They entered a narrow passageway parallel to the high outer wall, and Nxumalo feared it might
never end, so long and sweeping was it, but finally it opened into a courtyard so grand that he and the
old man intuitively fell to their knees. They were in the presence of a mighty royal scepter, unlike any
symbol of majesty seen in Africa before or after. It was a soaring conical tower, eighteen feet in
diameter at its base, thirty feet high and tapering sharply as it rose. At the top it was adorned by a
chevron pattern built into the stone, and as a whole it represented the majesty of the king. On a raised
platform next to the tower stood a collection of handsome unadorned monoliths, each symbolizing
some achievement of the king and his forebears.

'Beyond lie the king's chambers,' Old Seeker said. 'His wives and children live there, and no man
may enter.' Then briskly he moved toward the exit, beckoning Nxumalo to follow him. "We must see
what the Arabs are accomplishing in the marketplace.’

When they rejoined the traders, Nxumalo studied the two strangers in disbelief, keeping as close
to them as possible, watching all they did. Their hands were white and their ankles, and he supposed
that if he could see their skin below the exposed neckline, it would be white too. Their voices were
deep, displaying an accent unlike any used by workmen from distant regions. But what impressed
Nxumalo most was that they exhibited a self-assurance as proud as that of the king's councillors; these
were men of importance, men accustomed to command, and when they lounged in the courtyard of the
depot, as they did now, waiting for the exchange of goods, it was they who determined what should
happen next.

'Spread the gold here, where the light falls,' the taller man directed, and when attendants brought
in the precious packages and began to turn back the corners of the cloth, everyone showed excitement
except the two Arabs. They expected the gold to be of high quality; they expected a copious amount.

'Look at this!" the round man cried, his voice rising. And from the packages emerged a score of
ingots of pure gold, wrenched from mines a hundred miles away, and rings carefully fashioned, and
pendants for officials, and a great plaque with a rhinoceros rampant.

'By the way,' the chief Arab interrupted, pushing the gold aside. 'Did you get the rhinoceros
horn?'

'We did,' the round man said, clapping his hands, whereupon servants brought in three large
bundles. When opened, they produced an accumulation of three dozen horns, which excited the
cupidity of the Arabs, who hefted them approvingly.

"Very good. Really, very good.' Rupturing the exchange of pleasantries, the principal Arab barked
at one of his waiting slaves, 'See that these are handled properly," and from the way all treated the
horns, it was obvious that they were of great value.



'And what else?' the Arabs asked.

There followed a small parade of Zimbabwe men bringing to the Arabs a treasure of ivory tusks,
copper wire and artifacts carved from soapstone. With each new disclosure the Arabs nodded and
ordered the goods moved outside for packing by their own men. Then the leader coughed and said
evenly, 'And now you will want to see what we bring you?'

'Indeed,’ the round man said, his voice betraying his eagerness. He then did a strange thing.
Taking Nxumalo by the hand, he introduced him to the Arabs, saying, 'This is the young fellow who
brought you the best horns.'

Nxumalo felt the white man's hand touch his, and he was face-to-face with the stranger. He felt
the man's hand press into his shoulder and heard the words spoken with heavy accent: "You bring
excellent horns. They will be well received in China.’

Proudly, as if they owned the goods, the slaves undid the bales, producing fine silks from India
and thousands of small glass beadsred, translucent blue, green, golden-yellow and purple. These would
be sewn into intricate patterns to enhance garments, necklaces and other finery. The Arabs were
pleased to obtain gold, which they would use to adorn their women; the blacks were just as gratified to
get these beads for the adornment of theirs. So far as utility was concerned, it was a just exchange.

The Arabs also brought a collection of special items for bartering with vassal chiefs, and among
these was a small metal disk on which an elephant and a tiger had been carved. This came from Nepal
and was not worth much, so the Arab leader tossed it in his hand, judged it, and threw it to Nxumalo:
'For the fine horns you brought us." This disk, with its filigree chain, would be sent south to where
Zeolani waited, and fifty years later when she died it would be buried with her, and five hundred years
later it would be found by archaeologists, who would report:

Indubitably this disk was made in Nepal, for several like it have been found in India. It can be
dated accurately to 1390. Furthermore, the tiger which shows so plainly never existed in Africa. But
how it reached a remote hill east of Pretoria passes explanation. Probably some English explorer
whose family had connections with India carried it with him during an examination of the region and
lost it. As for the fanciful suggestion that the disk might have reached some central site like
Zimbabwe as an article of trade in the 1390-1450 period and then drifted mysteriously to where we
found it, that is clearly preposterous.

The mines of Zimbabwe were scattered across an immense territory, Zambezi to Limpopo north
to south, seashore to desert east to west, and it became Nxumalo's job to visit each mine to assure
maximum production. Gold, iron and copper had to flow in to Zimbabwe and lesser marketplaces
throughout the kingdom so that the Arabs would continue to find it profitable to pursue their trade. His
work was not arduous, for when he reached a mine, all he did was check the accumulated metal; rarely
did he descend into an actual mine, for they were small and dangerous affairs with but one
responsibility: to send up enough ore to keep the furnaces operating, and how this was achieved was
not his concern.

But one morning at the end of a journey two hundred miles west of the city he came upon a gold
mine where production seemed to have ceased, and he demanded to know what slothful thing had
happened. '"The workers died, and I can find no others,’ the overseer said plaintively.

'l saw many women. . .'

'But not little ones.'

'If the mine's so small, get girls. We must have gold.'

'But girls can't do the work. Only the little brown people . . .’

In some irritation Nxumalo said, 'T'll look for myself,’ but when he saw the entrance to the mine
he realized that he could not climb into that crevice. Since he insisted upon knowing how the
production of a mine could be so abruptly terminated, he ordered the overseer to summon men who



would widen the entrance, breaking away enough rock to permit his descent.

When he lowered himself to the working level, holding a torch above his head, he saw what the
overseer meant: there at the face of the gold-bearing rock lay seven small brown figures, dead so long
that their bodies were desiccated, tiny shreds of their former being. Four men, two women and a child
had died, one after the other over a period of months or even years, and when the last was gone, no
further ore had been sent aloft.

He remained in the mine for a long time, endeavoring to visualize the lives of these seven little
people. Because the mine was so cramped, only they could work it, forced one time into the narrow
opening, condemned thereafter to live underground for as long as they survived, eating whatever was
thrown down to them, burying their dead in a pile beside the rock, living and dying in perpetual
darkness.

Nxumalo remembered what Old Seeker had said about the wandering bands of small brown
people with their poisoned darts. 'Jackals,' he himself had termed them. Prior to visiting this mine he
had never before seen them rounded up and enslaved, and certainly the councillors at Zimbabwe
would not have sanctioned it, but on this far frontier, out of all touch with the capital, any mine
overseer could act as a law unto himself.

'How long do they survive?' Nxumalo asked when he climbed out.

'Four, five years.'

"The children?'

'If the old folk live long enough, the children learn to mine. One family, maybe fifteen, eighteen
years.'

'And if the old ones die too soon?'

"The children die with them.'

"What do you propose doing about the mine?'

'Our men are out hunting for some new brown workers. If they find any, we'll be able to mine
again.'

'Will you find them?'

'Hunting them is dangerous. They use poisoned arrows, you know.'

'"Put your own women to work down there. That's how we do it at other mines.'

'Our women prefer the sun and the fields,' the overseer replied, and in conspiratorial whispers he
added, 'You're a man, Nxumalo. You know what fat beauties are for.'

"You opened the entrance for me to go down. A little more, and they can squeeze in.'

"What use could we men have of them if they came home exhausted from laboring underground?
Tell me that.'

"When you have the hunger for them, let them rest a day or two.'

'T tell you, sir, our women would refuse to work as miners. You must bring me people from
outside.'

Sternly Nxumalo said, 'T shall return next season, and I will expect to see this mine operating at
capacity. We must have gold.’

This ultimatum would be met, for as Nxumalo marched back toward Zimbabwe, the mine
overseer, who loved his five fat wives, was relieved to see a band of his warriors returning from the
desert with nine small brown people. They would fit nicely into the mine; they would eat what was
tossed down to them; and never again would they see daylight.

As Nxumalo visited the distant mines he often recalled that moment when he first saw the
Limpopo and when he first climbed down into a mine: It was a premonition. I spend my life crossing
rivers and descending shafts. Wherever he traveled through the vast domains of Zimbabwe he came
upon the old treasured mines, and in time learned how to predict where new ones might be found, and



although nine out of his ten guesses proved barren, that tenth repaid all efforts. Each new find, each
old mine that increased its output enhanced his reputation.

Although he had made himself familiar with thousands of square miles of the kingdom, there
remained one place he had not visited: the citadel atop the Hill of Spirits at Zimbabwe itself, but now
as he returned from his latest trip he was summoned to the king's residence to deliver his report in
person to the ruler and his councillors. He was guarded about what he said concerning the enslavement
of the small brown people at that frontier mine, but he spoke boldly of the problems in the north, and
when he finished, the senior councillor indicated that the king wished to speak with him alone.

After the assembly left, this councillor led Nxumalo through a maze of passages to the inner
court, where, in a small roofless enclosure, he waited for his private audience. Soon the king appeared
in his austere white robes, hastened directly to Nxumalo and said, 'Son of Ngalo from the lands my
people do not know, I have never seen you at the citadel.’

"To go so high is not permitted, sir.'

'It is permitted,' the king said. 'Let us go there now and ask the spirits." And under palm umbrellas
the king and his inspector of mines walked down the main passageway through the city, past the area
where the joiners and the masons dwelt, past the site where workmen brought stones for the walls. It
seemed a lifetime since Nxumalo had helped repair those walls, and it was like a dream to be walking
beneath them with the king himself.

They moved swiftly along the royal path that led to the rock-encircled citadel, and now the way
became little more than a track, four feet across, but twice each day forty women swept it so that not a
blade of grass or a pebble marred its surface. To attain the steep trail that led up to the summit, they
had to pass the pits from which women dug wet clay used for plastering walls; and as the king went
by, they all bowed their heads against the moist ground, but he ignored them.

The winding path climbed through a grove of trees, then traversed bare, rocky slopes, and reached
at last an extremely narrow passageway between boulders. The king betrayed that he was out of
breath, and although Nxumalo was well trained because of his distant journeys, he deemed it prudent
to make believe that his chest heaved too, lest he appear disrespectful. At last they broke into a free
and level space, and Nxumalo saw a grandeur he had not even vaguely anticipated when staring at the
citadel from below.

He was in the midst of a great assembly of walls and courtyards twined among the immense
granite boulders which gave the place its magnificence; those massive rocks determined where the
walls must run, where the gracefully molded huts could stand. Rulers came from far distances to
negotiate with the king, and so long as the meetings were held down below in the city, these foreign
rulers, often as rich as the king, were apt to be slightly contemptuous of his soft-spoken arguments,
but once they had been forced to climb that difficult path to see the citadel, they had to acknowledge
that they were dealing with a true monarch.

Nxumalo was startled by the vivid colors that decorated the walls, the sculptures that marked the
parapets and the symbolism that abounded. But what interested him most were the little furnaces at
which metallurgists worked the gold ingots he sent from his mines, and he watched with admiration as
they fashioned delicate jewelry by processes so secret they were never spoken of outside the citadel.

Despite his interest in the gold, Nxumalo was led away to the eastern flank of the citadel, and
again he walked with that inner fear that had marked his first meeting with the king, for he knew that
he was heading for the quarters of the great Mhondoro, the one through whom the spirits spoke and the
ancestors ruled. By accident he caught a glimpse of the king's face and saw that he, too, had assumed a
solemn mien.

The Mhondoro's enclosure seemed deserted when Nxumalo entered, but soon a shadowy figure
could be seen moving in the dark recesses of a hut that filled one corner of the area. The main feature



was a platform, waist-high, from which rose four soapstone pedestals, each topped by a sculptured
bird which appeared to hover above the sacred place. Another wall contained a lower platform on
which stood a collection of monoliths and other sacred objects of great beauty. Each related to some
climactic experience of the race, so that in this enclosure stood the full history and mythology of
Zimbabwe, a meaningful record of the past that could be read by the Mhondoro and his king as easily
as European monks unraveled the writings of their historians.

The king was permitted by custom to walk to the meeting platform, but Nxumalo had to crawl on
his knees, and as he did so he saw that when the discussions began he would be sitting among skull-
like carvings, clay animals decorated with ostrich feathers, elaborate collections of medicated beads
and pebbles, and tangled clumps of precious herbs. But no single item arrested his attention like the
crocodile six feet long, carved from hard wood in such reality that it seemed capable of devouring the
holy man; when Nxumalo took his seat beside this monster, he found that its scales were made from
hundreds of wafer-thin gold plates that moved and glistened when he disturbed the air.

Now from the interior of his hut the Mhondoro appeared, wearing a yellow cloak and a headdress
of animal furs. It was the king who paid homage: 'I see you, Mhondoro of my fathers.'

'l see you, Powerful King.'

"This is the one who was sent,’ the king said.

The Mhondoro indicated that Nxumalo must keep his gaze forward, lest his eyes fall upon the
symbols of kings long dead and anger their spirits, who would be watching. The young man scarcely
dared breathe, but at last the Mhondoro addressed him: 'What news from the mines?"'

"The gold from the west declines.’

'It used to be copious.'

It still is, to the north, but our men are afraid to go there.'

"Trouble, trouble,' the spirit-medium said, and he turned to the king, speaking softly of the
problems overtaking their city.

Nxumalo appreciated their concern, for at times on his recent journeys he had felt as if the entire
Zimbabwe hegemony were held together by frail threads of dissolving interests. He sensed the
restlessness and suspected that certain provincial chiefs were entertaining ideas of independence, but
he was afraid to mention these fears in the presence of the city's two most powerful men. There were
other irritations too: wood, grazing rights, the lack of salt. And there was even talk that the Arabs
might open their own trade links in areas beyond Zimbabwe's control.

The painful afternoon passed, and when fires appeared in the city below, the Mhondoro began
chanting in a dreamy voice: 'Generations ago our brave forebears erected this citadel. Mhlanga, son of
Notape, son of Chuda . . ." He recited genealogies back to the year 1250 when Zimbabwe's walls were
first erected. 'It was the king's great-grandfather who caused that big tower down there to be built, not
long ago, and it grieves my heart to think that one day we may have to give this noble place back to
the vines and the trees.’

In the silence that followed, Nxumalo became aware that he was supposed to respond: "Why
would you say that, Revered One?'

'Because the land is worn out. Because our spirits flag. Because others are rising in the north.
Because I see strange ships coming to Sofala.'

It was in that solemn moment that Nxumalo first glimpsed the fact that his destiny might be to
remain always in Zimbabwe, helping it to survive, but even as he framed this thought he looked at
these two men sitting beneath the beautiful carved birds and he could not conceive that these leaders
and this city could be in actual danger.

When he accompanied the king down from the citadel, servants with flares led the way and
stayed with them on their progress through the city. Out of deference to the king, Nxumalo



volunteered to attend him to the gateway of the royal enclosure, but the king halted midway in the city
and said, 'It's time you visited the Old Seeker.'

'l see him often, sir.'

'But tonight, I believe, he has special messages." So Nxumalo broke away and went to his
mentor's house beyond the marketplace, and there he found that the old man did indeed have special
information: 'Son of Ngalo, it's time you took the next cargo of gold and rhino horns to Sofala.'

This was a journey of importance which only the most trusted citizens were permitted to
undertake. It required courage to descend the steep paths lined with leopards and lions; it required
sound health to survive the pestilential swamps; and it required sound judgment to protect one's
property against the Arabs who bartered there.

"The Arabs who climb the mountain trails to visit Zimbabwe have to be good men,' the wise old
fellow warned. 'But those who slip into a seaport and remain there, they can be ugly.’

'How do I protect myself?'

'Integrity is a good shield.' He paused. 'Did I ever come armed to your father's kraal? Couldn't he
have killed me in a moment if he wished? Why didn't he? Because he knew that if he killed a man of
honor, he'd soon have on his hands men with none. And then the whole thing falls apart.'

"You know, I'm sure, that my father used to laugh at your stories. The miracles you spoke of, the
lies.'

'A man cannot travel great distances without developing ideas. And now I have one of the very
best to bring before you.'

He clapped his hands, and when the servant appeared, he gave a signal. Soon the curtains that
closed off the living quarters parted and a young girl of fourteen, black as rubbed ebony and radiant,
came dutifully into the room. Lowering her eyes, she stood inanimate, like one of the carved statues
the Arabs had presented to the king; she was being presented to Nxumalo, the king's inspector of
mines, and after a long time she raised her eyes and looked into his.

'My granddaughter,' the old man said.

The two young people continued gazing at each other as the Old Seeker confessed: 'From the first
day I saw you at the lake, Nxumalo, I knew you were intended for this girl. Everything I did thereafter
was calculated to bring you here for her to see. The rhino horns? I had all I needed waiting in the
warehouse. You were the treasure I sought.'

Because of the pain that comes with all living, Nxumalo could not speak. He was acutely aware
of this girl's beauty, but he could also remember Zeolani and his promise to her. Finally he blurted
out: "Treasured Father, I am betrothed to Zeolani.'

The old man took a deep breath and said, "Young men make promises, and they go off to build
their fortunes, and the antelope at the lake see them no more. My granddaughter's name is Hlenga.
Show him the garden, Hlenga.'

It was in 1458 that Nxumalo assembled a file of sixty-seven porters for the perilous journey to
the coast. The route to Sofala was horrendous, with swamps, fever-ridden flats, precipitous descents
and swollen rivers barring the way. As he listened to accounts of the journey from men who had made
earlier trips, he comprehended what Old Seeker had meant when he said, 'A wise man goes to Sofala
only once." And yet Arab traders appeared at Zimbabwe regularly, and they had to traverse that
formidable route.

This contradiction was resolved by the Old Seeker: "The Arabs have no problems. They start from
Sofala with fifty carriers and arrive here with thirty.’

'How is it they're always the ones that arrive?'

"White men protect themselves,' the old councillor said. 'I went down with the father of the man
who gave you that disk. At every river he said, "You go first and see how deep it is." So at one



crossing I said, "This time you go first," and he said, "It's your task to go. It's my task to protect the
gold.""

Nxumalo laughed. '"That's what one of our mine overseers says when tossing a catch of little
brown men down the shaft: "It's your task to go down there. It's my task to guard the gold when you
send it up."’

'One more thing, Nxumalo. Arabs in a caravan will be your staunchest friends. Share their food
with you, their sleeping places. But when you reach Sofala, be aware. Never go aboard ship with an
Arab.'

Nxumalo coughed in some embarrassment. "Tell me, Old Seeker, what is a ship? The king spoke
of it and I was ashamed to ask.'

'A rondavel that moves across the water." While the young man contemplated this improbability,
the old man added, 'Because if you step aboard his ship, the Arab will sell you as a slave and you will
sit chained to a bench and never see your friends again.'

This almost casual mention of friends saddened Nxumalo, for the friend he cherished most was
Zeolani, and the possibility of never seeing her again distressed him. At the same time he recognized
that all things happening in Zimbabwe were conspiring to prevent him from ever returning to his
village, and he supposed that if he succeeded with the forthcoming expedition to Sofala, his position at
Zimbabwe would be enhanced. Yet memories of Zeolani and their impassioned love-making behind
the twin hills haunted him, and he longed to see her. 'T want to return home," he said resolutely, but
Old Seeker laughed.

"You're like all young men in the world. Remembering a lovely girl who is far away while being
tormented by another just as lovely, who is close at hand . . . like Hlenga.'

'On your next trip to my village . . .'

'l doubt I shall ever wander so far again.’

"You will. You're like me. You love baobabs and lions prowling your camp at night.'

The old man laughed again. 'Perhaps I am like you. But you're like me. You love rivers that must
be forded and paths through dark forests. I never went back, and neither will you.'

On the morrow, with a kiss from Hlenga on his lips, this young man, twenty-one years old, set
forth with his porters to deliver a collection of gold, ivory tusks and other trading goods to the waiting
ships, and so heavy was the burden that progress under any circumstances would have been tedious;
through the forests and swamps which separated them from the sea it was punishing. Nxumalo, as
personal representative of the king, headed the file, but he was guided by a man who had made the
difficult traverse once before. They covered only ten miles a day, because they were so often forced by
turbulent rivers or steep declivities to abandon established trails. They were tormented by insects and
had to keep watch against snakes, but they were never short of water or food, for rain was plentiful and
animals abounded.

At the end of the sixth day everyone had subsided into a kind of grudging resignation; hour after
hour would pass with no speech, no relief from the heat, the sweat and the muddy footing. It was
travel at its worst, infinitely more demanding than a trip of many miles through the western savanna
or southward into baobab country. This was liana land, where vines hung down from every tree,
tormenting and ensnaring, where one could rarely move unimpeded for ten feet in any direction.

But always there lay ahead the fascinating lure of Sofala, with its ships, and Chinese strangers,
and the glories of India and Persia. Like a tantalizing magnet it drew the men on, and at night, when
the insects were at their worst, the men would talk in whispers of women who frequented the port and
of Arabs who stole any black who tried to visit with these women. The travelers had an imperfect
understanding of the slave trade; they knew that men of foreign cast traveled the Zambezi capturing
any who strayed, but these invaders had never dared invade Zimbabwe and risk a disruption of the



gold supply, so their habits were not known. Nor did the murmuring blacks have any concept of where
they might be taken if they were captured; Arabia they knew only for its carvings, India for its silks.

When the great escarpments were descended and the level lowlands reached, the travelers still
had more than a hundred miles of swampy flat country with swollen rivers to negotiate, and again
progress was minimal. It was now that young Nxumalo asserted his leadership, dismissing his guide to
the rear and forcing his men into areas they preferred to avoid. He had come upon a well-marked trail
which must lead to the sea, and as his men straggled behind, unable to keep the pace he was setting
with his lighter burden, they began to meet other porters coming home from Sofala or were overtaken
by swifter-moving files heading for the port, and a lively excitement spread through the group.

"We must not step inside a ship,' the guide repeated on the last night, 'and all bargaining is to be
done by Nxumalo, for he knows what the king requires.’

"We will wait," Nxumalo said, "until the Arabs make us good offers, and they must be better than
what they offer us at home, for this time we have done the hauling, not they." He was prepared to
linger at Sofala for months, selling his goods carefully and obtaining only those things his community
most needed.

'What we really seek,' he reminded them, 'is salt." Even his gold bars would be bartered if he
could find the proper amount of salt.

When his porters took up their burdens next morning, passers-by confirmed that Sofala would be
reached by noon, and they quickened their pace; and when salt could be smelled in the air, they began
to run until the man in the lead shouted, 'Sofala! Sofala!" and all clustered about him to stare at the
port and the great sea beyond. In awe one man whispered, "That is a river no man can cross.'

The bustling seaport did not disappoint, for it contained features which astonished; the sheds in
which the Arabs conducted their business were of a size the Zimbabwe men had never imagined, and
the dhows that rolled in the tides of the Indian Ocean were an amazement. The men were delighted
with the orderliness of the shore, where casuarina trees intermingled with palms and where the waves
ran up to touch the feet and then ran back. How immense the sea was! When the men saw children
swimming they were enchanted and sought to run into the water themselves, except that Nxumalo,
himself perplexed by this multitude of new experiences, forbade it. He felt that he must face one
problem at a time, and the first that he encountered proved how correct he was in moving prudently,
for when he inquired about a market for his goods, and traders heard that he had twoscore elephant
tusks, everyone doing business with China, where ivory was appreciated, wanted to acquire them, and
he was made some dazzling offers, but since he had not intended selling immediately, he resisted. He
did allow himself to be taken to an Arab ship, which, however, he refused to board; from the wharf he
could see inside, and there, chained to benches, sat a dozen men of varied ages, doing nothing, making
hardly a movement.

"'Who are they?' he asked, and the trader explained that these men helped move the ship.

'How long do they wait like that?'

'Until they die,' the trader said, and when Nxumalo winced, he added, "They were captured in war.
This is their fate." They were, Nxumalo reflected, much like the small brown men who were thrown
down mines to work until they died. They, too, were captured in war; that, too, was their fate.

Wherever he moved in Sofala he saw things that bewildered, but constantly he was enticed by the
dhows, those floating rondavels whose passage across the sea he could not comprehend but whose
magic was apparent. One afternoon as he stared at a three-masted vessel with tall sails he saw to his
delight that the white man who seemed to be in charge was the same tall Arab who had traded at
Zimbabwe.

'Ho!" he shouted, and when the Arab turned slowly to identify the disturbance, Nxumalo shouted
in Zimbabwe language, 'It's me. The one you gave the disk." The Arab moved to the railing, peered at



the young black, and said finally, 'Of course! The man with the gold mines.'

For some hours they stood on the wharf, talking, and the Arab said, "You should carry your goods
to my brother at Kilwa. He'll appreciate them."'

"Where is the trail to this Kilwa?'

The Arab laughed, the first time Nxumalo had seen him do so. '"There is no trail. It couldn't cross
the rivers and swamps. To walk would require more than a year.'

"Then why tell me to go?'

"You don't march your men along a trail. You sail ... in a dhow." Nxumalo instantly recognized
this as a trick to enslave him, but he also knew that he yearned achingly to know what a dhow was
like, and where China lay, and who wove silk. So after a night's tormented judging he sought the Arab
and said simply, 'I shall deposit all my goods here, with my servants. I'll sail with you to Kilwa, and if
your brother really wants my gold . . .

'He'll be hungry for your ivory.'

'He can have it, if he brings me back here to get it.'

It was arranged, but when his men heard of his daring they protested. They, too, had seen the
slaves chained to the benches and they predicted that this would be his fate, but he wanted to believe
the Arab trader; even more, he wanted to see Kilwa and discover the nature of shipping.

Toward the end of 1458 he boarded the dhow at Sofala for the eleven-hundred-mile passage to
Kilwa, and when the lateen sails were raised and the vessel felt the wind he experienced the joy that
young men know when they set forth upon the oceans. The rolling of the dhow, the leaping of the
dolphins that followed the wake, and the glorious settings of the sun behind the coast of Africa
enchanted him, and when after many days the sailors cried, 'Kilwa, the golden mosque!' he ran
forward to catch his first sight of that notable harbor to which ships came from all cities of the eastern
world.

He was overwhelmed by the varied craft that came to Kilwa, by the towering reach of the masts
and the variety of men who climbed them. He found the Arab equally moved, and as the dhow crept
through the harbor to find a mooring place, the trader pointed to the shore where buildings of stone
glittered and he said with deep feeling, 'My grandfather's grandfather's father. We lived in Arabia
then, and he sailed his trading dhow to Kilwa. On that beach he would spread his wares. What
wonderful beads and cloths he brought. Then he and all his men would retire to his boat, and when the
beach was empty of our people, the black-skinned traders would come down to inspect the goods, and
after a long while they would leave little piles of gold and ivory. Then they would retire, and my
father would go ashore and judge the offer, and if it was miserly he would touch nothing, but return to
his dhow. So the men would come again and add to their offer, and after many exchanges, without a
word being spoken, the trade would be consummated. Look at Kilwa now!'

Nxumalo succumbed to its spell, and for nine days did not even bother to barter his treasures.
When he visited the mosque, lately rebuilt and one of the noblest in Africa, he thought: That tower
they call the minaret. It resembles the tower I worked on at Zimbabwe. But ours was built much
differently. Perhaps someone like me came here to Kilwa, and saw this fine city and went home to do
his building.

He visited all the ships then in harbor and the trading points on the mainland, and after a while he
began to comprehend the intricate world in which black men and yellow and honey-tan like the Arabs
met and traded to mutual advantage, each having something precious to the others. Because he had
gold and ivory, he could deal on a basis of equality with Egyptians and Arabians and Persians and
Indians and the soft, quick people from Java.

He would have sailed with any of them to the far side of the sea; he would have been a willing
passenger on any ship going anywhere; but in the end he arranged for the Arab's brother to sail him



back to Sofala for his entire cache of goods. He might have bargained for a slightly more
advantageous trade with other merchants, but to do so would have been undignified for an officer of
the court of Zimbabwe.

It was a long, drifting trip back to Sofala, and during such a protracted voyage anything might
have happened, but the passage was calm and uneventful, with Nxumalo talking at great length with
the Arab traders and learning from them of the vast changes occurring in the world. The significance
of Constantinople was explained; although he knew nothing of the name, he deduced that the Arabs
must now enjoy an enormous advantage. What was of greater interest were tales the Arabs told of
changes along the Zambezi: 'Many villages have new masters. Salt has been discovered and tribes are
on the move.'

When their ship neared the mouth of that great river the captain pointed out the little trading post
of Chinde, and Nxumalo began to recite the melodious names of this enchanted coast: Sofala, Chinde,
Quelimane, Mozambique, Zanzibar, Mombasa. And the sailors told him of the distant ports with
which they dealt: Jidda, Calicut, Mogadiscio, Malacca.



While these narcotic names infected him with their sweet poison he stayed on deck and watched
the moon tiptoe across the waves of an ocean he still could not comprehend, and grudgingly he
admitted that he was so enamored of this new worldthe towers of Zimbabwe, his register of mines
across the country, the fleet of ships at Kilwa and Sofala, the grand mystery of the oceanhe could
never again be satisfied with his father's village and its naked men plotting to snare a rhinoceros. His
commitment lay with the city, not to any grandiose concept of its destiny but to the honorable task of
doing better whatever limited assignment he was given. He would supervise his mines with extra
attention and trade their gold to maximum advantage. He would work to strengthen Zimbabwe and
help it maintain itself against the new hegemonies forming along the Zambezi. To undertake such
tasks would mean that he could never go south to claim Zeolani, and as night faded, the moon sinking
into the western sea seemed like the slow vanishing of that beautiful girl. At the moment when the
golden disk plunged into the waves it looked much like the Nepalese disk he had sent her, and he
could think only of their love-making and of the sorrow that would never completely leave him.

At dawn he sought his Arab mentor and said, 'I must buy one special thing ... to send south ... to a
girl in my village.'

"You will not take it to her yourself?'

'Never.'

"Then make it something precious, for long remembrance,’ and the Arab put before him a
selection of items, and from them Nxumalo started to choose his gift, but as he looked past the
trinkets he saw the slaves, chained forever to their benches, and he was in confusion.

When Nxumalo led his porters back to Zimbabwe at the close of 1459, he brought with him goods
from distant lands and much intelligence regarding developments on the Zambezi, where Sena and
Tete were becoming important trading towns. He brought rumors of areas farther up the river where
salt was available and the land not exhausted. And he secreted in his bundle a jade necklace from
China, which he sent south with the Old Seeker on the trip which that fellow again averred was his
last.

For many days he met in the citadel with the king and the Mhondoro, discussing the Zambezi
developments. He reported on all that the Arabs had told him, and he started an impassioned
description of what steps must be taken to protect and augment Zimbabwe, but he did not get far,
because the king cut him short with an astonishing statement: 'We have decided to abandon this city.'

Nxumalo gasped. 'But it's a noble city," he pleaded. 'Even better than Kilwa.'

"It was. It is. But it can no longer be.' The king was adamant in his decision that Great Zimbabwe,
as it was called then and forever, must be surrendered to the jungle, since further occupancy was
impractical.

As he reiterated this doleful verdict the three men looked down upon the fairest city south of
Egypt, a subtle combination of granite-walled enclosures and adobe rondavels, a city in which eleven
thousand workers enjoyed a good and differentiated life. It was a place of constant peace, of great
enrichment for the few and modest well-being for all; its faults were that it had spent its energy
searching for gold, its resultant income on ostentation. It had ignored clear signs that the press of
people in the capital city had impaired the environment; the delicate balance between man and nature
which had endured for so long was upset. Its economic stability and assured gold had pleased distant
Arabs and Indian princes, but as its natural resources dwindled, its existence was doomed. Those long
lines of slaves carrying in precious goods had done nothing to nourish the real city, so at the very apex
of its glory it had to be abandoned.

On no one did the decision fall with harsher force than on Nxumalo, for on the dhow that night he
had committed himself to the perpetuation of this city, yet on the day he returned to put his promise
into action he was informed that the city would no longer exist. For two weeks he was disconsolate,



and then it occurred to him that a worthy man dedicates himself not to one particular thing which
attracts him, but to all tasks; and he vowed that when the time came to move this city to its new site,
he would devote all his powers to that endeavor and, with Hlenga's help, make the new city superior to
the old.

It is difficult, five hundred years after the event, to describe in words the precise quality of
thought available to the men who made this decision to abandon Zimbabwe, but because the act was so
crucial in the history of southern Africa, an attempt must be made without inflating or denigrating
reality. The king was no Charlemagne; he was unaware of libraries and monetary systems, yet he had
an uncanny sense of how to keep a sprawling empire functional, and if he knew nothing about armies
or military policy, it was only because he kept his nation at peace during a long reign. He spoke only
one language, which had never been written, and he had no court painter to depict his likeness for
foreign princes, yet he knew how to keep Zimbabwe beautiful; the additions he made to both the lower
city and the citadel were commendable. He was a ruler.

The Mhondoro was certainly no Thomas Aquinas speculating upon the nature of God and man;
indeed, he was sometimes little more than a shaman propitiating dubious spirits that might otherwise
destroy the city. But if he lacked a comprehensive theology like Christianity or Islam with which to
console his people, he did have remarkable skill in banishing their grosser fears, controlling their
wilder passions, and lending them the assurances they needed to keep working. He was a priest.

The condition of Nxumalo was more puzzling. Offspring of a minimal society, child of a family
with extremely limited horizons, he had been allowed adventures which lured him always toward
larger concepts. He was one of those wonderful realists who can add a tentative two to a problematic
three and come up with a solid five. He saw Zimbabwe exactly as it was, a city fighting for its life in a
rapidly changing world, but he also saw in his imagination the cities of India and China, and he
guessed that they were struggling too. He realized that if there existed something as magnificent as an
ocean, there could be no reasonable limit to the wonders its shores might contain. He could not read or
write; he could not express himself in scholastic phrases; he knew nothing of Giotto, who was dead, or
Botticelli, who was living, but from the first moment he saw those carved birds adorning the citadel he
knew they were art and never some accidental thing from the marketplace. He was a pragmatist.

Any one of these three, or all as a group, could have learned to function in any society then
existing, given time and proper instruction. The king certainly was as able as the Aztec rulers of
Mexico or the Incas of Peru and markedly superior to the confused brothers of Prince Henry, who
ruled Portugal abominably; had the Mhondoro been a cardinal at Rome, he would have known how to
protect himself at the Vatican as it then operated; and if Nxumalo with his insatiable curiosity had
ever had a chance to captain a ship, he would have outdistanced Prince Henry's reluctant navigators.
These three might be called savages, but they should never be called uncivilized.

Yet this is precisely what Henry the Navigator did call them as he lay dying in his lonely
monastery on the forlorn headland of Europe. He sat propped in bed, surrounded by a lifetime of
books and documents, striving to devise some stratagem that would speed his captains in their attempt
to turn the southern tip of Africa and 'discover and civilize' places like Sofala and Kilwa. It required
an arrogant mind to consider these great entrepots 'undiscovered' merely because no white Christian
had yet traveled up the eastern coast of Africa, whereas thousands upon thousands of dark Arabs had
traveled down it, and had been doing so for a thousand years.

These were the closing weeks of 1460, while Zimbabwe still functioned as the capital of a vast
but loosely ruled hegemony, with its royal compounds decorated by celadons from China, but Prince
Henry could say to his assembled captains, 'Our mighty task is to bring civilization to the dark shores
of Africa.' He added, '"That the gold mines of Ophir should be occupied by savage blacks is repugnant,
but that their gold should fall into the hands of those who worship Muhammad is intolerable.'



So in the final days of his life, while Nxumalo and his king wrestled with sophisticated problems
of management, Prince Henry challenged his captains to round Africa. Two generations of these men
would die before anyone breasted the cape, but Henry approached death convinced that the discovery
of Ophir was close at hand. "My books assure me," he told his sailors, 'that Ophir was built by those
Phoenicians who later built Carthage. It is very ancient, long before the days of Solomon.' He took real
consolation in this belief, and when a captain said, 'I have been told it was built by Egyptians,' he
snorted, 'Never! Perhaps Old Testament Jews drifting down from Elath, or maybe powerful builders
from Sidon or Arabia.' Not in his worst fever could he imagine that blacks had built an Ophir, and
worked its mines and shipped its gold to all parts of Asia.

And even had he survived long enough to see one of his captains reach Sofala, and if that man
had sent an expedition inland to Zimbabwe, and if he had reported upon the city, its towers gleaming
in the sun, its carved birds silent upon their parapetsand all managed by blackshe might have refused
to accept the facts, for in his thinking, blacks capable of running a nation did not exist.

There were dark-skinned Muslims who threatened the Christian world, and yellow Chinese of
whom Marco Polo had written so engagingly, and soft-brown Javanese who traded with all, but there
were no blacks other than the unspeakable savages his captains had met on the western coast of Africa.

"The only people with whom we contend,' he told his captains, 'are the Muslims who endanger our
world. So you must speed south, and turn the headland which I know is there, and then sail north
toward the lands our Saviour knew. We shall confront the infidel and win a world for Christ, and your
soldiers shall enjoy the gold of Ophir.'

Prince Henry was sixty-six years old that November, a worn-out man and one of the supreme
contradictions in history. He had sailed practically nowhere, but had provided a fortune to his
captains, threatening to bankrupt his brother's kingdom, in his rugged belief that the entire world
could be navigated, that Ophir lay where the Bible intimated, and that if only he could get his ships to
India and China, his priests could Christianize the world.

Henry of Portugal was an explorer sans egal, for he was goaded onward solely by what he read in
books, and from them he deduced all his great perceptions. How sad that his captains, in his lifetime,
did not indeed reach Sofala, so that he could have read their reports of a thriving Zimbabwe. Had he
seen proof of this black civilization, it might have shaken his preconceptions, for he was, above all, a
man of probity. And if the few remaining stragglers in the area had accepted Christianity, he would
have found a respectable place for them in his cosmogony. But his people had neither reached
Zimbabwe nor envisioned its existence.

Even sadder was the fact that after Vasco da Gama did finally reach Sofala in 1498, the
Portuguese considered such ports merely as targets for looting, gateways to vaster riches inland. By
1512, fifty-two years after Prince Henry's death, Portuguese traders were beginning a brisk business
with the chiefdoms that had grown up in the shadow of Great Zimbabwe, and one priest composed a
long report of his dealings with a representative from one settlement who had come down to Sofala
leading sixty blacks bearing cargoes of gold and ivory and copper, just as the Bible had predicted:

His name, Nxumalo, third chief of a city I was not privileged to see but on which I interrogated
him closely. He was very old, very black, with hair of purest white. He talked like a young man and
wore no adornment or badge of office except an iron staff topped by feathers. He seemed able to speak
many languages and talked eagerly with all, but when I asked him if his city was the ancient Ophir, he
smiled evasively. I knew he was trying to mislead me, so I persisted, and he said through our Arab
interpreter, 'Others have asked me that." Nothing more, so I pressed him, and he said, 'Our city had
towers, but they were of stone.' I told him he was lying, that our Bible avers that Ophir was made of
gold, and he took me by the arm and said quietly, in perfect Portuguese, which startled me, "We had
gold too, but it came from mines far from the city, and it was difficult to obtain, and now the mines



have run dry.' I noticed that he had all his teeth.
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There was no close parallel to the miraculous thing that happened at the cape called Good Hope.
In 1488 Captain Bartholomeu Dias in a Portuguese caravel rounded this cape, which he considered to
be the southernmost point of Africa, and he proposed going all the way to India, but like other captains
before and after, he found his crew afraid and was forced by their near-mutiny to turn back.

In 1497 Captain Vasco da Gama landed near the cape, remaining eight days and establishing
contact with large numbers of small brown people who spoke with clicks.

In the ensuing century the Portuguese penetrated to the far reaches of the Indian Ocean: Sofala of
the gold dust, Kilwa the splendid entrepot, Aden and its shrouded figures, Hormuz with the metaled
jewelry of Persia, Calicut offering the silks of India, and Trincomalee with the rare cinnamon of
Ceylon. It was a world of wonder and riches which the Portuguese dominated in all respects, shipping
its spices back to Europe to be sold at enormous profit and leaving at the outposts priests to
Christianize and functionaries to rule.

As early as 1511 one of the greatest Portuguese adventurers, Afonso de Albuquerque, ventured
out of the Indian Ocean, establishing at Malacca a great fort that would serve as the keystone to
Portuguese holdings. Whoever controlled Malacca had access to those magical islands that lay east of
Java like a chain of jewels; these were the fabled Spice Islands, and their riches lay in fee to Portugal.

During the entire sixteenth century this small seafaring nation transported untold wealth from the
area, making irrelevant the fact that Muslims controlled Constantinople. Profit was now made not
from tedious overland camel routes but from seaborne traffic. However, it was not this explosive
wealth which led to the miracle.

In the opening years of the seventeenth century two other very small European nations decided to
seize by force their share of the Portuguese monopoly. In 1600 England chartered its East India
Company, known in history as John Company, which quickly gained a solid foothold in India. Two
years later the Dutch launched their counterpart, Vereenigde Oostin-dische Compagnie (United East
India Company), to be known as Jan Compagnie, which operated with stubborn troops and very
stubborn traders.

The eastern seas became a vast battleground, with every Catholic priest a forward agent of
Portugal, every Protestant predikant a defender of Dutch interests. Nor was it merely a commercial-
religious rivalry; real warfare was involved. Three hideous times1604, 1607, 1608mammoth Dutch
fleets strove to capture the dominating Portuguese fortress on Mozambique Island, and the sieges
should have ended in easy victory, because the island was small, 3,200 yards long, 320 yards wide, and
defended by as few as sixty Portuguese soldiers against whom the Dutch could land nearly two
thousand.

But the defenders were Portuguese, some of the toughest human beings on earth. Once when there




was little hope that the few could resist the many, the Portuguese mounted a sortie, swept out of their
fortress walls and slew the attackers. The Portuguese commander taunted: "The company defending
this fort is a cat that cannot be handled without gloves." During one of the sieges, when all seemed
lost, the Portuguese proposed that the affair be settled by fifty Dutch soldiers fighting a pitched battle
against twenty-five Portuguese, 'a balance honoring the character of the contesting armies.'

The Dutch tried fire, trenching, towers, secret assaults and overpowering numbers, but never did
they penetrate those fortress walls. How different the history of South Africa might have been had the
Portuguese defenders been one shade less valiant. If in 1605 the sixty had surrendered to the two
thousand, by 1985 the strategic ports of Mozambique would probably rest in the hands of the
descendants of the Dutch; all lands south of the Zambezi River could have been under their rule, and
in the ensuing history South Africa would have been the focus, not Java. But never could the Dutch
mount that final push which would have carried them to great victory in Africa.

In these years, when a Portuguese soldier disembarked from one of his nation's ships to take up
duty within a fort at Mozambique or at Malacca, on the straits near Java, he could expect during his
tour of duty three sieges in which he would eat grass and drink urine. Some of the most courageous
resistances in world history were contributed by these Portuguese defenders.

One salient fact differentiated the colonizing efforts of the three European nations: the manner in
which the effort related to the central government. The Portuguese operation was a confused amalgam
of patriotism, Catholicism and profit; the government at Lisbon decided what should be done, the
church ruled the minds of those who did it. When the English chartered their East India Company they
intended it to be free of governmental interference, but quickly saw that this was impossible, because
unless John Company behaved in a generally moral way, the good name of the nation was impugned;
thus there was constant vacillation between commercial freedom and moral control. The Dutch had no
such scruples. Their charter was handed to businessmen whose stated purpose was the making of
profit on their investment, preferably forty percent a year, and neither the government nor the church
had the right to intrude on their conduct. Any predikant who sailed in a ship belonging to Jan
Compagnie was promptly informed that the Compagnie would determine what his religious duties
were and how they would be discharged.

It was soon apparent that three such radically different approaches would have to collide, and
soon the English were battling the Dutch for control of Java, while the Dutch stabbed at Portugal for
control of Malacca, and all three fought Spain for control of the Spice Islands. Yet ships of these
battling nations constantly passed the Cape of Good Hope, often resting there for weeks at a time, with
little effective effort to occupy this crucial spot or arm it as a base from which to raid enemy
commerce. It is inconceivable that these maritime nations should have rounded the Cape on their way
to war and passed it again on their return without ever halting to establish a base. It is even more
difficult to believe that hundreds of merchant ships bearing millions of guilders' and cruzados' worth
of spices should have been allowed to navigate these difficult waters without confrontation of some
kind. But that was the case. In two hundred years of the most concentrated commercial rivalry in Asia
and war in Europe, there was only one instance in which a ship was sunk at the Cape by enemy action.

The explanation, as in the case of many an apparent inconsistency, rested in geography. A
Portuguese ship setting out from Lisbon made a long run southwest to the Cape Verde Islands,
replenished there and sailed almost to the coast of Brazil before steering southeast to round the Cape
for the welcoming anchorage at Mozambique Island, from which it headed east to Goa and Malacca.
Dutch and English ships also passed the Cape Verdes, but realizing that the Portuguese would not
welcome them, continued south to the crucial island of St. Helena, which they jointly commanded, and
once they cleared that haven, it was a brisk run to India. From there the English could head for
entrepots in the Spice Islands while the Dutch could anchor at their tenuous foothold in Java. There



was really no reason why anyone need interrupt his journey at the Cape.

So from 1488, when Dias 'discovered' it, to 1652a period of one hundred and sixty-four years
climactic in world historythis marvelous headland, dominating the trade routes and capable of
supplying all the fresh food and water required by shipping, lay neglected. Any seafaring nation in the
world could have claimed it; none did, because it was not seen as vital to their purposes.

Although it was unclaimed, it was not untouched. In this empty period one hundred and fifty-
three known expeditions actually landed at the Cape, and since many consisted of multiple ships,
sometimes ten or twelve, it can be said with certainty that on the average at least one major ship a year
stopped, often staying for extended periods. In 1580 Sir Francis Drake, heading home at the end of his
circumnavigation with a fortune in cloves, caused to be written in his log:

From Java we sailed for the Cape of Good Hope. We ranne hard aboard the Cape, finding the
report of the Portugals to be most false, who affirme that it is the most dangerous Cape of the world,
never without intolerable storms and present dangers to travallers, which come neare the same. This
Cape is a most stately thing, and the fairest we saw in the whole circumference of the earth.

In 1601 when Sir James Lancaster arrived with a small fleetan appalling two hundred and nine
days out of Londonone hundred and five men were dead of scurvy, with the rest too weak to man the
sails. There was one exception; in General Lancaster's own ship the men were in good shape:

And the reason why the Generals men stood better in health than the men of other ships was this;
he brought to sea with him certaine bottles of the Juice of Limons, which hee gave to each one, as long
as it would last, three spoonfuls every day . . .

Lancaster kept his men ashore forty-six days, plus five more at anchor in the roads, and during
this time he was astonished at the level of society he encountered among the little brown men who
occupied the land:

We bought of them a thousand Sheepe and two and fortie Oxen; and might have bought more if
we would. These Oxen are full as bigge as ours and the sheepe many of them much bigger, fat and
sweet and (to our thinking) much better than our sheepe in England . . . Their speech they clocke with
their tongues in such sort, that in seven weeks which wee remained heere in this place, the sharpest wit
among us could not learne one word of their language; and yet the people would soone understand any
signe wee made to them . . . While that wee stayed heere in this baye we had so royall refreshing that
all our men recovered their health and strength, onely foure or five excepted.

Year after year the ships stopped by, the sailors lived ashore, and the clerks wrote accounts of
what transpired, so that there exists a rather better record of the unoccupied Cape than of other areas
that were settled by unlettered troops. The character of the little brown people with their clicking
tongue is especially well laid out'they speak from the throat and seem to sob and sigh'so that scholars
throughout Europe had ample knowledge of the Cape long before substantial interest was shown by
their governments. Indeed, one enterprising London editor compiled a four-volume book dealing
largely with travels past the Cape, Purchas his Pilgrimes, and entered unknowingly into literary
history as the principal source for The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.

Two engaging traditions endeared the Cape to sailors. It became the custom that whenever the
navigator sensed that he was nearing the Cape, he would alert the crew, whereupon all ordinary
seamen would strain to see who could first cry out: "Table Mountain!" After his sighting was verified,
the captain ceremoniously handed him a silver coin, and all hands, officers and men alike, stood at the
railing to see once more this extraordinary mountain.

It was not a peak; as if some giant carpenter had planed it down, its top seemed as flat as a palace
floor, and not a small floor, either, but a vast one. Its sides were steep and it possessed a peculiarity
that never ceased to amaze: at frequent intervals, on a cloudless day when the tabletop showed clear, a
sudden wind sweeping north from the Antarctic would throw a cloud of dense fog, and even as one



watched, this fog would spread out, obliterating Table Mountain. 'The devil throwing his tablecloth,’
men would say later, and the mountain would be hidden, with the hem of the cloth tumbling down the
sides.

The second tradition was that of the post-office stone. As early as 1501 the captain of a
Portuguese vessel passing the Cape came ashore with a letter of instructions to aid future travelers,
and after wrapping it in pitched canvas, he placed it under a prominent rock on whose surface he
scratched a notice that something of importance lay beneath. Thus the tradition started, and in all
succeeding years captains would stop at the Cape, search for post-office stones, pick up letters which
might have been left a decade earlier, and deliver them either to Europe or to Java. In 1615 Captain
Walter Peyton, in the Expedition at the head of a small fleet, found post-office stones with letters
deposited by different ships: James, Globe, Advice, Attendant. Each told of dangers passed, of hopes
ahead.

There are few reports of letters ever having been destroyed by enemies. A ship would plow
through the Indian Ocean for a year, fighting at port after port, but when it passed the Cape and posted
its letters beneath some rock, they became inviolate, and the very soldiers who had fought this ship
would, if they landed for refreshing, lift those letters reverently and carry them toward their
destination, often dispatching them on a route that would take them through two or three intervening
countries.

What was the miracle of the Cape? That no seafaring nation wanted it.

On New Year's Day 1637 a grizzled mariner of Plymouth, England, reached a major decision.
Captain Nicholas Saltwood, aged forty-four and a veteran of the northern seas, told his wife,
'Henrietta, I've decided to risk our savings and buy the Acorn." Forthwith he led her to The Hoe, the
town's waterfront, and resting there in the exact spot occupied by Sir Francis Drake's ship in July of
1588, when he waited for the Spanish Armada to come up the Channel, stood a small two-masted ship
of one hundred and eighty-three tons.

"It will be dangerous,’ he confided. 'Four years absent in the Spice Islands and God knows where.
But if we don't venture now . . .'

'If you buy the ship, how will you acquire your trade goods?'

'On our character,’ Saltwood said, and once the Acorn was his, he and his wife circulated among
the merchants of Plymouth, offering them shares in his bold adventure. From them he wanted no
money, only the goods on which he proposed to make his fortune and theirs. On February 3, the day he
had hoped to sail, he had a ship well laden.

'And if the sheriff abides his word," he told his wife, 'we'll take even more,’ and they went
together to the ironmonger's, and as before, their surety was their appearance and their reputation.
They were sturdy people and honest: 'Matthew, I want your lad to keep watch on my foremast. If I
raise a blue flag, rush me these nineteen boxes. I'll pay silver for seven. You contribute the dozen, and
if the voyage fails, you've lost all. But it will not fail.'

At the door of the mongery he kissed his wife farewell: 'It would not be proper for you to deal
with the sheriff. I believe he'll come. You watch for the blue flag, too." And he was gone.

Three bells had sounded when a cart from Plymouth prison hove into sight, bearing ten manacled
men guarded by four marching soldiers and a very stout sheriff, who, when he reached the wharf,
called out, 'Captain Saltwood, be you prepared?’

When Saltwood came to the railing the sheriff produced a legal paper, which he passed along for
one of his soldiers to read, since he could not: 'Ship Acorn, Captain Saltwood. Do you agree to carry
these men condemned to death to some proper spot in the southern seas where they are to be thrown
ashore to establish a colony to the honor of King Charles of England?’

'l do,' Saltwood replied. 'And now may I ask you, has the passage money been voted?'



'It has,' the fat sheriff said, and as he stepped aboard the Acorn he counted out the five pieces of
silver for each of the condemned men. 'Now the delivery. Captain Saltwood, I want you to appreciate
the rogues you're getting.' And as the manacled prisoners came awkwardly aboard, chains dangling,
the soldier read out their crimes: 'He stole a horse. A cutpurse. He committed murder, twice. He
robbed a church. He ate another man's apples. He stole a cloak . . ." Each man had been sentenced to
death, but at the solicitation of Captain Saltwood, who needed their passage money, execution had
been stayed.

'Have you granted them equipment to found their colony?' Saltwood asked.

"Throw them ashore,' the sheriff said. 'If they survive, it's to the honor of the king. If they perish,
what's lost?' With that the four soldiers climbed into the cart and pulled the wheezing sheriff in behind
them.

'Run up the blue pennant,” Saltwood told his mate, and when it fluttered in the breeze the
ironmonger hurried down to the ship with his nineteen crates of tools badly needed in the distant
islands.

As soon as the Acorn stood out from harbor, Saltwood ordered his carpenter to strike off the
manacles, and when the convicts were freed he assembled them before the mast: 'During this trip I
hold the power of life and death. If you work, you eat and are assured of justice. If you plot against
this ship, you feed the sharks.' But as he was about to dismiss the unfortunates, he realized that they
must be bewildered by what might happen to them, and he said reassuringly, 'If you conduct
yourselves well, I shall seek the most clement coast in all the seas. And when the moment comes to
disembark, I shall provide you with such equipment for survival as we can spare.’

"Where?' one of the men asked.

'Only God knows,' Saltwood said, and for the next ninety days the Acorn sailed slowly southward
through seas it had never traversed before, and the heavens showed stars which none had ever seen.
The prisoners worked and partook of such food as the regular crew received, but always Saltwood kept
his pistols ready, his defenses against mutiny prepared.

On the ninety-first day out, the Acorn sighted St. Helena, where the condemned men prayed to be
set ashore, but a congenial port like this was not the intended destination, so the convicts were kept
under close guard while the ship was provisioned, and after four restful days the Acorn headed south.

On May 23, in rough weather, the little ship, barely visible against the massiveness of Africa,
stood off the sandy beach north of Table Mountain, for it was here that Captain Saltwood proposed to
cast his convicts ashore. But before he did so, he gave them a selection of implements from one of the
crates of tools, and his men contributed food and spare clothes for the apprehensive settlers.

'Be of good cheer,' Saltwood advised the convicts. 'Select one of your group to serve as leader,
that you may subdue the land quickly.’

"'Won't you sail closer to the shore?' one of the men asked.

"This coast looks dangerous,’ Saltwood said, 'but you shall have this little boat.'

As the convicts climbed down into the frail craft he called, 'Establish a good colony so that your
children may prosper under the English flag.'

"Where will we find women?' the impertinent murderer called.

'Men always find women," Captain Saltwood cried, and he watched as the criminals manned the
oars and rowed ineffectively toward the shore. When a tall wave came, they could not negotiate it; the
boat capsized and all were drowned. Captain Saltwood shook his head: "They had their chance.' And he
watched with real regret as his boat shattered on the inhospitable beach.

But this voyage of the Acorn was not remembered for its loss of the ten convicts, because such
accidents were commonplace and barely reported in London. When the stormy seas subsided, men
from the ship went ashore at the Cape proper, and one of the first things they did was check the area



for post-office stones; they found five, each with its parcel of letters, some intended for Amsterdam,
some for Java. The former were rewrapped in canvas and put back under one stone; the latter were
taken aboard for delivery in the far Far East. Under a special stone engraved with the Acorn's name,
the mate deposited a letter to London detailing the successful passage via St. Helena but ignoring the
loss of the ten prisoners.

The shore party was about to embark for the long trip to Java when a group of seven little brown
men appeared from the east, led by a vivacious young man in his twenties. He offered to trade sheep,
which he indicated by cleverly imitating those animals, if the sailors would provide him with lengths
of iron and brass, which again he indicated so that even the dullest sailor could catch his meaning.

They asked him his name, and he tried to say Horda, but since this required three click sounds
they could make nothing of it, and the mate said, 'Jack! That's a good name!" And it was under this
name that he was taken aboard the Acorn and introduced to Captain Saltwood, who said, "We need men
to replace the convicts. Show him to a bunk for'ard.’

He was naked except for a loincloth made of jackal skin, and a small pouch tied about his waist;
in it he carried a few precious items, including an ivory bracelet and a crude stone knife. What amazed
the sailors were the click sounds he made when talking. 'God's word," one sailor reported to another,
'he farts through his teeth.’

Within a week of watching the sailmaker ply his awls and needles, Jack had fashioned himself a
pair of trousers, which he wore during the remainder of the long voyage. He also made a pair of
sandals, a hat and a loose-fitting shirt, and it was in this garb that he stood by the railing of the Acorn
when Captain Saltwood led his little ship gingerly into the Portuguese harbor at Sofala.

"You were daring to enter here,' a Portuguese merchant said. 'Had you been Dutch, we would have
sunk you.'

T come to trade for the gold of Ophir,’ Saltwood said, whereupon the Portuguese burst into
disrespectful laughter.

'Everyone comes for that. There is none. I don't believe there ever was.'

"'What do you trade?'

"Where do you head?'

'Malacca. The Spice Islands."'

'Oh, now!' the trader said. "We accept you here, but anyone who tries to enter the Spice Island
trade .. . they'll burn your ship at Malacca." Then he snapped his fingers. 'But if you're brave, and
really want to trade, I have something most precious that the Chinese long for.'

'Bring it forth,” Saltwood said, and with obvious pride the Portuguese produced fourteen curious,
dark, pyramidal objects about nine inches square on the base. "What can they be?'

'Rhinoceros horn.'

"Yes! Yes!" In the pages of his ship's log, on which he had prepared his notes for this great
adventure, he had noted that rhinoceros horn might profitably be carried to any ports where Chinese
came. 'Where would I trade them?' he asked.

'Java. The Chinese frequent Java.'

So a bargain was struck, after which the Portuguese said, 'A warning. The horns must be
delivered as they are. Not powdered, for the old men who yearn to marry young girls must see that the
horn is real, or it won't work.'

'Does it really work?' Saltwood asked. 'I don't need it yet,' the Portuguese said.

Wherever the Acorn anchored, Jack studied the habits of the people, marveling at their variety
and how markedly they differed from the English sailors with whom he was now familiar and whose
language he spoke effectively. At stately Kilwa he noticed the blackness of the natives' skins; at
Calicut he saw men halfway in darkness between himself and his shipmates; at resplendent Goa,



where all ships stopped, he marveled at the temples.

He gained great respect for Captain Saltwood, who not only owned the Acorn but ran it with
sagacity and daring. For one dreamy day after another the little vessel would drift through softly
heaving seas, then head purposefully for some harbor none of the crew had heard of before, and there
Saltwood would move quietly ashore, and talk and listen, and after a day of cautious judgment would
signal to his men, and they would bring to the marketplace their bales of goods, unwrapping them
delicately to impress the buyers. And always at the end of the trading, Saltwood would have some new
product to fill his holds.

Like all the little brown people, Jack loved to sing, and in the evening when the sailors idled their
time in chantey, his soft clear voice, echoing like some pure bell, joined in. They liked this; they
taught him their favorite songs; and often they called for him to sing alone, and he would stand as they
lolled, a little fellow four feet ten, his slanted eyes squeezed shut, his face a vast smile as he chanted
songs composed in Plymouth or Bristol. Then he felt himself to be a member of the crew.

But there was another tradition, and this one he disliked. From time to time the English sailors
would cry, "Take down your pants!" and when he refused, they would untie the cord that held up the
trousers he had sewn and pull them down, and they would gather round in astonishment, for he had
only one testicle. When they questioned him about this, he explained, "Too many people. Too few
food.'

"What's that got to do with your missing stone?' a Plymouth man asked.

'Every boy baby, they cut one off.'

"'What's that got to do with food?' The Plymouth man gagged. 'My God, you don't.. . .

'So when we grow up, find a wife, we must never have twins.'

Again and again when the voyage grew dull the sailors cried, 'Jack, take down your pants!' and
one sultry afternoon in the Indian Ocean they brought down Captain Saltwood. "You'll be astonished!
they said admiringly as they sought the little fellow, but when they found him and stood him on a
barrel and cried, 'Jack, down with your pants!' he refused, grabbing himself about the middle to
protect the cord that tied his trousers.

'Jack!" the men cried with some irritation. 'Captain Saltwood wants to see.'

But Jack had had enough. Stubbornly, his little face showing clenched teeth, he refused to lower
his pants, and when two burly sailors came at him he fought them off, shouting, "You not drop your
pants!" And there he stood on the barrel, resisting, until Saltwood said quietly, 'He's right, men. Let
him be.’

And from that day he never again dropped his drawers, and his self-stubbornness had an
unforeseen aftermath: he had been the sailors' toy, now he became their friend.

The part of the journey he liked best came when the Acorn slipped past the great Portuguese fort
at Malacca and wandered far to the east among the islands of the spice trade; there he saw for the first
time cloth woven with gold and the metalwork of the islands. It was a world whose riches he could not
evaluate but whose worth he had to acknowledge because of the respectful manner in which his friends
handled these treasures.

'Pepper! That's what brings money,' the sailors told him, and when they crushed the small black
corns to release the aromatic smell, he sneezed and was enchanted.

'Nutmeg, mace, cinnamon!' the sailors repeated as the heavy bags were heaved aboard. "Turmeric,
cardamom, cassia!' they continued, but it was the cloves that captivated him, and even though guards
were posted over this precious stuff, he succeeded in stealing a few to crack between his teeth and
keep against the bottom of his tongue, where they burned, emitting a pleasant aroma. For some days
he moved about the ship blowing his cloved breath on the sailors until they started calling him Smelly
Jack.



How magnificent the East was! When the Acorn completed its barter, Captain Saltwood issued
the welcome command: "We head for Java and the Chinese who await our horns.' And for many days
the little ship sailed along the coast of Java with sailors at the rail to marvel at this dream-swept island
where mountains rose to touch the clouds and jungle crept down to dip its fingers in the sea.

Captain Saltwood found no time to enjoy these sights, for he was preoccupied with two serious
problems: he had traded so masterfully that his ship now contained a fortune of real magnitude and
must be protected from pirates; but the fortune could not be realized unless he got his ship safely past
the fort at Malacca, across the seas, around the Cape of Good Hope, through the storms of the equator,
and home to Plymouth. It was with these apprehensions that he anchored in the roadstead off Java and
was rowed ashore to bargain with the Chinese merchants who might want his rhinoceros horns.

While the Acorn lay at anchor, waiting until the next fleet formed for the journey to Europe, Jack
had an opportunity to explore the trading center that the Dutch had established on Java. He lounged by
the waterside, learning to identify the varied craft that worked these Asian waters: car-racks with their
bristling guns, swift flutes from Holland, the amazing proas from the islandsby shifting the location of
their mast, they could sail in either direction with equal speedand best of all, the towering East India-
men.

It was while watching one of these monsters unload that he became aware of a tall, thin
Dutchman who seemed always to preempt the best cargo for his warehouse, which stood close to the
harbor. Traders called him Mijnheer van Doorn, and he seemed a most austere person, overly
conscious of his position, even though he could not have been more than twenty-three. Jack was awed
by his stiff dignity and spoke to him in broken English, which Van Doorn as a trader had to know.

"Where you from?' the Dutchman asked, looking down as if from a great and sovereign height.

'Many days.'

"You're not black. You're not yellow. Where?'

'Setting sun.'

The interrogation was so unsatisfactory that Van Doorn summoned a sailor from the Acorn and
asked, "Where's this fellow from?' and the man replied, 'Picked him up at the Cape of Good Hope.'

'Hmmmm!' Van Doorn stepped back, looked down his long nose at the little fellow, and said, "The
Cape, is it a fine place?' Jack, understanding nothing of this, laughed and was about to retreat when he
spotted a white person about his own size, a boy of thirteen whom Van Doorn treated affectionately.

"Your boy?' Jack asked.

'My brother," Van Doorn replied, and for the last two months that Captain Saltwood idled off
Java, Jack and this white lad played together. They were of equal size and equal mental development,
each striving to understand the complex world of Batavia. They formed an attractive pair, a thin little
brown man with bandy legs, a stout Dutch lad with blond hair and wide shoulders, and they could be
seen together in each of the quarters allocated to the different nationalities: Malay, Indian, Arab,
Balinese, and the small area in which the industrious Chinese purchased almost anything offered for
sale, but only at the prices they set.

One day young Van Doorn explained that Dutch children had two names; his other one was
Willem. '"What's yours?' he asked.

'Horda,' his playmate said with a blizzard of click sounds. 'And his name?' he asked, pointing to
the older Van Doorn.

'Karel." And while Jack was repeating the two names, Willem produced his surprise. Having
noticed that Jack owned only the clothes he wore, he had procured from the Compagnie warehouse an
additional pair of trousers and a shirt, but when Jack put them on he looked ridiculous, for they had
been cut to fit stout Dutchmen, not dwarfish brown persons.

'T can sew,' Jack said reassuringly, but after the clothes were altered he reflected that aboard the



Acorn whenever one man gave another something, the recipient was supposed to give something in
return, and he very much wanted to give Willem van Doorn a gift, but he could not imagine what.
Then he remembered the ivory bracelet hidden in his pouch, but when he handed it to Willem it was
too small to fit his stout wrist. It was dour Karel who solved the problem. Taking a silver chain from
the Compagnie stock, he fastened the ivory circle to it, then hung the chain about Willem's neck,
where the combination of silver, ivory and the lad's fair complexion made a fine show.

That night Captain Saltwood, richer than he had ever dreamed because of the trade he made on
the rhino homs, informed his crew that since no other ships were preparing to depart for home, the
Acorn had no alternative but to make a run up the Straits of Malacca to join with some English fleet
forming in India. 'It will be a grave adventure,' he warned his men, and they spent that night preparing
their muskets and pikes.

At dawn Jack wanted to slip ashore to say farewell to his Dutch friend, but Captain Saltwood
would not permit this, for he wished no interference from Dutch authorities and intended sailing
without their knowledge or approval. So Jack stood at the railing of the Acorn, looking vainly for his
companion. Willem knew nothing of the departure, but toward eleven a Dutch sailor ran into the
Compagnie warehouse, shouting, "The English ship is sailing!" and Willem, fingering his ivory gift,
stood by the water's edge watching the ship and its little brown fellow disappear.

It required two weeks for the Acorn to transit Java waters, sail along the coast of Sumatra and
past the myriad islands that made this sea a wonderland of beauty as well as fortune, but in time the
sailors could see that land was beginning to encroach on each side of the ship, and they knew they
were headed directly into the critical part of their voyage. To port lay Sumatra, a nest of pirates. To
starboard stood the massive fortress of Malacca, impervious to sieges, with nearly seventy major guns
on its battlements. And fore and aft would be the pestilential little boats filled with daring men trying
to board and steal the prize.

The fight, if it came, would be even, for the Acorn was manned by men of Plymouth, grandsons
of those doughty fellows who with Drake had routed the ships of King Philip's Armada. They did not
intend to be boarded or sunk.

It was Captain Saltwood's strategy to remain hidden behind one of the many islands to satisfy
himself that there was adequate wind, and then to run the gauntlet at night when the Portuguese might
be inattentive, and this plan would have succeeded except that some Malay sailor, lounging on the
northern shore, saw the attempted passage and sounded an alarm.

It was midnight when the battle began, great guns flashing from the fort, small boats darting out
in an attempt to set fire to the English ship, larger boats trying to ram and board. Jack understood what
was happening and knew from conversation with the sailors what tortures he and the others might
expect if their ship was taken, but he was not prepared for the violent heroism of his English mates.
They fought like demons, firing their pistols, thrusting and stabbing with their pikes.

Dawn found them safely past the looming fortress, with only a few small craft still trying to
impede them; like a bristling beetle ignoring ants, the Acorn swayed ahead, its sailors shooting and
jabbing at their attackers, and before long, pulled away. The dangerous passage was completed.

In India, Captain Saltwood faced a major disappointment: no English fleet would sail this year.
So once more he went on alone, a daring man carrying with him enough wealth to found a family and
perhaps even acquire a residence in some cathedral town. Getting home became an obsession, and he
sailed the Acorn accordingly.

At Ceylon, pirates tried to board; off Goa, Portuguese adventurers had to be repulsed. South of
Hormuz the Plymouth men ran into real danger, and at Mozambique two crazed carracks lumbered out
to give chase on the remote chance that they might take a prize, but when the Acorn sailed serenely on,
they abandoned the pursuit. Finally Sofala was passed to starboard, with Captain Saltwood saluting the



unseen merchant who had sold him the rhinoceros horn. The southern coast of Africa guided them
westward, and the morning came when a sailor shouted, 'I see Table Mountain!" and Captain Saltwood
himself handed him the silver coin, saying, "We're one step nearer home.'

When the bay was reached and the longboat prepared, Jack said farewell to his accidental friends,
standing on tiptoe to embrace them. Once ashore, he walked slowly inland, pausing now and again to
look back at the ship whose victories and tribulations he had shared for nearly four years. But the
moment came when the next hill must close him off forever from the Acorn, and when he passed this
and began to see familiar rocks and the spoor of animals he had always known, a strange thing
occurred. He began divesting himself of the sailor's uniform he had worn these many months. Off
came the shirt, the carefully sewn trousers, the leather shoes. He did not throw them away, nor the
extra raiment given him by the young Dutch boy at Java, but tied them carefully into a little bundle,
which knocked reassuringly against his leg as he walked homeward.

When he reached his village he was sucking a clove stolen at Java, and when his old friends
poured out to greet him, he breathed a strange odor upon them, and undid his bundle to display what
he carried, and to each he gave a clove in remembrance of the many times during the past four years
that he had thought of them.

By 1640 the grim-faced Dutchmen who proposed to rule the East from Java had endured enough:
"Those damned Portuguese at Malacca must be destroyed.' In stinging reports to the Lords XVII, the
businessmen who controlled the East Indies Company from their dark offices in Amsterdam, they had
complained: "The Catholic fiends in Malacca have sunk our ships for the last time. We are prepared to
besiege their fortress for seven years if necessary.'

The Lords XVII might have rejected this daring proposal had not a gentleman whose grandfather
was burned at the stake while trying to protect Dutch Protestantism from the fury of Spain's Duke of
Alva argued passionately: 'Our fortunes teeter in the balance. Malacca must be destroyed." His oratory
carried, and plans to crush the Portuguese had been approved, not by the Dutch government but by Jan
Compagnie. The hard-headed citizens of Holland knew in what kind of hands responsibility should be
placed. Merchants with something to protect would know how to protect it.

When authorization reached Java the local Dutchmen responded enthusiastically. Funds were
made available. New ships were built. Javanese natives in sarongs were taught to handle tasks afloat.
And of equal importance, ambassadors were dispatched to large and petty kingdoms to assure them
that when the Dutch moved against Malacca their interest was not territorial: "We intend to take no
land belonging to others. But we must stop the Portuguese piracy.'

Among the ambassadors chosen for this ticklish task was Karel van Doorn, now twenty-five and
with a solid reputation as a loyal Compagnie servant. He was severe, honest, humorless, and gifted
with an understanding of finance and the profitable management of Compagnie slaves.

Such promotions as Karel had achieved were due principally to his mother, the stalwart widow of
an official who had been killed while endeavoring to extend Compagnie holdings in the Spice Islands.
He had been a man of enormous energy; by arrogance, bluff", courage and expropriation he had
protected the Compagnie; by chicanery, theft, falsification and diversion he had at the same time built
up his own clandestine trading interests a thing severely forbiddenand in so doing, had accumulated a
considerable wealth which he had been trying vainly to smuggle back to Holland when he died. His
widow, Hendrickje, now found herself with a growing fortune which she could spend only in Java.

Fortunately, she flourished in the tropics, and as soon as the Dutch destroyed the Javanese city of
Jacatra and began building opposite its ruins their own capital, Batavia, she appropriated one of the
choicest locations on the Tijgergracht (Tiger Canal) and there built herself a mansion. Curiously, it
could have stood unnoticed on any street in Amsterdam, for it was done in massive Dutch style, with
heavy stone walls and red-tiled roof protecting it from snows which never came. Thick partitions



separated the rooms, which were illuminated by very small windows, and wherever a breeze might
have entered, some heavy piece of furniture shut it out.

The only concession indicating that this massive house stood in the tropics was a garden of
surpassing beauty, filled with the glorious flowers of Java and punctuated with handsome statuary
imported from China. In this garden, to the sound of the tinkling gamelan comprised of eleven
musicians, many decisions regarding Dutch fortunes in the East were reached.

Mevrouw van Doorn, a voluptuous blonde who might have been painted by Frans Hals, who did
paint her mother, had arrived in 1618 when that notable administrator Jan Pieterszoon Coen was
running affairs in his harsh, capable style, and she had quickly endeared herself to him, supporting
him eagerly no matter what he did. She heard him warn the populace that acts of immorality among
servants must cease, and when one of her maids became pregnant she herself dragged the frightened
girl to Coen's headquarters and was present in the square when the girl was beheaded. The young man
involved was also sharply reprimanded.

Two obsessions controlled her life: business and religion. It had been she who goaded her
husband into setting up his illegal private businesses, one after another. It had been she who
supervised those operations, earning a profit of sixty percent a year when the Lords XVII could make
only forty. And it had been she who sequestered the stolen funds when they reached Batavia. Indeed,
her husband's estate was now so complicated that she dared not risk returning to Holland lest it fall in
chaos. As she reported to her younger sister in Haarlem:

I often think of coming home to live with you in our house on the canal, but I dread those cold
winters. Besides, I am kept prisoner here supervising the sixty-nine slaves who work for me. By
Haarlem standards I know this sounds a lot, but it really isn't. When I go about Batavia, attending my
affairs, eight slaves accompany me to assure that coaches, umbrellas and footwear are available.
Seven girls tend my clothes, six watch over my retiring room. I need six cooks, nine serving men,
eleven members for my orchestra, twelve to tend the grounds and ten for general services. So you see,
I am kept quite busy.

Her devotion to religion contained no shred of insincerity, nor should it, considering her family
history. Her grandfather, Joost van Valkenborch, had been executed by the Spaniards in 1568 when the
great Count Egmont went to his death; both patriots had given their lives in defense of Holland and
Calvinism. Her father, too, had died fighting the Spanish Catholics; Willem van Valkenborch had
established the first Calvinist assembly in Haarlem, a clandestine affair whose members knew they
would perish if caught. One of her first memories was of secret night worship when her father spoke
eloquently of God and the nature of man. Religion was more real to her than the stars over Java, more
encompassing than the canals that served Batavia.

Before her husband died they had shared the pleasure of receiving from the Lords XVII a
Protestant Bible printed in Dutch, a massive affair published in 1630 by Henrick Laurentsz of
Amsterdam, and together they had read in their own language the glowing stories that had sustained
her father and grandfather in their martyrdoms. Despite all the wealth her husband had left her, she
held her chief treasure to be this Bible; it was the light that ruled her life.

Her next treasures were her two sons, who lived with her and whose fortunes she supervised so
carefully, nudging the local directors whenever she thought Karel merited an advancement. It was she
who had proposed him for the embassy to governments neighboring on Malacca, and when the trip
was in preparation it was she who suggested that young Willem go along so as to witness the vast
extent of the Compagnie's trading interests.

'He's only fifteen," Karel protested.

'Proper time to learn what ships and battles are,' his mother snapped, and on a very hot afternoon
when flies buzzed in stifled air, members of the diplomatic mission were briefed by high officials of



the Compagnie, who sat like gargoyles in the white-walled council chamber, nodding gravely as an old
man who had been fighting the Portuguese for three decades spoke portentously: 'A solemn moment
approaches. We're about to crush Malacca.'

Karel leaned forward. 'Assault the fortress?'

The old man, clenching his fists and dreaming of long-gone defeats, ignored him. 'In 1606 we
tried to capture that damned place and failed. In 1608 we tried again, and 1623. In 1626 and 27 1
myself led the landing parties. We got to the walls but were driven back. During the last four years
we've tried to blockade the Straits, starve them out, and always they've laughed at us. Now,' he
shouted, banging his frail hand on the table, 'we destroy them.'

'How soon do we sail?'

'ITmmediately.'

When Karel showed disappointment at missing the siege, where promotions might come quickly,
the old man said, "You'll be back for fighting. We may not attack for at least a year. And remember
what your job is. To assure all our neighbors that when we capture Malacca we shall seek no territory
for ourselves.'

Another officer said sententiously, 'All we insist upon is trading rights. We'll take the fort but
leave the land.'

And then a very large man with a voice that rumbled from much preaching added, 'Explain to
them all that if they do business with us, it's only business. An honest deal for all. We will not try to
Christianize them, the way the Portuguese have done with their oppressive Catholicism. Mark my
words, Van Doorn, your strongest weapon could be religion. Tell them to watch our deportment when
we capture Malacca.'

'If we capture it,' someone corrected.

'No!" a dozen voices cried. 'Dr. Steyn is right. When we capture it.'

The minister coughed and continued: "When we occupy Malacca, nothing is changed. The sultan
continues in power, freed of Portuguese influence. Muhammad continues as their God, freed of
pressure from the Catholics. The Chinese, Arabians, Persians, Ceylonese, Englishand even the
Portuguese traders themselvesanyone with a business in Malacca will continue to own it and operate it
as he wishes. All we seek is the right to trade, for all men. Tell the rulers that.’

In four days of concentrated argument this point was hammered until Van Doorn understood
better than most of the Lords XVII back in Amsterdam what the practical politics of Jan Compagnie
were. The Lords, representing all regions and aspects of Dutch life, had to be cautious, aware that
whatever they promulgated enjoyed the force of law; indeed, their decisions were stronger than
ordinary law because from them there was no appeal. But the governors in the field, who needed two
years to send a query and receive an answer, had to be daring. On their own they could declare war,
appropriate an island, or conduct negotiations with a foreign power. The governor-general in Java
could order the execution of anyone, slave or free, English or Chinese: 'For stealing property
belonging to the Compagnie, he shall be dragged to the port of Batavia and keel-hauled three times
beneath the largest vessel. If still living, he shall be burned and his ashes scattered.’

The governor-general, accustomed to exercising these powers, glared at Karel and said, "We
expect you to convince the nations that they have no reason to oppose us when we make our attack.'

'l shall,’ Van Doorn assured him.

There was at this time riding at the port of Batavia a trading ship heavily laden with goods for
China, Cambodia and the Dutch entrepot on Formosa, and free space for the stowing of such spices
and metals as might be picked up in the course of a long journey. To this ship Karel, his brother
Willem and their sixteen servants reported. Because of the importance of this mission, the captain had
vacated his cabin and assigned it to the brothers, and there, surrounded by books and charts, they



started the long voyage to the ancient ports of the East, sailing through waters that Marco Polo had
known, past islands that would not be touched by white men for another century.

Wherever they stopped, they assured local leaders that the Dutch had no designs upon their
territory, and that Java expected neutrality when the attack came on Malacca. "Won't these people
warn the Portuguese?' Willem asked.

"The Portuguese know. We've been attacking Malacca every ten years. Surely they expect us.'

"'Won't they build their defenses?'

'Of course. They're doing it right now.'

"Then why didn't we attack right now?' the boy asked.

'Next year will be just as good. Our job now is to pacify allies." But later, when the Dutch were
dining alone, Karel was inspired to raise his glass to the sailors and soldiers who would participate in
the siege: "To that brave man amongst us who could well be the governor of Malacca before this year
is out!" And all the Dutchmen drank in silence, imagining the possibilities: in their army a man did not
have to be a nobleman to become an admiral or a governor.

By late April 1640, when the Van Doorns returned to Batavia with assurances that no neighbors
would interfere with operations in the Straits of Malacca, and when a fleet of war vessels had been
assembled, Governor-General van Diemen decided that the time was proper for the major thrust.

'Karel,' he told the returning ambassador, 'you're to accompany the fleet. Take charge as soon as
the fortress is secured.’

'Looting?'

'Tt will be a long, dangerous fight, Karel. Allow the men three days to capture what they will.
Then establish order. After that, no one is to be touched, Muslim or Christian.'

"The sultan?'

'Protect him, by all means. The soldiers will probably loot his palaces and take some of his
women. But let him know that he survives with our blessing... and only because of our blessing. He'll
prove our strongest ally.'

When the sails of the fleet were raised, they covered the sea like a sheath of white lace, and spies
rushed overland to launch small boats in which they would scurry to Malacca to inform the Portuguese
that the next siege was under way. It required thirteen days for the straggling fleet to reach the Straits
south of the fortress, and when young Willem van Doorn looked up at the mighty battlements, thirty
feet high, twenty-six feet thick, he gasped, 'No one could break them down."'

He was right to be apprehensive, for the fortress was much greater now than when the Dutch had
first assaulted it. Five large churches stood within the walls, two hospitals, granaries, many deep
wells, accommodation for four thousand fighting men. The town outside contained twenty thousand
people, the harbor and the river more than a thousand small boats. From five towers sixty-nine major
cannon controlled all approaches, and most important, the battlements were commanded by a man
who had withstood other sieges and who was determined to outlast this one.

For five long and terrible months he succeeded. Two thousand of his people starved to death, then
two thousand more, and finally another three. But he exacted a fearful toll on the Dutch assailants;
more than a thousand highly trained men died in their attempt to approach these mighty walls.

They did achieve a limited success: by heroic measures they wrestled their cannon ashore,
protected them with abutments, and proceeded methodically to knock large holes in the fortifications.
Now all that was required was for foot soldiers to charge through the holes and the fort would be
theirs, because deserters assured them: "The Portuguese are eating rats and chewing upon the hides of
horses.'

But to reach the holes, the Dutch would have to wade up to their armpits through malarial
swamps, then swim turbulent streams while Portuguese on the walls shot at them, and this they were



hesitant to do. So a kind of waiting war developed, during which yachts were dispatched regularly to
Java seeking reinforcements and advice; in December, Willem van Doorn sailed on one of them,
bearing messages:

Our predikant Johannes Schotanus was an excellent man while the first fighting was under way,
but in this waiting period he is again proving most difficult and has had to be suspended. We are sorry,
for he possesses wonderful gifts. His teachings are exemplary, if only he would practice them. He
could accomplish so much if he stayed sober, but we must not let him act as predikant after we capture
Malacca because he would disgrace the Compagnie by his wild insobriety.

In the sixth month of the siege young Willem returned to the fleet in a large ship, bringing fresh
supplies, much gunpowder and instructions that the fortress must now be taken. So on a Sunday night
in January 1641 every able-bodied Dutchman moved ashore, forded the swamps, and made a predawn
attack, driving the Portuguese from the openings in the walls by means of a furious barrage of hand
grenades. By ten that morning the keystone of Portugal's empire in the East had fallen.

One of the most enthusiastic victors was Willem, who found that he did not fear gunfire or
towering walls. Indeed, he was more resolute than his older brother and much more willing to press
forward whether others accompanied him or not. He was among the first into the city, cheering wildly
as cannon were drawn inside, lined up, and pointed down the narrow thoroughfares. Ball after ball,
huge spheres of solid iron, leaped from the muzzles of the cannon, wreaking fearful destruction.
Willem applauded the fires that raged and was in the forefront of those greedy soldiers who rampaged
through the treasure-laden buildings that escaped the blaze.

It was a bloody triumph, but as soon as the looting was brought under control, the Dutch behaved
with their customary magnanimity: the Portuguese commander was saluted for his bravery and given a
ship in which he could transport his family, his slaves and his possessions to whatever haven he chose;
the gallant captains who had defended the towers were permitted to accompany him with all they
owned; and when an unsuspecting Portuguese merchant ship sailed into the channel laden with cloth
from India, it was encouraged to dock, on the principle that since the islands under Dutch control
produced little surplus cloth, trade with Portuguese India must not only be permitted but encouraged.

And so the vast eastern empire started by Magellan and Albuquerque dissolved. Only the village
of Macao would be retained on the threshold of China, a part of tiny Timor in the waters north of
Australia, the minute enclave of Goa in India, and the savage hinterland behind Mozambique
Islandthese were the remnants. All the rest was gone: Ceylon, Malacca, Java, the important Spice
Islands. A man's heart could break at the loss of such glorious lands.

While the fires still smoldered, the victors reported to the Compagnie managers in Batavia:
'Noble, Valiant, Wise, and Honorable Gentlemen, Malacca has fallen and will henceforth be
considered private territory and a dominion of the Dutch East India Compagnie." Now the eastern
world was secured and time was ripe for the Dutch to think seriously about establishing a safe resting
point between Amsterdam and Batavia where sailors could recover from scurvy. Logic dictated that it
be located at the Cape of Good Hope, but its founding had nothing to do with logic. It was sheer
accident.

Batavia! This tiny enclave on the northwest coast of Java, this glorious capital of a vast and
loosely held empire, had been named after the Batavi, those fierce, sullen men encountered by the
early Roman emperors in the marshes that would subsequently become Holland.

It would always be a contradictory place, a walled fortress town perched on the edge of a jungle,
totally Netherlandish in disposition, appearance and custom; but at the same time a garden-filled
tropical escape from Holland, festooned with lovely flowers and strange fruits in great abundance. It
was a heavenly place, a deadly place, and many Dutchmen who came here were dead within ten years,
struck down by indolence, gluttony and drunkenness. It was in this period that Compagnie men,



returning to Batavia from forced stints in the outlying Spice Islands, conceived the feast that would
always be associated with Java.

It could be observed at its best in the spacious dining room of Hendrickje van Doorn, where
fifteen or twenty guests would assemble to the playing of her musicians. Javanese slaves in sarongs
would pass huge platters of delicately steamed white rice, nothing more, and each guest would form a
small mountain on his plate. Then the first group of waiters would retire, and after an expectant pause
Mevrouw would sound a tinkling Chinese bell, and from the kitchen out in the garden would appear a
chain of sixteen serving men, some of the gardeners having been called to assist. Each carried in his
open palms held waist-high two dishes, making a total of thirty-two: chicken bits, lamb cuttings, dried
fish, steamed fish, eight rare condiments, ten fruits, nuts, raisins, vegetables and half a dozen tasty
items that no one could identify.

As the sixteen servants passed along the table, each guest heaped edibles around his rice until the
plate resembled a volcano rising high above the sea. But this was not all, for when these servants
retired, others appeared with flagons of translucent gin, from which copious draughts were poured.
Thus reinforced, the diners started on their meal, calling back the thirty-two little dishes from time to
time lest the plate appear empty. This was 'the sixteen-boy rice table of Java," and it accounted in
some measure for the fact that many men and women who had lived rather circumscribed lives in
Calvinistic Holland were reluctant to go home, once they knew Batavia.

Nevertheless, twice each year Dutch merchant ships trading throughout the East convened at
Batavia in preparation for the long journey back to Amsterdam; each fleet would be at sea for half a
year, rolling and dipping with the long swells of the Indian Ocean, sailing close-hauled into the storms
of the Atlantic. On occasion a third of the fleet would be lost, but whenever a ship seemed doomed, it
would hoist a panic flag, whereupon others would cluster around, wait for clearing weather, and
transfer its cargo into their holds, and in this way the precious spices continued their homeward
journey.

The first fleet sailed around Christmas; the second, waiting just long enough to obtain the
monsoon cargoes from Japan and China. The holiday sailing was especially popular with the Java
Dutch, for just about this time of year they began to be homesick for the wintry canals, and to see the
great fleet waiting at anchor was a sore temptation. In 1646 there was no exception; an immense fleet
gathered off Batavia under the command of an admiral, and on the morning of December 22 it hoisted
sail.

At the last minute three ships whose smaller size and trimmer rigging would enable them to
move more swiftly than the others were detached and ordered to wait for three weeks to serve as the
after-fleet to carry important last-minute messages and any Compagnie officials who wished to depart
after the Christmas celebrations. Haerlem, Schiedam and Olifant were the ships, and they tied up so
that their sailors could roister ashore, and large fights broke out because sailors from the first two
ships, which bore honorable names, began to tease those from the Olifant, Dutch for elephant.

Christmas that year was a noisy time, but at the spacious home of Mevrouw van Doorn it
exhibited a lovely Dutch grace. Her musicians were dressed in batiks from Jokjakarta, her serving men
in sarongs from Bali. There was dancing, and long harangues from minor officials serving in the Spice
Islands, but as the day wore on, with enormous quantities of food being consumed and gallons of beer
and arrack, the governor-general found occasion to take Mevrouw van Doorn aside to give her advice
concerning her sons.

"They both should sail with the after-fleet,’ he said quietly as his assistants snored away their beer
and vittles.

'Deprive me of my staunchest support?' she asked, directing the slaves with the fans how best to
move the air.



"Your sons are no more staunch in their support of you than I,' the governor said, bowing in his
chair. When she acknowledged the compliment, he continued: 'Karel was born in Holland, and this is a
permanent advantage. But he has never served there and the Lords XVII are not acquainted with his
talents.'

'Karel will prosper wherever he's put,' his mother said sharply. 'He needs no special attention
from Amsterdam.'

"True, an admirable son, sure to reach positions of significance." Dropping his voice, he reached
for her hand. 'Positions of eminence, as I did under similar circumstances.'

'Jan Pieterszoon Coen often told us that you were one of the greatest. And you know that Karel is
of your stamp.’

'But remember the counsel of prudent men where authority is concerned: "One must stand close
enough to the fire to be warmed, but not so close that he is burned." Karel really must be seen in
Compagnie headquarters. There is no alternative, Hendrickje.'

For some moments she reflected on this advice and knew it to be sound. Jan Compagnie was a
curious beast, seventeen all-powerful men who did not know the East at firsthand, making decisions
that influenced half the world. She would never want her sons to be members of that tight, mean-
spirited gang of plotters, but she did want them to achieve positions in Java and Ceylon which only the
Lords XVII could disburse. It really was time for Karel to put in an appearance. 'But Willem?' she
asked softly, betraying her love for this tousle-headed lad. 'He's too young. Truly, he should stay with
me.'

The governor laughed heavily. 'Hendrickje, you astonish me. This lad has been to Formosa,
Cambodia. He fought valiantly at Malacca. He's a man, not a boy.' Then he grew serious, asking the
servants to withdraw.

'Let us keep the fan-boys. They speak no Dutch.’

'Hendrickje, for Karel to be seen in Amsterdam is policy. For Willem to report there is survival.
His entire future life may depend on this.'

"'What can you mean?'

"What you know better than I. Few boys born outside Holland can ever hope to attain a position of
power within the Compagnie. And especially no boy born in Java.'

Mevrouw van Doorn rose impetuously, ordered the fan-boys to leave the room, and paced back
and forth. 'Outrageous!’ she cried. 'My husband and I came here in the worst days. We helped burn
Jacatra and build this new Batavia. And now you tell me that because our son was born while we were
here . ..

'T do not tell you, Hendrickje. The Compagnie tells you. Any boy born in Java suffers a dreadful
stigma.'

He did not continue, for there was no need. No matter how angry Mevrouw van Doorn became
over this tactless reminder that her son Willem suffered a disadvantage which might prove fatal in
Compagnie politics, she knew he was right, for Dutch settlement in the East produced contradictions
which simply could not be resolved. The Dutch were honest Calvinists who took their religion
seriously, and the drowsy rooms in Batavia contained many persons whose forefathers had died
protecting their religion. They were the spawn of heroes, prepared to die again if Calvinism were
threatened.

But they were a paradoxical lot. They believed that God in His mercy separated the saved from
the damned, and were convinced that the Dutch were saved, not all of them, but most. They firmly
believed in sobriety, yet drank themselves into a stupor five days out of seven. They believed in strict
sexual deportment, much stricter than the Portuguese or English; they spoke of it; they read those
passages in the Bible which condemned lewd living; and their predikants roared at them from the



pulpit. They did believe in chastity.

And there was the difficulty. For they were also a lusty lot; few men in Europe had a quicker eye
for a flashing skirt than the Dutch of Amsterdam. They rousted and stormed through brothels, chasing
girls brought from Brazil and Bali and from God knows where; but always they did this after
protestations of virtue and before prayers of contrition. Few men have ever behaved so lustily between
episodes of protective devotion.

In Java the problem was trebly difficult, for to it came the most virile young men of Holland to
serve five to ten years, but with them came no Dutch women, or few, and these of the worst sort.
Hendrickje van Doorn had written to at least a hundred young women in Haarlem and Amsterdam,
begging them to come out as wives to these splendid young men who were making their fortunes, but
she attracted not one: 'The voyage is too long. I shall never see my mother again. The climate is too
hot. It is a land of savages.' A hundred marriageable girls could recite a hundred good reasons for not
going to Java, which meant that the young men would have to work there without wives until such
time as they could go home with their wealth.

Without wives, but not without women. The girls of Java were some of the most attractive in the
worldslim, shy, whispering beauties who created the impression of knowing far more about love than
they admitted. The girls of Bali were even more seductive, while the wonderful women of China were
strong and able as well as beautiful. It was a Dutchman of stalwart character who could listen to his
predikant in church on Sunday and keep away from the glorious women of the compounds during the
next six nights.

The Lords XVII and their subordinates were tough-minded businessmen out to make a fast profit,
but there arose occasions when they had to turn to other issues, and none was more vexing than this
problem of the mixing of races. As the directors agonized over miscegenation, two opposing schools
of thought emerged: the enlightened ones who saw considerable merit in encouraging their employees
to marry women of the East, thus forming a permanent settlement; and the narrow ones who foresaw
the degeneration of their own race. The puritan view prevailed, though in practice it meant little
whenever a lonely man needed the warmth of a concubine or slave.

The debate would rage for centuries, not only in Java but in other Dutch settlements. At one stage
intermarriage was advocated to the extent of offering Compagnie employees a cash bonus if they
married local girls and settled permanently; but, bedeviled by conflicting philosophies, the directors
were never able to find a satisfactory solution. While they searched their souls for just answers, an
endless number of illegitimate children appeared.

Of course, the most delectable local women would have nothing to do with the invaders; many
were Muslim and would rather die than convert or carry the child of a kaffir, an unbeliever, as they
termed the Dutch. Thousands of others, less committed or concerned, slept with their masters, and the
more liberal Dutchmen welcomed the new brown offspring as an enchanting addition, since the
parental combination of handsome Dutch blond of clear white skin and slim Javanese woman with
orchid complexion produced clever half-caste boys and irresistible girls.

But such sentiments were rare. Most Dutchmen who ruled the tropics were convinced that the
races must be kept apart, lest the superior intelligence of those from Europe be contaminated. That
sentiment was used by one of the Lords XVII, who fulminated against half-castes:

"These piebald gentry are the children of the devil, the spews of sinful lust, and they have no
place in our society. The men are not to be employed as scribes and the women must not be allowed to
marry our employees. They are a disgraceful accident of whom we cannot be proud and against whom
we must protect ourselves.'

The Lords XVII, many of them sons of clergymen, found much delight in exploring the
ramifications of this subject, always pointing out that half-castes were a condemnation of orderly rule.



They were not unaware that the bulk of those who went to the East were thrown into a society in which
they need scarcely lift a finger, and certainly not to labor as they had done in Holland. Such men
corrupt easily. Still, the directors consoled themselves with the belief that it was not the laziness of
their employees but the lasciviousness of the women with whom they came in contact that threatened
Holland's sons.

For this reason, the Lords were always cooperative if a young man in their employ wished to go
home to find himself an honest Dutch wife. The men did go home; they proposed to the young women
of Amsterdam; and they were, of course, refused. So the young men came back to Java alone, the
supply of half-castes multiplied, and Java acquired a malodorous reputation which increased the
difficulty of finding wives for the men. The most condemnatory reports were submitted by
investigators dispatched from Holland to check upon conduct:

Java is a moral sink, the white women often being worse than the men. They spend whole days in
lechery or idleness, eating themselves into insensibility, drinking to excess, consorting with the lowest
of the islands, and accomplishing nothing. I know of three wives who in Holland would be exemplary
church members who do nothing from one week to the next but eat, fornicate with strangers, and
complain about their slaves, of whom they have an abundance.

Small wonder that the Lords XVII established the iron-clad principle that no position of
leadership could be held by a man born in the islands. Such men would lack the moral fiber
automatically obtained during an education in Holland; their judgment would be sullied by their
contact with the Javanese, their force corroded by the deleterious effects of the East.

"There is one escape for a boy like Willem,' the governor said, calling for the fan-boys again,
since the air was becoming oppressive. 'If he goes home now, before contact with Asian women, and if
he enters the university at Leiden, he may cleanse himself of his Javanese birth. If he remains here, he
condemns himself to third- or even fourth-level positions.'

Disheartened, Mevrouw van Doorn sank into a chair. She was only fifty-one and wanted to keep
her sons with her in the big house with the multitude of servants, but she appreciated the dangers of
which the governor was speaking. Karel's progress might be impeded if he did not get back to Holland,
but Willem would be disqualified for any advancement. She must send her sons home.

"The after-fleet will sail in January,' the governor said. 'I can find them two passages on the
Haerlem.” When she hesitated, he added, 'God knows, Hendrickje, there's a dark future for them in
Java. At best, marrying some local girl of dubious reputation. At worst, sinking into the gutter.'

She sighed, rose and went to the doorway to contemplate the flowers in her garden, and said,
'Arrange for them to go,' and with that she abruptly turned all her attention to her New Year's festival.
It would be free and open, like the ones her husband had offered Compagnie people when he was alive,
with everyone invited.

She began by borrowing musicians from homes of her friends, and smiled approvingly as the
brown-skinned slaves carried their bronze game-lans and bamboo drums into the various rooms where
dancing would occur. Then she enrolled cooks from these same houses, until she had more than forty
servants in and about the kitchens. The walls she decorated with her own fabrics, hanging them in
great festoons until the colors danced. Twenty-four turbaned footmen attended the carriages, and an
equal number of women watched after the guests when they entered the halls.

The celebrations lasted three days, and were especially vivacious in that many of the leaders of
Batavian society had departed on the Christmas fleet, so that those who remained felt obligated to
show extra enthusiasm to replace that which had been lost. People ate and drank till they were near
senseless, then slept sprawled on beds and floors until the soft music awakened them so that they
could sing and dance and eat themselves into another stupor. At times some amorous woman, having
dreamed of this party for weeks, or one whose husband had left on the fleet, would catch a stout



burgher as he was about to go to bed, and she would join him in one of the smaller rooms, often
retaining the fan-boy to keep the humidity lowered.

Mevrouw van Doorn's two sons watched the New Year's celebrations with detached interest; stern
Karel had observed the carryings-on in previous years and judged them to be the inevitable release of
spirits by people who were far from home and sentenced to live among natives they did not respect.
He had no wife as yet, nor any intention of finding one for the present, and whenever some lady far in
drink wanted to drag him into a corner, he smiled wanly and moved away. In previous years young
Willem had usually been kept away from the rowdier celebrations, but now that he was both a
practiced ambassador and a front-line soldier, to do so any longer would be incongruous, so he
wandered among the guests, listened to the music and watched with unusual attention the prettier
slave girls.

'It's time he should go," his mother conceded as she saw him follow one serving girl into the
kitchens, and when the party was over, and the borrowed musicians had returned to their accustomed
places, she ordered her carriage with its six attendants and rode down the streets of Batavia to the
Compagnie headquarters.

'l should like the two passages on the Haerlem,' she said crisply, and the documents were handed
over.

Since the three swift vessels would not depart until the seventeenth of January, overtaking the
main fleet somewhere in the vicinity of St. Helena, where fresh stores would be taken aboard, the
brothers had two full weeks of farewells. Young Willem spent his in visiting numerous friends, but
Karel reported each day to the Compagnie offices, mastering details of that year's intended sales and
purchases. He took note of the various fleets that would sail east and north, and of the captains who
would command them; at times, as he studied the complex operations, he felt that he was sitting like a
spider at the heart of a web, controlling the destinies of half a world. There were now no Portuguese in
Malacca; those Straits were Dutch. There were no other Europeans at Nagasaki, either; Japan was now
exclusively a Dutch concession. English vessels still stopped at their little entrepot but were no longer
allowed in the Spice Islands; and even the occasional French merchantman, its sails ragged from the
long voyage out, had to obey regulations set down by the Dutch.

'We rule the seas,’ he exclaimed one morning when the full power of Jan Compagnie was
revealed.

'No,' an older man cautioned. "The English are beginning to rule India. And the Portuguese still
control Macao and the China trade.’

'Let them have the tea and ginger,' Karel conceded, 'so long as we keep the spices.'

When the brothers approached the three ships, they could smell the spices from a considerable
distance, for the holds were crammed with last-minute sacks and bundles from the eastern islands; the
ships moved in a splendid ambience, reeking of fortunes and the promise of gold. They were taking
the heart of Asia to the center of Europe, and each ship represented a greater wealth than many small
nations would handle in an entire year. Jan Compagnie controlled Java, and Java controlled the seas.

On the fourth day, after the little ships had passed through Sunda Strait, a vigorous storm arose,
with visibility almost nonexistent. Great winds raged for three days, and when the low clouds lifted,
the Haerlem was alone. The captain fired cannons, listened for replies, and when none came, followed
the basic rule of navigation: 'If separated, proceed to the point of rendezvous." Without further
apprehension as to the fate of the Schiedam and Olifant, he headed for St. Helena and the body of the
fleet.

It would take more than two months to negotiate this distance, and as the Haerlem sailed
westward, sunrise at her back, sunset glowing ahead, spars creaking and sails filled by reassuring
winds, the brothers speculated as to what might have happened to their sister ships. 'They're good



captains,' Karel said. 'T know them, and they know the oceans. They're out there somewhere, because if
we survived, so did they.'

'Will we see them?' Willem asked, peering always toward the horizon, as if on this vast sea three
tiny ships might accidentally converge.

'Not likely. They may have rushed ahead. They may have lagged. We'll see them at St. Helena.'

"You think they're afloat?'

'T'm sure of it.’

On the long reach, it became apparent that the Van Doorn brothers were heading for Holland with
conflicting motivations. For Karel, who had been born there and who vaguely remembered both his
mother's home in Haarlem and his father's in Amsterdam, it was merely a return to the seats of power
where he must establish himself with the Lords XVII against the day when he would become
governor-general of Java. For Willem it was quite another matter. He was afraid of Holland, not
because he knew anything adverse about it but because he loved the East so much. Those days with the
little brown man, wandering through the various quarters and meeting traders from all nations, had
enchanted him, while the languorous trip to Formosa had awakened him to the magnitude of his birth-
land. He was not old enough to comprehend the limitations he suffered as a Java-born Dutchman, and
he simply refused to believe that a man born in Amsterdam was inherently superior to one born in
Batavia.

When he questioned Karel about this, his austere brother frowned. 'The Java Dutch are mainly
scum. Would you even dream of marrying a girl from one of those families?' This perplexed young
Willem, for not only had he dreamed of marrying the Van der Kamp girl; he had also dreamed quite
actively of marrying the little Balinese who served as his mother's maid.

Next morning, for reasons he could not have explained, he rummaged in his gear, found Jack's
ivory bracelet still attached to its silver chain, and defiantly placed it about his neck. When Karel saw
this he said sharply, "Take that silly thing off. You look like a Javanese.'

"That's how I want to look,' and from then on, the bracelet was rarely absent.

In the middle of March unfavorable winds were encountered, and although the crew remained
remarkably healthy, the captain grew apprehensive about his water supply and announced that he was
planning to stop at the Cape of Good Hope, where fresh water would surely be available and bartering
cattle with the little brown people a possibility.

During the reddish sunset Willem remained aloft, savoring his first glimpse of the famous rock,
and even after the sun had sunk beneath the cold Atlantic, the curve of earth allowed its rays to
illuminate the great flat area, and he noticed that the sailors relaxed, for they considered the Cape the
halfway point, not in days, for the run to Amsterdam would be long and tedious, but in spirit, for the
alien quality of the spice lands was behind them. The Indian Ocean had been traversed; the homeward
passage through the Atlantic lay ahead.

At dawn on March 25 Willem did not see Table Mountain, for as so often happened in these cold
waters a wind had risen, bringing clouds but no rain; the flat summit was obliterated. But then the
wind abated, and toward noon the lookout shouted, 'Ship ahoy!" and there, nestled at the far end of the
bay, rode a little merchant vessel. The chief mate and a few oarsmen were dispatched in the skiff to
ascertain who she was, but as they drew away, the weather closed in, a stout wind from the southeast
forcing the Haerlem's captain to make sail close-hauled. The other ship became lost to sight as the
wind freshened to storm level, pushing the Haerlem toward shore.

At this point it was still in no real danger, but now the wind veered crazily, so that sails which
had been trimmed to hold the ship offshore became instruments for driving it on. 'Cut the spritsail!'
shouted the captain, but it was too late; fresh blasts caught the sails and drove the little ship hard
aground. When the captain tried to swing it around, hoping that other gusts would blow it loose,



rolling seas came thundering in. Timbers shivered. Masts creaked. Sails that had been cut loose
whipped through the air. And when night fell, the Haerlem was hopelessly wrecked and would
probably break apart before morning.

'Anchor chain has parted!" a watchman's alarm pierced the night, and the Van Doorn brothers
expected the ship to go down. The captain ordered four cannon shots to be fired, trusting that this
would alert the other ship to the peril, but the message was not understood. 'By the grace of God, our
only Helper,' as the captain wrote in his log, 'the power of the waves abated.

We were not ripped apart. And when dawn broke we saw that while our position was hopeless, we
were close enough to shore to save those aboard.' In the misty morning the skiff returned to report that
the ship in the roads was the Olifant, so a longboat was lowered and made for the beach, but the
Haerlem's men watched with dismay as the boat foundered in the pounding surf, drowning one sailor
who could not swim.

"'We must get ashore!' Karel shouted to the captain.

"There is no way,' the captain replied, but Karel judged that if he could lash two barrels together,
they would float him ashore, and it was on this rig that Karel and Willem van Doorn landed at the
Cape of Good Hope.

The following days were a nightmare. Led by the Van Doorns, the crew of the Olifant tried three
different times to reach the sinking Haerlem, but always the surf pounded their longboat so that they
had to retreat. Fortunately, two English merchantmen sailed into the bay, homeward bound from Java,
and with daring seamanship a boat from the Haerlem succeeded in reaching them with a request for
help. To the surprise of the Dutch, the English crew agreed to aid in transferring the smaller items of
cargo to the Olifant, and for some days they labored at this as if they were in the pay of Amsterdam: .
.. a hundred sockels of mace, eighty-two barrels of raw camphor, eighty bales of choice cinnamon, not
wet, and five large boxes of Japanese coats decorated in gold and silver." And when this arduous work
was completed the English captains offered to carry forty of the Haerlem's crew to St. Helena, where
they could join the main Dutch fleet on its way to Amsterdam.

But before these good Samaritans sailed, Willem was given a task which he would often recall.
'Fetch all letters from the post-office stones," he was told, and when he started to ask what a post-
office stone was, an officer shouted, 'Get on with it.'

Ashore, he asked some older hands what he must do, and they explained the system and
designated two young sailors to protect him as he roamed the beach, even to the foot of Table
Mountain, looking for any large stones which might have been engraved by passing crews. Some
covered nothing, but most had under them small packets of letters, wrapped in various ways for
protection, and when he held these frail documents in his hands he tried to visualize the cities to which
the letters were directed: Delft, Lisbon, Bristol, Nagasaki. The names were like echoes of all he had
heard on the voyage so far, the sacred names of sailors' memories. One letter, addressed to a woman in
Madrid, had lain beneath its rock for seven years, and as he stared at it he wondered if she would still
be living when it now arrived, or if she would remember the man who had posted it.

He brought nineteen letters back to the English ships, but six were addressed to Java and other
islands to the east. Gravely, as part of the ritual of the sea, the English mate accepted responsibility
for seeing that the thirteen European letters were forwarded, after which Willem took the others
ashore for reposting under a conspicuous rock.

When the English ships departed, the Dutch had time to survey their situation, and it was
forbidding. It was impossible in this remote spot to make the gear that would have been required to
refloat the Haerlem. It had to be abandoned. But its lower holds still contained such enormous wealth
that neither the Olifant, nor the Schiedam if it put into Table Bay, could possibly convey it all back to
Holland. A temporary fortress of some kind must be built ashore; the remaining cargo must then be



taken to it; and a cadre of men must remain behind to protect the treasure while the bulk of the crew
sailed home in the Olifant.

Almost immediately the work began, and the foundations for the fort had scarcely been outlined
when the work party heard cannon fire, and into the roadstead came the Schiedam. Though marred by
the disastrous grounding of the Haerlem, it was a joyous reunion of the three crews, and soon so many
sailors were working to construct the fort that the captain had to say, 'Clear most of them out. They're
getting in each other's way.'

Now came the exhausting task of rafting the bulk of the Haerlem's cargo ashore, and with speed
lest the battered ship break apart. The Van Doorns worked on deck, supervising the winches that
hauled precious bales aloft, and when three sailors were sent to the lower hold to shovel loose
peppercorns into bags, Karel directed: "You're not to leave a single bag down there. It's precious.'

But soon the men hurried aloft, gasping, and when Karel demanded why they had left their posts,
they pointed below and said, 'Tmpossible.’

But since rich stores lay beneath the deck, Karel leaped down into the hold; the sailors had been
right. Salt water, leaking into the pepper, had begun a fermentation so powerful that a deadly gas was
being released. Choking and clutching at his throat, Karel tried to get back on deck, but his feet
slipped on the oily peppercorns, and he fell, knocking his head against a bulkhead.

He would have been asphyxiated had not young Willem seen him fall. Without hesitating, the boy
leaped down, shouting for help as he went. Ropes were lowered and the limp body of Karel was
hoisted aloft. Willem, with a handkerchief pressed over his face, climbed out, his eyes smarting and
his lungs aflame.

For some time he stood by the railing, trying to vomit, but poor Karel lay stretched on the deck,
quite inert. Finally the brothers recovered, and Willem would never forget how Karel reacted. It was
as if he had been personally assaulted by the pepper, his honor impugned, for with a burst of vitality,
his eyes still watering, he went back to the rim of the hold, still not satisfied that the exudations were
too powerful to be sustained by any sailor.

"Tear off the other hatches!" he bellowed, and when this accomplished little, for the hold was
large and the cargo tightly packed, he ordered holes to be chopped in the upper deck. This, too, proved
useless, so in a towering rage he shouted for a ship's cannon to be moved into position so that it could
shoot down into the hold and out the sides of the ship.

'Fire!" he shouted, and a cannonball ripped away five feet of the hull, allowing fresh air into the
hold.

'Swing the cannon!' he cried, and from a different angle another shot blasted a tremendous hole in
the other side. Three more shots were fired, enabling the gas to escape, and when the hold was cleared,
Karel was first down to salvage the precious pepper.

By April 1 the situation was under control. Work was progressing on the mud-walled fort, and a
well sixty feet deep dug by the enterprising men was producing fresh water. Transfer of the cargo
from the wreck was proceeding so smoothly that the leaders of the three ships could gather on the
Schiedam to formulate final plans.

The captain gave it as his opinion that the Olifant and Schiedam should sail for the fatherland,
taking with them as many of the Haerlem's crew as possible. He asked what this number would be, but
Karel interrupted by saying that the major consideration must be the salvage of the cargo, and that
before any sailors were sent home, a determination must be made as to how many would be needed to
man the fort until the next homebound fleet arrived. The captain acceded to this sensible
recommendation, and the council decided that sixty or seventy men, if well led by a capable officer,
could protect the pepper and cinnamon during that time.

The council members looked at Karel, hoping that he would volunteer to stay behind and guard



the cargo, but he realized that his opportunity waited in Holland, and he did not propose endangering it
by a protracted absence at the Cape. So it was agreed that two tough marine officers would remain at
the fort with a cadre of sixty while the Van Doorn brothers would hurry to St. Helena, where they
would catch a fast trading vessel direct to Amsterdam. But on April 12, when the Olifant and
Schiedam departed, young Willem van Doorn stayed onshore: 'I feel I'm needed at the fort." It was the
kind of self-confident statement old fighting men could respect, so they concurred. 'Hold the fort!'
they called as the two little ships sailed off, leaving history's first group of Dutchmen alone at the
Cape.

Only twelve days later, at the end of April when the finest days of autumn came, Willem
surprised the fort commanders by announcing, 'I'd like to be the first to climb Table Mountain,' and
when permission was granted he enlisted two friends. They marched briskly toward the glowing
mountain, some dozen miles to the south, and when they stood at its foot Willem cried, "We don't stop
till we reach up there.'

It was a punishing climb, and often the young men came to precipices which they had to
circumvent, but at last they reached that broad, gracious plateau which forms the crest of this
mountain, and from it they could survey their empire.

To the south lay nothing but the icebound pole. To the west were the empty Atlantic and the New
World territories owned by Spain. To the north they saw nothing but wind-swept dunes stretching
beyond the power of the eye. But to the east they saw inviting meadows, and the rise of hills, and then
the reach of mountains, and then more and more and more, on to a horizon they could only imagine. In
silence the three sailors studied the land as it basked in the autumn sun, and often they wheeled about
to see the lonely seas across which winds could howl for a thousand miles. But always their eyes
returned to those tempting green valleys in the east, those beckoning mountains.

But looking eastward, they ignored the clouds which had formed almost instantaneously over the
ocean to the west, and when they turned to descend the mountain, the devil threw his tablecloth and
any movement became perilous.

"What can we do?' his companions asked Willem, and he replied with common sense, 'Shiver till
dawn.' They knew that this would result in anxiety at the fort, but they had no alternative, and when
the sun finally rose, dispelling the fog, they marveled anew at the paradise which awaited in the east.

From the first days of isolation the sailors had been aware of little brown men who occupied the
Cape. They were a pitiful lot, 'barely human,' one scribe wrote, 'dirty, thieving and existing miserably
on such shell fish as they could trap." They were given the name Strandloopers (beach rangers), and to
the sailors' dismay, they had nothing of value to trade but wanted everything they saw. It was a poor
relationship, marked by many scuffles and some deaths.

But on June 1, when the marooned men concluded that they had seen everything worth seeing in
their temporary homerhinos feeding in the swales, hippos in the streams, lions prowling at night, and
antelope untold an incident occurred, so bizarre that everyone who later wrote his report of the wreck
commented upon it:

On this day at about two in the afternoon we were approached from the east by a group of some
twenty little brown men much different from the pathetic ones we called Strandloopers. They were
taller. Their loincloths were cleaner. They moved without fear, and what joyed us most, they led
before them a herd of sheep with the most enormous tails we have ever seen. We called them
Huttentuts from their manner of stuttering with strange click sounds and got quickly to work trying to
trade with them. They were quite willing to give us their sheep for bits of brass, which they cherish.

And then the most amazing thing happened. From their ranks stepped a man about thirty years
old, quick and intelligent of manner, and God's word, he was dressed in the full uniform of an English
sailor, shoes included. What was most remarkable, he spoke good English without any click sounds.



Since none of us knew this language, I went running for Willem van Doorn, who had learned it at Java,
and when he left the fort, knowing that a Huttentut had come who spoke English, he asked me, 'Could
it be?' and when he saw the little man in the sailor's uniform he broke into a run, shouting, 'Jack!
Jack!" and they embraced many times and fingered the ivory bracelet that we had seen on Van Doorn's
chain. Then they danced a jig of happiness and stood apart talking in a language we did not know of
things we had not seen.

Actually, among the Hottentots with whom the Dutch did business during their year as castaways,
there were three who had sailed in English ships: Jack, who had been to Java; a man named Herry,
who had sailed to the Spice Islands; and Coree, who had actually lived in London for a while. But it
was with Jack that these Dutchmen conducted their trade.

This meant that Willem was often with the Hottentots when there was bartering, and as before, he
and Jack made a striking pair: Jack seemed even smaller when standing among big Dutchmen, and
Willem, now full-grown at twenty-two, towered over his little friend, but they moved everywhere
along the bay, hunting and fishing together. Toward mid-July, Jack proposed that Van Doorn
accompany him to the village where the sheep-raising Hottentots lived. The fortress commander
suspected a trick, but Willem, remembering the responsible manner in which the little fellow had
conducted himself at Java, begged for permission. "You could be killed,' the commander warned.

'l think not," and with that simple affirmation, young Van Doorn became the first Dutchman to
venture eastward toward those beckoning mountains.

It was a journey of about thirty miles through land that gave signs of promising fertility. He
passed areas where villages had once stood and learned from Jack that here the land had been grazed
flat by cattle. "You have cattle?' the Dutchman asked, indicating with his hands that he meant
something bigger than sheep.

"Yes.' Jack laughed, using his forefingers to form horns at his temples, then bellowing like a bull.

"You must bring them to the fort!" Willem cried in excitement.

'No, no!" Jack said firmly. "We don't trade . . ." He explained that this was winter, when the cows
were carrying their young, and that it was forbidden to trade or eat cattle before summer. But when
they reached his village, and Willem saw the sleek animals, his mouth watered; he intended reporting
this miracle to the fort as soon as he returned.

His stay at the village was a revelation. The Hottentots were infinitely lower in the scale of
civilization than the Javanese, or the wealthy merchants of the Spice Islands, and to compare them
with the organized Chinese was ridiculous. But they were equally far removed from the primitive
Strandloopers who foraged at the beach, for they had orderly systems for raising sheep and cows and
they lived in substantial kraals. True, they were mostly naked, but their food was of high quality.

Living among the little people for five days encouraged Willem to think that perhaps a
permanent settlement might be practical, with Dutch farmers growing the vegetables required by the
passing fleets of the Compagnie and subsisting on the sheep and cattle raised by the Hottentots; this
possibility he discussed with Jack.

"You grow more cattle, maybe?'

'No. We have plenty.’

'But if we wanted to trade? You give us many cattle?’

'No. We have just enough.'

'‘But if we needed them? You saw the English ship. Poor food. No meat.’

"Then English grow sheep. English grow cattle.'

He got nowhere with the Hottentots, but when he returned to the fort and told the officers of the
wealth lying inland, they grew hungry for beef and organized an expedition to capture some of the
cattle. Van Doorn argued that to do this might embitter relations with the brown people, but the other



sailors agreed with the officers: if cattle existed out there toward the hills, they should be eaten.

The argument was resolved in early August when Jack led some fifty Hottentots to the fort,
bringing not only sheep but also three fine bullocks which they found they could spare. 'See," Van
Doorn said when the deal was completed, 'we've won our point without warfare,' but when the officers
commanded Jack to deliver cattle on a regular basis, he demurred.

'Not enough.’

The officers thought he meant that the goods they had offered were not enough and tried to
explain that with the wreck of the Haerlem they had lost their normal trade goods and had only spices
and precious fabrics at the fort. Jack looked at them askance, as if he could not decipher what they
were saying, so one of the officers procured a boat, and with six Hottentots and Van Doorn, went out
to the disintegrating hulk to let the little men see for themselves, and to pick up any stray bits of
material they might want in trade for their cattle.

It was a futile trip. All that remained aboard the creaking wreck were the heavy guns and anchors
and the broken woodwork, and these had no appeal to the Hottentots, who had been taught by Coree
after his return from London, "Wood nothing, brass everything.' The brass had long since vanished.

But as the others climbed back into the boat, Willem chanced to find a hidden drawer containing
an item of inestimable value. Hearing the officer coming down the gangway to hail him, he slammed
the drawer shut and followed the Hottentots ashore.

That night when others were asleep he told the watch, 'I want to inspect the Haerlem again,' and
silently he rowed out to the ship, which had now settled nine feet into the sand. Fastening his line to a
stud, he climbed aboard, going quickly to the captain's quarters, where he opened the drawer. And
there it was, with thick brass corner fittings and center clasps.

Carefully opening the brass locks, he turned back the cover and saw the extraordinary words:
'Biblia: The Holy Scripture translated into Dutch. Henrick Laurentsz, Bookseller, Amsterdam, 1630.'
This was a printing of the very Bible his mother had cherished and he knew it would be most improper
to allow a book so sacred to sink at sea, so covering it with his shirt, he carried it back to the fort,
where he hid it among his few possessions. Occasionally in the days ahead, when no one was
watching, he gingerly opened his Bible, reading here and there from the sacred Word. It was his book,
and at the New Year he borrowed a pen and wrote on the first line of the page reserved for family
records: 'Willem van Doorn, his book, 1 January, 1648.'

The Dutch sailors at Table Bay were not forgotten. During the twelve months they stayed, nearly
a hundred Dutch ships engaged in the Java trade passed back and forth between Amsterdam and
Batavia, standing far out to sea as they rounded the Cape. Some English ships actually sailed into the
bay, offering help as needed, and in August three Compagnie ships anchored near the fort, providing
mail, information and tools.

The captain of the Tiger, leader of the flotilla, caused Willem serious trouble, because on the
evening prior to his departure for Java, he announced at the fort that any sailors who wished to return
to that island for an additional tour of duty were welcome, and three volunteered. "We sail at noon
tomorrow,' the captain said, and all that night Willem wrestled with the problem. Intuitively, with a
force he would always remember in later years, he shied away from going on to Holland, a land he did
not know and to which he felt no attachment. But if he failed to join the Tiger, right now, the next fleet
would be Europe bound, and he might never see Java again.

Toward midnight he woke the fort commander and said, 'Sir, my whole heart pulls me toward
Java.'

'And mine,' the officer responded, and with swift phrases he explained how any man of character
who had once seen the Spice Islands would never want to work elsewhere: 'It's a man's world. It's a
world of blazing sunsets. Java, Formosa! My God, I'll die if I don't get back.'



'My mother argued'

'Son, if I weren't commander of this fort, I'd ship aboard the Tiger like that!" And he snapped his
fingers.

'My mother says that no Dutchman has a chance with Jan Compagnie if he's born in Javaunless he
gets back home for education and proper church training.'

"Well, now!' the commander said in the dim candlelight. "Well, now, Mevrouw van Doorn is the
smartest woman in the islands, and if she says..." In some irritation he banged his fist on the table,
causing the candle to flicker. 'She's right, goddamnit, she's right. Jan Compagnie has no respect but for
Amsterdam trading gentlemen. I'm from Groningen and might just as well be cattle." Mention of this
word diverted him, and he gave Willem no more guidance, for in the darkness he intended to send a
troop of gunners out to fetch those Hottentot cattle.

When dawn illuminated Table Mountain, young Willem van Doorn made his decision: the Tiger
would sail without him; he would obey his mother's orders and sail on to Holland with the March
fleetbut as the Tiger was about to hoist anchor he set up a great shouting, 'Captain! Captain!' until the
commander thought he had changed his mind and now wished passage to Java.

Not at all. He was running to the post-office stone under which he had buried the six letters
addressed to Java. Puffing, he ran to the Tiger's, longboat, and the documents were on their way.

When the ship pulled away he felt little regret, for as it went he had the curious sensation that he
was intended for neither Amsterdam nor Batavia: What I'd like is to stay here. To see what's behind
those mountains. That night he read long in his Bible, the sweet Dutch phrases burning themselves
into his memory:

And Moses sent them to spy out the land of Canaan, and said unto them ... go up into the
mountain and see the land ... and the people that dwelleth therein, whether they be strong or weak, few
or many; and what the land is that they dwell in, whether it be good or bad . . .

And as he studied other texts dealing with the reactions of the Israelites to the new land into
which they had been ordered to move, he felt himself to be of that exploring group; he had gone up
into the mountain to spy out the land; he had journeyed inland to see how the people lived and whether
the land was good or barren. It was ordained that he should be part of that majestic land beyond the
mountains; and when three days later the swift little flute Noordmunster left to overtake the two
slower vessels bound for Java, he saw it go with no regret. But how he might manage to stay at the
Cape he did not know, for the Dutch were determined to abandon it as soon as a homeward fleet
arrived.

In the empty days that followed, Van Doorn occupied himself with routine life at the fort. On a
field nearby he shot a rhinoceros. In a stream inland he shot a hippo. He went aboard the English ship
Sun to deliver mail, which the captain would forward from London, then helped two sick Dutch sailors
aboard for the long trip home. Of great interest, he headed a hunting party to nearby Robben Island,
where the men shot some two hundred penguins; he himself found the flesh of these birds much too
fishy, but the others averred that it tasted better than the bacon of Holland. And twice he led parties
that climbed Table Mountain.

Only one unusual event occurred during these quiet days. One afternoon, at about dusk, a small
group of Hottentots approached the fort from the east, leading cattle, and when the sailors saw the
fresh meat coming their wayanimals much larger than those at homethey cheered, but the trading was
not going to be easy, because Jack was in charge, and in broken English, said, 'Not sell. We live in
fort. With you.'

The officers could not believe that these savages were actually proposing that they move into the
fort, and when Willem insisted that this was precisely what Jack was suggesting, they broke into
laughter. "We can't have wild men living with us. You tell them to leave the cattle and go.'



But Jack had a broader vision, which he tried to explain to the Dutchmen: "You need us. We work.
We grow cattle for you. We make vegetables. You give us cloth . . . brass ... all we need. We work
together.'

It was the first proposal, seriously made, that natives and whites work together to develop this
marvelous tip of the continent; Jack knew how this might be accomplished, but was brusquely
repelled: 'Tell him to leave those damned cattle and begone!

Van Doorn alone, among the white men, understood what was being suggested, and he had the
courage to argue with his officers: 'He says we could work together.'

"Together?' the officers exploded, as if with one voice they spoke for all of Holland. "What could
they do to help us?' And one of them pointed grandiloquently to the Dutch guns, the ladders, the
wooden boxes and other accouterments of a superior culture.

Van Doorn suggested, 'Sir, they could help us raise cattle.’

"Tell them we wish only to deal with them for the beasts.'

But when the officers proposed to start the bartering, they found that Jack and his little people
refused to trade: "We come. Live with you. Help you. We give you these cattle. Many more. But no
more trade.'

This was incomprehensible, that a band of primitives should be laying down terms, and the
officers would tolerate no such nonsense. At Banda Island east of Java when the sultan opposed them
over the matter of cloves, the entire population of fifteen thousand had been slaughtered. When the
Lords XVII heard of this they demurred, but old Jan Pieterszoon Coen had explained firmly, in letters
which reached Amsterdam four years after the event: 'In Holland you suggest what we should do. In
Java we do what's necessary." When the sultan on another island refused to cooperate, he and ten
thousand of his people were forcibly resettled on Amboyna. If the Compagnie did not tolerate
opposition from Spice Islanders, who, after all, were semi-civilized even if they did follow
Muhammad, it was certainly not going to allow these primitives to dictate trading terms.

"Take the cattle,' the officers said, but at this, young Van Doorn had to protest: 'In the villages
beyond the hills are many Hottentots. If we start trouble . . .’

'He's starting the trouble. Tell him to take his damned cattle, and if he ever comes back here, he'll
be shot. Get out!"

The officers would permit no further negotiation, and the Hottentots were dismissed. Slowly,
sadly, they herded their fat cattle and started back across the flats, unable to comprehend why their
sensible proposal had been rejected.

Willem saw Jack again under pitiful conditions. A group of six sailors applied for permission to
hunt the area well north of the fort for eight or nine days, and since barter with the Hottentots was no
longer possible and meat was needed, they were encouraged to see if they could find a hippopotamus
or a rhinoceros, both of which provided excellent eating. Because the land they were exploring was
more arid than that to the south and east, they had to go far, so that they were absent much longer than
intended, and when they returned, there were only five.

"We were attacked by Hottentots, and Van Loon was killed by a poisoned arrow.' They had the
arrow, a remarkable thing made in three sections bound together by tight collars of sinew, and so
made that when the poisoned tip entered the body, the rest broke away, making it impossible to pull
out the projectile.

'We cut it out,’ the men explained. 'And he lived for three days, always getting weaker till he
died.'

The officers were outraged and swore revenge on the Hottentots, but Van Doorn recalled
something Jack had told him during his stay at the village: "We don't ever hunt north. The San . . .
that's their land." That's all he could remember; it had been a warning which he had overlooked, and



now his companion was dead.

He suggested that he go east to discuss this tragedy with Jack, and although the officers ridiculed
the idea at first, upon reflection they saw that it would be unwise to engage in open warfare with the
little brown men if the latter enjoyed superior numbers and a weapon so frightening. So they gave
consent, and with two armed companions Van Doorn set out to talk with Jack, taking the arrow with
him.

As soon as the Hottentots saw it they showed their fear: 'San. The little ones who live in bush.
You must never go their land.' They showed how the arrow worked and explained that they themselves
were terrified of these little men who had no cattle, no sheep, no kraals: "They are terrible enemies if
we go their land. If we stay our land, they let us alone.'

It was amusing to Willem to hear the Hottentots speak of this vague enemy as 'the little ones,' but
Jack convinced him that the San were truly much smaller: "We keep our cattle toward the ocean. More
difficult for little ones to creep in.'

And so open warfare between the Hottentots and the Dutch was a-voided. One of the men drafted
a report to Amsterdam, explaining that the Cape was uninhabitable, worth positively nothing and
incapable of providing the supplies the Compagnie fleets required:

Much better we continue to provision at St. Helena. There is no reason why any future
Compagnie ship should enter this dangerous Bay, especially since three separate enemies threaten any
establishment, the Strandloopers, the Hottentots and these little savages who live in the bush with
their poisoned arrows.

At the moment this man was composing such a report, an officer was walking through the
fortress gardens and noticing that with the seeds rescued from the wreck of the Haerlem his special
group of gardening men had been able to grow pumpkins, watermelons, cabbages, carrots, radishes,
turnips, onions, garlic, while his butchers were passing along to the cooks good supplies of eland,
steenbok, hippopotamus, penguins from Robben Island and sheep they had stolen from the Hottentot
meadows.

In January the sailors at the fort observed one of the great mysteries of the sea. On 16 September
1647, two splendid Compagnie ships had set sail from Holland, intending to make the long journey to
Java and back. This could require as much as two years, counting the time that might be spent on side
trips to the Spice Islands or Japan. The White Dove was a small, swift flute, economically handled by
a crew of only forty-eight and captained by a man who believed that cleanliness and the avoidance of
scurvy were just as important as good navigation. When he arrived at the Cape for provisioning, all his
men were healthy, thanks to lemon juice and pickled cabbage, and he was eager to continue his
passage to Java.

He told the personnel at the fort that the Lords XVII had them in mind and thanked them
especially for their rescue of the peppercorns, which would be of immense value when they finally
reached Amsterdam.

"Thanks are appreciated,' the fortress officer growled, 'but when do we get away from here?'

"The Christmas fleet out of Batavia,' the captain said. 'It's sure to pick you up.' He asked if any
sailors wished to return with him to Java; none did, but his invitation rankled in Willem's mind.

It was not like before. He did not oscillate between Holland and Java. His whole attention was
directed to a more specific question: What could he do now to best ensure his return to this Cape? He
was finding that it contained all the attraction of Java, all the responsibility of Holland, plus the solid
reality of a new continent to be mastered. It was a challenge of such magnitude that his heart beat like
a drum when he visualized what it would be like to establish a post here, to organize a working
agreement with the Hottentots, to explore the world of the murderous little San, and most of all, to
move eastward beyond the dark blue hills he had seen from the top of Table Mountain. Nowhere could



he serve Amsterdam and Batavia more effectively than here.

He found no solution to his problem and was in deep confusion when the White Dove prepared to
sail, for he could not judge whether he ought to go with her or not. His attention was diverted when
that ship's sister, the towering East Indiaman Princesse Royale, limped into the bay. She was a new
ship, grand and imposing, with a poop deck like a castle, and instead of the White Dove's complement
of forty-nine, she carried three hundred and sixty-eight. Her captain was a no-nonsense veteran who
scorned lemon juice and kegs of sauerkraut: 'I captain a great ship and see her through the storms.' As
a consequence, twenty-six of his people were already dead, another seventy were deathly ill, and the
tropical half of the voyage still loomed.

When the two captains met with the fortress officers, Willem could see clearly how dissimilar
they were: A man who runs a big, pompous ship has to be big and pompous. A man who captains a
swift little flute can afford to be alert and eager. He was not surprised next morning when the White
Dove hauled anchor early, as if it wished to avoid further contact with the poorly run Princesse
Royale, nor was he surprised when he found that the White Dove had taken with it a healthy portion of
the available fresh vegetables and fresh meat. After sixty-eight steaming-hot days the flute would land
in Java without having lost a man.

When Willem loaded provisions aboard the Princesse Royale he was appalled to find that more
than ninety passengers lay in their filthy beds, too weak to walk ashore. Many were obviously close to
death, and he saw for himself the difference between the management of the two ships. They had
sailed from the same port, on the same day, staffed by officers of comparable background, and they
had traversed the same seas in the same temperature. Yet one was healthful, the other a charnel house
whose major deaths lay ahead. But when he asked the men at the fort about this, they said, 'It's God's
will.'

He thought much about God in these days of perplexity, and secretly went to the brassbound
Bible, trying like his forefathers to ascertain what God wished him to do. And one night by a
flickering candle he read a passage which electrified him, for in it God ordered his chosen people to
undertake a specific mission:

And I will establish my covenant between me and thee . .. And I will give unto thee, and unto thy
seed after thee, the land wherein thou art a stranger, all the land of Canaan, for an everlasting
possession . . .

God was offering this new land in covenant to his chosen people, and the manner in which a few
ardent Dutchmen had been able to withstand for generations the whole power of Spain proved that
they were chosen. Willem was convinced that soon the Lords XVII in Amsterdam must recognize the
obligation that God was placing upon them. Then they would manfully occupy the Cape, as He
intendedand where would they find the cadres to do the job? In Java, of course, where men who
understood these waters worked. He would hurry back to Java on the Princesse Royale to be ready
when the call came.

When he informed his officers of this decision, the man from Groningen applauded: 'Just what I'd
do,' but he would have been incredulous had he known why Willem was doing it.

On the night before sailing, Van Doorn sat in his quarters, wondering how to safeguard his large
Bible. If he took it aboard ship, it would be recognized as Compagnie property and confiscated; this he
would not tolerate, for he felt in some mystical way that he had saved the Bible for some grand
purpose and that it was dictating his present behavior. So toward morning, when the fort was quiet, he
carried it away, and as he walked through the fading darkness he remembered the post-office stones,
where messages of grave importance were deposited, but a moment's reflection warned him that
whereas tightly wrapped and sealed letters might survive in such dampness, a book like this Bible
would not. Then he recalled that on one of his climbs of Table Mountain he had come upon a series of



caves, not deep, and although the mountain was distant, he set out briskly for it, carrying his treasure,
and before midnight, with the moon as guide, he found the cave and hid the canvas-wrapped Bible
well in the rear, under a cairn of stones. He was convinced that it would be his lodestone, drawing him
back. At noon, when the Princesse Royale sailed, he was a passenger.

It was a voyage into the bowels of hell. Before the Cape was cleared, sailors were tossing dead
bodies overboard, and not a day passed without the quaking death of someone suddenly attacked by
fever. When Willem first saw the mouth of a woman struck down by scurvyher gums swollen so
grossly that no teeth could be seenhe was aghast; he had crossed this sea in the Haerlem without such
affliction and he did not yet fully understand why this ship should be so stricken.

As it limped down the Straits of Malacca, two and three bodies each day were thrown overboard,
and when Van Doorn wanted, in his exuberance, to explain how the Dutch had captured the Portuguese
fort that had once blocked these waters, he found no one well enough to listen; the great Indiaman
creaked and wallowed in the sea, with more than a hundred and thirty dead and many of the survivors
so afflicted that the sweats of Java would kill them within a few months.

When the charnel ship reached the roadstead at Batavia, there waited the little White Dove,
washed and ready for a further trip to Formosa. The two captains met briefly: 'How was it?'

'As always.'

"When do you return to Holland?'

"Whenever they say.' On the return trip the Princesse Royale would lose one hundred and fifteen.

Mevrouw van Doorn was not pleased to learn that her younger son had returned to Java. She
suspected that some deficiency in character had driven him to scurry back to an easy land he knew
rather than risk his chances in the wintry intellectual climate of Holland, and she feared that this
might be the first fatal step in his ultimate degeneration.

Willem had anticipated his mother's apprehensions but feared he might sound fatuous if he
spread before her his real motivations: a vision from a mountaintop; a friendship with a little savage;
a dictate from a buried Bible. Keeping his counsel to himself, he plunged into the solitary job of
drafting a long report to his superiors in Batavia, in hopes that they would forward it to the Lords
XVII.

In it he made his sober estimation of what the Dutch might achieve if they were to establish a
base at the Cape of Good Hope. A Cautious Calculation he titled it, and in it he reconstructed all he
had witnessed during his months as a castaway, informing the merchants in charge of the Compagnie
of the potential riches in this new land:

Three separate vessels gave us seeds, two from Holland, one from England, and every seed we
planted produced good vegetables, some bigger than those we see from home. Sailors who know many
countries said, '"This is the sweetest food I have ever eaten." On my trip to the native village I saw
melons, grapelike climbers and other fruits.

He compiled meticulous lists of what had flourished in the Compagnie gardens, how many cattle
the Hottentots had, and what kinds of birds could be shot on Robben Island. It was a catalogue of value
and should have been an encouragement to anyone contemplating the establishment of a provisioning
base, but suspicious readers were apt to linger most carefully over those passages in which he detailed
the life of the Hottentots:

They go quite naked with a little piece of skin about their privities. To gain protection for their
bodies they smear themselves with a mixture of cow dung and sand, increasing it month after month
until they can be smelled for great distances. Men dress their hair with sheep dung, allowing it to
harden stiff as a board. The women commonly put the guts of wild beasts when dry around their legs
and these serve as an adornment.

He provided the Compagnie with a careful distinction between the Strandloopers, a degenerate



group of scavenging outcasts, the Hottentots, who were herders, and the Bushmen, who lived without
cattle in the interior.

He calculated how many ships could take on fresh vegetables if the Compagnie established a
place to grow them at the Cape, and then showed that if they could stabilize relations with the
Hottentots, they might also obtain almost unlimited supplies of fresh meat. He advised abandoning the
stop at St. Helena, with the sensible caution that if the Dutch did not peaceably withdraw, the English
would in time throw them out.

It was a masterful calculation, prudent in all important matters, and it accomplished nothing.
Officials at Batavia felt that a spot so distant was no concern of theirs, while the Lords XVII deemed it
impudent for a man little more than a sailor to involve himself in such matters. So far as he could see,
nothing happened.

But a word once written will often accidentally find a life that no one anticipates; it lies folded in
a drawer and is forgotten, except that sometimes at moments unexpected someone will ask, during a
discussion, 'Isn't that what Van Doorn said some years ago?' The passage from A Cautious Calculation
which kept reviving in two cities half a world apart concerned ships:

How is it that two ships of comparable quality throughout, manned by men of equal health and
training, can sail from Amsterdam to Batavia and one arrives with all men ready for work in Java
while the other comes into port with one-third of its crew so stricken that they must die within a year
from our fevers and another third already buried at sea? There are no such things as good-luck ships
and bad-luck ships. There are only fresh food, rest, clean quarters and whatever it is that fights scurvy.
A halt of three weeks at the Cape of Good Hope, with fresh vegetables, lemon trees, and meat from the
Hottentots would save the Compagnie a thousand lives a year.

Many of the Lords XVII felt that it was not their duty to worry about the health of sailors, and
one said, "When the baker bakes a pie, some crust falls to the floor." He was applauded by those other
Lords who had rebuked a subordinate in Java for sending two ships of Compagnie food to starving
field hands in Ceylon: 'It is not our responsibility to feed the weaklings of the world.’

But to other members of the ruling body, Van Doorn's comments on the Cape reverberated, and
from time to time these men brought the matter of excessive death to the attention of their fellows.
One estimated that it cost the Compagnie a goodly three hundred guilders to land a man at Batavia,
and that if he did not work at least five years, that cost could never be recovered, and there the debate
ended, with no action taken.

Mevrouw van Doorn watched with dismay as her younger son slipped into the dull routine of a
lesser clerk at the disposal of less able young men who had been trained in Holland. Willem's
brightness dimmed and his shoulders began to droop. He often wore a girlish chain about his neck
with an ivory circle dangling from it, and what was most painful of all, he was beginning to drift into
the orbit of the few Dutch widows who stayed on at Batavia, but without the family fortunes that
Mevrouw had when she decided to remain. They were a fat, sorry lot, 'sea elephants ridden by any bull
that wished,' and it would not be long before Willem would be coming to inform her that he proposed
taking one or the other to wife. After that, nothing could be salvaged.

And then one day in 1652 as Mevrouw van Doorn, white-haired and plump, arranged for her New
Year's celebration, the startling news reached Batavia that a refreshment station had been started at the
Cape of Good Hope under the command of Jan van Riebeeck. It was a matter of debate as to which
part of this news was more sensational, the station itself or its proposed manager, but as Hendrickje
said loudly, to the delight of her audience, 'If a man isn't clever enough to steal from the Compagnie,
he won't be clever enough to steal for it.'

Willem van Doorn was in the garden when his mother said this, but he caught the name Van
Riebeeck and asked as he came through the doors, 'Van Riebeeck? I met him. What about him?"'



'He's been chosen to head a new settlement at Good Hope.'

Willem, twenty-seven and already flaccid, just stood in the doorway, framed in spring flowers,
and his hands began to tremble, for the long dry period of his life was over. After he gained control he
began to ask many questions regarding how he might win an assignment to the Cape, when an aide to
the governor-general called him aside: '"Van Doorn, we've been asked to send the new settlement a few
of our experienced men. To help them get started." And Willem was about to volunteer when the aide
said, "Younger men, of course, and the council wondered if you could recommend some men for the
lower echelons. For the higher, we'll do the choosing.'

And so Willem van Doorn, no longer considered young enough for an adventurous post, busied
himself with selecting the first contingent of Batavia men to serve at the Cape, and it was a sorry task
because none of the men wanted to leave the luxury of Java for that windblown wilderness.

The fleet sailed and Willem was left behind; his essay was kept in chests, both in Amsterdam and
Batavia; and the man who as much as any had spurred the establishment of this new station was barred
from joining it. The months passed, and Willem ran down to each incoming fleet to inquire as to
affairs at the Cape, and then one day a message reached the council that Commander van Riebeeck
was wondering if he might have permission to obtain a few slaves from Java for his personal use in
growing vegetables, and the same aide who had dashed Willem's hopes previously now offered a
dazzling proposal: 'Van Riebeeck's buying a few slaves for the Cape. And since you drafted that report
... I mean, since you know the land there, we thought you might be the man to handle this courtesy.'

Willem bowed, then bowed again. 'I would be honored to have such confidence placed in me.'
And when the aide was gone, he dashed to see his mother, shouting, 'I'm going to the Cape.'

"'When?' she asked quietly.

'With the Christmas fleet.'

'So soon!" She had longed for the day when her son would announce that he was returning to
Holland, 'to save himself," as she put it, and was distraught that he was sentencing himself to a place
even more demeaning than Java. Now he would never attain a Compagnie position, and only God
knew what might happen to him. But even the Cape was better than lingering here in Java and
marrying some local slut. So be it.

On the eve of departure she sat with him in her spacious reception room and said, 'When you
think of me, I'll be here in this house. I'll never sell it. If I went back to Holland, I'd be tormented by
memories of my musicians playing in the garden.’'

She seemed so completely the epitome of those Dutch stalwarts who controlled the worldJava,
Brazil, Manhattan Island, Formosathat Willem knew she needed no cosseting from him, but when she
took down her Dutch Bible and said, 'I memorized passages at night when it was death at Spanish
hands to own a Bible,' he was overcome with love and confided: "When our ship was breaking apart I
crept back and found this great Bible abandoned to the sea. And when I saw that it was the same as
yours, I knew I had been sent to save it, and that if I showed it to anyone, it would be taken from me.
So I buried it in a cave, and it calls me to return.'

'T've never heard a better reason to sail, anywhere,' his mother said, and when the Christmas fleet
departed, on December 20, she was at the wharf to bid him farewell. That night, back in her big house,
she began her preparations for what she termed 'the feast of the dying year.' She borrowed the
musicians, supervised the roasting of the pigs, and nodded approvingly when servants dragged in the
liquor. As the year ebbed she and her Dutch equals roared old songs and wassailed and fell in stupors
and slept them off. Java would always be Queen of the East and Batavia her golden capital.

The council had agreed that Van Riebeeck's slaves must come not from Java, whose natives were
intractable, but from Malacca, where the gentler Malayans adjusted more easily to servitude, so when
the fleet transited the Straits, Willem's ship put in to that fine harbor and he went ashore to inform the



commandant of the fort that four slaves were to be delivered, whereupon a sergeant and three men
went off to the forests back of town, returning shortly with two brown-skinned men and two women.
Before nightfall Willem's ship had overtaken the fleet, and the long journey to the Cape was under
way.

One of the slaves was a girl named Ateh, seventeen years old and beautiful in the tawny manner
of most Malayan women. She pouted when the sailors confined her and the others in a caged-off
section belowdecks, and she protested when food was thrown at them. She demanded water for
washing, and the sailors heard her commanding the others to behave. And at some point in each day,
no matter how dismal it had been, she broke into song, whispering words she had learned as a child in
her sunlit village. They were songs of little consequence, the ramblings of children and young women
in love, but she made the dark hold more acceptable when she sang.

By the time the journey was half over, this girl Ateh was so well known that even the captain had
to take notice of her, and it was he who gave her the name by which she would later be known: 'Ateh is
pagan. If you're going to sing in a Christian church, you've got to have a Christian name." Thumbing
through his Bible, and keeping to the Old Testament, as the Dutch usually did, he came upon that
lyrical passage in Judges which seemed predestined for this singing girl: 'Awake, awake, Deborah:
awake, awake, utter a song . . .’

'Prophetic!’ he said, closing the book reverently. "That shall be her name Deborah," and henceforth
she was so called.

Since it was Willem's responsibility to deliver the slaves, and since he wished to keep them alive
if possible, it being usual in these waters that thirty percent died on any passage, he was often
belowdecks to satisfy himself that they were properly cared for, and this threw him always into
consultation with Deborah. Before he came down the ladder, she would be huddled in a corner reviling
the ill fortune that had brought her there, but when she saw him coming she would move forward to
the bars of the cage and begin to sing. She would feign surprise at his arrival and halt her song in mid-
note, looking at him shyly, with her face hidden.

Since the fleet had now entered that part of the Indian Ocean where temperatures were highest,
the penned slaves were beginning to suffer. Food, water and air were all lacking, and one midday,
when the heat was greatest, Willem saw that Deborah was lying on the deck, near to prostration, and
on his own recognizance he unlocked the gate that enclosed the slaves and carried the girl out to where
the air was freer, kneeling over her as she slowly revived.

He was amazed at how slight her body was; and as she lay in shadows her wonderfully placid face
with its high cheekbones and softly molded eyelids captivated him, and he stayed with her for a long
time. When she revived he found that she could speak the native language of Java, with its curious
tradition of forming plurals by speaking the singular twice. If sate was the word for the bamboo-
skewered bits of lamb roasted and served with peanut sauce, then two of the delicacies were not sates,
as in many languages, but sate-sate; to hear natives speaking rapidly gave the impression of lovely
soft voices stuttering, and Willem began to cherish the sound of Deborah's voice, whether she sang or
spoke.

On most days he arranged some excuse for releasing her from the cage, a partiality which
angered both the Dutch seamen and the other slaves. One evening, when the time came for her
freedom to end, he suggested that she not go back into the cage but remain with him, and through the
long, humid night, when stars danced at the tip of the mast, they stayed together, and after that
adventure everyone knew they had become lovers.

This posed no great problem, for scores of Dutchmen working in Java had mistresses; there was
even a ritual for handling their bastard offspring, and no great harm was done. But the captain had
been commissioned by Mevrouw van Doorn to look after her son, and when he saw the young



Dutchman becoming serious about the little slave girl he felt obligated to warn him as a father might,
and one morning when sailors reported: 'Mijn-heer van Doorn kept the little Malaccan in his quarters
again,' the older man summoned Willem to his cabin, where he sat in a large wicker chair behind a
table on which rested another of those large Dutch Bibles bound in brass.

'Mister Willem, I've been informed that your head has been twisted by the little Malaccan!'

'Not twisted, sir, I hope.'

'And you've been acting toward her as if she were your wife.'

'l trust not, sir.'

"Your mother put your safekeeping in my hands, Mister Willem, and as your father, I deem it
proper to ask if you've been reading the Book of Genesis?'

'T know the Book, sir.'

'But have you read it recently?’ the captain asked, and with this he threw open the heavy book to a
page marked with a spray of palm leaf, and from the twenty-fourth chapter he read the thundering oath
which Abraham imposed when his son Isaac hungered for a wife:

'And I will make thee swear by the Lord, the God of heaven, and the God of the earth, that thou
shalt not take a wife ... of the daughters of the Canaanites . . . but thou shalt go unto my country, and to
my kindred, and take a wife . ..’

Slowly the captain turned the pages till he came to the next passage marked by a frond. Placing
his two hands over the pages, he said ominously, 'And when Isaac was an old man, having obeyed his
father Abraham, what did he say when his son Jacob wanted a wife?' Dramatically he lifted his hands
and with a stubby finger pointed to the revealing verse:

And Isaac called Jacob, and blessed him, and charged him, and said unto him, Neemt geene
vrowe van de dochteren Canaans.

Willem, seeing the words spelled out so strictly, felt constrained to assure the captain that he
meant nothing serious with the Malaccan girl, but the older man was not to be diverted: 'It's always
been the problem in Java and it will soon become the problem at the Cape. Where can a Dutch
gentleman find himself a wife?'

"Where?' Willem echoed.

'God has foreseen this problem, as He foresees everything." With a flourish he swung the
parchment pages back to the first text, indicating it with his left forefinger. 'Go back to your own
country and be patient. Don't throw yourself away on local women, the way those idiots in Java do.'
Pointing to the deck below, he added, 'Nor on slaves.'

'Am I to wait perpetually?'

'No, because when you debark with your slaves at the Cape, this fleet continues to Holland. And
when we reach Amsterdam, I'll speak to your brother Karel and commission him to find you a wife
from among the women of Holland, the way Isaac and Jacob found their wives in their native country.
I'll bring her back to you.'

When Willem drew back in obvious distaste over having his life arranged by others, the captain
closed the great book and rested his open hands upon it. 'It tells you what to do right here. Obey the
word of the Lord.'

The visit to the captain changed nothing. Willem continued to keep his slave girl in his quarters,
and it was she who obeyed the Bible, for like the original Deborah, she continued to sing, twisting
herself ever more tightly about his heart.

Then abruptly everything changed. One afternoon as the east coast of Africa neared, Deborah sat
on the lower deck whispering an old song to herself, but as Willem approached she stopped midway
and told him, 'T shall have a baby.'

With great tenderness he drew her to her feet, embraced her, and asked in Javanese, 'Are you



sure?'

'Not sure,' she said softly, 'but I think.'

She was correct. Early one morning, as she rose from Willem's bed, she felt faint and dropped to
the deck, sitting there with her arms clasped about her ankles. She was about to inform Willem that
she was certain of her pregnancy, when the mast-top lookout started shouting, 'Table Mountain!" and
all hands turned out to see the marvelous sight.

Willem was overcome when he saw the great flat mountain standing clear in the sunlight, for it
symbolized his longing. Years had elapsed since he left it, and he could imagine the vast changes that
must have occurred at its base, and he was thinking of them when Deborah came to stand beside him.

Aware of the hold this mountain had on him, she said nothing, just hummed softly, whispering
the words now and then, and when he took notice of her she placed her left hand, very small and
brown, on his right arm and said, 'We will have a baby." The mountain, the waiting cave and the
indiscernible future blended into a kind of golden haze, and he could not even begin to guess what he
must do.

When he was rowed ashore, leaving Deborah behind, for she must wait till an owner was
assigned, he found a settlement much smaller than expected; only a hundred and twenty-two people
inhabited the place. There was a small fort with sod walls threatening to dissolve on rainy days, and a
huddle of rude buildings within. But the site! Back in 1647 when the shipwrecked sailors lived ashore,
their beach headquarters had been nine miles to the north, and Willem had seen only from a distance
the delectable valley at the foot of Table Mountain; now he stood at the edge of that good land,
protected by mountains on three sides, and he believed that when sufficient settlers arrived this would
be one of the finest towns in the world.

He was greeted by the commander, a small, energetic man in his late thirties of such swarthy
complexion that blond Dutchmen suspected him of Italian parentage. He wore a rather full mustache
and dressed as fastidiously as frontier conditions would allow. He spoke in a voice higher than usual
in a mature man, but with such speed and force that he gained attention and respect.

He was Jan van Riebeeck, ship's chirurgeon, who had served in most of the spice ports, winding
up in Japan after abandoning medicine to become a merchant-trader, a skill he mastered so thoroughly
that he was making profits for both the Compagnie and himself. For each hour he spent in the former's
interests, he spent an equal time on his own, until his profits grew to such dimension that the
Compagnie had to take notice. Accused of private trading, he was recalled to Batavia, where he was
dealt with leniently and shipped back to Holland for discipline. Forced into premature retirement, he
might well have finished his life in obscurity had not a peculiar circumstance thrust him back into the
mainstream and an honored place in history.

When the Lords XVII decided to establish a recuperation spot at the Cape, they selected as their
manager one of the men who had guarded the trade goods following the wreck of the Haerlem. He had
been chosen because of his familiarity with the area, but when he declined, a wise old director said,
'Wait! What we really need is a merchant of proved ability.’

"Who?'

"Van Riebeeck.'

'Can we trust him?' several of the Lords asked.

'T believe he's a case of what we might call "belated rectitude,” ' the old man said, and it was Jan
van Riebeeck who got the assignment.

In effect, his instructions were simple: 'Establish a refreshment station which will feed our ships,
but do so at no cost to this Compagnie!' That charter, in force for the next hundred and fifty years,
would determine how this land would develop: it would always be a mercantile operation, never a free
colony. The charter already accounted for what Willem was seeing on his brief walk to the fort with



Van Riebeeck, but he had the good sense not to share his observations: This is much finer than
Batavia, but where are the people? The land beyond those hills! It could house a million settlers, and
I'll wager it's not even been explored.

'l often saw your brother Karel in Amsterdam,' Van Riebeeck said.

'How is he?'

'Married to a wonderful girl. Very wealthy.'

Willem, observing that the commander evaluated even marriage in terms of commerce, changed
the subject. 'Will there soon be more people?’ he asked.

Van Riebeeck stopped abruptly, then turned as if to settle once and for all this matter of
population, and from the sharp manner in which he spoke, Willem suspected that he had made his
speech before: "You must understand one thing, Van Doorn." Although only six years older than
Willem he spoke patronizingly: "This is a commercial holding, not a free state. We're here to aid the
Compagnie, and we'll enlarge the colony only when it tells us to. As long as we allow you to stay
ashore, you work for the Compagnie. You do what the Compagnie says.'

Within the next few hours Willem learned his lesson. He was ordered where to put his bag, where
to make his bed, where to eat, and where to work. He found that a farmer could till a plot of land but
never own it, and that whatever he grew must produce profit for the Compagnie. Of course, as an old
Java hand he was not alarmed by these rules, but he did recall that in Batavia there had been a lusty
freedom, epitomized by his mother, whereas here at the Cape there was somber restriction. Worst of
all, the tiny settlement suffered under two sets of masters: from Amsterdam the Lords XVII laid down
the big principles, but from Java came the effective rules. The governor-general in Batavia was an
emperor; the commander at the Cape, a distant functionary. In Java, grand designs effloresced; at the
Cape, they worried about 'radishes, lettuce and cress.'

Three days later, when Willem stood before the commander in the fort, Van Riebeeck thought
him a poor replica of his brother: Karel was tall and slim, Willem shortish and plump; Karel had a
quick, ingratiating manner, Willem a stubborn suspiciousness; and Karel was obviously ambitious for
promotion within the Compagnie, whereas Willem was content to work at anything, so long as he was
free to explore the Cape. In no comparison was the difference more startling than in their choice of
women: Willem, if the ship captain could be trusted, had formed an alliance with a Muslim slave girl,
while Karel had married the daughter of one of the richest merchants in Amsterdam.

"Wonderful match," Van Riebeeck said. 'Daughter of Claes Danck-aerts." And again he added,
"Very rich.'

'I'm happy for him," Willem said. Actually, he could scarcely remember his brother and could not
possibly have guessed how Karel had changed in the eight years since he had quit the wreck of the
Haerlem to sail homeward. From what the commander said, he must be prospering.

"'What we have in mind for you,' Van Riebeeck continued, 'is the vineyard. Have you ever grown
grapes?'

'‘No.

"You're like the others." When Van Doorn looked bewildered, the energetic little commander took
him by the arm, led him to a parapet from which the valleys lying at the foot of Table Mountain were
visible, and said with great enthusiasm, "This soil can grow anything. But sometimes we approach it
the wrong way.' He winced, recalling one early disaster. 'From the start I wanted grapes. I brought
with me the seeds, but our gardener planted them the way to plant wheat. Scattered them broadside,
plowed them under, and six months later harvested weeds.'

'How do you grow them?'

'Rooted vines, each one separately. Then you make cuttings . . .'

"'What are cuttings?'



Patiently Van Riebeeck explained the intricate proceedings whereby tiny plants imported from
Europe turned eventually into casks of wine headed for Java. 'Why do we bother?' Willem asked, for
he saw that fruit trees and vegetables would flourish.

'Java's demanding wine," the commander said sharply. Hustling Willem back to his rude office,
he pointed to a large map that showed the shipping route from Amsterdam to Batavia: 'Every vessel
that plies these waters wants wine. But they can't fetch it from Holland, because that wine's so poor it
sickens before the equator and reaches us as vinegar. Your task is to make wine here.’

So Willem van Doorn, now thirty years of age, was settled upon a plot of ground belonging to the
Compagnie and given nine basketfuls of small rooted vines imported from the Rhineland. 'Make
wine," Van Riebeeck said peremptorily, 'because if you succeed, after twenty years you'll be free to
head for Holland.'

"You also?' Willem asked.

'No, no! I'm here for only a brief time. Then I go back to Java.' His eyes brightened. "That's where
the real jobs are.'

Willem started to say that he preferred the Cape to either place, but since he had never seen
Holland, he concluded that this might be presumptuous; still, the fact that Van Riebeeck thought well
of Java made him more attractive.

For a man who had never done so, to make wine presented difficulties, but Van Riebeeck showed
Willem how to plant the precious roots, then provide them with poles and strings to grow upon, and
finally, prune them along the lines required. He learned how to use animal fertilizer and irrigation, but
most of all, he learned to know the howling southeast winds that blew incessantly in some seasons,
making the high ground near the mountain a grave for growing things.

"It didn't blow like this when we were here before,' he complained, but the Compagnie gardeners
laughed at him, for they were weary of hearing his constant recollections.

"We were up there," he said, pointing some nine miles to the north, where the winds had been
gentler. The men ignored him, for in their opinion there could be no spot in this forlorn land where the
winds did not howl. But they showed him how to plant trees to give protection, if they survived, and
offered other encouragements, for they, too, needed wine.

Willem realized that he had been handed an unrewarding assignment in which failure was
probable, but it gave him one advantage which he prized: everyone else at the Cape lived within the
fortress walls in cramped, unpleasant quarters, while he enjoyed the freedom of living in his own hut
beside his vines. True, he had to walk some distance for food and companionship, but that was a trivial
price to pay for the joy he found in living relatively free.

But his freedom accentuated the slavery in which Deborah lived, and often at night, when he
would have wanted to be with her, he was in his hut and she in the fort, locked in the guardhouse. The
Malayan slaves had been thoughtfully placed by Van Riebeeck: 'One man and woman will work for
my wife. The strongest man will work the ships. The other woman can do general work for the
Compagnie.'

Deborah was the latter, and as she moved about the fort, Van Riebeeck saw that she was pregnant.
This did not trouble him, for like any prudent owner, he hoped for natural increase, and since Deborah
was proving the cleverest of his slaves, he assumed that she would produce valuable children. But he
was distressed that the father of the unborn child was Van Doorn.

'How did this happen?' he asked Willem. 'On the ship . . . from Malacca.'

"We need women. Badly we need them. But proper Dutch women, not slaves.'

'Deborah's a fine person. . .'

'T've already seen that. But she's Malay. She's Muslim. And the Bible says'

'T know. The captain read me the passages. "Thou shalt not take a wife from the Canaanites. Thou
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shalt go to thine own country and find a wife.

'Excellent advice.' Van Riebeeck rose from his desk and paced for several moments. Then threw
his hands upward and asked, 'But what shall we do here at the Cape? At last count we had one hundred
and fourteen men, nine women. White men and women, that is. What's a man to do?"

He wanted to bar Van Doorn from visiting with his slave girl, but he refrained because he knew
that to exact such a promise in these close quarters would not be sensible. Instead he warned: 'Keep
marriage out of your mind, Van Doorn. What happens in Batavia will not be encouraged here. The
child will be a bastard and a Compagnie slave.' Van Doorn, suspecting that what was law now would
be altered later, bowed and said nothing.

But when he saw how far with child Deborah had come, he felt a pressing desire to stay with her
and make her his wife, even though his experience in Java should have taught him that these marriages
often turned out poorly. Such memories were obliterated by his recollection of those exceptional
marriages in which Javanese women had created homes of quiet joy, half-Christian, half-Muslim, in
which the husbands relinquished all dreams of ever returning to a colder Holland and a more severe
society.

Deborah, to his surprise, seemed unconcerned about her future, as if the problems of pregnancy
were enough. Her beautiful, placid face showed no anxiety, and when he raised questions about her
status, she smiled: 'I'm to be a slave. I'll never see my village again." And he supposed that this was
her honest reaction, that she did not prize freedom the way he did.

'l want to care for you," he said.

'Someone will," she said, and when his emotion flared, tempting him to steal her from the fort,
she laughed again and said that when the time came, Commander van Riebeeck would find her a man.

"Will he?'

'Of course. In Malacca the Portuguese owners always found men for their slave women. They
wanted children.'

'T'll be that man.'

'Maybe you, maybe someone else.’

As the time neared for the birth of their child, Willem endeavored to visit with Deborah as much
as possible, and it became known to everyone that he was the father. She walked with him sometimes
to the vineyard, thinking with amusement of how a Portuguese grandee at Malacca would have
scorned any fellow countryman who dipped his hands into the earth. But she was acquainted with
growing things and said, 'Willem, those vines are dying.'

"'Why? Why do they die?"

"The rows run the wrong way. The wind hits them too strong." And she showed him how, if he
planted his vines along the direction from which the winds blew, and not broadside to it, only the lead
plants would be affected, while the sun would be free to strike all the vines evenly.

She was at the vineyard one day, singing with that extraordinary voice, when Van Riebeeck came
to inspect the German vines, and he, too, saw that they were dying: 'It's the wind." And he added
grimly, 'No wine from these plants,' but he assured Willem that replacement plants were on their way
from France. He was determined to produce wine for the Compagnie, even if he had to import new
plants constantly.

When the women of the fort led Deborah to her confinement, Willem was overwhelmed by the
realization that he was about to become a father, and this had an unexpected effect: he wanted to
recover his Bible so that he could record in it the fact of birth, as if by this action he could confirm the
Van Doorn presence in Africa. Since he had a hut apart from the others, it would be safe to produce
the book without being required to offer explanations as to how he had acquired it. So in the evening
after his son was born he slipped along the beach till he came to that ancient cave, and when he was



satisfied that no one was spying, he entered it to claim his Bible.

A few days later Commander van Riebeeck appeared at the vineyard, said nothing about the birth
of the boy, but did ask for Willem's assistance on a knotty problem: 'It's this Hottentot Jack. They tell
me you know him.’

'Jack!" Willem cried with obvious affection. "Where is he?'

"Where indeed?' And the commander unraveled his version of duplicity, stolen cows, promises
made but never kept, and suspected connivance with the dreadful Bushmen who had edged south,
enticed by Compagnie sheep and cattle.

"That doesn't sound like my Jack,' Willem protested.

"The same. Nefarious.'

'T'm sure I could talk with him . . .’

The complaints continued: "When we arrived in the bay, there he was, uniform of an English
sailor, shoes and all.'

'"That's Jack,' Willem said.

The commander ignored him. 'So we made arrangements with him. He to serve as our interpreter.
We to give him metal tools and objects.'

'He spoke English rather well, didn't he?'

'But he was like a ghost at twilight. Now here. Now gone. And absolutely no sense of property.
Whatever he saw, he took.'

'Surely he gave you cattle in return.’

"That's what I'm here about. He owes us many cattle and we cannot find him.'

'T could find him."'

At this confident offer the commander placed the tips of his fingers together and brought them
carefully to his lips. 'Caution. We've had killings, you know.'

'Our men shot the Hottentots?' Willem asked in amazement.

"There were provocations. It was this sort of thing Jack was supposed to'

Tl go to him," Willem said abruptly. So Van Riebeeck arranged for three trusted gunners to
accompany him in an exploration of those villages which Jack and his people had occupied when the
Haerlem wrecked, but Willem refused the gunners: 'l said I'd go. Not with an army.'

That was the beginning of his difficulties with the Compagnie. Those in authority refused to
believe that an unprotected Dutchman would dare to move inland, or survive if he did, but Willem was
so confident that he could reach Jack and settle differences with him that he persisted. In the end he
was ordered to accept the three gunners, and after strong protest which irritated everyone, he
complied.

He had been right. When the Hottentots spied the armed men coming after them, they retreated
into the farther hills, driving their sheep and cattle before them. In nine days of wandering, Van Doorn
spoke with not a single Hottentot, so perforce he started homeward, but as the four men marched, one
of the gunners said, 'I think we're being followed,' and after extra precautions had been taken, it was
agreed that some brown manor menwas keeping to the mounds and trees, marking their progress.

'It's got to be Jack," Willem said, and when they came to those slight rises from which the Cape
settlement could be seenthe point at which a prudent enemy would turn backhe told the three gunners,
'l know it's my friend. I'll go to meet him.'

This occasioned loud protest, but he was adamant: 'T'll go without a gun, so that he can see it's
me, his friend." And off he went, holding his hands wide from his body and walking directly toward
the small mound behind which he knew the watcher waited. 'Jack!" he called in English. 'It's me. Van
Doorn.'

Nothing moved. If the person or persons behind the rise were enemies, he would soon see the



flight of deadly assegais, but he was certain that if anyone had the courage to track four well-armed
men, it must be Jack, so he called again, loudly enough for his voice to be heard at a far distance.

From behind the hill there came the soft sound of movement. Slowly, slowly, a human form
emerged, that of a Hottentot, unarmed and wearing the uniform of an English sailor. For several
moments the two men faced each other, saying nothing. Then Van Doorn dropped his empty hands and
moved forward, and as he did so, little Jack began to run toward him, so that the old friends met in a
forceful embrace.

They sat on a rock, and Willem asked, 'How did these wrongs come to happen?'

It was too difficult to explain. On each side there had been promises unkept, threats that should
never have been uttered, and petty misunderstandings that escalated into skirmishes. There had been
killings; there would be more, and any possibility of reconciliation seemed lost.

'T don't believe this,"” Willem said. His affection for the slave girl Deborah had intensified his
attitudes, making it easier for him to look at this Hottentot as an ally.

'We talk too much,' Jack said.

'But we're going to stay here, Jack. Forever. A few now, many later. Must we live always as
enemies?'

"Yes. You steal our cattle.'

"They tell me you steal our tools. Our European sheep.'

The Hottentot knew that this countercharge was true, but he did not know how to justify it.
Enmity had been allowed to fester and could not be exorcised. But one charge was so grave that
Willem had to explore it: 'Did you murder the white soldier?'

'Bushmen,' Jack said, and with his nimble fingers he indicated the three-part arrow.

"'Won't you please come with me?' Willem begged.

'No.'

There was a painful farewell, the little brown man and the big white, and then the parting, but
when the two men were well separated, with Van Doorn heading back to his gunners, one lifted his
weapon and shot at Jack.

He had anticipated such a probability, so as soon as he saw the gun raised, he jumped behind a
mound and was not hit.

On a fine February morning in 1657 nine gunners and sailors assembled outside Van Riebeeck's
office, and all in the fort stopped work and moved closer to hear an announcement that would alter the
history of Africa:

"Their Honors in Amsterdam, the Lords XVII, wishing always to do what furthers the interests of
the Compagnie, have graciously decided that you nine may take fields beyond Table Mountain and
farm them under your own guidance, but you must not move farther than five miles from the fort.'

When the men cheered at this release from drudgery, Willem van Doorn heard the commotion
and came in to listen with envy as Van Riebeeck spelled out the meticulous terms laid down by the
Lords. The freedmen would work not individually but in two groups, one five, one four, and would
receive in freehold as much land as they could plow, spade or otherwise prepare within three years.
Their crops would be bought by the Compagnie at prices fixed by the Compagnie. They could fish the
rivers, but only for their own tables. They were forbidden to buy cattle or sheep from the Hottentots;
they must buy from the Compagnie, and one-tenth of their calves and lambs must be given back to the
Compagnie. On and on the petty regulations wentand also the penalties: 'If you break one rule,
everything you own will be confiscated.'

The men nodded, and Van Riebeeck concluded: "Their Honors will allow you to sell any surplus
vegetables to passing ships, but you may go aboard to do so only after said ships have been in harbor
three days, because the Compagnie must have a chance to sell its produce first. You are forbidden to



buy liquor from ships. And you must always remember that the Lords XVII are giving you this land
not for your indulgence but in the hope that you will turn a profit for the Compagnie." Van Doorn,
listening to the restrictions, muttered to himself, 'He says they're free, but the rules say they're not
free.'

Van Riebeeck, wishing to solemnize this significant moment, and totally unaware that he had
imposed any unreasonable restrictions, asked the men to bow their heads: 'Under the watchful eye of
God, you are now free burghers,’ and to sanctify this status he read from the Bible that glowing
statement of God's covenant which had excited Willem:

'And I will give unto thee, and unto thy seed after thee, the land wherein thou art a stranger, all
the land of Canaan, for an everlasting possession . . .'

With this benediction these nine became the first free white men in South Africa, the progenitors
of whatever nation might subsequently develop. Suddenly the quiet was broken with cheers for the
commander, after which the two groups set forth to line out their future farms.

One of the Hottentots had listened intently to this ceremony, and late that afternoon he crept off,
taking a route past the fields the free burghers were surveying. At a small stream he stopped to watch
as two antelope dipped toward the sparkling water; then he moved to break the news to his people:
"They are taking our land.'

The joy with which the nine free burghers had greeted their release was short-lived, for during the
first year of backbreaking effort they came to know the Compagnie's interpretation of freedom. Two
of the more adventurous, alarmed by their growing indebtedness to the Compagnie stores, began
clandestine trading with the Hottentots for elephant tusks, rhino horns and ostrich feathers. For this
they were severely disciplined, but Van Riebeeck did reluctantly agree that they might trade for cows,
if they never paid more than the Compagnie did.

An argument arose over whether they might kill one of their own sheep for their personal use; the
commander recognized this as a threat to the Compagnie's butchery, but he did compromise: "You can
slaughter one animal occasionally, but before you do so, you must pay a fee to the butchery.'

In the evenings, in their rude huts, the burghers grumbled, and sometimes Van Doorn would be
present, for the things these men said he understood. No complaint was voiced more constantly than
the one regarding labor.

'Is this what freedom means?' one farmer asked. 'We're peasants, working eight days a week.'

"The Hottentots are better off than us,’ another said. 'They have their herds and all that free land
out there. We're free ... to be slaves.'

Relations with the Hottentots had deteriorated: few brought animals to be traded, almost none
wanted to work for the burghers. Most kept their herds at the edge of the settlement, watching sullenly
as the Dutchmen's cattle encroached.

'In Java no man would work like this," one stout burgher complained. 'I think I'll hide in the next
ship and sail back to Holland.'

And that's precisely what several of the free men did, so guards were posted about any vessel that
put into Table Bay, and then one morning in 1658 the lookout atop the fort awakened everyone by
hammering on a length of metal suspended from a post and shouting, "Warship coming!'

Apprehension gripped the tiny group of settlers; as far as they knew, Holland was still at war with
England, and since this intruder might be carrying a landing party, a quick muster was called, and Van
Riebeeck said, "We fight. We will never surrender Compagnie property.' But as the men prepared their
muskets the lookout cried, 'Good news! It's a Dutch ship!" and all ran from the fort to greet the taut
little craft.

Van Riebeeck was waiting when the ship's boat drew alongside the jetty his men were
constructing, and as soon as the captain jumped smartly ashore the good news was announced: 'Off



Angola we ran upon a Portuguese merchant ship headed for Brazil. Short fight. We captured her. A
little gold, a little silver, but scores of fine slaves.'

Van Riebeeck could not believe the words; for years he had been imploring his superiors in Java
for slaves to work at the Cape, and now the captain was saying, "We found two hundred and fifty on
the Portuguese ship, but seventy-six died in our holds." Many of the others were seriously ill, and some
were boys and girls, of whom Van Riebeeck complained, "They'll be of little use for the next four or
five years.'

'Fetch the big one,’ the captain cried. "You'll want him for yourself, Commander." Then, lowering
his voice: 'In exchange for extra beef?’'

When the boat returned, there standing in the bow, shackled heavily, stood the first black from
Africa that Willem and the other Dutchmen had ever seen; all previous slaves had been private
acquisitions from Madagascar, India or Malaya.

This man must have come from a family of some importance in Angola, for he had what could
only be called a noble bearing: tall, broad-shouldered, wide of face. He was the kind of young man a
military leader promotes to lieutenant after three days in the field, and as soon as Van Riebeeck saw
him he decided to give him an important assignment. He seemed destined to be the leader of the
thousands of future slaves who would soon be joining the community.

'What's his name?' he asked, and a sailor replied, 'Jango.' It was an improbable name, corrupted
no doubt from some Angolan word of specific meaning, and Van Riebeeck said, in the Portuguese
dialect used by all who worked in the eastern oceans, 'Jango, come with me." And as the tall black,
hefting his chains, followed the commander to the fort, Willem thought: How majestic he is! More
powerful than two Malays or three Indians.

For the next few days Commander van Riebeeck was occupied with assigning tasks to his new
slaves, reserving eleven of the best for the personal use of his wife, and with the arrival of blacks in
force he judged that he had better tidy up the status of the slaves already at the Cape. So he summoned
Willem to his quarters and asked, "Van Doorn, what are we going to do about this girl Deborah?'

'Van Valck wants to marry his Malaccan girl. I want to marry Deborah.’

"That would be most unwise.'

"Why?'

'Because you're the brother of an important official in the Compagnie.'

'She's to have another child.'

'Damn!' The preoccupied little man strode back and forth. "Why can't you worthless men control
yourselves?' He had brought his wife with him, and two nieces, so that he felt no lack of feminine
companionship; he believed that men like Van Doorn and Van Valck should wait until suitable Dutch
women arrived from Holland, and if this took nine or ten years, the men must be patient.

'T'm thirty-three," Willem said. 'And I feel I must marry now.'

'And so you shall,” Van Riebeeck said, whipping around to face his vintner. Reaching out his
hands, he grasped Willem's and said, "You'll be married before the year's out.’

"'Why not now?' Van Doorn asked, and he saw Van Riebeeck stiffen.

"You're most difficult. You spoil everything." And from his desk he produced the copy of a letter
he had sent some ten months before to the Lords XVII in Amsterdam, requesting them to find seven
sturdy Dutch girls, no Catholics, and send them south on the next ship. Names of the intended
husbands were given, and at the head of the list stood: 'Willem van Doorn, aged thirty-two, born in
Java, brother of Karel van Doorn of this Compagnie, reliable, good health, vintner of the Cape.'

'So your wife is on her way,' the commander said, adding lamely, 'I would suppose.'

'T'd rather marry Deborah,’ Willem said with that stolid frankness that characterized all he did. A
more subtle man would have known that rejecting a woman the commander had taken pains to import,



and for a slave, was bound to provoke him; it never occurred to Willem, and when Van Riebeeck
pointed out that it would be highly offensive to any Dutch Christian woman to be sent so far and then
discarded in favor of a Muslim slave, Willem said, 'But I'm practically married to Deborah.'

Van Riebeeck rose stiffly, went to his window, and pointed down into the fortress yard. Willem,
following his finger, saw nothing. 'The horse,' Van Riebeeck said.

'l see no horse,' Willem said in a tone calculated to irritate.

"The wooden horse!" Van Riebeeck shouted.

There it was, a wooden horse of a kind that carpenters use for sawing, except that its legs were so
long that it stood much too high to be useful for woodworking. Willem had often heard of this cruel
instrument, but it had not seemed a reality until this moment.

Clapping his hands, the commander instructed a servant: "Tell the captain to proceed." And from
below a prisoner who had transgressed some trivial edict of the Compagnie was led toward the horse,
where a bag of lead shot was attached to each ankle. He was then hoisted into the air, poised spread-
legged above the horse, and dropped upon it. The fall of the man's body, plus the weight of the lead
shot dangling from his ankles, was so powerful that the body was almost broken in half, and he
screamed terribly.

'Let him stay there two days,' Van Riebeeck told his orderly, and when the man was gone, he said
to Willem, '"That's how we discipline workmen who disobey Compagnie orders. Willem, I'm ordering
you to marry the girl I've sent for.’

Van Doorn was transfixed by the hideousness of the event, and that night when guards were
asleep and he was supposed to be in his hut at the vineyard, he crept into the punishment area, gave the
prisoner a drink of water, and lifted him slightly from the cruel wood, holding him in his arms through
the hours. When the sun struck the man he fainted, and remained unconscious till nightfall. This night
Van Doorn was kept from administering aid by a guard posted to watch the victim; as Willem stood in
the shadows staring at the ugly horse, he understood why its legs were so high: they prevented the two
bags of lead from resting on the ground.

Van Riebeeck spent some days pondering the problem of Willem and Deborah, and finally
arrived at a solution that left Van Doorn aghast. The commander assigned Jango to the bed next to
Deborah: 'Day after day they'll see each other, and I'll have no further problems with Van Doorn.'

But he did. When guards were not looking, Willem slipped into the slave quarters below the grain
store to sit with Deborah and Jango, and in broken Portuguese the three discussed their situation.
Jango listened briefly, then said, 'I understand. Your baby, when it comes. I care.'

Willem clasped his hand, then added, 'Jango, do nothing to enrage the officers.' He intended that
such warning apply only to Jango, for he could not suppose that Deborah would in any way incur
Compagnie displeasure. While Willem warned Jango of the horse and other punishments visited upon
fractious men, she whispered a song, singing a lullaby as if her baby was already born.

Finally Willem said with a faith that impressed Jango, "When the predikant arrives with the fleet,
I'm sure Van Valck will be allowed to marry his Malaccan girl, and I know I'll get permission, too.
Jango, protect her till I do.' The huge black man shifted his chains and nodded.

It was not only slaves that caused Van Riebeeck trouble. The Hottentots gave him no rest, this
day smiling and gregarious, the next sullen and contentious, and when one enterprising brown fellow,
hungry at the end of a long workday, slipped into the Compagnie kraal and stole a sheep, actual war
broke out.

It was not a real war, of course, but when the white population was so small and the native so
large, the loss of even one white man posed grave problems. The stolen sheep was soon forgotten, but
tempers rose on both sides as cattle were taken, assegais thrown and muskets fired. And the situation
was aggravated when many of the new slaves ran away, representing a huge cash loss to the



Compagnie.

In the final clash, four men were slain, and then reason prevailed. To the fort came Hottentot
messengers, calling, "Van Doorn! Van Doorn!" He was finally found playing with his son, and Van
Riebeeck was irate when Willem, out of breath, finally reported.

'Isn't that thieving Jack's crowd?' the commander asked, pointing to where seven Hottentots stood
under a large white flag.

'T don't see Jack," Willem said.

'Let's talk,' Van Riebeeck said. 'Go bring them in.’

So Willem, unarmed, left the fort and walked slowly toward the Hottentots, and Jack was not
among them. "Where is he?"'

'He stay,’ replied a man who had helped at the fort.

"Tell him to come see me.'

'He want to know if it is safe?"

'Of course.'

'He want to know from him,' the man said, pointing to the fort.

So a further conflict between Van Doorn and the commander arose when Willem left the
Hottentots, returned to the fort, and informed Van Riebeeck that Jack was demanding a guarantee
given personally by the commander. Since this seemed an accusation of bad faith, Van Riebeeck
refused. 'May I do so on your behalf?' Willem asked. There was a grudging nod.

The Hottentots were invited to approach the outer perimeter of the fort, where Van Doorn assured
them that it would be safe for Jack to join them, but the little brown men still wanted recognition from
the commander himself. So Willem again confronted Van Riebeeck, and after much angry discussion,
he agreed to the meeting.

When Jack received the safe conduct, he remembered Java, and the way men of importance
behaved. Donning his faded uniform and mounting his finest ox, he jammed his cockaded hat on his
head and rode forth to meet the man whom some of his people were already calling the Exalted One.

The peace negotiations, as Van Riebeeck would grandiloquently call them in his report to the
Lords XVII, were protracted.

"You've been taking too much of our land,' Jack said.

"There's room for everyone.'

'As long as we can remember, this was our place. Now you take all the best.'

"We take only what we need.'

'If T went to your house in Holland, would I be allowed to do the same?' Van Riebeeck ignored
this rhetorical question. 'Why don't you bring back our slaves when they run away?'

"We tend cattle, not people.’

"Then why do you steal our cattle?'

Jack said, "We used to come to this valley for bitter almonds. We must have food.'

"You'll find other almonds.'

"They're far away.'

And so it went, until Van Riebeeck said wearily, "We will draw a paper that says we shall always
live in peace." And that night, when Jack had ridden off on his ox, Van Riebeeck sat alone with his
diary. As he had done every day since arriving at the Cape he penned a careful entry, which would be
read with reassurance in both Amsterdam and Java:

They had to be told that they had now lost the land, as the result of the war, and had no alternative
but to admit that it was no longer theirs, the more so because they could not be induced to restore
stolen cattle which they had unlawfully taken from us in our defensive war, won by the sword, as it
were, and we intended to keep it.



And then the Cape forgot both slaves and Hottentots, for one clear December morning the
settlement awakened to a breathtaking sight. In the night hours the ships of a great merchant fleet had
moved into the bay and six medium-sized vessels rode tidily near the Groote Hoorn, a magnificent
East Indiaman bound for Java. Tall and proud, she displayed her fine woodwork and railings of
polished brass as if she were boasting of the distinguished passenger who occupied her stateroom, the
Honorable Commissioner, personal emissary of the Lords XVII. He came with powers to investigate
conditions at the Cape before sailing on to Java, where he would become governor-general: the
merchant Karel van Doorn.

When he stepped carefully ashore, he looked disdainfully at the slaves who held his pinnace. He
was dressed in black, with broad white collar, ribbed hose and brightly buffed shoes. He wore a broad-
rimmed hat, carried a lace handkerchief, and guided himself gingerly with a silver-topped cane. He
wore his hair in ringlets, which cascaded over his collar, and his beard in a trim point. He was tall and
stiff and handsome, and when he was safely ashore, he turned to assist a lady even more carefully
dressed than he. She reminded Willem of his mother, for she looked as if she had the same inborn
sense of regal command, and he could visualize her occupying the big house in Batavia.

Karel, of course, did not see his brother; his attention was directed solely to Van Riebeeck as the
senior Compagnie official, and even when these two had exchanged greetings, no attempt was made to
summon Willem, so he stood lost in the small crowd as cheers were given while the entourage
marched to the fort. Even there Karel did not ask to see his brother, for as commissioner, he deemed it
necessary to impose his authority upon the settlement as promptly as possible.

"'What are your major problems?' he asked Van Riebeeck as soon as the door was closed on the
watching subordinates.

'Four, Mijnheer.'

Karel was forty-three years old that year, a man burdened with importance, and since Van
Riebeeck was only thirty-seven, smaller and less imposing, Karel would normally have been able to
lord it over the resident agent, but he had in addition full and sole jurisdiction to look into every
aspect of the Cape occupancy and to draft whatever new instructions he deemed prudent.

Placing a sheet of valuable paper before Van Riebeeck, he asked, "What are the four?'

"There has been no predikant here since the founding. We need marriages and baptisms.'

'Dr. Grotius is on his way to Batavia. He'll come ashore tomorrow.'

"The slaves run away constantly.'

"You must guard them more carefully. Remember, they're Compagnie property.'

"We guard them. We punish them if we recover them. We chain them. And still they seek their
freedom.’'

"This must be stopped, and harshly. The Compagnie does not purchase slaves to have them
vanish.'

'But how do we stop them?'

'Every man, every woman must assume responsibility for keeping the slaves under control.
Especially you. The third problem?'

'Desperately we need women. Mijnheer, the workmen cannot live here alone . . . forever.'

"They knew the terms when they signed with us. A place to sleep. Good food. And when they get
back to Holland, enough money saved to take a wife.'

'T've begun to think that many of our men may never go back to Holland.'

"They must. There's no future for a Compagnie man here.’

'And this is the fourth problem. I detect an innate restlessness among the free burghers.’

'Rebellion? Against the Compagnie?' Karel rose and stomped about the room. "That will not be
tolerated. That you must knock down immediately.'



'Not rebellion!" Van Riebeeck said quickly, indicating that the commissioner should resume his
seat and waiting until he had done so. "What I speak of, Mijnheer. The men complain of the prices we
pay for their corn . . . their expenses . . .' He stopped at the look Van Doorn gave him. "They sometimes
seem driven to probe eastwardon their own, not on Compagnie business at all. As if the dark heart of
Africa were summoning them.'

Karel van Doorn leaned back. On three separate occasions the Lords XVII in Amsterdam had
detected in Van Riebeeck's voluminous reports hints that the free burghers at the Cape were beginning
to look beyond the perimeters set for them at the time of their original grants. This burgher baker had
wanted an additional plot for himself. That farmer had suggested moving out to where the lands were
more spacious. Even Van Riebeeck himself had petitioned for a hundred acres more so that he might
extend his personal garden. On this heresy Commissioner van Doorn knew the Compagnie attitude and
his own inclinations; leaning forward so that his words would have more weight, he said,
'Commander, you and your men must understand that you have been sent here not to settle a continent
but to run a business establishment.'



'T understand!" Van Riebeeck assured him. "You've seen how I protect the smallest stuiver. We
waste not a guilder at this post.’

'And you make not a guilder." Van Doorn did not relax his stern gaze. "When the Groote Hoorn
sails we would like to take aboard a large supply of vegetables, mutton, beef and casks of wine. And as
of right now, I expect that we shall be disappointed in all four.'

'Wait till you see our cauliflower.'

"The wine?'

"The vines do poorly, Mijnheer. The winds, you know. But we've planted a protective hedge, and
if the Lords could send us some stronger vines . . .'

'l bring them with me.'

Van Riebeeck, an ardent gardener, showed his joy at this unexpected bounty, but he was brought
back to reality by Van Doorn's insolent questioning: 'The mutton and the beef I'm sure you won't
have?'

"The Hottentots trade very few beasts with us. Indeed, I sometimes wonder at the ways of the
Lord, that he should allow such unworthy people to own so many fine animals.'

Karel rocked back and forth in silence, then stabbed at the items in his dossier. "You have
cauliflower, but nothing else.’

Van Riebeeck laughed nervously. "When I say cauliflower, I mean, of course, many other
vegetables. Mijnheer will be astonished at what we've done." Without allowing time for the
commissioner to rebut this enthusiasm, the lively little man said, 'And of course, Mijnheer, there's a
fifth problem, but this is personal.'

'In what way?' Karel asked.

'My letters. My three letters.'

'Concerning what?'

'My assignment to Java. When I accepted this task, and it's not been an easy one I assure you, it
was with the understanding that if I did good work here for one year, I would be promoted to Java. At
the end of that year I applied for transfer, but the Lords said I was needed at the Cape. So I stayed a
second and petitioned again. Same answer. I stayed a third, and now it's in the seventh year." He
paused, stared directly at the commissioner, and said, "You know, Mijnheer, this is no place to leave a
man for six years." When Van Doorn said nothing, the commander added, 'Not when a man has seen
Java. Please, Mijnheer. Most desperately I long for Java.'

'On this the Lords gave me specific instructions.' From a leather box made in Italy he produced a
sheaf of papers, riffled through them, and found what he wanted. Disdainfully he pushed it toward Van
Riebeeck, then sat with his lips against his thumbs as the commander read it a-loud:' "Your strong
efforts at the Cape have been noted, as has your repeated request for transfer to Java. For the time
being, your skill is needed where you are." ' In a hollow voice Van Riebeeck asked, 'How many years?'

'Until you produce enough meat and wine for our ships." Van Doorn was quite harsh: "You must
remember, Commander. You and your men are here not to build a village for your own pleasures, but
to construct a farm that will feed our ships. Every sign I see about me testifies to the fact that you are
wasting your energies on the former and scamping the latter." With that he reached for a new paper
and began reading off the vetoes and decisions of the Lords XVII, none of whom had ever seen South
Africa, but all of whom had studied meticulously the detailed reports sent them by Van Riebeeck:

'Item: Hendrick Wouters is not allowed to keep a pig.

'Ttem: Leopold van Valck is not to plant his corn in the field beyond the river.

'Item: Henricus Faber is to pay nineteen florins for use of the plow.

'Item: Rice imported from Java must not be fed to any slaves acquired from Angola, but only to
those who became accustomed to it while living in Malacca.'



On and on went the instructions: the blacksmith could shoe the gardener's horse only if the latter
was to be used on Compagnie business; the sick-comforter is encouraged to conduct worship on
Sundays, but he must never again preach from his own notes; he must restrict himself to reading
sermons already delivered by properly ordained predikants in Holland; the wife, Sibilla van der Lex,
must not wear sumptuary finery; there must be no loud singing after eight in the evening and none at
all on Sunday; and the names of the four visiting sailors who were caught dancing with slaves last
New Year's, everyone naked, must be sent with Commissioner van Doorn to the authorities in Java,
where they are to be punished for immorality, if they can be found.

"You must stamp out the frivolous," Van Doorn said, and only then did he ask, 'Is my brother
working well?'

"'We have him at the vineyard.'

"You said the vines were poor.'

"They are, Mijnheer, but through no fault of his. They reached us in poor condition. They were
packed in Germany. Improperly.'

"The ones I bring are from France,’” Van Doorn said sternly. 'l can assure you they've been
properly packed.' Then, actually smiling at Van Riebeeck, he said, 'I should like to see my brother.
Don't say anything about it, but I bring a surprise.’

Willem had been waiting patiently outside the door, a man of thirty-three sitting with his hands
folded like a refractory schoolboy. 'Commander wants you," a servant said, and Willem jumped from
his bench, nodded as if the servant possessed great authority, and entered the office. His brother
looked resplendent.

'How are you, Willem?'

'T'm very glad to be here. Very glad to see you, Karel.'

'T'm commissioner now. In Java, I'm to be the assistant.'

'Mother?'

'She's fine, we understand. I want you to meet my wife,' he said, and as he spoke a look of either
compassion or amusement crept across his countenance and he reached out to take his brother's arm.

They went to a part of the fort which had been specially cleaned and provisioned for meetings
during the visit. It was made of fine brick, recently kilned in the colony, with a floor pounded flat and
polished with liquid cow manure that had hardened to a high and pleasing gloss. It contained five
pieces of handsome dark mahogany furniture carved in Mauritius by a Malayan slave: a table, three
chairs and an imposing clothes cupboard that covered much of one wall. Seated on one of the chairs
was the noble lady Willem had seen coming ashore some hours before.

"This is your sister, Kornelia,' Karel said, and the woman nodded, refraining from extending her
hand.

She did, however, smile in the cryptic way that Karel had smiled only a few moments earlier.
'And this,' Karel continued, 'is Dr. Grotius, who is to conduct the marriages and baptisms.' He was a
fearsome man, fifty years old, angular and with a heavy touch of righteousness. He wore black except
for a white collar of enormous dimension and greeted everyone who approached him with a bleak nod
softened by no change of expression.

'Dr. Grotius has been sent to vitalize religious observances in Batavia,’ Karel explained,
whereupon the predikant looked directly at Willem and bowed again, as if including him among the
persons to be vitalized.

The marriage which Dr. Grotius performed occasioned no difficulty, once he was satisfied that
the slave girl who was marrying Leopold van Valck understood the Christian catechism and was
willing to abjure the heathenism of Islam, but when it came to baptizing the children, a real
confrontation arose, and Commissioner van Doorn was vouchsafed a new perspective on Van



Riebeeck, who up to now had been so obsequious.

Baptism of the children who were clearly white presented no problem; their parents
acknowledged Jesus Christ and the veracity of the Dutch Netherlands church, but when the slave girl
Deborah, with ho husband, offered her dark-skinned son Adam, Dr. Grotius sternly rebuked her,
saying, 'Children born out of wedlock can in no way be baptized. It insults the holiness of the
Sacrament.'

At this point Kornelia, a self-centered woman, lost interest in theological disputation and
demanded to be taken back to the ship. As soon as she was gone Van Riebeeck resumed defending his
position: 'Dominie, we live at the edge of a wilderness. A lonely few. After six years we have but one
hundred and sixty-six. Nine women only. We need these slave children. Please, do baptize them.'

"The traditions of the Bible," thundered Grotius, 'are not to be ignored simply because the place is
a wilderness. Here more than in a civilized city must the rules be followed, lest we fall into
contamination.' He refused to budge, and the ceremony broke up in confusion.

Five participants reacted in five sharply different ways. Dr. Grotius stormed back to the ship,
unwilling to stay in the fort where such profanations took place. Deborah showed no concern
whatever, her grave, placid face untroubled by the storm she had caused; it had not been her idea to
baptize her son; Willem had insisted upon that, coming to her secretly when news of the ceremony
became known. Willem was distraught and briefly considered disclosing the fact that the child was
his, and that it was he who was insisting upon the baptism. Jan van Riebeeck was just as adamant as
Dr. Grotius, except that he was determined that the slave children be baptized for the good of his little
settlement. And Commissioner van Doorn, who sensed that sooner or later he would be called upon to
break this deadlock, was morally agitated. Quite simply, he was eager to do the right thing. He wanted
to be a good Christian patriarch, and when the others were gone, he prayed.

At supper that night Van Riebeeck and Willem discussed with him what ought to be done about
the baptism, and Van Riebeeck made a strong plea that his request be honored: "We are a Compagnie,
Mijnheer van Doorn, not a church. You and I are to determine what happens at the Cape, not some
predikant. In Java, as you know . .." Whenever a Dutchman said this magical word he lingered over it:
Yaaaa-wa, as if it possessed arcane powers. Whatever had been done in Yaaaa-wa was apt to be right.
'In Java, as you know, we baptized the children of slaves and raised them as good Christians. They
helped us run the Compagnie.'

' would not want to contradict a doctor of theology'

"You must!" Van Riebeeck thundered. He suddenly seemed taller.

'If he wrote back to Amsterdam that we had profaned the Bible'

Van Riebeeck pounded the table. 'The Bible says . . .’

And it was these words that sent the three men to Willem's hut to consult the Bible he had
rescued from the Haerlem. Unclasping the brass fittings, he laid back the heavy cover and offered the
book to his brother, who turned the pages reverently, probing those noble passages in which Abraham
had laid down the laws for his people living in a new land, just as the Van Doorns and Van Riebeecks
had to establish principles for their followers in this vast new territory. What was the right thing to
do?

By candlelight they searched the passages, but found no guidance. Karel, accountable for healing
this breach, was reluctant to surrender the Bible. Again and again he turned the pages, reading
occasionally some passage that seemed to relate to their presence in the wilderness, then rejecting it.
In the end he found nothing. They were adrift.

'Could we pray?' he asked, and the three knelt on the earthen floor, their somber faces illuminated
by the candlelight as Karel pleaded for divine guidance. God had led the Israelites through such dark
periods and He would lead the Dutchmen. But guidance did not come.



Then Willem, vaguely remembering passages in which Abraham faced difficult decisions, looked
with real intensity through the chapters of Genesis, and after a while came upon those passages in
which God Himself, not Abraham, instructed sojourners in the steps they must take to preserve their
identity while in a strange land:

This is my covenant, which ye shall keep, between me and you and thy seed after thee; Every
man child among you shall be circumcised ... He that is born in thy house, and he that is bought with
thy money, must needs be circumcised . . .

And Abraham took ... all that were born in his house, and all that were bought with his money,
every male among the men of Abraham's house; and circumcised the flesh of their foreskin in the
selfsame day, as God had said unto him.

'It's what we sought!" Willem cried, and in the flickering light the two men responsible for this
tiny settlement peered over his shoulder to find justification for whatever they might have to propose.
Van Riebeeck was delighted: 'It's quite plain. Their covenant was circumcision, and God ordered the
slaves to be circumcised. Our covenant is baptism, and He orders our slaves to be baptized.' He was so
relieved that he cried, 'Commissioner, we must go to the ship at once, and have Dr. Grotius baptize the
children," and when Van Doorn protested at the lateness of the hour, Van Riebeeck jabbed his finger at
the Bible and cried, 'Did not God command that it be done that selfsame day?'

Carefully Karel studied the Bible, and when he read the words in the selfsame day he knew he
was obligated to have these children baptized before midnight. 'I think we should give thanks for
God's guidance,' he said, and the three men knelt once more.

Bearing lanterns against the night, they carried their Bible to the waterfront, aroused the
boatmen, and made their way to the Groote Hoorn, where they summoned Dr. Grotius. 'Dominie,'
Karel cried when the predikant appeared in his nightgown, 'God has spoken!" And they spread the text
before him.

For a long time Dr. Grotius studied the passages, reflecting upon them. Finally he turned to his
visitors and said, 'Mijnheeren, I was wrong. Can we pray?' So for the third time they knelt, while Dr.
Grotius, his hands firmly on the Bible, thanked God for His intervention and begged for continued
guidance. But Willem noticed that the doctor was lingering over every item of his conversion, so that
when Commander van Riebeeck suggested that he return to shore for the infants, so that they could be
baptized within the day, Dr. Grotius said, almost triumphantly, 'That day is now passed. We shall
perform the office before this day ends.'

With that he closed the Bible, but as he did so, a corner of the cloth upon which it had been
resting caught in the leaves, and he fingered the pages to set the cloth loose, and this led him to reopen
the book to the page on which Willem had inscribed the birth-facts of his first-born: 'Son Adam van
Doorn born 1 November 1655.

'Have you a son?' Dr. Grotius asked.

"Yes,' Willem said frankly.

'‘But. . ." There was a painful silence, after which the predikant asked, "Wasn't the dark child to be
baptized named Adam?'

'He is my son.'

The awfulness of this admission, that the brother of a distinguished merchant who was serving as
commissioner for the Lords XVII should have been consorting with a pagan slave girl, struck Dr.
Grotius and Karel dumb. Twice the former tried to form words of condemnation: "You . . . you ... But
he could think of no damnation proper for the crime. He had never served in the East and had little
comprehension of the anxieties and hunger Dutchmen could feel. Karel, however, did know Java and
the miseries that could ensue when men of promise married with native women . . .

'Oh, my God!" he cried suddenly. Looking at Dr. Grotius with shock, he indicated with his



shoulder another cabin and cried, 'She's in there.'

'Oh, goodness!"

Whipping about, Karel jutted his face into his brother's and asked, 'Are you married?'

'l wanted to'

'l wouldn't permit it,’ Van Riebeeck said.

With fervor Karel clasped the commander's hands and cried, "You were so prudent.'

'But Deborah' Willem began. Karel brushed him aside and said petulantly, 'T wanted this to be a
surprise." With grandiloquent gestures he pointed to his right: "Your future wife is in there, asleep ...
waiting to meet you in the morning.'

'My wife?'

"Yes. My wife's cousin. A girl of fine family, come all the way from Amsterdam." And on the spur
of that moment Karel rushed from the little cabin, ran down the hallway, and banged on a door: 'Katje!
Come out!'

Katje, whoever she was, did not appear, but Kornelia did, tall and formidable in her night clothes.
"What's this noise?'

'Go back to bed!" Karel pushed her roughly away from the door. 'T want Katje." And in a few
moments came the girlshort, ill-favored when sleep was upon her, with frizzled hair and red face.

'What is it?' she asked peevishly.

"You're to meet Willem.'

'Not like this," Kornelia said from the rear.

'Come!" Karel cried, agitated beyond control. And he jerked the protesting girl down the
passageway and into the predikant's cabin, where with red eyes and sniffling nose she met her
intended husband: "Willem van Doorn, this is your bride, Katje Danckaerts.'

She was a country girl, a daughter of the poor Danckaerts, but a full cousin of Kornelia's and thus
someone to be cared for. A year ago when Kornelia had asked, "Whatever will we do with Katje?' her
husband had said impulsively, 'We'll take her with us to the Cape. Willem needs a wife.'

So it had been arranged, and now the ungainly girl, twenty-five years old, stood in the cramped
room where so many others were crowded and mistook Van Riebeeck as her betrothed, but when she
moved toward him, Karel said sharply, 'Not him. This one!' and even the predikant had to laugh.

At this moment Kornelia appeared, wrapped in a coat and demanding to know what was
happening. 'Go back to your room!" Karel thundered, hoping to prevent his wife from learning about
the scandal, but she had been ordered about enough and elbowed her way to Katje's side.

"'What are they doing to you, Katje?' she asked softly.

''m meeting Willem,' the girl whined.

Kornelia surveyed the men and realized immediately that they were making a botch of whatever
it was they were trying to accomplish. Willem looked especially inept, so she said gently, "Well, if
you're meeting your husband, let's meet him properly," and she pushed her cousin forward. Willem
stepped up awkwardly to greet Katje, but she held back, and it was prophetic that the second utterance
he heard her speak was also a complaint: 'I don't want to get married.’'

She had barely finished this sentence when she felt Kornelia's firm hand in the middle of her
back, giving her such a sharp push forward that she fairly leaped into Willem's arms. In that brief
moment he looked at her and thought: How different from Deborah. But as he caught her he felt her
womanliness and knew that he would be responsible for the years of her life. 'T'll be a good husband,'
he said.

'l should think so," Karel muttered, and then sensible Kornelia, who had acquired confidence from
associating with the best families of Amsterdam, said forcefully, 'Now I demand to know what you
men have been doing,' and Dr. Grotius, realizing that further dissembling was fruitless, directed her



attention to the revealing entry in the Bible. She read it carefully, looked up at Willem, smiled, then
read it again. Summoning Katje to her side, she showed her cousin the damaging news, then said
quietly, 'It seems your husband has had another wife. But that hardly signifies.’

'She's pregnant again," Willem blurted out.

'Oh, Jesus!" Karel moaned, whereupon Dr. Grotius reprimanded him. 'Neither does that signify,’
Kornelia said.

'He's not really married to the slave girl," Van Riebeeck said reassuringly, and Karel added, 'But
they shall be married now." When everyone turned to stare at him, he added lamely, 'T mean Willem
and Katje.'

"They certainly shall,’ Kornelia said, and it was she who proposed that the marriage ceremony
take place right now, at one in the morning. But the predikant objected that it would be illegal to
solemnize any marriage until banns had been read three times, at which Kornelia said, 'Read them." So
Karel rattled off the rubric, repeating it twice: 'Katje Danckaerts spinster Amsterdam and Willem van
Doorn bachelor Batavia.'

'Cape,' Willem corrected.

'Marry them," Karel snarled at the predikant, so the Bible was opened, with three witnesses to
verify the sanctity of the rite about to be performed. In flickering light, while Katje and Willem kept
their hands upon the open pages, the glowing phrases of the sacrament were intoned.

When the ceremony ended, Willem startled everyone by demanding a pen, and when it was
provided, he turned to the page which had given such offense, and in the little spaces decorated with
cupids and tulips where weddings were to be inscribed he wrote: 'Katje Danckaerts, Amsterdam.
Willem van Doorn, Kaapstad, 21 December 1658."

Through the mysterious system of communication that always existed in a frontier area like the
Cape, the Hottentots learned that an Honorable Commissioner had arrived to adjudicate matters, and
that he was older brother to the man who tended the vineyard. The news was of little significance to
most of the brown men, but to Jack it was momentous, for it meant that he could pursue his major
objective with someone capable of accepting it. Accordingly, he took his sailor's clothes from the
bark-box in which he kept them, dusted off the heavy shoes he had made from cowhide, put on his
wide-brimmed hat, and with a heavy stave cut from a stinkwood tree came westward to the fort.

On the parapet a lookout turned at intervals, scanning the land for signs of any trouble from the
Hottentots, and the sea for the English or Portuguese ships that might some day attempt to capture the
little Dutch settlement. Since the fort itself now contained only ninety-five men of fighting age, plus
nine women and eleven children and the slaves, it was unlikely that any enemy from Europe could be
repelled by them and the fifty-one free burghers, but a lookout was maintained nevertheless, and now
he spotted Jack coming through the dust.

'Hottentot!'

Commander van Riebeeck ran to the wall and quickly saw that it was his old nemesis Jack,
shuffling in with some new chicanery. 'Call the commissioner,’ he instructed his orderly, and when
Karel was rowed ashore and saw the newcomer, he cried, to Van Riebeeck's irritation, 'That's Jack!'

'How do you know him?"'

"We were together in Java.' And he hurried out to meet the little fellow.

They did not embrace, Karel was too studious of his position for that, but they did greet each
other with unmistakable warmth. 'I'm to be in charge at Java,' Karel said.

'Cinnamon, nutmeg, tin, cloves,' Jack recited, evoking the days when he had known the Van
Doorn brothers at the Compagnie warehouses.

'All that and more," Karel said proudly.

Blowing out his breath, Jack asked, "You got any cloves?'



'No," Karel said with a thin laugh. Together they walked to the fort, where Jack asked, "Willem, he
here too?' When the younger Van Doorn was sent for, with Van Riebeeck in attendance, Jack repeated
the proposal he had made many years before.

"Time that you men, Hottentots work together.'

'Fine," Karel said, sitting stiffly in his big chair. 'If you trade us cattle, we'll'

'Not that," Jack said. "We need our cattle." He was speaking English with a heavy Portuguese
overlay and occasional Dutch words acquired latelythat grand melange which was on its way to
becoming a unique languagebut everyone in the room understood him and was able to respond in the
same vernacular.

'What, then?' Karel asked.

'l mean, we come here. Live with you. Have pasture here, huts, run your cattle, our cattle.’

Willem broke in: 'Nobody tends cattle better than a Hottentot.'

With considerable disdain Karel stared at his brother. 'Live here? You mean . . . Hottentots living
in this fort?'

"They learn trades very rapidly, Karel. Those who become carpenters might live in the fort, or
bakers, or shoemakers. Look, he made his own shoes.'

With disdain Karel looked at the shoes, big, misshapen affairs, and they epitomized his view of
the Hottentot: capable of mimicking a few outward traces of civilization, but worthy of no serious
consideration. He was dismayed at the way the meeting had turned, and without ever addressing
himself seriously to Jack's proposal, he returned to the problem of the runaway slaves.

"What you can do for us is organize your people for tracking down our runaways. We'll give you
weights of metal for every slave you bring back.’

Jack thought, but did not say: When we hunt, we hunt animals, not men. We're shepherds and
cattlemen, and we could help you so much.

'As to the possibility of your moving into the vicinity of the fort," Karel said with a deprecatory
laugh, 'T fear that will never happen.'

'Commander . . .'

'He's the commander," Karel said, indicating Van Riebeeck. 'I'm the commissioner.'

'Commissioner, sir. You white men need us. Not today maybe. Not tomorrow. But the time
comes, you need us.'

"We need you now,' Karel said with a certain generosity. "We need your help with the slaves. We
need your cattle.'

"You need us, Commissioner. To live with you. To do many things.'

'Enough of this." Van Doorn rose grandly, nodded gravely to his onetime friend, and left the
room. He left the fort and returned to the ship, where he penned two recommendations for the Lords
XVII that became law at the Cape:

There must be no social contact with the Hottentots. The easy entrance that some have had to the
fortress area must be stopped. In everything that is done, effort must be made to preserve the three
distinctions: the Dutchman in command, the imported slave at his service, and the Hottentot in contact
with neither. They are not to be used as slaves and are under no circumstances to be taken into any
family. I would suggest that a fence be built around the entire Compagnie property. It might not be
strong enough to repel invaders, but it would serve the salutary purpose of reminding our people that
they are different from the Hottentots, and it would forcefully remind the Hottentots that they can
never be our equals. It would also impress upon our people that their job is the replenishing of
Compagnie ships and not the exploration of unknown territories. If material for a fence is not
available, a hedge of thorns might be considered, for this would keep our men in and the Hottentots
out.



Already serious at this moment, and of the gravest potential danger in the future, is the fact that
our Dutch are beginning to use the bastard Portuguese tongue adopted by slaves and idlers and petty
traders throughout the Eastern Seas. During my stay I noticed the introduction of many words not used
in Holland. Some were Madagascan, some Ceylonese, many were Malaccan but most were
Portuguese, and if this were to continue, our Dutch language would be lost, submerged in an alien tide,
to our detriment and the cheapening of expression. Compagnie servants at the Cape must address their
slaves in Dutch. All business must be conducted in Dutch. And especially in family life, conversation
must be in Dutch, with children forbidden to speak the language of their amahs.

When these new rules were explained at the fort, Commissioner van Doorn judged his
responsibilities discharged, and he instructed his captain to prepare the ship for the long trip to Java.

On the evening before departure, a gala New Year's festival was prepared by Van Riebeeck and
his gifted wife, Maria. It was attended by their two nieces, attired in the new dresses Kornelia had
brought them, and music was provided by Malaccan slaves. Each item of food had come from the
Cape: the stock fish, a leg of mutton, cauliflower, cabbage, corn, beets and pumpkin. The wine, of
course, was provided by the ship, taken from casks being transported from France to Java, but as Karel
said so gracefully when he proposed the toast: 'Before long, even the wine will come from here." And
he nodded toward his brother.

'Now for the dessert!" Van Riebeeck cried, flushed with the good wine. Clapping his hands, he
ordered the slaves to bring in the special dish prepared for this night, and from the kitchen came
Deborah, heavy with child, bearing in her two hands a large brown-gold earthen crock, straight-sided
and with no handles. Looking instinctively at Willem, her grave face expressionless, she awaited a
signal from him; with a slight nod of his head he indicated that she must place the pot before Kornelia,
and when this was done, and a big spoon provided with nine little dishes, everyone saw with pleasure
that it was a most handsome bread pudding, crusty on top and brown, with raisins and lemon peel and
orange rind peeking through.

'Our Willem makes it," Van Riebeeck said proudly as the diners applauded.

'Did you really make this?' Kornelia asked as she poised the spoon above the rounded crust.

'T had to learn,' Willem said. 'But what's in it?'

"We save bits of bread and cake and biscuit. Eggs and cream. Butter and all the kinds of fruit we
can find. At the end, of course . . .' He hesitated. "You wouldn't appreciate this, Kornelia, never having
lived in Java . .." He felt that he was not expressing himself well, and turning to his brother and Van
Riebeeck, he concluded rather lamely: "You Java men will understand. When the sugar's been added
and the lemon juice, I dust in a little cinnamon and a lot of nutmeg. To remind us of Java.'

'You're a fine cook, Willem.'

'Someone had to learn,' he said. "You can't eat fish and mutton four hundred days a year.'

At this curious statement the diners looked at one another, but no one thought to correct the
speaker. At some spots in the world the year did have four hundred days, and even a small thing like
bread pudding helped alleviate the tedium of those long, lonely days.

When the last wine decanter was emptied, two final conversations occurred. They were
monologues, really, for the speakers lectured their listeners without interruption. Karel van Doorn told
Commander van Riebeeck, "You must strive very hard, Jan, to comply with all Compagnie rules.
Waste not a single stuiver. Make your people speak Dutch. Fence in the Compagnie property.
Discipline your slaves. Get more cattle and start the wine flowing. Because if you take care of our
ships, I can assure you that the Lords will reward you with an assignment in Java." Before Van
Riebeeck could respond, Karel added reflectively, 'Didn't the spices in Willem's pudding . . . Well,
didn't they remind you of the great days in Ternate and Amboyna? There's no place in the world like
Java.'



At this moment Kornelia van Doorn was telling her red-complexioned cousin, 'Katje, help
Willem grow his grapes. Because if he succeeds, he'll be in line for promotion. Then you can come to
Java.' With a flood of gentleness and affection, she embraced her unlovely cousin and confessed: "We
haven't brought you to a paradise, Katje. But he is a husband and his hut is temporary. If you keep him
at his work, you'll both soon be in Java, of that I'm sure.’

When Willem saw how meticulously the vines from France had been packed and learned how
carefully they had been tended on the voyage, he felt that these new stocks would invigorate the Cape
vineyard; the hedge of young trees was high enough to break the force of those relentless summer
winds and he now knew something about setting his rows in the right direction. Before Karel sailed on
to Java the vines were well planted, and one of the last entries the commissioner made in his report to
the Lords XVII commended Willem for taking viticulture seriously and predicted: Soon they will be
sending casks of wine to Java.

His last entry was a remarkable one, often to be quoted in both Amsterdam and Batavia but never
to be comprehended there or in South Africa; it dealt with slaves and their propensity for running
away. In his stay at the Cape he had listened to three days of detailed testimony on the frequency with
which slaves of all kindsAngolans, Malaccans, Madagascansran away. It was a madness, he
concluded, which no measures open to the Dutch could eliminate, and he reported to the Lords XVII:

Neither hunger nor thirst, neither the murderous arrow of the Bushman nor the spear of the
Hottentot, neither the waterless desert nor the impassable mountain deters the slave from seeking his
freedom. I have therefore directed the officers at the Cape to initiate a series of punishments which
will impress the slaves with the fact that they are Compagnie property and must obey its laws. At the
first attempt to run away, the loss of an ear. At the next attempt, branding on the forehead and the
other ear to be cropped. At the third attempt, the nose to be cut off. And at the fourth, the gallows.

When the Groote Hoorn resumed its way to Java, it was decided that since the prompt production
of wine loomed so important, Willem ought to have more assistance at the vineyard, so the slave
Jango was excused from his duties at the fort. This was a happy decision, because he quickly displayed
an aptitude for handling vines, and when the new plants took root, Van Riebeeck felt that the pressing
of wine would soon be a reality.

But Jango had the weakness of every man of merit: he wanted to be free. And when Willem
recommended that the chains be struck off his slave, 'so that he can move more freely about the
vineyard,' Van Riebeeck reluctantly agreed.

"You may be courting trouble," he warned Willem, but the latter said he felt sure Jango would
appreciate this opportunity of working outside the fort and could be trusted.

He was partly right. Without chains, Jango worked diligently, but as soon as the new vines were
pruned, he escaped into the wilderness. Two days passed before Willem reported his absence to the
fort, where the news caused great agitation. Van Riebeeck was furious with Willem for having delayed
the alarm, and in anger dispatched a field force to track down the escapee, but when a muster was
taken he found that three other slaves had joined Jango, and their tracks indicated that they were
heading directly into Bushmen country, where they would probably be slain. 'And that's the end of
Compagnie property,' Van Riebeeck groaned.

But after a three-day search, Jango and the others were discovered huddled at the foot of a small
cliff, cold and hungry. When they were roped together and on the march back to the fort, the soldiers
began to speculate on how Commissioner van Doorn's draconian laws governing runaways would be
enforced. "You're going to lose your ears,’ they told the slaves. "You know that." One Dutchman
grabbed Jango's left ear and sliced at it with his hand: 'Off it comes!'

But when the lookout at the fort spotted the returning prisoners, and everyone gathered to see the
mutilations, they were disappointed, for Van Riebeeck refused to lop off ears: 'l do not disfigure my



slaves." Two assistants argued with him, citing both the new law and the necessity for drastic
punishment, but the stubborn little man rejected their counsel. The slaves were moderately whipped,
thrown into a corner of the fortress that served as a jail, and kept without food for three days.

Five days after they were released, Jango ran away again, and Willem was summoned to the fort:
"We have reason to believe that the slaves have again made union with the Hottentots. Go find Jack
and warn him that this must not continue.'

'And Jango?'

'We'll take care of Jango.'

So Willem went eastward to confer with Jack, while the usual troop of hunters went after Jango,
who this time had taken only two others with him. Willem found Jack at a distant site, unwilling to
admit that he was in league with the slaves, unwilling to cooperate in any way.

"What do you want?' Willem, exasperated, asked his old friend.

"What I said at the fort. Work together.'

"You heard my brother. That can never happen.'

'More ships will come,' Jack persisted. '"More cattle will be needed.'

Willem's frown ended the conversation. There was no hope that the kind of union Jack was
proposing could ever be effected; white men and brown were destined to live their different lives, one
the master, one the outcast, and any attempt to bridge the gap would forever be doomed by the
characters of the persons involved. The white men would be stolid and stubborn like Willem, or vain
and arrogant like Karel; the brown men would be proud and recalcitrant like Jack . . .

A visible shudder raced over Willem's face, for he had been accorded a glimpse of the future.
Staring down the long corridor of Cape history beyond the fortress and the branding of slaveshe saw
with tragic clarity the total disappearance of Jack and his Hottentots. They were destined to be
engulfed, overswarmed by ships and horses. Tears of compassion came to his eyes and he wanted to
embrace this little man with whom he had shared so many strange adventures, but Jack had turned
away, rebuffed for the last time. In his ragged English uniform and his big homemade shoes, he was
walking alone toward the mountains, never again to approach the Van Doorns with his proposals.

When Willem returned to the fort he found that Jango had been retaken and that the heavy iron
chains had been returned to his legs. Henceforth he would work at the vines slowly, dragging
monstrous weights behind him. But in spite of this dreadful impediment, he ran away a third time, far
to the north, where he survived three weeks prior to his recapture. This time, argued the junior
officials, his ears really must be cropped, but once more Van Riebeeck refused to carry out the harsh
measures which Commissioner van Doorn had authorized, and one of the commander's subordinates
dispatched a secret message to Batavia, informing Karel of this nonfeasance.

The garden-hut in which Katje van Doorn started her married life echoed with an incessant chain
of complaints; three were recurrent.

"'Why do we have to live in this hut? Why can't we move to the fort?

'Why can't I have four slaves, like the commander's wife?

'How soon can we join Kornelia and your brother in Java?'

Patiently Willem tried to answer each complaint: "You wouldn't like it at the fort. All those
people. What would you do with so many personal slaves? And we'll have to prove that wine can be
made here before they let us go to Java.' He deceived her on the last point: he had no desire whatever
to return to Java; he had found his home in Africa and was determined to stay.

Katje was not convinced by his arguments, but she did appreciate it when he built a small
addition to the hut so that she could have space of her own. Of course, when time came to finish the
floor, and he brought in bucketfuls of cow dung mixed with water for her to smooth over the pounded
earth not once but many times, she wailed in protest. So he knelt down and did the work for her,



producing in time a hard, polished surface not unlike that of weathered pine. It had a cleansing odor
too, the clean smell of barnyard and meadow.

He was startled upon learning that Katje had gone to Van Riebeeck, petitioning him for a servant.
The commander pointed out that the only woman available was Deborah, adding delicately that it
would hardly be proper for this girl to move into their hut, seeing that she was far pregnant, and with
Willem's child. To his astonishment, Katje saw nothing wrong in this: 'He's my husband now, and I
need help.

'Quite impossible,’ Van Riebeeck said, and Katje's complaints increased.

On the other hand, she was steadfast in tending the new vines, and so it was she who patiently
watered the young plantings and wove the straw protections which shielded them from the winds. She
watched their growth with more excitement than a mother follows that of a child, and when the older
vines at last yielded a substantial crop of pale white grapes, she picked them with joy, placed them
almost reverently in the hand press, and watched with satisfaction as the colorless must ran from the
nozzle.

She and Willem had only the vaguest concept of how wine was made, but they started the
fermentation, and in the end something like wine resulted. When it was carried proudly to the fort,
Van Riebeeck took the first taste and wrote in his report to the Lords XVII:

Today, God be praised, wine has been made from grapes grown at the Cape. From our virgin
must, pressed from the young French muscadels you sent us, thirty quarts of rich wine have been
made. The good years have begun.

But the next year, when a heavy harvest of grapes made the production of export wine a
possibility, it received a harsh reception in Java: 'More vinegar than wine, more slops than vinegar,
our Dutch refused it, our slaves could not drink it, and even the hogs turned away." And because sailors
aboard the big East Indiamen rejected it too, the Cape wine did not even help to diminish scurvy.

As a consequence, Willem fell into further disfavor at the fort; his deficiency was harming Van
Riebeeck's chancesas well as hisof getting to Java; Katje, sensing this, constantly railed at him to
master the tricks of wine-making, but there was no one from whom he could learn, and the pressings
of 1661 were just as unpalatable as those at the start.

Willem had toiled faithfully at the vineyard and deemed himself eligible to become a free man,
but he had to acknowledge that the Compagnie retained total control over all he did, so three times he
prayerfully petitioned the commander for permission to proclaim himself a burgher, and three times
Van Riebeeck refused, for his own release from this semi-prison depended largely upon Willem's
success.

"You're needed where you are,' Van Riebeeck said.

"Then give me another slave to help propagate the vines.'

"You have Jango.'

"Then strike off his chains ... so he can really work.'

'Won't he run away again?'

'He has a woman now."'

Willem said these words with pain, for on those days when Katje upbraided him most sorely, he
could not refrain from contemplating what his life might have been like had the Compagnie allowed
him to marry Deborah. On trips to the fort he would see her with her two half-white sons, moving
through her tasks with placid gentleness as she softly sang to herself, and he would return to his hut
and by candlelight finger through the great Bible until he came to that passage in Judges which the
ship captain had read to him during the long passage from Malacca: 'Awake, awake, Deborah, awake,
awake, utter a song." And he would lower his head into his hands and dream of those golden days.

And then one day he learned at the fort that Deborah was pregnant again, not with his child this



time but with Jango's, and as an act of compassion for her he insisted that Jango's chains be struck off,
and the next day Jango, Deborah and their boys headed for freedom.

It was incomprehensible to the soldiers that these slaves would dare such a venturepregnant
woman and two childrenbut they were gone, headed north for the most dangerous roaming ground of
the Bushmen and their poisons. Van Riebeeck, furious at having been talked into unshackling Jango,
ordered a troop of soldiers to bring him back at any cost, and for seven days the fort spoke of little
else.

No one was more apprehensive than Willem. He wanted Deborah to survive. He wanted his sons
to live into manhood so that they could know this land. And curiously, he hoped that Jango would
escape into the freedom he had so courageously sought through all the years of his captivity. Indeed,
he felt a companionship with this slave who had tended the grapes so faithfully, dragging his chains
behind him. Willem, too, sought freedom, escape from the bitter confines of the fort and its narrow
perceptions. No longer did he merely want to be a free burgher; he now wanted absolute freedom, out
beyond the flats toward those green hills he had first seen from the crest of Table Mountain fourteen
long years ago. He was hungry for openness, and bigness, and at night he prayed that Jango and
Deborah would not be taken.

"They caught them!" Katje exulted one morning as she returned from the fort, and against his will
he allowed her to take him to the gate when the fugitives were dragged in. Jango was quietly defiant.
Deborah, not yet visibly with child, held her head up, her face displaying neither anger nor defeat. It
was Van Riebeeck who responded in unexpected ways; he absolutely forbade his soldiers to mutilate
the slaves. In his regime there would be no cropping of ears, no branding, no nose lopped off. Back
went the chains, on Deborah too, but that was all. Physically, Van Riebeeck was a smaller man than
any to whom he gave these orders; morally, he was the finest servant the Compagnie would ever send
to the Cape.

The more Willem had observed Van Riebeeck, the higher became his opinion of the man's
ability. The Lords XVII had assigned him impossible tasks; like the ancient Israelites, he was
supposed to build great edifices with faulty bricks. He was given a dozen things to do, but no funds
with which to do them, and he was even begrudged his manpower. When he enticed sailors from
passing ships to stay at the Cape, he built his garrison to one hundred and seventy men, but the Lords
commanded him to reduce it to one hundred and twenty on the reasonable grounds that they were
operating a commercial store and not a burgeoning civil community.

But one unexpected reaction startled Willem: 'T want you, and thirty slaves, and all the free
burghers to plant a hedge around our entire establishment. I've been ordered to cut the colony off from
that empty land out there." With a broad gesture of his left hand he indicated all of Africa. "We'll keep
the slaves in and the Hottentots out. We'll protect our cattle and make this little land our Dutch
paradise.’

He led Willem and the burghers in seeking the kind of shrub or tree that would make a proper
hedge, and at last they found the ideal solution: "This bitter almond throws a strong prickle. Nothing
could penetrate these spikes when the tree grows.'

So a hedge of bitter almond was planted to separate the Cape from Africa.

In 1662 the glorious day arrived when a ship from Amsterdam brought the news that Commander
van Riebeeck was at last being transferred to Java. Katje van Doorn immediately wanted to know why
she and Willem could not go, too, and was distraught when she learned that Willem had never applied.
Upon upbraiding him, she discovered that he had no intention of leaving the Cape: 'I like it here.
There's no place for me in Java, with Karel in command.'

'But we must go, and force Karel and Kornelia to find us promotions!'

'T like it here,' Willem said stubbornly, and he refused to plead with Van Riebeeck for a transfer.



The new commander was an extraordinary man, not a Dutchman at all, but one of the many
Germans who long ago had sought employment in the Compagnie. He had served in Curacao, in
Formosa, in Canton, in most of the Spice Islands and particularly in Japan, where he had been
ambassador-extraordinary that year when more than one hundred thousand persons died during the
vast fire that swept the capital city of Edo. When he reported to the Cape he was a weak, sickly,
irritable man, much plagued with gout and a moody disposition. During the days of interregnum, when
Van Riebeeck was making his farewells but before his replacement assumed command, the German
behaved circumspectly. He had a German wife who had mastered the complexities of Compagnie rule,
and together they studied conditions at the Cape. They were therefore well prepared to take charge as
soon as their predecessor left. Especially they intended to haltand punishthe evil and costly flight of
slaves.

So on the day that Van Riebeeck sailed, his eyes aglow with visions of Java, the new commander
faced the problem of a slave who had fled to join a Hottentot camp but had been recaptured by
horsemen galloping across the flats. As soon as the escapee was brought within the fortress walls, the
commander ordered that his left ear be chopped off and both cheeks branded.

A few days later another slave was caught eating a cabbage grown in the Compagnie gardens; he
was promptly flogged and branded, after which both ears were chopped off and heavy chains attached
to his legs, not to be removed for the duration of his life.' When similar punishments were meted out
to other recalcitrant blacks, Willem slipped into the fort to talk surreptitiously with Jango and
Deborah: 'I know you still seek freedom. For the love of God, don't risk it.'

Jango, sitting with Willem's two sons on his knees, laughed easily. "When the time comes, we'll
go.'

"The chains! Jango, they'll catch you before sunset.’

'Of course we'll go," Deborah said quietly, and Willem looked at her in astonishment. He had
lived with her, had sired two children with her, and had known almost nothing about her. He had
assumed that because she had a quiet, placid face and spoke softly that her heart was placid too. It had
never occurred to him that she hated slavery as much as Jango, and it appalled him to think that she
would risk losing her ears and having her face branded, just to be free.

'Deborah! Think of what they might do to you,' he pleaded, but she merely looked at him, her
eyes resolute, her face immobile. Finally she placed her hand on his and said, 'T will not remain a
slave.'

On his way back to his hut he prayed: Oh, Jesus, help them come to their senses. But one night
when the guards were inattentive, the four slaves set forth once more.

When they were dragged back, the new commander ordered everyone in the little settlement to
assemble for the punishment: 'Jango, for the fifth time you have tried to escape your dutiful labors,
depriving the Compagnie of its property." Willem felt sick, wondering what awful thing was about to
be done, but when he turned his ashen face to Katje, he saw that she was stretching forward to watch
the proceedings.

'Jango, you are to have your ears lopped. You are to have your nose lopped. You are to be branded
forehead and cheeks, and you are to carry chains for the rest of your life. Deborah, twice you have run
away. You are to be branded forehead and cheeks, and shall wear chains for the rest of your life. Adam
and Crisme, you are slaves'

'No!" Willem shouted. The commander turned to take note of who had interrupted him. An aide
whispered that this was the father of the two boys, which angered the commander even more: "You are
slaves, and you are to be branded on the forehead.'

'No!" Willem shouted again, determined that such dreadful punishment not be visited upon his
children, but two soldiers pinioned him, and the sentences were executed.



A week later the slave Bastiaan stole a sheep belonging to the Compagnie and was hanged, and
now the new commander had time to study the case of Willem van Doorn. He learned that he was the
younger brother of the powerful Karel van Doorn, but he also learned that Karel had little regard for
his brother and knew him to be troublesome. He knew that on four occasions Willem had petitioned to
become a free burgher, stating that he had no desire to work endlessly for the Compagnie, and at the
punishment he had, of course, behaved disgracefully. Here was a man begging for discipline, and the
commander was determined that he receive it.

'Willem van Doorn,' he said at the public sentencing, 'you've been a disruptive influence. You've
consorted with slaves. You were seen only last week slipping in to the slave quarters, and you require
discipline. The horse, two days."'

'Oh, no!" Katje pleaded, but the words had been spoken, so Willem was grabbed and bound, while
two heavy bags of lead pellets were attached to his ankles. The high wooden horse was dragged in and
stationed where everyone could witness, and four men held him aloft while two others kept his legs
pulled apart.

In the moment that he was held thus suspended, the mutilated slaves Jango and Deborah were
brought forth to watch, and for the first time Willem saw the hideous face of the man, the deeply
scarred face of the woman he had loved. 'No!" he screamed, and all who heard, except Jango and
Deborah, supposed that he was protesting the cruel punishment he was about to receive.

'Now!' the commander called, and he was dropped. The pain was so terrible that he fainted.

When he recovered, it was night and he was alone, chained to the horse whose rough edges tore
sullenly at his crotch, spreading it, cutting it, wounding it horribly. If he moved to alleviate the pain,
new areas were affected. Against his will deep groans escaped, and when he tried to move to a new
position, the awful weights on his legs pulled him back.

Twice that night he fainted, partly from the pain, partly from the vicious cold that swept in from
the bay. When he awakened, he began to shiver, and by the time the dull sun rose, he was feverish.

Residents of the fort came to mock him, satisfied that he deserved what he was getting. They had
envied him his home at the garden, the fact that he had a wife and they didn't, and his relationship to a
powerful brother in Java. They noticed that he was shivering, and one woman said, 'He has the ague.
They all do after the first day.'

That afternoon, when the wind rose, his fever intensified so that when dusk came, with rain
whipping in from the bay, he was in grave danger. His wife, unwilling to visit him while others were
mocking him, crept up to the horse and whispered, 'How goes it, Willem?' and he replied through
chattering teeth, 'T'll live.'

The fact that he had said this made Katje suspect that he would not, so she forced her way into the
commander's office and said, "You're killing him, and Karel van Doorn will learn of this.'

'Are you threatening me?’'

'l am indeed. I am the niece of Claes Danckaerts, and he's a man of some importance in
Amsterdam. Take my husband down.’

The commander knew enough of Compagnie politics to appreciate the influences that might be
brought against him if a determined Dutch family declared war upon a German hireling, and from the
manner in which Katje spoke, he suspected that she would pursue her threat, so against his own best
judgment he put on a cloak and went out into the storm.

He found Willem unconscious, his body trembling with fever, and when he twice failed to rouse
him, he gave the brusque order: 'Cut him down.'

The stiff body was carried to the garden-hut and placed on the dung-polished floor, where Katje
brought him slowly back to consciousness: "You're home. It's over, Willem.' And their love, awkward
and strained as it would always be, dated from that moment.



The ordeal of the wooden horse had a powerful impact on Willem van Doorn. For one thing, it
crippled him; he would always walk with his body slightly twisted, his left leg not functioning like his
right. And he would be susceptible to colds, a deep bronchial malaise affecting him each winter. An
even more powerful result, however, was that he began to frequent the smithy in the fort, stealing
pieces of equipment, which he kept sequestered behind the shed in which the vines were grafted.

One evening, when he had assembled a heavy hammer, a chisel and a bar for prying, he grasped
Jango's arm as he dragged his chains homeward. Without speaking, he kicked aside a covering of
grass, displaying the cache. Jango said nothing, but his eyes showed Willem his gratitude.

It was not easy to look at Jango. Instead of ears he had lumpy wounds. His face, lacking a nose,
lost all definition. And the three bold scars on forehead and cheeks imprisoned the glance of anyone
who saw that ugly, repulsive face. Willem looked only at the eyes, which glowed.

The two men never confided in each other. Jango refused to tell Willem what his precise plans
were, or how he would carry out his final attempt. The instruments for his freedom lay there under the
grape cuttings and would be called upon when time was proper, but how and where he would cut away
his chains and Deborah's, neither man knew.

Then one afternoon, half an hour before sunset, Jango quietly quit his work and dragged his
chains to the grafting shed, removed the covering grass and wrapped the chisel in a canvas bag. With
strong blows, well muffled, he cut the chains that bound his legs, then tied them inconspicuously back
together. Secreting the tools under his sweaty shirt, he walked unconcernedly past Willem, as he
always did at close of day, and for a brief moment the two men looked at each other, one with face
terribly scarred, the other with heart in turmoil. It was the last time they would ever be in contact,
black and white, and tears came to Willem's eyes, but Jango refused to allow emotion to touch him.
Clutching his tools, he moved toward the fort.

"You're very nervous,' Katje said when her husband limped in to supper, and when he stayed for a
long time reading his Bible, she said, "Willem, come to bed." Desperately he wanted to go to the fort,
to stand upon the wall, to witness how Jango and Deborah and the boys made their escape, and where
her chains would be struck off, but he knew that he must betray nothing. He was not afraid of the
punishment that would be meted out to him if the commander deduced his role in this escape; he was
afraid only for Jango and Deborah and his sons. At nine, when Katje went to bed, she saw her husband
still at his Bible, his head lowered as if in prayer.

They fled into the desert lands northeast of the fort, Jango the black from Angola, Deborah the
brown from Malaya, Adam and Crisme, half-brown, half-white, and the baby girl Ateh, half-black,
half-brown. When they were well away from the hedge of bitter almond, Jango struck off his wife's
chains, then discarded his own, but she picked them up, thinking that they would be useful in trading
with the Hottentots or Bushmen.

This time they escaped. As they entered into a wilderness unknown, uncharted, they exemplified
that reverberating report of Karel van Doorn:

Neither hunger nor thirst, neither the murderous arrow of the Bushman nor the spear of the
Hottentot, neither the waterless desert nor the impassable mountain deters the slave from seeking his
freedom.

They survived, and in time the descendants of Adam and Crisme and thousands like them would
not have to flee to freedom bound in chains. They would be able to live in places like Cape Town,
where they would come to know a greater bondage, for they would be stigmatized as Coloured. They
would be preached against by predikants, because they would be living testimony to the fact that in the
beginning days whites had cohabited with brown and black and yellow: "They are God's curse upon us
for the evils we have done.' The land of their birth would be the home of their sorrow, and they would
be entitled to no place in society, to no future that all agreed upon, but they would forever be a



testimony.

The German commander was not really sorry about the disappearance of Jango and the Malayan
girl. Had they been apprehended, he would have had to hang them, and there would be the ugly
question of the three children, two with those heavy scars upon their foreheads.

Nor was he especially concerned when spies informed him that Willem van Doorn was showing
signs that he might be preparing to quit the colony to head eastward for a farm of his own: 'He's
building a wagon. He's putting aside any objects that fall his way. And he's collected more grape
rootings than he needs for his fields.'

'When the time comes, we'll let him go. He's a troublemaker and he belongs out there with the
Hottentots.'

In 1664, when one of the homeward fleets brought to the Cape an unexpected visitor, the German
commander was pleased that he had not overreacted in Willem's case, because the visitor was Karel
van Doorn, bringing the exciting news that he had been summoned home to become one of the Lords
XVII. 'My father-in-law had something to do with it," he said modestly. 'He's Claes Danckaerts, you
know, the wealthy merchant." He moved into the fort with considerable pomp, followed by Kornelia
and her two children dressed in lace and satin. Celebrations were held for five nights, during which the
commander confided that he was exhausted by this damned Cape, and that he hoped Karel would do
everything possible to get him transferred to Java.

'l know how you feel,’ Karel said. "Van Riebeeck told me the same when I was last here. This is
certainly no place for a man with ambitions.'

'What's Van Riebeeck doing?'

'Like everyone else, he wanted the supreme job.' Here Karel smiled weakly at the commander.
'But no one from the Cape would ever be given that.'

"What's he doing?'

'Governor of Malacca. And there he'll stay.'

'‘But at least he's near Java.'

'And you shall be, too. Not near it. In it.'

The commander sighed and started dreaming of that fortunate day when he would again be back
in civilization. But he was interrupted when Karel asked, "What's this I hear about my brother?'

The commander supposed that Karel was referring to the incident of the horse, and said, 'As you
know, out of compassion I had him taken down'

'l mean, his making himself a free burgher.'

'We'd never permit anyone to make such a decision on his own,' the commander said quickly.

'But might it not be a good idea to get him out of here?’

The commander, having served in foreign capitals, recognized a devious suggestion when he
heard it: Good God, he's trying to get rid of his brother. Why?

He never discovered Karel's reason for proposing that Willem be allowed, even encouraged, to
leave the fort. For some undisclosed family complication, it was to Karel's advantage to get rid of
Willem, and sending him into the assegais of the Hottentots might be the most practical way. Maps
were produced, sketchy affairs which represented almost nothing correctly, and the two men selected
an area where a frontier post might profitably be established, supposing that Willem survived the
bleak initial travel and the threats of Bushmen and Hottentots.

It lay to the east, where a lively river debouched from the first range of mountains; exploring
parties had commented upon it favorably, and here Karel outlined an area of some sixty morgen: 'Let
him try to raise his grapes there. God knows we could use the wine.'

'How was the last batch he sent to Java?'

'Barely acceptable for the hospital. But each year it gets a little better.’



When arrangements were completed, the two officials summoned Willem, who limped sideways
into the fort. 'Willem! We've great news!'

'How's Mother?'

'Oh, she died two years ago.'

'Her house? The garden?'

"The Compagnie took it back. It was theirs, you know.'

'Did she . . . was she in pain?'

'She died easily. Now, what we wanted to see you about . . . You tell him, Commander.’

The German said, "We are going to allow you to become a free burgher. Far across the flats.
Here.'

"That's about where I've decided to go,’ Willem said softly.

The two officials ignored this rebuke to their authority. 'Look!" Karel said. "We're giving you
sixty morgen.'

"You don't need sixty morgen to grow grapes. I could do it on twenty.'

'Willem!" Karel said with some harshness. 'Anytime the Compagnie offers you something free,
take it.'

'But I can't farm it.’

"Take it!" Karel shouted. A Lord XVII was offering a laborer sixty morgen of the choicest land,
and the laborer was raising objections. This Willem was beyond salvation; the only good thing about
this visit was learning that his brother's two bastard children had vanished somewhere in the desert. It
reminded him of Hagarbut did her bastards die?

The meeting between Katje and her cousin Kornelia was equally cold, and shrewd Katje warned
her husband, "There's something wrong about them, Willem. They've done something wrong and are
ashamed to see us." She brooded about this for some time, then one evening at supper snapped her
fingers: "Willem, they've sold your mother's house and are keeping the money to themselves.'

'Let them have it,’ Willem said, but Katje was the niece of a merchant, and it galled her to think
that she might have been defrauded of property that was duly hers, or at least her husband's, so she
went to the ship and confronted the older Van Doorns: 'Did you sell your mother's property?'

'No," Karel said carefully.

"What happened to it?'

'It was Compagnie property. You know that. Like the house you're living in'

'It's a hut.'

'But it's Compagnie property.'

'I think you sold’

'Katje!" Kornelia said sharply. "You forget yourself. You forget that you were a poor farm girl'

'Kornelia, you're a thief. You're stealing Willem's share.’

"We will hear no more!" The commissioner did not intend to sit by and listen to a member of his
own family, an impoverished member at that, charging him with defalcations. 'Take her back to shore,’
he directed the sailors, and during the remainder of the visit he refused to meet with his brother.

His farewell was a gala. There were fulsome speeches from the German commander and his staff,
gracious responses from Karel and his wife. The new Lord XVII, the first to have had extended
experience in the East, assured his listeners that the Compagnie would always have close to its heart
the welfare of the Cape:

"'We're going to find you additional settlers, not too many, never more than two hundred living
here. It was I who proposed the hedge, and it seems a salient idea. Makes this a comfortable little
establishment with enough room for your cattle and vegetables. I'm told that my brother Willem,
whom you know favorably, is heading eastward to see if he can make some real wine instead of



vinegar. [Laughter] But his going must not suggest a precedent. Your task is here, at this fort, which
the Lords XVII have decided to rebuild in stone. As Abraham brought his people to their new home
and made it prosper, so you have established your home here at the Cape. Make it prosper. Make it
yield a profit for the Compagnie. So that when you return to Holland you will be able to say, "Job well
done.™

Three days after Karel departed for Amsterdam and his duties as a Lord XVII, Willem started
loading his wagon. After providing space for Katje and their son, Marthinus, he tucked in grape
cuttings, the tools he had taken from the smithy, all household goods required by Katje, and two items
which were of supreme importance to him: the brassbound Bible and the brown-gold crock in which
he baked his bread puddings. Without them a home in the wilderness would be impossible.

As he did his packing, he heard from Katje a constant whine of complaints: "You're taking too
many grape vines. You'll never use that chisel." And he would have shown his irritation at this cascade
of words except for one thing: he had grown to love this petulant, difficult woman, for he had seen that
when family interests were involved, she could be a lioness, and he sensed that on the frontier she
would prove invaluable. Like a chunk of hard oak that grows to appreciate the rasp that grinds it down
and makes it usable and polished, so he appreciated his wife.

Before the loaded wagon could reach the trail, it had to penetrate the hedge of bitter almond, and
normally it would have gone down the farm road past the fort to the exit, but Willem had no intention
of subjecting Katje and Marthinus to the crowd's derision. Instead, he chopped down four bushes,
breaking his own path, and when spies reported this vandalism to the commander, they expected him
to order Willem's arrest, but the commander knew something the spies did not: that the Honorable
Commissioner, Karel van Doorn, wanted his abrasive brother lost in the wilderness.

'Let them go," he said with disgust as they headed for more spacious lands.
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V. The Huguenots

In the year 1560 in the little village of Caix in the northern wine region, when Mary, the future
Queen of Scots, was Queen of France, society was well and traditionally organized. There was the
Marquis de Caix, who owned the vineyards, as petty a nobleman as France provided, but petty only in
land and money; in spirit he was a most gallant man, survivor of three wars and always prepared for a
fourth or a seventh. He was tall, slim, handsomely mustached, and with a goatee of the kind that would
in later days represent the France of this period. He could not afford dashing clothes, nor caparisons
for his two horses, but he did take pride in his swords and pistols, the true accouterments of a
gentleman. His great weakness, for a man in his position, was that he read books and pondered affairs
that occurred in places like Paris, Madrid and Rome, for this distracted him from his local
responsibilities, and his vineyards did not flourish.

Abbe Desmoulins, the priest of Caix, had infirmities almost as disabling. An older man who had
seen the sweep of battle, he had been deeply affected by religious events in Germany and Geneva; the



preachings of those two difficult Catholics Martin Luther and John Calvin disturbed him, for he saw in
the fulminations of the former a justified challenge to the sloppiness of the church as he knew it, and
in the transcendant logic of the latter, an answer to the confusions he was finding in religion as it
operated in France. Had he stumbled into a curacy controlled by some unlettered nobleman secure in
his faith, the Abbe Desmoulins would probably have remained in line, preached a standard religion,
and died without ever having come to grips with either Luther or Calvin. He had the bad luck to find
himself in a village dominated by a marquis whose faith was as mercurial as his military exploits, and
in a subtle way these two leaders agitated each other, so that the village of Caix was in a rather
tenuous position.

Head of the vineyards was a stalwart, conservative, taciturn semi-peasant named Giles de Pre,
thirty years old and the father of three children who already worked with him in the fields, even
though the youngest was only five. De Pre was a wonderfully solid man with an uncanny
comprehension of agriculture. "You're an oak tree yourself,' his wife often said. 'If the pigs rooted at
your feet, they'd find truffles.' Like many farmers around Caix, the De Pres could read, and it was their
pleasure to work their way through the French Bible the marquis had given them, noting with
satisfaction that many of the noblest figures in that history had been associated with vineyards. But as
they read, especially in the Old Testament, they acquired a suspicion that human lives had once been
arranged somewhat better than they were now. In the days of Abraham or David or Jeremiah, society
had known a sanctity which was now vanished; in those days men lived intimately with God, and
rulers were acquainted with their subjects. Priests were devoted to great principles, and there was
reverence in the air. Today things were much different, and even if the marquis did rule the area, it
was with a most unsteady hand.

That was the village of Caix, in the year 1560: a marquis who could not be depended upon except
in battle; a priest who had lost the assurances of his youth; and a farmer whose reading of the Bible
confused him. It was to such men throughout France that John Calvin dispatched his emissaries from
Geneva.

'Dr. Calvin is a Frenchman, you understand,’ one of these austere visitors explained to the
Marquis de Caix. 'He's a loyal Frenchman, and would be living here except that he made an
unfortunate speech.’

'Why has he fled to Geneva?'

'Because that city has placed itself in his hands. It thirsts to be ruled by the institutes of God." At
this mention the emissary said, 'Of course, you've read Dr. Calvin's remarkable summary of his
beliefs?' The marquis hadn't, and it was in this way that one of the greatest books in the history of
man's search for religious truth, John Calvin's Institutes of the Christian Religion, reached Caix.

It was a profound book, written with strokes of lightning when Calvin was only twenty-six and
published widely the next year. It was beautifully French, so clear in its logic that even the tamest
mind could find excitement in its handsomely constructed thought. Martin Luther in Germany had
made wild, explosive charges which repelled thoughtful men, while John Knox in Scotland had raged
and roared in a way that often seemed ridiculous, but Calvin in Geneva, patiently and with sweet
reason, spread out the principles of his thought and with irrefutable clarity invited his readers to
follow him to new light springing from old revelation.

But it was also revolutionary, 'like nine claps of thunder on a clear night,' the Geneva man said
when handing over the book, and he enumerated Calvin's shocking rejections: 'First, he rejects the
Mass as an accretion in no way connected with our Lord. Second, he rejects compulsory confession as
an ungodly intrusion. Third, he dismisses all saints. Fourth, their relics. Fifth, their images. Sixth, he
denies out of hand that the Virgin Mary enjoys any special relationship to either God or man. Seventh,
he has abolished all monasteries and nunneries as abominations. Eighth, he rejects priests as power-



grasping functionaries. And ninth, it must be obvious by now that he rejects the Pope in Rome as
unnecessary to the operation of God's church in France.'

The marquis was hesitant about accepting so radical a doctrine, but when he passed the Institutes
along to the abbe, he confided, "What I like about Calvin's system is the way it works with civil
government to create a stable, just social order. I've become really irritated by the confusions in our
land." He was correct in assuming that Calvin sponsored civil order, for in Geneva he taught that the
governance of his church must rest with four groups of serious men: first, a body of brilliant doctors
to explicate theology and prescribe how men and women ought to behave; second, clergymen to
interpret this theology to the general public; third, a body of all-powerful elders to assume
responsibility for the church's survival and act as watchdogs of the community's behavior, and when
they uncover a miscreant, turn him or her over to the city magistrates for civil punishment; fourth, a
collection of deacons to perform God's great work of collecting alms, running orphanages, teaching
children and consoling the sick.

'T like his sense of order,' the marquis said.

"Where would you fit in?" his priest asked.

'Certainly not a doctor. I'm a stupid man, really. I could never learn Greek, let alone Hebrew. And
I'd not be pastor, that's certain." When he shrugged his shoulders, the priest laughed, recalling the
scrapes this handsome man had engineered.

'T don't think I'd like to be an elder,’ the marquis continued. 'The women, you know. I'm not
intended to be a watchdog of other people's morals. But I could be a deacon. I could work for the
welfare of a system like Calvin's." He paused to reflect upon the fact that for most of his life he had
been just this, a man trying to help where needed. 'Yes,' he said loudly, 'T could be a deacon." Then he
burst into laughter. 'But I'd want to be very careful who the elders were. I don't want to enforce the
rules of some damned snoop-snoot.'

When the Abbe Desmoulins returned the Institutes to the marquis he was deeply worried: "The
four orders we spoke about I understand. They're needed to ensure civil tranquillity and order in the
church. But the doctrine that even prior to birth all men are divided between the few who are saved
and the many who are perpetually damned . . . That's very unCatholic.'

'l knew you'd have trouble with that,’ the marquis said eagerly. 'I did myself.'

He led the priest to a corner of the garden, where under branching trees beside a low stone wall
erected some three hundred years earlier the two men analyzed this fundamental doctrine of the
burgeoning religion, and the marquis offered the bald, simplified interpretation of Calvin's thought
that was gaining currency among non-theological groups: 'It conforms to human experience, Abbe. In
this village you and I can name men who were saved from birth and others who were doomed from the
moment the womb opened. Such men are damned. God has put his thumb upon them and they are
damned, and you know it and so do I’

"Yes,' the priest said slowly, 'they are damned, and proof of their damnation is visible. But by
faith they can be saved.’

'No!" the marquis said sharply. 'There is to be no more of this salvation by faith.’

"You speak as if you'd accepted the teachings of Calvin.'

'l think I have. It's a man's religion. It's a religion for all of us who want to move forward. There
are the saved who do the work of the world. There are the damned who stumble through life headed
only for a waiting grave.'

'And you're one of the saved?'

Tam.'

'How do you know?'

'Because God has given signs. This vineyard. My castle. My high position in this village. Would



He have given me these if He did not intend to assign me to some great task?'

But when the abbe studied the Institutes with his background of religious speculation, he found
that Calvin had preached no such fatalistic doctrine. Only God in the secrecy of His wisdom and
compassion knew who was saved and who not, and high estate on earth was unrelated to one's ultimate
estate in heaven. All children were to be baptized, because all had an equal hope for salvation: 'But I
judge that most will not be saved, according to Dr. Calvin.'

An assignment which would encourage the marquis to believe that he was among the saved was
at hand, for when the king in Paris heard of the growth of Calvinism in the towns along the Flemish
border, he dispatched a Catholic general at the head of twelve hundred stout Catholic yeomen, and
they lashed about the countryside, maiming and killing, and leading errant Protestants back into the
customary fold. In late 1562, with the boy king dead and Mary on her way back to Scotland a widow,
the Marquis de Caix rallied two hundred of his men who had never heard of John Calvin or Geneva,
either, and marched forth to do battle. It should have been a rout, twelve hundred against two, but the
marquis was so able in the saddle and so grand a leader to his men that they repelled the invaders,
chasing them fifteen miles south and inflicting heavy damages.

Among the foot soldiers who routed the Catholics was the wine-maker, Giles de Pre, who, when
he returned home weary and triumphant, announced to his wife that he was now a Huguenot. When she
asked what this word meant, he could not explain, nor could he tell her what his new religion stood
for, nor had he heard of the Institutes, or Geneva. But he knew with striking clarity what his decision
entailed: 'It's an end of priests. No more bishops shouting at us what to do. That big monastery, we'll
close it down. People will behave themselves, and there will be order.’

Slowly the village of Caix became a Huguenot center, but with almost none of the changes
predicted by De Pre in effect. The good Abbe Desmoulins continued as before, arguing forcefully with
the marquis against the theory of predestination. When the bishop arrived from Amiens he thundered
in the same old way, except that now he fulminated against Calvin and the Huguenots. In 1564 John
Calvin, the most significant Frenchman of his era, died in Geneva, but his influence continued to
spread.

In 1572 the Marquis de Caix, veteran of nine battles in which Huguenots confronted royal armies,
decided to visit Geneva to see for himself what changes Calvinism sponsored when it actually
commanded a society, and with his chief farmer Giles de Pre, set out on horseback for the distant city.
Any Huguenot had to be careful these days in traveling about France, for that old tigress Catherine de
Medici waged ceaseless war against them, even though she had long since ceased being the legal
queen; and if a Protestant like the Marquis de Caix, with his powerful military reputation, dared to
move about, he was apt to be pursued by a real army and slain on the spot. So the two travelers moved
cautiously, like two rambling farmers, eastward toward Strasbourg, then south to Besancon and across
the low mountains into Geneva.

The visit was a disaster. The free-and-easy marquis found that Calvin's successors were terrified
lest their Protestant Rome, as some called it, be overturned by Catholic princes storming up from the
south. Extreme caution ruled the city, with synods condemning men to be burned for theological
transgressions. When the marquis, wearied by his long journey, sought some inn where he could
employ the services of a maid to ease his bones and comfort him, the innkeeper turned deathly pale:
'Please, monsieur, do not even whisper . . .’

"You must have some girls?'

The innkeeper placed his two hands upon the wrist of his guest and said, 'Sir, if you speak like
that again, the magistrates . . ." He indicated that at some spot not far from therewhere, he never
knewthere would be spies: 'Catholics trying to destroy our city. Protestants ready to trap men like
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'l seek some merriment,’ the marquis said.

'In Geneva there is no merriment. Now eat, and say your prayers, and go to bed. The way we do.’

Wherever they moved, the two Frenchmen encountered this sense of heavy censorship, and it was
understandable. The city, inspired by fear of a Catholic attack on the one hand and Calvin's severe
Protestantism on the other, had evolved what later historians would describe as 'that moral reign of
terror.'

"This is not what I had in mind," the marquis confided to his farmer. 'I think we had better quit
this place while we have four legs between us. These maniacs would chop a man in half. . . and all
because he smiled at a pretty girl.'

They slipped away from Geneva without ever having announced themselves to the authorities,
and during the long ride back home they often halted at the edge of some upland farm, sitting beneath
chestnut trees as they discussed what they had seen. "The trouble must rest with Geneva,' the marquis
said. "We're not like that in France, spies and burnings.'

"The good far outweighs the bad,' De Pre argued. 'Perhaps they have to do this until the others are
disposed of.’

'l caught the feeling they were doing it because they liked to do it.’

The travelers reached no conclusion, but the marquis's suspicions deepened, and he might have
changed his mind about Protestantism as the solution to the world's evils had he not become aware
that along the roads of France there was a considerable movement of messengers scurrying here and
there, and he began to wonder if perchance they were looking for him. "What are they after?' he asked
De Pre, but the farmer could not even make a sensible guess. Since it was mid-August, there was no
necessity to frequent towns or cities in search of accommodation, so the men slept in fields, keeping
away from traveled routes, and in this way moved across northern France toward the outskirts of
Rheims. On the morning of August 25 they deemed it safe to enter a small village north of that city,
and as they did so, they found the populace in a state of turmoil. Houses were aflame and no one was
endeavoring to save them. Two corpses dangled from posts, their bowels cut loose. A mob chased a
woman, caught up with her, and trampled her to death. Other fires were breaking out and general
chaos dominated the village.

"'What happens here?' the marquis called as one of the rioters rushed past with a flaming brand.

"We're killing all Protestants!" the man cried as he ran to a house whose inhabitants he did not
like.

'Careful, careful!" the marquis whispered as he led his horse gingerly into the center of the
rioting. "Why are you hanging him?' he shouted to members of a mob about to throw a rope over the
lower branches of a tree.

'Huguenot.'

'On whose orders?'

'Messengers from Paris. We're killing them everywhere. Cleansing the country.'

'Sir,' De Pre whispered. 'I think we should ride on.’

'I think not,' the marquis said, and with a sudden spur to his horse he swept down upon the rioters,
knocked them aside, and grabbed the doomed man by his shoulders, striving vainly to swing him to
safety. The man's feet were lashed so that he could not help himself, and he would have been stamped
to death by the mob had not De Pre dashed in, grabbed him by the thighs, and galloped off beside the
marquis.

When they were well out into the country they halted, and the nobleman asked the bound man
what had taken place. 'Midnight, without warning, they leaped upon us. I hid in my barn.'

'Huguenot?'

"The same. My wife hanged. They had a list of every Protestant and tried to kill us all.’



"What will you do?'

'What can I do?'

"You can come with us. We're Huguenots too." The frightened man rode with De Pre until they
reached an isolated farm, where the marquis asked, 'Is this a good Catholic farm?'

'Tt is indeed,' the owner said.

'Good. We'll take that horse. We're Huguenots.'

It would be remembered in history as St. Bartholomew's Day, that awful August massacre which
the Italian queen mother, Catherine de Medici, instigated to destroy Protestantism once and for all. In
cities and towns across France, the followers of Calvin were knifed and stabbed and hanged and
burned. Tens of thousands were slain, and when the joyous news reached Rome, Pope Gregory XIII
exulted, and a cardinal gave the exhausted messenger who had brought the news across the Alps a
reward of one thousand thalers. A medal was struck, showing the Pope on one side, an avenging angel
on the other castigating heretics with her sword. In Spain, King Philip II, who would soon be losing
his Armada to Protestant sailors from England and Holland, dispatched felicitations to Catherine on
her meritorious action: "This is one of the greatest joys of my entire life." Lesser people celebrated in
lesser ways.

Even in a village as remote as Caix the slaughter raged, and if the marquis and his farmer had
been at home that fateful night, they would have been slain. As it was, the marquis' barns were burned,
his vineyards ravaged; and Giles de Pre's wife was hacked into four pieces. It was a fearful
devastation, one of the worst in French history, and its hideous memory would remain engraved on the
soul of every Huguenot who survived.

Some did. The Marquis de Caix resumed his residence in the village, always ready to sally forth
on whatever new battle engaged his fellow Protestants. Giles de Pre married again, and took as his
assistant in the refurbished vineyards the man he had helped rescue at Rheims. And in due course the
Abbe Desmoulins found that he was more attuned to the sober precepts of John Calvin than to the
rantings of his bishop at Amiens; like hundreds of priests in Huguenot areas, he changed his religion,
becoming a stout defender of his new faith.

In this quiet way the village of Caix became again solidly Huguenot, and in 1598 held joyful
celebrations when that fine and sensible king, Henry IV, issued the Edict of Nantes, assuring the
Huguenots that they would henceforth enjoy liberty of conscience and even the right to hold public
worship in certain specified locations outside towns. And as far as Paris was concerned, no closer than
twenty miles.

The De Pre family continued as wine-makers, servants to the successive Marquis de Caix, until
that fatal year of 1627 when the last marquis rode off to help defend the Huguenot city of La Rochelle
against the Catholic armies that were besieging it. He fought gallantly, and died amidst a circle of
enemy swords, but with him died his title; no longer did Caix have a marquis.

In later years members of the De Pre family stayed with their vineyards and the church started by
Calvin, but never did these rural people descend to the harshness practiced at Geneva or to the
burnings conducted there. French Calvinism was a quiet, stable, often beautiful religion in which a
human being, from the moment he was conceived, was registered in God's great account book as either
saved or damned. He would never know which, but if life smiled on him and his fields prospered,
there had to be a supposition that he was among the saved. Therefore, it behooved a man to work
diligently, for this indicated that he was eligible to be chosen.

This curious theology had a salutary effect in Caix: any person who presumed that he was among
the elect had to behave himself for two reasons. If he was saved, it would be shameful for him to
behave poorly, for this would reflect upon God's judgment; and if God saw him misbehaving, He
might reverse His decision and place the offender among the damned. Prayer on Wednesday, church at



ten on Sunday, prayer at seven Sunday evening was the weekly routine, broken only when some
fanatical Catholic priest from a nearby city would storm into Caix and rant about the freedoms the
heretical Huguenots were enjoying. Then there might be insurgency, with soldiers rioting and offering
to slay all Protestants, but this would be quickly suppressed by the government, with the inflammatory
priest being scuttled off to some less volatile area.

In 1660, when even these sporadic eruptions had become a distant memory and when all France
glowed from the glories attendant upon King Louis XIV, the De Pre family celebrated the birth of a
son named Paul. With the extinction of Marquis de Caix's title, distant female relatives had sold off
the vineyards and the De Pres had acquired some of the choicest fields. At ten, young Paul knew how
to graft plants in the field and supervise their grapes when they were brought in for pressing. The De
Pre fields produced a crisp white wine, not of top quality but good enough to command local respect,
and Paul learned each step that would ensure its reputation.

He was a sober lad who at fifteen seemed already a man. He wore a scarf about his neck the way
old men did and was fastidiously careful of his clothes, brushing them several times a day and oftener
on Wednesdays and Sundays. At sixteen, he astonished his parents by becoming in effect a deacon; he
wasn't one, technically, but he helped regulate life in the community and served as visitor to families
needing financial help.

'l should like to be an elder one day," he told his parents that year, and he was so serious that they
dared not laugh.

They were not surprised when, at the age of eighteen, he announced that he had decided to marry
Marie Plon, daughter of a neighboring farmer, and he rejected their suggestion that they accompany
him when he went to seek permission of the elders for the marriage. Gravely he stood before the
leading men of the community and said, '"Marie and I have decided that we must get on with our lives.
We're going to work the old Montelle farm.'

When the elders interrogated him, they found that he had everything planned: when the wedding
was to be, how the Montelle farm was to be paid for, and even how many children they proposed to
have: "Threetwo boys and a girl.'

'And if God should give you less?'

'l would accept the will of God,' Paul said, and some of the elders laughed. But they approved the
marriage, and one man made Paul extremely happy when he said at the conclusion of the
interrogation, 'One day you'll be sitting with us, Paul.' It was with difficulty that he refrained from
retorting, 'l intend to.'

The marriage took place in 1678, launching the kind of strong, rural family that made France one
of the most stable nations in Europe, and promptly, in accordance with the master plan, Marie de Pre
gave birth to her first son, then her second. All that was now required was the daughter, and Paul was
certain that since God obviously approved of him, a daughter would appear in due time.

But now, once again, there were ominous signs in French society. Devout Catholics were
shuddering at the blasphemous liberties allowed Protestants under the Edict of Nantes and pressed for
its repudiation. Always assisted by the mistresses who exercised the real power over the kings of
FranceHenry IV would have fifty-six named and recordedthe clerical faction succeeded in annulling
one after another the liberties enjoyed by the Calvinists.

The minister at Caix explained to his congregation the restrictions under which they all now
lived: "You cannot be a teacher, or a doctor, or a town official, even though Caix is mostly of our faith.
You have got to show the police that you attend one meeting a month to listen to government attacks
on our church. When your parents die, Protestant burial services can be held only at sunset, lest they
infuriate the Catholics. If you are heard speaking even one word in public against Rome, you go to jail
for a year. And if either you as a citizen or I as a minister try to convert any person to our faith, we can



be hanged.’

None of these new laws touched Paul de Pre, and he lived a contented life regardless of the
pressures being applied to his community. But in 1683 two events occurred which terrified him. One
morning two of the king's soldiers banged on the door and told Marie that they had been billeted to her
home, whereupon, pushing her aside, they stamped into the farmhouse, selected a room they liked, and
informed her that this would be their quarters.

Marie ran to the vineyard, calling for her husband, and when he reached the house he asked
quietly, "What happens here?’

'Dragooned,’ the soldiers said. "What does that mean?'

'We live here from now on. To keep an eye on your seditions.'

'But’

'Room. We'll use this one. Bed. You can move the blue one in. Food. Three good meals a day
with meat. Drink? We want those bottles kept filled.'

It was a dreadful imposition, which worsened when the lonely soldiers tried to drag local girls
into their quarters. Forbidden by the Catholic priest from a neighboring village to behave so coarsely,
they retaliated by inviting dragoons from other homes into the De Pre rooms, shouting through the
night for more food and drink, and handling Marie roughly when she brought it.

But even so, the senior De Pres did not appreciate where the real danger lay until one Sunday
morning when they found the soldiers behind the barn talking earnestly with the two boys. When Paul
came upon them, the soldiers seemed embarrassed, and that afternoon he sought out the Calvinist
minister for guidance.

'I might have killed them, for it seemed ominous,' he confessed.

'Indeed it was,' the clergyman said. "You're in great peril, De Pre. The soldiers are interrogating
your boys to trick them into saying something against our religion or in favor of theirs. One word, and
the soldiers will take your boys away forever, claiming that they said they wanted to be Catholics but
that you prevented their conversion.'

It happened in several homes. Children were tricked into saying things of which they could have
had no understanding, and away they went, to another town, in another districtand they would never be
heard of again. "You warn your sons to be careful,' the minister said, and then came the anguished
nights when mother and father secretly instructed their sons what to say.

'Do your parents lecture you at night?' one of the soldiers would ask the boys.

'No,' he must say.

'Did they ever take away pictures of the saints that you loved?'

'No.'

"Wouldn't you like to attend Mass with other boys and girls?'

"We go to our own church.'

Now nights became sacred, for when the family was alone in their part of the house, and the
soldiers rioting in theirs, Paul took out his Geneva Bible and patiently read from the Book of Psalms
those five or six special songs of joy and dedication which the Huguenots had taken to their hearts:

'As the hart panteth after the water brooks, so panteth my soul after thee, O God. My soul
thirsteth for God, for the living God: when shall I come and appear before God?'

And the elder De Pres drilled their sons in how to avoid the peril which menaced them: 'Our lives
would end if you were taken from us. Be careful, be careful what you say.'

In 1685 the axe which had been hanging over the Huguenots fell. King Louis XIV, judging
himself to be impregnable, decided to rid himself of Protestants forever. With grandiloquent
flourishes he revoked all concessions made to them by the Edict of Nantes and announced that
henceforth France was a Catholic country with no place for Huguenots. Dragoons were dispatched to



Languedoc, that ancient hiding place for heresy, and whole towns were depopulated. The massacre of
St. Bartholomew's Day might have been reenacted across France, except that Louis did not want to
inherit the moral stain of his forefathers.

Instead, a series of harsh decrees altered French life: 'All Protestant books, especially Bibles in
the vernacular, to be burned. No artisan to work anywhere in France without a certificate proving him
to be a good Catholic. Every Huguenot clergyman to quit France within fifteen days and forever, on
pain of death if he return. All marriages conducted in the Protestant faith declared null and all children
therefrom designated bastards. Protestant washerwomen not to work at the banks of the river, lest they
sully the waters.'

And there was another regulation which the De Pres simply could not accept: 'All children of
Protestant families must convert immediately to the true faith, and any father who attempts to spirit
his children out of France shall spend the rest of his life on the oar-benches of our galleys.'

What did these extraordinary laws mean in a village like Caix, where the population was mainly
Huguenot? Since it had long been an orderly place, it did not panic. The pastor summoned the elders,
and when the deacons assembled, a large percentage of the adult males were present. 'First,’ said the
minister, 'we must ascertain if the rumor be true. Probably a lie, because four kings have assured us
our freedom.'

But in due course official papers arrived, proving that the new laws were in effect, and a few
families converted on the spot, parents and children noisily embracing the traditional faith. Other
families met in conclave, and fathers swore that they would die with their infants rather than surrender
them to Catholicism. "We'll walk to the ends of the earth till we find refuge,’” Paul de Pre cried
flamboyantly, and when the pastor reminded him that the new edicts forbade taking either one's self or
one's children out of France, De Pre astounded the assembly by shouting, "Then the new laws can burn
in hell.'

From that moment, others drew away from him. The pastor announced that he would go into exile
at Geneva, and the Plons proclaimed loudly that they had never really approved of John Calvin. Paul
observed such behavior without comment; they could abandon their religion and their duties at Caix,
but not he. And then came the assaults that shattered his confidence.

One morning the soldiers billeted at his farm brought in a mob to ransack the place, searching for
Huguenot books. With loud, triumphant voices the soldiers shouted, 'Calvin's Institutes! The Geneva
Bible!" And he watched in sick dismay as these testaments were pitched into a bonfire, and as the
flames consumed the books, with men roaring approval, one of the soldiers grabbed him by the arm
and growled, "Tomorrow, when the officials come from Amiens, we take your children too.’

That night Paul gathered the family in a room with no candles and told his sons, "We must leave
before morning. You can take nothing with you. Our vineyards will go to others. The house we
abandon.’

'Even the horses?' Henri asked.

'We'll take two of them, but the others . . .'

Marie explained to the children in her own words: "Tomorrow the soldiers will take you away.
Unless we go. We could never give you up to others. You are the blood of our hearts.'

"Where are we going?' Henri asked.

"We don't know,' she said honestly, looking at her husband. "We're heading north," he said, 'and
we've got to cross dangerous lands owned by Spain.'

'Won't they arrest us?' Marie asked. 'Yes, if we're careless.'

He had no clearer concept of where he was going than his infants; all he knew was he must flee
oppression. Having once experienced the calm rationalism of John Calvin, he could not surrender that
vision of an orderly world. He told his sons, 'I'm satisfied that God will lead us to the haven for which



we are predestined,' and from that conviction he never deviated.

After midnight, when fowls were asleep and roosters had not yet crowed, he led his family north,
abandoning all he had accumulated. How did he have the courage to take a wife and two small
children into uncharted forests toward lands he did not know?

Calvinism placed strong emphasis on the fact that God often entered into covenants with his
chosen people; the Old and New Testaments were replete with examples, and Paul could have cited
numerous verses which fortified his belief that God had personally selected him for such a covenant.
Lacking a Bible, he had to rely on memory, and his mind fixed upon a passage from Jeremiah which
Huguenots often cited as proof of their predestination:

They shall ask the way to Zion . . . saying, Come and let us join ourselves to the Lord in a
perpetual covenant that shall not be forgotten.

Each sunset, when the travelers rose from their daytime sleep to risk the next stage northward,
Paul assured his sons, "The Lord is leading us to Zion, according to his covenant with us.'

When De Pre arrived in Amsterdam in the fall of 1685 he had with him only his wife, his two
sons and a ragtag collection of bundles; the two horses had been sold at Antwerp, where Paul received
for them a great deal more than the guilders involved. A crypto-Protestant had given him the address
of a fellow religionist who had emigrated some years before to Holland, and it was to this man that the
De Pre family reported.

His name was Vermaas and he held two jobs, each of which proved crucial to De Pre: during the
week he worked in a dark, drafty weigh-house where shipments of timber, grain and herring from the
Baltic were weighed and forwarded to specialized warehouses; on Sunday he served as custodian of
the little church near the canals where only French was spoken. Here Protestants from the Spanish
Netherlands and Huguenots from France gathered to worship God in the Calvinist manner, and few
churches in Christendom could have had a more devout membership than this. Each person who came
to pray on Sunday was an authentic religious hero who had sacrificed position, security and
wealth/and often the lives of family membersto persevere in Calvinism. Some, like the De Pres, had
crept at night across two enemy countries or three in order to sing on Sundays the Psalm that
Huguenots had taken specially to their hearts:

'T called upon the Lord in distress: the Lord answered me, and set me in a large place.'

Amsterdam with its burgeoning riches and crowding fleets was indeed a large place, spacious in
wealth and freedom, and Vermaas epitomized the spirit of the town, for he was a big man, burly in the
shoulders and with a wide space between his eyes.

Intuitively he liked Paul de Pre, and when he learned how this resolute family had fled French
tyranny, he embraced them. "There's a good chance I can find you work at the weigh-house,' he assured
Paul, and to Marie he said, 'I know a little house near the waterfront. Not much, but it's a foothold.'

Vermaas was master weigh-porter, and Paul sensed immediately the importance of this position.
Never before had he seen such scales: huge timbered affairs with pans that weighed as much as a man,
but so delicately balanced that they could weigh a handful of grain. To these scales, each taller than
two men, came the riches of the Baltic. Stout little ships, manned by Dutch sailors, penetrated to all
parts of that inland sea, selling and buying at a rate that would have dazzled a French businessman. At
times the weigh-house would be occupied with timber from Norway; at other times copper, iron and
steel from Sweden would predominate; but always there were tubs of North Sea herring waiting to be
cured by a process known only by the Dutch, after which it would be transshipped to all the ports of
Europe.

'Gold with fins,' the men at the weigh-house called their herring, and De Pre learned to tell when
a ship with herring was about to unload; this was important, for when the workmen hauled in the tubs
of gold, they were permitted to sequester a few choice fish for their families.



De Pre had deposited his wife and children in the miserable shack near the banks of the 1J River,
trusting that he would in time be able to find them better quarters. It was a vain hope, for Amsterdam
was crowded with refugees from all parts of Europe: Baruch Spinoza, the brilliant Portuguese Jew, had
lived here while unraveling the mysteries of God; he had died only a few years ago. Rene Descartes
had elected to come here to conduct his work in mathematics and philosophy, and a score of great
theologians from all countries had considered Amsterdam the only safe place to conduct their
speculations. The English Pilgrims had rested nearby before sailing on to Massachusetts, and it was
still the major center for the rescue of Jews from a score of different lands.

Houses were not easy to find, but with the aid of timber Paul acquired at the waterfront and cloths
with which to stuff the wind