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    A small seafaring nation, driven by curiosity and trade, rides the winds to redraw the map of the world and the boundaries of its own endurance. The Golden Book of the Dutch Navigators follows that arc across capes, channels, and ice-choked straits, presenting the maritime feats that turned a low country into a high presence at sea. It frames exploration as both a discipline and a gamble, balancing seamanship, instruments, and charts with nerve, luck, and weather. Without romantic excess, it lets the salt and toil show, while keeping a steady eye on why these voyages mattered beyond their horizons.

Written by Hendrik Willem van Loon (1882–1944), a Dutch-born historian and popular educator who made global history accessible to general audiences, the volume belongs to the early twentieth-century wave of lively narrative histories. Though concise in scope, it surveys the Dutch seaborne age, roughly from the late sixteenth through the seventeenth century, and situates voyages within their European and world settings. It is not an archival monograph; it is a readable synthesis, crafted for nonspecialists, mindful of accuracy, and alert to the drama that accompanies skill, commerce, and risk on open water.

The premise is straightforward: trace the people, routes, and problems that defined Dutch navigation when wind, canvas, and evolving instruments made long-distance travel possible at scale. Van Loon guides readers along coasts and into oceans, pausing to explain currents, shipboard routines, and the practical arts that turned a voyage into a system. The voice is brisk and companionable, the chapters episodic yet cumulative, and the mood alternates between wonder and sobriety. Readers can expect clear storytelling, compressed technical explanations, and a wide-angled view of exploration as work, experiment, and national project.

Several themes steer the narrative. Mastery of environment emerges through attention to pilots, charts, reefs, and ice. Enterprise appears in the organization of crews and capital, revealing how voyages linked investors, artisans, and distant markets. Curiosity, pride, and rivalry shape decisions, while caution and calculation restrain them. The book also acknowledges uncertainty and error, noting how storms, disease, and misread signs forced revisions at sea and at home. Across these currents runs a recurring question: what do skill and daring create, and at what cost, when lines on maps become lived routes?

The setting is the Dutch Golden Age of sailing, when a compact republic leveraged shipbuilding, cartography, and coastal geography into a global presence. Seaborne networks reached Arctic waters, Atlantic crossings, and monsoon circuits, binding ports and peoples in new patterns of exchange. The narrative situates navigators within this web, where technique met finance and policy, and where a storm off a shoal could affect a countinghouse far away. Without dwelling on minutiae, it sketches how navigation, trade, and state ambition reinforced one another, making the rudder as consequential as the ledger.

For contemporary readers, the book invites reflection on globalization’s older layers and on how technology, data, and human judgment interact under pressure. Its attention to measurement and mapping resonates with modern conversations about information, modeling, and risk. Its treatment of contact and distance, scarcity and opportunity, speaks to present questions about interdependence and responsibility. Above all, it celebrates competence without ignoring contingency, suggesting that progress at sea depended on communities of practice rather than lone heroes, and that endurance—national and personal—was assembled from patient, teachable skills.

To approach The Golden Book of the Dutch Navigators is to embark on a guided passage: not a romantic cruise, but a working voyage rendered with clarity and momentum. It offers scenes of labor, decision, and weather, anchored in the broader sweep of a nation learning how to live by the sea. Readers will find an engaging companion to maps and atlases, a reminder that routes are made, not given. In these pages, wind and will meet, and the horizon opens just enough to hint at the next tack.
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    The Golden Book of the Dutch Navigators presents a chronological account of how the Netherlands emerged as a maritime power during the late sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Van Loon opens with the geographic and political setting: a small, waterbound republic formed amid rebellion against Spanish rule, commercially oriented and skilled in shipbuilding and cartography. The need to secure direct access to Asian spices and global markets frames the narrative. Drawing on travel journals and contemporary charts, the book follows expeditions as they unfolded, linking exploration, trade, and war. It aims to record the principal voyages, their routes and outcomes, and the institutions that enabled them.

Early chapters describe the Iberian monopoly on Eastern routes and the barriers it posed to Dutch merchants. The publication of Jan Huygen van Linschoten’s Itinerario revealed sailing directions and ports long guarded by Portugal. Dutch financiers organized pre-companies to mount long ocean voyages. The first successful expedition under Cornelis de Houtman departed in 1595, reached Bantam in Java, and returned with pepper despite heavy losses. These beginnings proved feasibility, stimulated rapid growth in shipping capacity, and sharpened navigational practice. The storyline follows successive fleets as they refine routes around the Cape, learn monsoon patterns, and establish initial trading contacts in the Indian Ocean.

Alongside the push to Asia, Dutch seamen attempted a Northeast Passage to avoid Iberian-controlled seas. Willem Barentsz led three voyages into Arctic waters between 1594 and 1597, with Jacob van Heemskerck commanding in the final attempt. Forced to overwinter on Novaya Zemlya, the crew built the Behouden Huys, endured scurvy and polar hazards, and eventually escaped in open boats. The expedition did not find a navigable passage, but it yielded improved charts of the Barents Sea and affirmed the limits of that route. Van Loon situates this effort within broader Dutch willingness to test multiple pathways to long-distance trade.

The narrative then follows ventures into the Pacific via South America. Olivier van Noort completed the first Dutch circumnavigation from 1598 to 1601 through the Strait of Magellan, encountering Spanish resistance and severe attrition but gathering intelligence about Pacific coasts. Joris van Spilbergen’s later voyage, launched with greater preparation, repeated the passage, engaged Spanish fleets, and traversed the Pacific to Asia. These expeditions blended exploration with wartime aims and privateering, while mapping anchorages and currents. The book traces how such experience informed later routing decisions and demonstrated that Dutch fleets could operate globally beyond European waters.

Institutional consolidation receives central attention with the founding of the United East India Company in 1602. Van Loon outlines its structure, regional chambers, and the Heeren XVII directors, granting monopoly rights east of the Cape. Fleets under Jacob van Neck and Wybrand van Warwijck strengthened positions in Java and the Moluccas, sometimes capturing Portuguese carracks and establishing factories at key spice ports. Jan Pieterszoon Coen’s policies led to the founding of Batavia in 1619 as an administrative hub. The book follows the standardization of routes, convoy practices, and seasonal timing, showing how corporate organization supported sustained maritime presence and trade.

Further south, the search for alternative passages produced notable discoveries. Jacob Le Maire and Willem Schouten sailed in 1615, identifying the Strait of Le Maire and rounding Cape Horn, naming it for their home port of Hoorn. This route bypassed the Strait of Magellan and challenged earlier monopolies over access to the Pacific. Spilbergen and others continued trans-Pacific crossings, visiting island groups and skirting the coasts of Chile and Peru. Van Loon emphasizes navigational advances, including improved rutters, sea atlases, and instruments, as Dutch pilots refined longitude estimates and monsoon strategies, integrating new knowledge into standard sailing directions.

The book summarizes early European contacts with Australia and New Zealand undertaken under Dutch auspices. Willem Janszoon reached the Gulf of Carpentaria in 1606 with the Duyfken, marking the first recorded European landfall on the Australian continent. Dirk Hartog landed on Western Australia in 1616, leaving a commemorative plate; subsequent voyages named reefs and coasts. Abel Tasman’s expeditions of 1642 and 1644 traced coastlines of Van Diemen’s Land, New Zealand, and northern Australia, extending charts without establishing settlements. Van Loon presents operational reasons for limited colonization in these regions, noting trade priorities and assessments of immediate commercial value.

Dutch activity in the North Atlantic and North America also features. Sailing for the Dutch in 1609, Henry Hudson explored the river later bearing his name, prompting fur trade and the eventual establishment of New Netherland. The Dutch West India Company organized Atlantic ventures, combining commerce with conflict against Iberian rivals. The narrative incorporates developments in cartography by figures such as the Blaeu family, whose charts supported navigation from Spitsbergen whaling grounds to Caribbean waters. Van Loon interrelates exploration, fortification, and convoy protection, showing how discoveries translated into trading posts, mapped sea lanes, and enduring geographic names.

Closing chapters synthesize the cumulative impact of these voyages. The book presents a progression from initial attempts to a coordinated global network linking Europe to Asia, Africa, and the Americas. It notes how competition, prolonged wars, and rising English and French maritime power gradually constrained Dutch primacy, even as Dutch charts, pilotage, and port knowledge remained influential. Van Loon’s purpose is to record the navigators, their routes, and the institutional mechanisms that made such enterprises possible. The overall message underscores disciplined organization, technical competence, and persistent inquiry as foundations of the Dutch maritime golden age.
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    Hendrik Willem van Loon’s The Golden Book of the Dutch Navigators is set largely in the maritime world of the late sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, when the Dutch Republic emerged as a global sea power. Its geographic frame stretches from North Sea ports such as Amsterdam, Hoorn, and Enkhuizen to the Arctic, Atlantic, Indian, and Pacific oceans. The narrative unfolds amid the Reformation-era conflicts, the Little Ice Age’s harsh seas, and the rapid diffusion of nautical knowledge, charts, and instruments. Dutch fluyt ships, convoy systems, and harbor islands like Texel became launchpads for voyages that the book recounts as both feats of seamanship and engines of commercial and political transformation.

The Eighty Years’ War (1568–1648) against Habsburg Spain created the political conditions for Dutch maritime expansion. The Union of Utrecht (1579) and the Act of Abjuration (1581) laid constitutional foundations for the Republic; the 1585 fall of Antwerp redirected commerce to Amsterdam. The Twelve Years’ Truce (1609–1621) offered breathing space for oceanic ventures, and the Peace of Münster (1648) recognized independence. Van Loon links navigators to this struggle: privateers and explorers advanced a strategy of economic survival and defiance. In the book, harbors, councils, and shipyards appear as civic arsenals, where war finance, refugee talent, and Calvinist discipline fused into a seaborne state.

The Dutch East India Company (Vereenigde Oostindische Compagnie, VOC), chartered in 1602 with the Heeren XVII and six chambers (Amsterdam, Zeeland, Hoorn, Enkhuizen, Delft, Rotterdam), monopolized trade east of the Cape of Good Hope. It deployed large share capital, fluyts, and convoy protection to seize nodes: Ambon (1605), the Banda Islands (1621), and Jacatra, refounded as Batavia in 1619 by Jan Pieterszoon Coen. The VOC enforced spice monopolies by fortresses, treaties, and violence. Van Loon narrates these routes, pilots, and storms while acknowledging their human cost—forced removals on Banda, executions on Ambon, and iron discipline aboard ship—showing commerce, sovereignty, and brutality entwined.

Exploration opened with high-latitude gambits for a Northeast Passage. Willem Barentsz’s expeditions (1594–1597) reached Novaya Zemlya; in 1596 his crew wintered in the Behouden Huys, documenting scurvy, polar bears, and icebound endurance, and mapping Spitsbergen. Turning west, the VOC hired Henry Hudson in 1609 aboard the Halve Maen; he explored the river later bearing his name and New York Harbor, laying foundations for New Netherland. Van Loon uses these episodes to dramatize navigation under uncertainty—dead reckoning, magnetic variation, and mutinous crews—while tracing how such searches, whether toward Nova Zembla or Manhattan, reoriented Dutch horizons from continental war to planetary opportunity.

In Australasia, Dutch pilots sketched the edges of a continent. Willem Janszoon on the Duyfken (1606) made the first recorded European landfall on Australia at Cape York. Dirck Hartog (1616) left his pewter plate at Shark Bay, a benchmark of Western Australian exploration. Abel Tasman’s voyages (1642–1643, 1644), commissioned by Governor-General Anthony van Diemen, charted Tasmania (then Van Diemen’s Land), New Zealand, and the Fiji region, recording fatal misunderstandings with Māori at Golden Bay in December 1642. Van Loon follows these tracks to show how charts—Blaeu’s atlases, VOC rutters—transformed conjectural Terra Australis into measured coasts, even as reefs, leeshores, and storms punished error.

The Dutch West India Company (WIC), chartered 1621, projected power across the Atlantic. It seized Curaçao (1634) as a slave entrepôt, captured Elmina from Portugal (1637), and briefly held Luanda (1641–1648). In Brazil, the WIC conquered Pernambuco and Recife (1630) and, under Count John Maurice of Nassau-Siegen (1637–1644), built a short-lived colony known as New Holland, lost in 1654. Privateer Piet Pieterszoon Hein’s capture of the Spanish silver fleet in the Bay of Matanzas (1628) yielded immense bullion. New Netherland, founded 1624, saw Fort Orange and New Amsterdam grow until English seizure in 1664. Van Loon integrates these episodes to reveal Atlantic capitalism’s reliance on slavery, sugar, and war.

Anglo-Dutch rivalry reshaped maritime supremacy. England’s Navigation Act (1651) provoked the First Anglo-Dutch War (1652–1654), where admirals Maarten Tromp and Michiel de Ruyter refined line-of-battle tactics. The Second War (1665–1667) brought the Four Days’ Battle (June 1666) and De Ruyter’s audacious Raid on the Medway (June 1667), ending with the Peace of Breda. The Third War (1672–1674), amid the Rampjaar, exposed the Republic’s vulnerability as France, England, and others attacked. Van Loon presents convoys, signal flags, and powder smoke not as mere spectacle but as the strategic frame within which trade, science, and exploration survived—or failed—under mercantilist constraints.

Beyond celebration, the book functions as critique of an age that fused profit and power. Van Loon exposes monopolies that destroyed groves to enforce spice prices, the Banda massacres and deportations (1621), Atlantic slaving that underwrote WIC balances, and the harsh regimen that consumed sailors through scurvy, wreck, and low wages. He contrasts regent wealth in Amsterdam with peril on the foredeck and with dispossession in Ambon, Brazil, and New Netherland. By recounting treasure fleets, medway raids, and Batavia’s rise alongside famine, mutiny, and coerced treaties, the narrative questions mercantilism’s moral ledger and interrogates the political economy that produced a golden age for few.
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It was the year of our Lord 1579, and the eleventh of the glorious revolution of Holland against Spain. Brielle had been taken by a handful of hungry sea-beggars[1]. Haarlem and Naarden had been murdered out by a horde of infuriated Spanish regulars. Alkmaar—little Alkmaar, hidden behind lakes, canals, open fields with low willows and marshes—had been besieged, had turned the welcome waters of the Zuyder Zee upon the enemy, and had driven the enemy away. Alva, the man of iron who was to destroy this people of butter between his steel gloves, had left the stage of his unsavory operations in disgrace. The butter had dribbled away between his  fingers. Another Spanish governor had appeared. Another failure. Then a third one. Him the climate and the brilliant days of his youth had killed.

But in the heart of Holland, William, of the House of Nassa[2]u, heir to the rich princes of Orange, destined to be known as the Silent, the Cunning One—this same William, broken in health, broken in money, but high of courage, marshaled his forces and, with the despair of a last chance, made ready to clear his adopted country of the hated foreign domination.

Everywhere in the little terrestrial triangle of this newest of republics there was the activity of men who had just escaped destruction by the narrowest of margins. They had faith in their own destiny. Any one who can go through an open rebellion against the mightiest of monarchs and come out successfully deserves the commendation of the Almighty. The Hollanders had succeeded.[1q] Their harbors, the lungs of the country, were free once more, and could breathe the fresh air of the open sea and of commercial prosperity.

On the land the Spaniard still held his own, but on the water the Hollander was master of the situation. The ocean, which had made his country what it was, which had built the marshes upon which he lived, which provided the highway across which he brought home his riches, was open to his enterprise.

He must go out in search of further adventure.[2q] Thus far he had been the common carrier of Europe. His ships had brought the grain from the rich Baltic provinces to the hungry waste of Spain. His fishermen had supplied the fasting table of Catholic humanity with the delicacy of pickled herring. From Venice and later on from Lisbon he had carried the products of the Orient to the farthest corners of the Scandinavian peninsula. It was time for him to expand.

The rôle of middleman is a good rôle for modest and humble folk who make a decent living by taking a few pennies here and collecting a few pennies there, but the chosen people of God must follow their destiny upon the broad highway of international commerce  wherever they can. Therefore the Hollander must go to India.

It was easily said. But how was one to get there?

Jan Huygen van Linschoten was born in the year 1563 in the town of Haarlem. As a small boy he was taken to Enkhuizen. At the present time Enkhuizen is hardly more than a country village. Three hundred years ago it was a big town with high walls, deep moats, strong towers, and a local board of aldermen who knew how to make the people keep the laws and fear God. It had several churches where the doctrines of the great master Johannes Calvinus were taught with precision and without omitting a single piece of brimstone or extinguishing a single flame of an ever-gaping hell. It had orphan asylums and hospitals. It had a fine jail, and a school with a horny-handed tyrant who taught the A B C's and the principles of immediate obedience with due reference to that delightful text about the spoiled child and the twigs of a birch-tree.
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Outside of the city, when once you had passed the gallows with its rattling chains and aggressive ravens, there were miles and miles of green pasture. But upon one side there was the blue water of the quiet Zuyder Zee. Here small vessels could approach the welcome harbor, lined on both sides with gabled storehouses. It is true that when the tide was very low the harbor looked like a big muddy trough. But these flat-bottomed contraptions rested upon the mud with ease and comfort, and the next tide would again lift them up, ready for farther peregrinations. Over the entire scene there hung the air of prosperity. A restless energy was in the air. On all sides there was evidence of the gospel of enterprise. It was this enterprise that collected the money to build the ships. It was this enterprise, combined with nautical cunning, that pushed these vessels to the ends of the European continent in quest of freight and trade. It was this enterprise that turned the accumulating riches into fine mansions and good pictures, and gave a first-class education to all boys and girls. It walked proudly along  the broad streets where the best families lived. It stalked cheerfully through the narrow alleys when the sailor came back to his wife and children. It followed the merchant into his counting-room, and it played with the little boys who frequented the quays and grew up in a blissful atmosphere of tallow, tar, gin, spices, dried fish, and fantastic tales of foreign adventure.

And it played the very mischief with our young hero. For when Jan Huygen was sixteen years old, and had learned his three R's—reading, 'riting, and 'rithmetic—he shipped as a cabin-boy to Spain, and said farewell to his native country, to return after many years as the missing link in the chain of commercial explorations—the one and only man who knew the road to India.

Here the industrious reader interrupts me. How could this boy go to Spain when his country was at war with its master, King Philip? Indeed, this statement needs an explanation.

Spain in the sixteenth century was a magnificent example of the failure of imperial  expansion minus a knowledge of elementary economics. Here we had a country which owned the better part of the world. It was rich beyond words and it derived its opulence from every quarter of the globe. For centuries a steady stream of bullion flowed into Spanish coffers. Alas! it flowed out of them just as rapidly; for Spain, with all its foreign glory, was miserably poor at home. Her people had never been taught to work. The soil did not provide food enough for the population of the large peninsula. Every biscuit, so to speak, every loaf of bread, had to be imported from abroad. Unfortunately, the grain business was in the hands of these same Dutch Calvinists whose nasal theology greatly offended his Majesty King Philip. Therefore during the first years of the rebellion the harbors of the Spanish kingdom had been closed against these unregenerate singers of Psalms. Whereupon Spain went hungry, and was threatened with starvation.

Economic necessity conquered religious prejudice. The ports of King Philip's domain  once more were opened to the grain-ships of the Hollanders and remained open until the end of the war. The Dutch trader never bothered about the outward form of things provided he got his profits. He knew how to take a hint. Therefore, when he came to a Spanish port, he hoisted the Danish flag or sailed under the colors of Hamburg and Bremen. There still was the difficulty of the language, but the Spaniard was made to understand that this guttural combination of sounds represented diverse Scandinavian tongues. The tactful custom-officers of his Most Catholic Majesty let it go at that, and cheerfully welcomed these heretics without whom they could not have fed their own people.

When Jan Huygen left his own country he had no definite plans beyond a career of adventure; for then, as he wrote many years later, "When you come home, you have something to tell your children [3q]when you get old." In 1579 he left Enkhuizen, and in the winter of the next year he arrived in Spain. First of all he did some clerical work in the town of Seville, where  he learned the Spanish language. Next he went to Lisbon, where he became familiar with Portuguese. He seems to have been a likable boy who did cheerfully whatever he found to do, but watched with a careful eye the chance to meet with his next adventure. After three years of a roving existence, with rare good luck, he met Vincente da Fonseca, a Dominican who had just been appointed Archbishop of Goa in the Indies. Jan Huygen obtained a position as general literary factotum to the new dignitary and also acted as purser for the captain of the ship.

At the age of twenty he was an integral member of a bona-fide expedition to the mysterious Indies. Through his account of this trip, printed in 1595, the Dutch traders at last learned to know the route to the Indies. The expedition left Lisbon on Good Friday of the year 1583 with forty ships. During the first few weeks nothing happened. Nothing ever happened during the first weeks on any of those expeditions. The trouble invariably began after the first rough weather. In this instance  everything went well until the end of April, when the coast of Guinea had been reached. Then the fleet entered a region of squalls and severe rainstorms. The rain collected on the decks and ran down the hatchways. A dozen times or so a day the fleet had to come to a stop while all hands bailed out the water which filled the holds. When it did not rain the sun beat down mercilessly, and soon the atmosphere of the soaked wood became unpleasant. To make things worse the drinking water was no longer fresh, and smelled so badly that one could not drink it without closing the unfortunate nose that came near the cup.

On the whole the printed work of Jan Huygen does not show him as an admirer of the Portuguese or their system of navigation. In all his writing he gives us the impression of a very sober-minded young Hollander with a lot of common sense. Portugal had then been a colonial power for many years and showed unmistakable signs of deterioration. The people had been too prosperous. They were no longer willing to defend their own interests against  other and younger nations. They still exercised their Indian monopoly because it had been theirs for so long a time that no one remembered anything to the contrary. But the end of things had come. Upon every page of Jan Huygen's book we find the same evidence of bad organization, little jealousies, spite, disobedience, cowardice, and lack of concerted action.

When only a few weeks from home this fleet of forty ships encountered a single small French vessel. Part of the Portuguese crew of the fleet was sick. The others made ready to flee at once. After a few hours it was seen that the Frenchman had no evil intentions, and continued his way without a closer inspection of his enemies. Then peace returned to the fleet of Fonseca.

A few days later the ship reached the equator. The customary initiation of the new sailors, followed by the usual festivities and a first-class drunken row, took place. The captain was run down and trampled upon by his men, tables and chairs were upset, and the crew fought one another  with knives. This quarrel might have ended in a general murder but for the interference of the archbishop, who threw himself among the crazy sailors, and with a threat of excommunication drove them back to work. Half a dozen were locked up, others were whipped, and the ships continued their voyage in this happy-go-lucky fashion. Then it appeared that nobody knew exactly where they were. Observations finally showed that the fleet was still fifty miles west of the Cape of Good Hope. As a matter of fact, they had passed the cape several days before, but did not discover their error until a week later. Then they sailed northward until they reached Mozambique, where they spent two weeks in order to give the crew a rest and to repair the damages of the equatorial fight. On the twentieth of August they continued their voyage until the serpents which they saw in the water showed them that they were approaching the coast of India. From that time on luck was with the expedition. The ships reached the coast near the town of destination. After a remarkably  short passage of only five months and thirteen days the fleet landed safely in Goa.

Jan Huygen was very proud of the record of his ship. Only thirty people had died on the voyage. It is true that all the people on board had been under a doctor's care, and every one of the sailors and passengers had been bled a few times; but thirty men buried during so long a voyage was a mere trifle. In the sixteenth century, if fifty per cent. of the men returned from an Indian voyage, the trip was considered successful.

The next five years Jan Huygen spent in Goa with his ecclesiastical master. He was intrusted with a great deal of confidential work, and became thoroughly familiar with all the affairs of the colony. In Goa he heard wonderful tales about the great Chinese Empire, many weeks to the north. He began to collect maps for an expedition to that distant land, but lack of funds made him put it off, and he never went far beyond the confines of the small Portuguese settlement.

Unfortunately, at the end of five years the  archbishop died, and Jan Huygen was without a job. As he had had news that his father had died, he now decided to go back to Enkhuizen to see what he could do for his mother. Accordingly, in January of the year 1589, he sailed for home on board the good ship Santa Maria. It was the same old story of bad management: The ships of the return fleet were all loaded too heavily. The handling of the cargo was left entirely to ship-brokers, and these worthies had developed a noble system of graft. Merchandise was loaded according to a regular tariff of bribes. If you were willing to pay enough, your goods went neatly into the hold. If you did not give a certain percentage to the brokers, your bags and bales were stowed away somewhere on a corner of a wharf exposed to the rain and the sea. Very likely, too, the first storm would wash your valuable possessions overboard.

When the Santa Maria left, her decks were stacked high with disorderly masses of colonial products. The sailors on duty had to make a path through this accumulated stuff, and the  captain lacked the authority to put his own ship in order. A few days out a cabin-boy fell overboard. The sea was quiet, and it would have been possible to save the child, but when the crew ran for a boat, it was found to be filled with heavy boxes. By the time the boat was at last lowered the boy had drowned.

The Santa Maria sailed direct for the Cape. There it fell in with another vessel called the San Thome, and it now became a matter of pride which ship could round the cape first. Severe western winds made the Santa Maria wait several days. The San Thome, however, ventured forth to brave the gale. When finally the storm had abated and the Santa Maria had reached the Atlantic Ocean, the bodies and pieces of wreckage which floated upon the water told what had happened to the other vessel. This, however, was only the beginning of trouble. On the fifth of March the Santa Maria was almost lost. Her rudder broke, and it could not be repaired. A storm, accompanied by a tropical display of thunder and lightning, broke loose. For more than forty-eight  hours the ship was at the mercy of the waves. The crew spent the time on deck absorbed in prayer. When little electric flames began to appear upon the masts and yards (the so-called St. Elmo's fire[4], a spooky phenomenon to all sailors of all times), they felt sure that the end of the world had come. The captain commanded all his men to pray the "Salvo corpo Sancto," and this was done with great demonstrations of fervor. The celestial fireworks, however, did not abate. On the contrary the crew witnessed the appearance of a five-pointed crown, which showed itself upon the mainmast, and was hailed with cries of the "crown of the Holy Virgin." After this final electric display the storm went on its way.

In his sober fashion Jan Huygen had looked on. He did not take much stock in this sudden piety, and called it "a lot of useless noise." Then he watched the men repairing the rudder. It was discovered that there was no anvil on board the ship, and a gun was used as an anvil. A pair of bellows was improvised out of some old skins. With this contrivance some sort of 

 steering-gear was finally rigged up, and the voyage was continued. After that, except for occasional and very sudden squalls, when all the sails had to be lowered to save them from being blown to pieces, the Santa Maria was past her greatest danger, though the heavy seas caused by a prolonged storm proved to be another obstacle. No further progress was possible until the ship had been lightened. For this purpose the large boat and all its valuable contents were simply thrown overboard.

[image: map of the spice islands]

The recital of Jan Huygen's trip is a long epic of bungling. The captain did not know his job; the officers were incompetent; the men were unruly and ready to
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