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PREFACE

Trere is no lack of excellent one-volume narrative histories of the
United States, in which the political, military, diplomatic, social, and
economic strands have been skillfully interwoven. The author has had
no wish to work in that somewhat crowded field in writing the volume
now offeréd. He has desired rather to paint a picture, with broad strokes
of the brush, of the variegated past which has made our national story,
and at the same time to try to discover for himself and others how the
ordinary American, under which category most of us come, has become
what he is to-day in outlook, character, and opinion.

His own ancestors, in one line, came from Spain to settle in South
America in 1558; in another line, that of his name, from England to
settle in Virginia in 1658. He himself was Northern in birth and up-
bringing. He has spent, in the aggregate, a fair number of years in
residence in lands other than his own. His family have played their parts
in the settlement and development of the two continents of the New
World; and he himself has lived enough in the Old to be able to realize
the differences which now divide the citizens of the one from the other.
Conscious, on the one hand, of no sectional prejudices, but only of
being an American, on the other he has grown increasingly conscious of
how different an American now is from the man or woman of any other
nation. He has been equally interested in the whole colorful pageant of
the great epic which is our history, and in trying to discover how we
became what we have become. This book was written from these two
standpoints. He has endeavored in particular to trace the beginnings at
their several points of entry of such American concepts as “bigger and
better,” of our attitude toward business, of many characteristics which are
generally considered as being “typically American,” and, in especial, of
that American dream of a better, richer, and happier life for all our
citizens of every rank which is the greatest contribution we have as yet
made to the thought and welfare of the world. That dream or hope has
been present from the start. Ever since we became an independent
nation, each generation has seen an uprising of the ordinary Americans
to save that dream from the forces which appeared to be overwhelming
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and dispelling it. Possibly the greatest of these struggles lies just ahead of
us at this present time—not a struggle of revolutionists against established
order, but of the ordinary man to hold fast to those rights to “life, liberty,
and the pursuit of happiness” which were vouchsafed to us in the past in
vision and on parchment.

For permission to quote the verses through the text, the author’s
most hearty thanks are due to Mr. Carl Sandburg and his publishers,
Messrs. Harcourt, Brace and Company, for the quotations from The
American Songbag; to the Grafton Press for those from George G. Kor-
son’s Songs and Ballads of the Anthracite Miner; to John A. Lomax,
Collector and Editor of Cowboy Songs, and to Mr. Vachel Lindsay for
the lines from his poem, “The Sante F¢ Trail”’—both volumes published
by the Macmillan Company; to the Harvard University Press for quota-
tions from Newman I. White’s American Negro Folk Songs; to Hough-
ton Mifflin Company for those from the works of Lowell and Whittier,
and for the passage from The Letters of Sir Cecil Spring-Rice. To
Harms, Incorporated, he is indebted for special permission to quote the
words of “OI’ Man River.” Professor Allan Nevins, of Columbia Uni-
versity, Mr. Edward Weeks, of the Atlantic Monthly Press, and Mr.
M. A. DeWolfe Howe have made many valuable suggestions, which are
cordially acknowledged.

James TrusLow Apams

Washington, D. C.
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SarL—sail thy best, ship of Democracy!

Of value is thy freight—'t is not the Present only,

The Past is also stored in thee!

Thou holdest not the venture of thyself alone—not of the western
continent alone;

Earth’s résumé entire floats on thy keel, O ship—is steadied by thy
spars;

With thee Time voyages in trust, the antecedent nations sink or swim
with thee,

With all their ancient struggles, martyrs, heroes, epics, wars, thou bearest
the other continents;

Theirs, theirs as much as thine, the destination-port triumphant;

Steer then with good strong hand and wary eye, O helmsman—thou
carriest great companions,

Venerable, priestly Asia sails this day with thee,

And royal feudal Europe sails with thee. . .

How can I pierce the impenetrable blank of the future?

Ifeel thy ominous greatness, evil as well as good;

I watch thee, advancing, absorbing the present, transcending the past;
I see thy light lighting and thy shadow shadowing, as if the entire globe;
But I do not undertake to define thee—hardly to comprehend thee.

—WaLtr WHiTMAN
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PROLOGUE
I. FROM TIME IMMEMORIAL

No date marks the beginning of our tale. With the exception of the
Aztecs and the Mayas, no aboriginal American knew a calendar, and
for all those who lived within the bounds of what is now our country,
time was dateless. It simply flowed as it had always flowed from time
immemorial, marked by the seasons, by birth and life and death. How
long the Indians had been here or whence they came, we know no
more than they.

The continent on which they dwelt, on which beyond the furthest
reach of native myth they had forever worked and played, loved and
warred, had remained unknown to all the world except themselves. Its
northern limits stretched into the frozen death of arctic ice. Its eastern
and western shores were washed by limitless seas. Lying like a vast
triangle with its base at the north, its apex rested upon the base of
another vast triangle at the south—its sister continent, whose apex in
turn pointed to the southern pole.

Its structure was simple as its extent was vast. Within the limits of our
own land, which was in time to stretch across it in its more temperate
zone like a colossal band, there is a comparatively narrow coastal plain,
flanked on the west by the rampart of the Appalachian range of moun-
tains. Beyond that is the gigantic valley drained by the Mississippi,
flanked in its turn by the successive ranges of the Cordilleras. Westward



2 EPIC OF AMERICA

once more is the slope to the Pacific. Of the three thousand miles from
shore to shore, more than one third is occupied by the great central
valley, the most spacious habitation for human life to be found in the
world. In the centuries of which we are writing, one million three
hundred thousand square miles of the continent—most of it, indeed,
except the central prairies and plains, the western mountains, and the
arid regions to the southwest—were covered by primeval forests of great
density. A squirrel might have leaped from bough to bough for a thou-
sand miles and never have seen a flicker of sunshine on the ground, so
contiguous were the boughs and so dense the leafage.

The varied surface of the land was modeled by a giant hand. In the
north a group of great lakes, covering nearly a hundred thousand square
miles, held half the fresh water of the entire world. The falls where
these waters from the first four tumbled into the last of the lakes were
over a mile wide. In the great central valley of the Mississippi, drained
by a river system four thousand miles long, one could travel in a straight
line for a couple of thousand miles across rolling prairies and plains,
from the heat of the great Gulf to the cold of the north. The whole
valley slowly rises from east to west like a tilted floor until in the Far
West the level ground is five thousand feet above the sca. It is there
closed in on the west by range after range of one of the great mountain
systems of the earth, rising to heights of over fourteen thousand feet
and traversable by man at only a few points. On the western side of the
watershed, the Colorado River tears its way to the narrow Gulf of Cali-
fornia at the bottom of canyons of which one is twenty miles wide,
three hundred miles long, and averages over a mile in depth, forming
what has been called by scientists the “grandest natural geological section
known.” In places on the Pacific slope trees grew to a height of far
over two hundred feet, and one still standing, with a girth of ninety-
three feet, is estimated to be four thousand years old, perhaps the oldest
living creature in the world.

In a country of such vast extent, the scenery and local conditions
varied greatly. The Northeast of rolling hills and low mountains, wholly
covered with forest and dotted with a thousand gem-like lakes, had
nothing in common with the waterless cactus-spotted deserts of the
Southwest; nor had the Southeast of low-lying sandy pine barrens, humid
swamps, and slow-moving mud-brown rivers with the Northwest of
bright cascades, snow-capped mountains, and highlands reaching down
to the blue Pacific. There was equally striking contrast between the
wide horizons of the ocean-like plains and the endless complexity of
the barren and forbidding western mountains. The climate was also of



PROLOGUE 3

infinite variety, from the tropical and moist heat of the low-lying gulf
coasts to the dry air of the high western plateaus or the long cold of the
Maine winters and the blizzard-swept plains of the northern central
valley.

The distances between these different sections were vast, as were the
extents of the several sections themselves. Moreover, owing to the sim-
plicity of the continental structure and the fact that the mountain bar-
riers lay from north to south, the climate of almost all sections was one
of extremes. More particularly up and down the Atlantic Coast and the
central valley there was nothing to break the force of winds sweeping
southward from the Arctic or northward from the equator. Even in
most of the parts furthest south there could be killing frosts in winter,
while the inhabitants of the furthest north could swelter with the heat of
summer. For the most part throughout the continent the climate seems
always to have been one which tended to produce a high nervous tension
in the living beings subjected to it, even the savages, not only from its
sudden changes, but from some quality which we do not know. In
every way the land was one of strong contrasts rather than of softly
graded tones, a land of dazzling light and sharp shadows, of drought
and overwhelming flood, of sunshine and appalling storm.

Deep in its soil, all but unknown to its first inhabitants, were fabulous
riches of coal and iron, of silver and gold, of copper and oil, and other
things of which for the most part the savages neither felt the need nor
knew the use. Far more important to them were the vast herds of buffalo
which roamed the plains by millions; the myriads of fur-bearing animals
of smaller size; the pigeons which at times fairly darkened the sky in
flocks which extended from horizon to horizon; the fish with which the
lakes and rivers swarmed. Animal enemies there were in plenty, too, from
bear and panther down to the rattlesnake and insects which made some
sections practically uninhabitable.

In the extreme lower end of the apex of the continental triangle in
what we call Mexico, the varieties of scenery and climate were more
closely squeezed together. There the distance was comparatively short
between the dense jungle of the tropical seacoast and the cool air of the
mountains and central plateau where snow-capped volcanoes reared their
crests. Here also, in yet more concentrated form, were vast deposits of
precious stones and metals. Such was the gigantic setting, rich in all that
man needs for his latest type of civilization, in which one of the noblest
dreams of his long and troubled rise was to take form and deeply to
affect the thought and life of the inhabitants of all the globe.

In the prehistoric era of which we are now speaking, however, the
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huge continent north of Mexico was so sparsely inhabited as to have
supported only about a half million savages or barbarians of the race
we call Indians. The descriptive adjective “red” is a misnomer, for they
varied merely from a dark skin to one of light yellow. Although of one
generic race, they were divided into a considerable number of stocks,
and again into a far greater number of tribes. Originally there had
probably been migrations on a large scale, but at the time our story opens,
the Indian had developed a settled and not a nomadic habit of life.

It would be both necdless and impossible to differentiate carefully
between the various tribes. In their numbers, their arts and crafts, their
ways of life, they varied to some extent with locality, but their general
characteristics will sufhice us here. They were in the hunting and fishing
stage, although they also raised maize and some other vegetables. The
density of population in any onec section depended mainly on the food
supply, being greater, for example, upon the Atlantic Coast than on the
plains. Chatty and sociable in ordinary life among themselves, they held
to a convention of extreme gravity on all public and ceremonial occasions.
Their nervous systems were unstable and they were of a markedly hys-
terical make-up, peculiarly susceptible to suggestion. Cruel and revenge-
ful, they could school themselves to stand pain as a matter of social
convention, although when unsustained by that they were childishly
lacking in self-control.

Their weapons were bows and arrows, tomahawks, and clubs. As
we pass southwestward toward the Indians of New Mexico and Arizona
we find an increase in skill in such arts as pottery and weaving, although
the finest designing was on the northwest coast. The houses were rude,
ranging from mere wigwams and tepees to the “long houses” of the
Iroquois, until again we reach the Southwest, where we find the stone or
adobe communal dwellings of the “pueblo” Indians and the “cliff dwell-
ers,” which, unlike almost any other primitive dwellings, sometimes rose
six stories and contained great numbers of rooms. Defense was a primary
object in such buildings as these, and they were often located far from
the fields which were tilled by the community.

The country was sparsely settled, considering its size and the number
of inhabitants, but we must recall that it takes a large area to support a
people in the hunting stage of culture. Although in many cases the
roughly defined hunting grounds for each tribe were vast, they were
considered none too large by their possessors, who sometimes traveled
great distances within their own territories, having occasionally, as in
the case of the Iroquois, to pass through the territory of a hostile tribe.
War between tribes, save when treaties had been made for a period, was
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the normal state of existence, and, almost as much as gathering food, was
the chief occupation of the men. For purposes of both the peaceful migra-
tions and the war expeditions, the Indians had clearly marked trails
extending practically over the continent, through the forests, over the
plains, and along portages connecting their navigable streams and rivers,
the routes chosen being scarcely capable of betterment by a modern
engineer. The length of time taken to locate them must be reckoned by
centuries when we consider the vastness and difficulties of the land and
the fact that there were thousands upon thousands of miles of these trails.

For unknown ages this life had been going on in the American forests,
along its coasts, on its vast plains, even in its desert stretches. Whether
the culture was advancing or retrograding we cannot say, but as we go
still further south, to the apex of our triangle in Mexico, we reach a
higher stage. Indeed we reach up to time and dates.

In the southeast of Mexico and on the peninsula of Yucatan there had
dwelt a mysterious people whom we call the Mayas. They had stone
cities, had developed a method of writing, constructed a calendar, and
to some extent we can trace their history back to 418 A.n., perhaps
even earlier, from their own records. From some cause their civilization
fell, but another, that of the Aztecs, further north in the higher lands of
Mexico, arose, based seemingly on that of the Mayas. Unlike the sparse
hunting population of the larger part of America, here we find a popula-
tion so numerous as to be almost incredible, it being reported by early
writers that twenty thousand human sacrifices were offered in one
celebration alone.

These Indians, who had built up so densely populated and highly
organized an agricultural State, had probably wandered down from the
north about the year 1000, and come into contact with the earlier Mayas.
They too had a system of writing and a calendar, and have left manu-
scripts for us to read. Unlike the northern tribes, they had learned how
to smelt metals, and although they had no iron, the splendor of their
gold and jeweled ornaments and dress sounds like a tale from the Arabian
Nights. The palace of the king was of such extent that one wrote of it
that, although he walked through parts of it several timés until he was
tired, he had never seen the whole of it. The nobles wore solid golden
cuirasses under their feathered robes, and the rich wore ornaments of
precious stones set in the same metal, exquisitely chiseled. In one grave
alone four hundred and eighty ounces of gold were buried with their
owner, and a hoard found in one storage place was worth $750,000.
Instead of the shell money of the northeastern Indians, quills filled with
gold dust were used for “small change.” Great markets were held which
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twenty to twenty-five thousand people were said to have attended, and at
which, besides all sorts of food, clothes, feathers, plumes, obsidian swords,
and other things which could be found for sale, there was a section
given up to those who sold gold by weight and all sorts of ornaments in
the form of birds and animals made of gold and jewels.

In spite of the splendor of the civilization and its high social and
economic organization, it differed only in degree from that of the North,
and its religion was ghastly in its cruelty. The especial deity of the
Aztec, however, Quetzalcoatl, a bearded god of white skin who had
given them all their arts and crafts, was supposed to have been averse to
human sacrifice. Long, long ago, so their legend went, he had gone
down to the scacoast, sailed to the east, and been seen no more. But he had
promised to return and was still awaited.



II. THE RETURN OF QUETZALCOATL

Cenrtunies had passed and the “white god” had not returned to make
good his promise to his people. The Mexican calendar had cycles of
years, and the same names were given to those which occupied the same
position in the successive cycles. Quetzalcoat] had said that he would
reappear in the year ce acatl, but an almost countless number of those
years had passed without him. He was still worshiped, and professional
thieves would carry his protective image when they plundered a house.
But he did not come. At length, however, a generation arrived in which
strange things began to happen. In 1492, according to a calendar un-
known to the Indians, three boats of a size undreamed of, with great
wings, were seen by the naked inhabitants of a little island in the
Bahamas. They hurriedly ran to the shore, and soon small boats were put
off from the big ones and strange men with white skins landed on the
beach, where they erected poles with gorgeaus banners and scemed to be
performing a ceremony.

The strangers stayed for many days, and what appeared to interest
them most were the little rings of gold which the natives, otherwise
stark naked, wore in their noses. So, by signs, the inquisitive strangers
were told that far to the south, overseas from the island, dwelt a people
who had vast stores of golden utensils and ornaments. Then the white
men soon departed, and after that several of the natives could not be
found. But not long after, the savages in Cuba were disturbed by the
apparition of these same strangers, who tarried and then disappeared.
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They were next seen from the island of Hayti, on which the largest ship
was wrecked, but the natives saved all the cargo for them out of kindness,
and when the other two ships left, forty-four of the strangers remained
behind. None of these island cannibals had ever heard of Quetzalcoatl.
They were merely mystified by the white men and terrified by the
thunder and lightning which they wielded from instruments in their
hands; but the demands of the forty-four, dictated by hunger and lust,
became intolerable. Then dark deeds happened in the jungle.

One day a great ship reappeared and from black objects on her deck
came a deafening roar and flashes of light, but when Columbus landed
once more there were none of his Spaniards to greet him. This time he
had brought strange animals called horses, pigs, and chickens, strange
vegetables to grow, such as wheat and sugar cane, and it was evident he
intended to remain. The natives decided to kill the intruders. Bloody war
settled down on the island. In three years two thirds of the savages were
dead. They could not fight against the lightning of the white men.

From time to time this Columbus appeared at other islands, and in
1497 the natives of the far northeast coast of America were similarly
surprised by the appearance of a white man who called himself Cabot
and was in the employ of a great chief of a tribe known as English.
With more and more frequency along the coasts of North and South
America did these strangers begin to appear from nowhere across the sea.
They began especially to conquer the islands of the Caribbean and at a
few places to establish settlements on the mainland. After the failure
of one of these at Darien, a Spaniard named Balboa, in 1513, managed to
climb a mountain on the isthmus from whence he could see the Pacific,
and this sight seemed to whet the desire of the white men to continue
their depredations. Six years later one called Alonso de Pineda sailed all
along the coast from Florida to Vera Cruz. Two years after that another,
Ponce de Leén, tried to settle a colony at Tampa Bay. Others made the
attempt at the mouth of the Savannah River, and the Spaniards now
began to hunt as far up as South Carolina for slaves to take back to their
islands. But most of all they wanted gold.

In 1524, Estevan Gomez, who was a Portuguese, searched the coast
from somewhere in the north down to about the bay of the Chesapeake,
but was discouraged by its bleakness and poverty. With all their ex-
ploration for over twenty years, gold had eluded them—that gold which,
as Columbus wrote, “is the most precious of all commodities; [it] con-
stitutes treasure, and he who possesses it has all he needs in this world,
as also the means of securing souls from purgatory, and restoring them
to the enjoyment of Paradise.” But if it had not yet been found, it had
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always seemed at the end of the rainbow, and in 1517 Diego, the son
and heir of Columbus, had undertaken to carry exploration further into
the mainland. In Yucatan the natives who lived in cities with paved
streets and stone temples were surprised one day, when their altar was
still dripping with the blood of a sacrifice, to find the white men among
them. In a sudden battle the intruders were driven off, and after various
adventures further along the coast they disappeared.

In less than two years, however, in 1519, the unwelcome white men
appeared again, under the ablest leader they ever had, Hernan Cortes.
There were eleven ships this time, carrying five hundred and hfty Span-
iards, two or three hundred Indian retainers, and sixteen horses. The
first inquiry that the white men made was after eight of their countrymen
who they had heard had been shipwrecked and taken prisoners eight
years before. Nothing could be lcarned of them, and the fleet set sail.
Damage to one of the vessels required their return, and as they were
lying at anchor one of the sought-for prisoners, who had been kindly
treated, paddled out in a canoe and was received with joy. During his
captivity he had learned the Mayan language and thus gave an invaluable
gift to his rescuer.

Further along the coast, in Tabasco, a battle took place, in which the
white men’s victory was due to the confusion into which the Aztecs were
thrown by the appearance of the horses, although the natives far out-
numbered the strangers. The Aztecs were so won, however, by the
clemency which their conqueror showed them that they presented him
with twenty young women, among whom was a pretty young girl with a
sad and romantic history. She could speak both Aztec and Mayan, and
Cortes, whom she successively served as slave, secretary, and mistress,
thus received another invaluable ally. His goal was the conquest of the
Aztec kingdom, the existence of which had been gradually growing
from rumor to reality for the Spaniards.

That kingdom had recently been widely extended by conquest, and at
the time reached from the Atlantic to the Pacific and far up and down
Mexico and Central America, with its capital at Mexico City, where
dwelt the king, Montezuma. The very extent of the conquests and the
vast number of the population, large sections of which were hostile to
the claims of the king, made for weakness. Moreover, he had antagonized
a great part of his subjects by his pride and ostentation, and by the
heavy taxes imposed to satisfy his pomp and luxury.

During the last decade, also, strange portents had been seen and heard
in Mexico. From time to time tales had been received from the distant
and far-separated points we have noted of the coming of a strange race of
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white men. In 1510, Without earthquake or other tangible cause, the
large lake of Tezcuco had suddenly been disturbed, flooded the capital,
and destroyed a considerable part of it. The next year one of the temples
had taken fire without cause and all efforts to save it had been in vain.
Three comets had appeared in the sky, and not long before Cortes landed
a strange light had flared in pyramidal shape all over the eastern heavens.
The feeling had been growing that at last Quetzalcoatl was to return,
and then, in the year ce acatl, Cortes landed at Vera Cruz.

He and his followers waited there a week, while all was in confusion
in the capital, to which the news had been carried. Meanwhile they
were treated with great courtesy and hospitality by the local governor.
At the capital the question was hotly debated: Was Cortes Quetzalcoat],
or was he not? Opinions were divided, and Montezuma determined on a
halfway course—to send an embassy with rich gifts and to forbid any
nearer approach to his city. At length the embassy arrived, and the
Spaniards were rendered breathless by what was spread before their
eyes. Cortes had sent a Spanish helmet to the king, and this was now
returned filled to the brim with gold dust. There were thirty cartloads of
cotton cloth, fine as silk, quantities of birds and animals cast in gold and
silver, crests of gold and silver thread covered with pearls and gems,
circular plates of silver and gold, one of which the “fair god” estimated as
worth a sum equivalent to-day to about $225,000.

These gifts were accompanied by a message regretting that Monte-
zuma could not comply with the stranger’s invitation for an interview,
as the fatigues and dangers of the journey were too great, adding the
request that the strangers should now retire to their own home with the
tokens of the king’s friendship. Cortes returned the obvious word that
Montezuma’s munificence had only made him the more anxious to meet
the king and that he would come to Mexico City. If the Aztecs had
known “Quetzalcoat]” better, they would have been able to predict that
no other course would be considered.

It is impossible to recount again that most romantic of all historical
tales, the conquest of Mexico by the Spaniard, already incomparably
told by Prescott. The Aztec slave girl played her part, but with all the
fortuitous circumstances in his favor, so remarkable as to be thought
miraculous in his day, one cannot withhold admiration from the great
Spaniard who with a handful of followers, divided and mutinous, con-
quered a large country with a vast and highly organized population in
less than two years, and who showed himself statesman, as well as con-
queror. The riches that he found appeared inexhaustible. The El Dorado
of the white men had been reached. An empire was founded. If all this
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had been discovered within a few days’ journey of the coast, what
infinite treasure might not yet lie within the continent the vastness of
which was beginning to be understood, though vaguely enough.

In 1524, the savages dwelling at the mouth of the Hudson River
probably saw one of the strange ships arrive with a commander named
Verrazzano, an Italian in the employ of a people called French, and ten
years later more French under command of Cartier appeared to the
natives of the St. Lawrence, and for a couple of years they tried to
found a colony there. The savages on Newfoundland now saw year after
year innumerable boats filled with uncouth white men who came to
take huge quantities of fish, and landed on the shore to dry and cure
them.

Meanwhile, having conquered Mexico, the Spaniards sent out many
expeditions thence, and in 1533 a cruel leader called Pizarro went far
south and conquered the native kingdom in Peru, which proved to be
almost as rich in gold and silver and precious stones as Mexico itself.
At the same time the natives of Florida were again disturbed by the
appearance of white men near Tampa under Panfilo de Narvaez, and
fought them off, forcing them to travel along the coast of the Gulf
through forest and swamp. Finally the Spaniards built boats, and fifteen
survived to reach the shore of Texas, where they were captured by the
natives of that coast. The Indians could not be sure what sort of beings
they had secured, and tried the experiment of making one of them, Ca-
beza de Vaca, a medicine man. Thanks perhaps to the suggestibility of
the natives, wonderful cures were made by the white medicine men,
for others had become such also, and for five years they had to serve their
native owners. At length De Vaca and three others escaped to another
tribe, where they also performed seemingly miraculous cures. After about
eight months they were allowed to depart westward, but so great had
their reputation become that they were accompanied at times by several
thousand of the savages. The procession, living on plunder and food
which had to be breathed upon by De .Vaca to sanctify it, wound its
way across Texas to the Rio Grande, and finally, after ten months’
journey through the wilderness, De Vaca himself reached the city of
Mexico, having touched the coast of the Pacific on his way. He had been
gone nine years, and began to tell marvelous tales about having found in
Florida the richest country in the world, so laying the foundation of a
long-lived myth. The rumor was believed by Hernando de Soto, who had
returned to Spain with about $300,000 in gold from Peru.

In May 1539, the long-suffering natives at Tampa, who had now
become used to fighting off the white men, saw nine vessels arrive,



12 EPIC OF AMERICA

from which were disembarked over six hundred men and two hundred
and twenty horses. Much to the relief of the natives, the whites set off on
amarch late in the summer and disappeared into the wilderness.

During the next two years the natives on the Savannah River, and
others on a long route that lay through Georgia, Alabama, and Mis-
sissippi, were surprised by these strange men with white skins who
were accompanied by great droves of hogs and huge animals with long
tails such as had never been seen before. Everywhere the savages at-
tacked the intruders, whose numbers slowly dwindled. In 1542, the
natives had a great victory in northern Mississippi, where the whites had
settled into winter quarters. The savages set fire to the camp, killed nine
men, and burned fifty horses and several hundred hogs.

The intruders set out on the march again, and on May 8, 1541, they
discovered the “great river” somewhere necar Memphis. Having crossed in
barges which it took a month to make, the next natives to see them
were the roaming bands on the prairies, probably in Arkansas. The
savages and disease had reduced the number of the intruders by two
hundred and fifty, and after a winter of great severity they retreated
again to the Mississippi, where De Soto fell ill and died. Sharp-eyed
savages lurking on the bank to watch the movements of the strangers may
have seen a body wrapped in cloaks weighted with sand dropped into
the middle of the river; and rejoiced that the leader of their enemies,
who had told them that all white men were immortal, was dead.

The remainder of the intruding band now started southwestward for
Mexico, but provisions were scarce and the savages were menacing all
along the way. They were successful in turning the strangers back again
to the river, where they built seven small ships and, after liberating over
five hundred Indian slaves whom they had taken, disappeared from view
downstream. Before they did so it had been noticed that the power to
control the thunder and lightning from the death-dealing weapons they
had held in their hands had left them. Four years and a quarter from the
time they had started, exactly one half of their number reached Mexico
again.

Meanwhile the Indians of the plains and the Southwest had been busy
trying to repel other intruders. Tales had been told of the “Seven Cities
of Cibola” of surpassing size and wealth in the land of the pueblos, and
presently the natives of southwestern Arizona were disturbed by the
invading bands of a great expedition under Coronado, numbering three
hundred white men and eight hundred Mexican Indians. These found
the Colorado River and the Grand Canyon, but none of the Seven
Cities; constantly attacked by the natives, they worked their way as far
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north as Kansas, where at one time, unwittingly, they were only nine
days from De Soto's force. The natives had to deal with this new menace
for a little over a year until the expedition returned to Mexico. The
next year, however, 1543, the natives all along the coast of California,
nearly to Oregon, saw the strangers sailing along in ships under command
of Cabrillo, occasionally having to fight thern when they landed.

We cannot recount all the places at which the white men now began
to be encountered by the natives with increasing frequency and forebod-
ing. The strangers were showing more determination to settle along the
Atlantic Coast, and the Indians, with occasional fighting, watched abor-
tive efforts of the Spanish to settlc at several spots as far north as North
Carolina, until in 1565 they finally did effect a permanent settlement at
St. Augustine in Florida, near where the French had also tried twice to
settle. In the course of the second French effort it must have afforded
the natives some hope to see the white men turn to killing each other
when the Spanish who founded St. Augustine slaughtered the French
colonists at the mouth of the St. Johns River. Five years later the
Spanish had secured a temporary hold on the coast as far north as
Chesapeake Bay, and in 1581 built a fort at St. Augustine with the
help of negro slaves imported from Spain.

In 1584, the savages on the North Carolina coast were busy watching
the English try to establish settlements in their land, and were well
content to see them all sail off again two years later. Only a couple of
days afterward, however, more ships arrived, and fifteen men remained
when these sailed away. This time the Indians fell upon them, killed
one, and drove the rest to sea in a small boat. The savages had again
cleared their land, for these white men were never more heard of by
them or anyone. The next year, 1587, more of the persistent English
came, a hundred and fifty of them, of whom twenty-five were women and
children, the like of whom had never been seen in North America before.
Soon there was a white girl baby born who was called Virginia Dare, and
not long afterward the ships set sail and left the colony to fend for itself.
What course the savages took with these colonists we do not know, but
four years later, when ships again arrived, not a trace was to be found
save an empty fort, on the wall of which was scrawled the word “Croa-
tan.”

The English had now for the first time appeared to the savages on
the west coast also; in 1579 a ship called the Golden Hind, commanded by
one Francis Drake and loaded with gold and silver plundered from the
Spaniards, slowly made her way up the California coast to Oregon,
stopping for some time in the bay of San Francisco, where the savages
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watched a ceremony intended to transfer their entire land from them-
selves to some stranger named Elizabeth.

During three generations the Indians north of Mexico had had more
than enough of this strange new enemy who was likely to descend on
them at any moment, but their life had not been greatly altered by the
skirmishings that had taken place. In Mexico the case was very different.

The Spaniards had come seeking gold. They had not only found it,
but they had also found a highly organized society of barbaric splendor.
If the white men robbed the Indians of their independence and wealth,
they also felt that they had a gift of priceless value to bestow in return—
the gift of the Christian religion, as they understood it, and of eternal
salvation. With all their cruelty, it never occurred to the Spaniards but
that the Indian was a human soul to be saved, as well as exploited. In
the new empire that Cortes built up, the Indian might be socially and
economically subordinate, but he had his rights as an integral part of
the common society, and Spanish civilization as transplanted to Mexico
was a civilization in which the Indian was included and in which he
survived, mixing his blood in marriage with the whites. That fact was of
prime importance for the savage and the white man both.

Within a century from the time the first Spaniard arrived, the change
from the Indian point of view had been immensc. He had been taught
the Catholic faith, and if it was not very well understood, perhaps, by
either race, nevertheless the bloody sacrifice of life of the old religion had
become a thing of the past. No longer were vast numbers of victims
slain at one ceremony to appease an angry god. A new civilization had
arisen with startling rapidity, a civilization in which the Indian was
expected to take a part, albeit it was to a great extent an exploited and
unhappy one.

By 1574 there were about two hundred Spanish cities and towns in
America with a population of a hundred and sixty thousand Spaniards,
mostly men. Schools for the Indians were spread broadcast in the Indian
villages, and as early as 1522 one attended by over a thousand Indian
boys was established in Mexico City, where the pupils were taught
handicrafts and the fine arts as well as the usual branches of learning.
Thirteen years later the first institution for higher learning in the New
World was established especially for natives in the same city, where
there was also a college for Indian girls. In 1551 the University of
Mexico was founded, one of the chairs being that of the Indian lan-
guages, and among the important books published on Mexican printing
presses, of which there were seven or eight in this century, were gram-
mars and dictionaries of the Mexican tongue.
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The civilization which was opened to the Indians, and in which in
many cases they rose to local offices, at least, of importance, was an
amazing one to be projected in so short a time. There were over fifty
booksellers in Mexico in this first century, in the last quarter of which
over thirty thousand books were imported from Spain. Others of great
and lasting importance on anthropology, linguistics, and history were
written in Mexico itself by its own scholars. A large number of works,
mostly religious, were printed in the native languages. In 1573, the
foundation was laid for the Cathedral of Mexico, the greatest among the
innumerable churches which had been built throughout the country,
and which yet remains the largest and grandest church building in
North America. In these buildings the Indian often saw cxamples of
European painting in the pictures hung over the altars, and in this
century a Mexican school of art led by Alunso Vasques and Rodrigo de
Cifuentes had already sprung into life. Another indication of the vigor
of the interest in the arts is to be found in the fact that in 1585 over
three hundred aspiring authors contested for a prize in literature.

The Spaniards had also done much to increase the resources of the
country. They shipped in so many cattle and horses and jennies for
breeding mules that within a few generations these were running wild
all over the country and were hunted instcad of being bred. Cotton and
sugar were planted, and by 1590 the sugar mills were exporting two
hundred thousand pounds a year from Santo Domingo alone, where the
Indians had learned to cat beef instead of human flesh, and to work at
agriculture instead of hunting and war. Flowers of all sorts were in-
troduced, and in 1552 Mass was said at one of the churches over the
seeds of roses on the altar, which were soon to make all New Spain
rich in fragrant blossoms.

But gold and silver were still the compelling lure. Annually the great
fleet carried about fifteen million dollars in gold and treasure to Spain.
Thousands of unhappy Indians toiled in the mines of Potosi and others
almost as rich. But north of the Mexican border life was going on un-
changed, as it had from the beginning, except for occasional appearances
of white men to be humored or killed. The only change was that cattle
and horses, which the Spaniards had brought and which were now
roaming Mexico by the hundred thousand, were found, a