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FOREWORD

*“I have but one object : to bare the mysteries that the jungle fastnesses of
South America have concealed for so many centuries. We are encouraged
in our hope of finding the ruins of an ancient, white civilisation and the
degenerate offspring of a once cultivated race.” . . .

(The last message sent to London over the Overland
Brazilian Telegraph in Rondonia, by Colonel P. H.
Fawecett, on April 20, 1925.)

To the above message to Britain, from the first, but, I hope, not
the last of the British conquistadores who conquered South America
by brains and courage, not by rapine and blood and banditry, the
author ventures to add that he has tried as best he may to fill up the
lacunae, which fate ordained that this soldier and explorer of the
Legion of Frontiersmen, forever pushing forward into the un-
known, should leave with a great question mark across them. It
seems unlikely to hope, now, for Colonel Fawcett’s return from the
lost world of Brazil’s jungles, nearly twenty years after he and his
son and Mr. Rimell vanished. So, having said Ave et Vale to these
brave British spirits, I express the hope that this book may be found
not only entertaining, but to carry farther the trail he, and a long
line of Englishmen, Scotsmen and Americans, from Ephraim
George Squier to Sir Clements Markham and el Gran Caballero, Don
Roberto (the late R. B. Cunninghame Graham), blazed into un-
known and mysterious South America.

THE AUTHOR.

Bexleyheath,
Kent, England.
Spring 1945

Extract from the 1943—44 volume of Who's Who in America:

Wilkins, Harold T.: Author and traveller, born Gloucester, Eng., March 18,
1891, educated Grammar School and Cambridge U.; began as schoolmaster
and went into journalism, serving in all grades from reporter to editor; worked
in Fleet Street, London; travelled in many parts of Europe . . . has done exten-
sive work in S. American archzology and Brit. and Am, archives for pirate and
treasure hunting stories and general adventure by sea and land. . . . Author of
more than a score of popular and general interest books, pubd. in New York,
Boston, and London, Eng. :
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CHAPTER 1
OUR EARTH’S GREATEST DISASTER

“As above, so below. That which hath been shall return again.”
Warning of an Ancient Mpystery.

A rEw months before the outbreak of the Second World War I
was aboard a steamship sailing from Singapore to San Francisco,
making her course for Honolulu. The high, cobalt sky of the
North Pacific had changed to a strange unearthly grey, and the
barometer had fallen. We were, as the radio warned, some miles
and an unpleasantly few hours from the vortex of a typhoon. The
sky seemed to have descended till our mast trucks and the radio
antennae touched what resembled the lid of a flat box or canopy.
Below our keel the sea stretched flat and grey. There were no
waves; but the waters appeared to drum with the pulsing of a
heavy ground-swell above one of the deepest abysses of the North
Pacific. There came a sudden flash of lighting and the reverbera-
tions of tropical thunder. Then the wind unaccountably died and
the sea began to rise and heave. A strange thing now happened.
All over the ship could be felt a singing hum. Our steel hull had
become a gaint ’cello in the hands of some Titan of a maestro,
who was playing a sort of fugue of an apocalypse. The waters
responded somewhat in the way a flat disc will do when sand has
been laid on it in formless heaps, and the vibration of a fiddle-
bow causes the particles to take a pattern.

Looking over the bulwarks, or gazing down from the navigator’s
bridge, passengers and ship’s officers saw that the sea had now
become covered with a vast scum of light grey colour. It was pumice-
ash from submarine volcanoes erupting in a tremendous convulsion.
In port, where the captain had divers examine our keel and pro-
pellers to discover what possible damage the ship had sustained, it
was found that the steel had been scoured clear and bright from
marine foulness and barnacles and the blades of the bronze pro-
pellers burnished till they shone. The tremendous submarine con-
vulsion had filled the deep ocean craters till the surface of the
ocean had become one vast detergent and abraded whatever metal
passed through it that day. Possibly, far down below, there lay,
many fathoms under the keel of our ship, some of the highlands of
that drowned continent called Rutas, in the old Sanscrit traditions
current in the goparams of old Hindostan; or, as others call it, Mu,
Lemuria or Gondwanaland.

But, some ten or twelve thousand years ago when the Great

9



10 MYSTERIES OF ANCIENT SOUTH AMERICA

Deluge of Noah and Ogyges happened, even worse convulsions of
the shuddering earth and sea stretched right round our globe from
the Pacific across South America to the shores of Africa, where
stood that giant pharos called the Pillars of Hercules, right into the
Mediterranean, till they shook the old Levant and a more ancient
Greece. In the skies of terrible night shone a giant comet, or aerolite,
or wandering star, or planet (we do not know which), but which
brought such destruction on the earth that those who survived the
disasters regained sanity only slowly, and, in some cases, never.
(As in that of the lunatic civilisation of the old Aztecs, to which a
definitely paranoiac twist was given, making murder of bestial
sort a rite of barbaric religion.)

Comets, of course, are not identical with aerolites. The comet
has a tail of deadly and lethal gases, usually too attenuated to
poison mankind in the manner described by fantaisiste novelists.
But the comet has also a hard core, or metallic nucleus, enveloped
by a “coma’ that has always, as far back as tradition goes, made
mankind fear and wonder. It has a luminous course of its own
and flashes across our skies like a dog with his tail behind him, and,
past perihelion, may never return, vanishing into infinite space.
But the aerolite is as a cosmic bull running amok in a china shop.
What it may do—and, luckily for us, we have no record of the
falling of such gaint lawless bodies, in historic and recorded times,
on thickly populated lands—has been vividly seen between the years
1908 and 1937, in North Siberia and in Brazil’s hardly explored
forests, where a giant body of this sort laid waste hundreds of miles
of woods and primaeval jungle and bush, and brought death and
destruction upon hundreds or thousands of primitive or savage
people in villages within a radius of hundreds of miles of its
impact.

I was on my way to South America to try how far I could verify
a theory of mine that Atlantis, the famed drowned land, may be
looked for in the splendid and mysterious ruins of her old colony in
unexplored Brazil and parts of western South America. In that
colony, if indications be correct, a very high degree of scientific
civilisation had been attained more than 20,000, perhaps, even
60,000 years ago, in a day when modern archaeologists, who have
never come within hundreds of miles of these great ruins in the
South American jungles, too confidently assert that nothing but
lowest savagery existed, and perhaps not even a vestige of humanity
was found.

True, we shall have to verify these theories, not by waiting till
some iron man of the year A.p. 1960 can dive to the floor of the
Atlantic, way beyond the modern Canaries and Cape Verde
Islands, in order to grope along carved pillars and splendid temples,
clutched in a forest of sea weeds and the lair of deep or middle sea
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cephalopods, or devil-fishes. I think the late Doktor Eckener of the
exploded Graf Zeppelin airship has indicated the way to this know-
ledge ; or the exploration may be done in one of those giant three or
four-engined Flying Fortresses and Liberators now used to bomb
vast cities and munition works, but which, in our new and better
age to come, may be put to solve the age-old secrets now barred to
us by dense woods and wild uplands, beset with vile insect plagues,
and hunger and thirst and legions of fierce unpacifiable savages,
such as haunt the now deadly and mysterious Brazilian Matto
Grosso and the unknown hinterland of the Andean cordilleras to the
east of Bolivia and Perti. Science has much to learn and unlearn,
and the path of the air-minded may yet rise to stars where, alas, it
now befouls the whole earth!

But, to return to the subject of this giant cataclysm, of the day
when South America was the cradle and beacon of the older
world’s civilisation and the home of a humane and civilised race of
white men and beautiful women—as it actually was. This cataclysm
is no theory or fantasy of mine. It happened about 9753 B.C.,
according to the long-lost—if, indeed, they are not merely buried,
to be resuscitated in due time—archives and libraries of the ancient
temples of the Pharaohs at Thebes and Sais, on the Nile. It was
actually witnessed by the remote ancestors of the strange and vanish-
ing race of dwarfs, called Bushmen, still found today in a palaeo-
lithic state of culture, wandering in the dreaded Kalahari desert
of South Africa.

In this book, I find it necessary to start at the end, rather than
the beginning; since there are many intelligent people who have
to be convinced that this cataclysm—told in a rather naive and
garbled form, in Genesis, and certainly no myth—actually occurred
and was no merely local catastrophe of what is now called Iraq.

Twelve thousand years ago—not more than a short hour in the
long history of our planet—the ancestors of the fast-vanishing
Bushmen dwarfs of the Kalahari desert of South Africa were cower-
ing in terror behind big boulders or in the darkness of deep caverns
shrouded by forest and dense jungle. They were watching the
night skies, in awed fascination or shrinking in fright from the hoarse
rumbles and cliff-crashing reverberations preceding and accompany-
ing the most appalling earthquake that has ever shaken and con-
vulsed our earth. And well might they be afraid ! They were under-
going the greatest disaster that has ever befallen man since he had
quitted the monkey trees, straightened his back and become true
man, homo sapiens. Night and day the ground shook and heaved.
On the sea coasts, looking eastwards towards a great island-con-
tinent where dwelt a race of men like gods, who had evolved a
high type of civilisation, terrific tidal waves were rolling in higher
than the highest hills. They crashed on the beaches with immense
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force and a momentum carrying them very far inland, while
colossal league-long rollers came on behind.

Whole countrysides that had never seen the sea were drowned,
while the waves, like some gigantic bore or eagre, swept up the
sides of mountains and even drove backward the powerful current
of deep, wide rivers. Night closed down in terror. There came a
rain of fire from the heavens, which set ablaze great primaeval
forests, or cut mile-long swathes in them when the searing wave
and blast of hot air and gases, preceding the incandescent metallic
core of the immense meteorites, scorched over the woods, rolling
up earth as a scroll of the past that had now no meaning or validity.
As the appalling night wore on the terrifying noises reached a
truly diabolical crescendo of crashing detonations. It seemed
as if Titans in the skies were bombarding the earth with a deluge of
rocks, cleaving earth’s skin in order to penetrate to the magma that
lies deep below. The watchers began to fancy that the heavens
were drawing nearer the earth, which was behaving very much like
a planet that has been forced out of her orbit under great stresses
and gravitational pulls from without.

Came day, or a slight lessening of the nocturnal blackness, and
the light of the sun appeared to have gone out like a candle blown
out on an altar. For many days, indeed, night and day could hardly
be told apart. A great pall of black smoke covered the vault. No light
pierced the blackness, unless the vivid, eye-ball-searing blaze of
lightning of an electric glare never seen before even in that sub-
tropical country, or the white flare of the sudden fall of an aerolite.
At times, when the pall of smoke showed a rent in its veil, the sun
hung like a ball of blood, but the penumbra soon darkened all the
air, as in time of eclipse. Then, an immense cloud of reddish powder
filled the air, and to the terrified Bushmen it looked as if the whole
world were now going to blaze up. The powder was followed by a
rain of fine cinders which covered the trees still left in the de-
vastated forests and blanketed the vegetation.with white.

Now, the watchers and listeners cowered on the earth in the
heart-sickening fear of a man who hears the shriek and whistle of a
falling high-explosive bomb deepening its pitch, before it crashes near
to where he lies. . . . The air was pierced by an ear-shattering
shriek—then another, and another, and another. Four tremendous
explosions made the ground tremble. Men clinging to trees on the
tops of hills were thrown to the earth. Four enormous white-hot
globes had fallen from the sky into the forest behind the screen of
trees. The river that flowed near by became a cloud of hissing steam
which rose into the air of the night and increased the already terrible
heat engendered by the flames, springing up from the mass of com-
gmsscd air, glowing white-hot and incandescent, that is borne in

ont of acrolites,
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Scenes like this were witnessed on a great belt -all round our
globe, stretching from isles of Java and Malaysia, right across the
Pacific ‘to the Andes of South America and the high sierras of old
Mexico and the Antillean islands of the Caribbean, on over the
South and North Atlantic to the shores of North Africa and the
greater Mediterranean basin. They were seen, too, in Northern,
but not Central Asia.

One Bushman, more daring than any other of his cowering clan,
ventured out from his “air-raid” shelter into the night in a lull of
the cosmic bombardment, when the pall of smoke had partly
cleared, and saw, as he said, fwo moons riding in the sky, where
before there had been no moon! Far out over the ocean, raging in
a tumult never before seen by man, a whole vast island-continent
in the South Atlantic had vanished, and a highly civilised people in
millions—whose pioneers had contacted the Bushmen—had been
swallowed up in an abyss which engulfed great palaces and temples
and high towers in the depths of the sea. This is a “legend’ told
among the South African Bushmen even to this day!

(Lest the reader suppose that this is a fantasy of my invention
I may point out that the Herreros, or Ova-hereros, a turbulent
Bantu people of former German South-West Africa, have an
ancient tradition that after a great deluge two white men arrived
among them, as their (Ova-herero) ancestors were refuging on
mountain-tops. They add that these white people became the an-
cestors of the black Ova-hereros, which doubtless means that the
strangers acted the part of apostles of a civilisation from a vanished
continent. The Bushmen of the Kalahari are, of course, neighbours
of the Ova-hereros. Also, the Namaqua Hottentots, in the west of
Cape Colony, report the arrival of what they call a “swimming-
house’’, or Noah’s Ark, very long ages ago, aboard which were
men and cattle. These men settled in the country and among them
was one Heitsi-Eibib, a pioneer of culture who, says an ancient
tradition, “came from the east’’, which may or may not denote an
Atlantean colony of the Old World. In the Sahara desert are
races with traditions of an appalling convulsion which created the
Sahara, and also destroyed vestiges of a very ancient civilisation).

Then torrents of rain, lasting many days—forty, says the story
in the Hebrew book of Genesis—fell hissing on the hot earth.
Across the raging ocean, in far-away Brazil, to the west, aboriginal
Indians who had taken refuge on the summits of the Serra do Mar,
the eastern coastal range of old Brazil, said there were great and
terrible rumblings, both above and below ground. The sun and
stars turned red, blue and yellow, and wild beasts mingled fearlessly
with men. “A whole month passed and our forefathers heard a
roar and saw darkness ascending from the earth to the sky, while
thunder rolled terrifyingly and great rain in spouts blotted out the
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carth, and made day night. . . . People fled to the trees for refuge
against the rising waters, and many died of hunger and cold as
they hung perched on the highest boughs.” (Vide p. 18.)

“Human nature was never lost, even in the days when the
world perished,” says an Aztec Codex Letellier “and so the ancients
celebrated their feast (called Pilquixta) of the renewal of the human
race. . . .

“Every four years the ancients (in Mexico and Central
America) added another eight days in memory of the three occas-
ions that the world perished and so they call it on these occasions,
sefior, because although thkis was lost, that did not perish. They call
it the Feast of Renewal, and so they say that that fast and feast
having concluded, men changed their bodies like children,
and thus, in order to represent this feast in the dance, men sym-
bolically led children by the hand.” (Translated from the
Codex Letellier.)

It is remarkable that in far-away Egypt of the Pharaohs there
was in the great hall of the temple of Rameses at Karnak (Thebes)
by the Nile, a picture, col. 8, with legend of a feast of renewal cele-
brating and mourning the loss of a drowned continent in the Western Ocean.
In those days of the Pyramids, it cannot be suggested that ancient
Mexicans cut or painted such a picture on the walls or pillars of the
temple of ancient Karnak, more than 6,400 miles away.

The ancient Mexicans recorded three great catastrophes, of
which the third was the supreme disaster. They were caused, say
their traditions, by volcanic fires, tidal waters and hurricanes.
They participated together, say the ancient Mexican traditions, in
shaking the earth at various times. Each catastrophe was followed
by an era of ruin, and the destruction of the human race. Men
climbed trees, ran everywhere in their terror, crowding and pushing
together, embarked in ships, hid themselves in caves, got on moun-
tain-tops. The few survivors were so far dispersed that they thought
they were alone in the world. Every four years a fiesta was held in
Central America, wherein ancient princes and peoples prostrated
themselves before the gods, praying gr no return of these calamities.
Dances and feasts celebrated the escape of the survivors.

The Codex Chimalpopoca speaks of a

“rain of fire, which followed the ‘sun of rain’. All that
existed burned and there fell a rain of rocks and sandstone”.

The same Codex Chimalpopoca, containing the history of the king-
donmlsoof Culhuacan and Mexico from “creation downwards”, tells
us also: ‘
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“The sky drew near the water and, in a single day, all was
lost. The mountains themselves sank under water, but the
water remained calm for fifty-two springs. At the end of the
year, Nata and his wife Nena escaped in a hollow cypress
tree, when the waters had drawn near the sky. . . .

“It is said that the rocks that we see, actually, today, were
spread all over the land, and that the tetzontli boiled and bubbled
with a great noise, and that then there also rose up rocks of
vermilion colour. There were two repetitions of these terrible
celestial disturbances, which followed periods when the darkness
covered the face of the earth. One period lasted even unto
twenty-five years. . . .”

(N.B.) This volcanic rock zetzontli is a rock known to geologists
as “porous amygdaloid”. It was used to build most of the houses
in Mexico City. Bustamente, the historian, who commented on the
Mexican history of Padre Bernard Sahagun, says that little volcanoes
surrounding the valley of Mexico to the south-east formed the
tetzontli. Native Indian traditions say that this lava-bed spread as
far as Acapulco, on the Pacific.

Another Aztec codex has a picture of the Great Catastrophe:

“Now, it was in the year Ce Tecpaitl, which meaneth ‘Flint’, on
the day WNahui-Quiahuitl (which signifieth ‘Four Rains’), that
men were lost and carried away to destruction in a rain of
fire, and were changed into birds. The sun was even burnt and
all was consumed with the houses . . . and all the lords perished.”

Reminders of this rain of fire are seen near Mexico City, in the
great lava-bed, Pedregal de San Augustin. Under the bed are
ancient houses and ancient pottery.

The Quiché (Guatemala) ‘“legends”, in the book of Popul
Vuh, paint a vivid picture of men lost in terrible floods and rising
waters . . .

“There came a great flood, followed by a thick rain of
bitumen and resin, when men ran, here and there, in despair and
madness. They tried, beside themselves with terror, to climb on
the roofs of houses, which crumbled and threw them to the
ground. Trees they tried to ascend, which threw them far away.
They sought to enter caves and grottoes and immediately they
were shut in from the exterior. The earth darkened and it rained
night and day. Thus was accomplished the ruin of the race of
man which was given up to destruction.”

The effect on the survivors, rendered insane by such frightful
phenomena which naturally followed on the violent disturbance of
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the earth’s orbit and the 'setting-up of an appalling centrifugal
force which drove our planet farther from the sun, is possibly sug-
gested in the curious myth of the Popul Vuh:

“The creators preserved a small number in memory of man-
kind, of men of wood. . . . These are the little monkeys which
today live in the woods. . ..”

Some of the Mexican myths repeat, in a different form, what is
said of pre-diluvian men and of the later eruption that destroyed
Sodom and Gomorrah, and the Biblical cities of the plain:

“They who came from the east beyond the sea could not
cause the savages of the land to work or worship, and so there
came a great deluge.”

This is a remarkable reference to the coming of the civilised
Atlanteans of old Brazilian Atlantis: the men in black, missioners,
law-givers, teachers, such as the men, Quetzalcoatl, to Central
America; Bochicha, to old Colombia; Manco Capac and Vira-
cocha to old Pert.

The Washoan Indians—a small tribe on the eastern slopes
of the Sierra Nevada who speak a language quite different from
other California Indians—have traditions about foreign invaders
landing from the sea, and making them into helots. This happened
long ago. (Later in this book we shall refer to similar prehistoric
invasions of the South American west coast.) These invaders would
appear to have been survivors from some great cataclysm; for,
says the myth, they made the ancestors of the Washoans pile up
stones for a great temple whereon these ‘“‘great lords might take
refuge”. It also appears that a great deluge rushed in from the sea,
before this temple or Babel-Tower had been erected, and drowned
many of the Washoans and their conquerors. A pharos (fire) burnt
night and day on top of this high tower. Then came a great heav-
ing of the earth and a second cataclysm which submerged the
Babel-Tower and drowned the lords who had fled to it. Only the
top'of this great erection remained above the waters. Another curious
variant of the same myth says that the Lord of the Universe flung
the men who survived the cataclysm on to the summit of a temple-
pyramid far away, “‘as if they were but pebbles”.

The Piman, or Papagos Indians of Arizona and Sonora, Mexico,
say that a great or divine man, whom they call Montezuma,
escaped from some great drowned land beyond the sea and arrived
in a ship or ark on the mainland of ancient North America. Some
time passed and he built a refuge tower to reach the skies, when
thumﬁ:rs from the god of cataclysm destroyed the partly built tower’
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and the sun vanished into heaven along with the Great Spirit,
which, of course, may be rationalised as an eclipse.

The west coast Okinagan (Salishan) Indians, now in British
Columbia and the Colville Reservation in Washington, U.S.A.,
have a tradition that, ages ago, when the sun—which may mean
the satellite that was to become our present Moon—was no bigger
than a star, a female semi-divinity of a race of nephilim—the giants
or demi-gods mentioned in Gen. vi, 4, and Num. xiii, 33, R.V.,
translated ‘“‘giants”, in the 4.V.—known as Scomalt, reigned over
a large island where her subjects rebelled. She drove them all into
a corner, broke off that corner and sank it and them into the sea.
(This sounds like a version of the catastrophe that befell the
Atlantis of the Plato-Solon story). Again, the Kutchins or Loucheux
Indians, an Athabascan Indian tribe of Central Alaska and North
West British America, speak of a great flood and the coming of a
divine or godlike man—a culture hero, common in ancient myths
—who came to them from the Moon and went back there after
he had imparted to their ancestors elements of culture.

Nor did other aboriginal Indians of far North America, British
Columbia and Alaska escape the catastrophe. The remote an-
cestors of the Taimshans of the region of Queen Charlotte Island,
British Columbia, say that, before the catastrophe and the terrible
deluge, ‘““the earth was not as it now is: for there were neither
mountains nor trees”.

In Alaska, the forefathers of the Tlingits took to their canoes,
which were ultimately stranded on the sides of high mountains.
Bears and wolves swam off to board the boats and were driven back
by clubs and spears. Then comes the story of a curious spectacle
witnessed by these ancient Indians, 12,000 or more years ago:

“Our folk landed right on the mountain-top and set to and
erected walls of great height to keep out the rising water.”
Here, they docked their boats, and watched floating past great
trees torn up by the roots, and monstrous devil-fish and other
strange and terrible creatures of the land and sea swam and
floated past, dead or alive or dying. . . . When the tide went
out it tore past like a mill-race . . .”

In the region of the Upper Marafion, or Amazon, the ancient
Indians were terrified by a deluge of hot and steaming water which
poured down on the earth, burning and scalding it all up, and
destroying the great forests. “On earth all was dark as night for
many moons. The sun was completely hidden for days.”

The Coroados, or tonsured Indians, also called the Kainganags,
who live in the country of the Rio Grande do Sul (South Brazil), have
the tradition of a great flood that covered the whole earth inhabited

B
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by their forefathers. Only the top of the coastal range of the Serra do
Mar—the eastern coastal range of Brazil—remained above water.
The Ipurina, of the Rio Purus, Upper Amazon territory, tell of a
deluge of kot water . . . apparently too hot to bring fried fish!
This scalding liquid poured down on earth, burning all up, includ-
ing the forests. On earth all was dark as night, and the sun and
moon hidden. Other tribes in the same region of the Amazon—the
Parrarys and Abederys, and Kataushys—tell a vivid story of
catastrophe, identical with that of Eastern Brazil, supra:

“Once on a time, folk heard a great rumbling above and
below ground. The sun and moon turned red, blue and yellow,
and the wild beasts mingled fearlessly with men. A month
passed and our forefathers heard a roar and saw darkness
ascending from the earth to the sky, accompanied by thunder
and heavy rain which blotted out the earth and made day into
night. Some people lost themselves; others died without know-
ing why things were in so dreadful a state of confusion. The
waters rose very high, till the earth was sunk beneath them, and
only the branches of the highest trees stood out above the
flood. Thither people fled for refuge and perched high among the
boughs. They died of cold and hunger, and only Uassu and his
wife were saved. When they came down from the height they
found not a single corpse or even a heap of bleached bones.”

Out in the Arctic sea, off Northern Siberia, are now desolate
islands with a vegetation of only stunted bushes and the hardiest
mosses. Before the Great Catastrophe these tundra islands were
merely mountain-tops rising over a warm and lush country, where
great monsters, such as mammoths and mastodons, ranged round
feeding on the luxuriant grasses and vegetation of warm pasture-
grounds. Then, raging, rising floods drove vast herds of these
monsters on to the high grounds where they were trying vainly to
seek safety. But salvation there was none! They died by thousands,
of cold and starvation, bogged to the necks in marshes, where,
today, these huge beasts are found complete in carcases, even to the
hide and hair. It is obvious that they were refrigerated before their
bodies could decompose. . . . Signs of thick sediments around show
that a great and widespread flood came roaring on them from the
southwards.

The same thing happened on the slopes of Andean ranges—far
lower than today. At almost the same height as are now the ruins of
mysterious Tiahuanacu®, the city of the dead, 12,000 feet up on a
bleak paramo, at the elevation of Lake Titicaca, Perd, you can

* 1t is, of course that two and two widely sundered peoples were the
m&mmmmma {ahuanacu. i
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today see, in a great plain near Bogotd, the capital city of modern
Colombia, South America, what are called ‘‘the Giants’ Fields™.
This' strange flat is heaped with fossilised and petrified bones of
mastodons, overtaken by sudden catastrophe, which withered
their pasture-grounds, then near the sea and warm and lush. They
too died of cold and starvation—and also of rarefaction of the air,
wherein they could not breathe. For their death was accompanied
by an appalling and sudden rising of their old plains right into the
clouds, more than two miles high! That brings us to the strange
fate of highly civilised Tiahuanacu and its astonishing megalithic
ruins, then located, like the pasture-grounds of the mastodons,
close to the shores of the Pacific. (Or it might, even ages before, have
been submerged under the waters of the ocean!)

That was a civilisation of a reddish-skinned race, with some
subjects who had, in some cases, prognathic features—projecting
jaws—and black skins, as objects of pottery and terra-cotta ware,
dug up from under the ruins, show. So far back is their time, that
the images found in the alluvium are fossilised and petrified. . . .
So suddenly came disaster on them that none but men who were
engaged on duties in ancient mines in the mountains—not then so
high as the modern cordilleras and paramos of the Andes—could
have escaped the cataclysm. And even so, the appalling raising of
the Andes, which certainly followed the great deluge and flooding
in of the sea over the land, and upheaved Tiahuanacu and the
nearby Lake Titicaca, more than two miles into the clouds and
rarefied air, very likely exterminated most or all of the survivors.

Says the most ancient legend current among the modern
Aymara Indians of Bolivia—Pert1:

“After a long night there dawned, standing upright to the
eyes of our forefathers, the great ruins you now see.”

More than 11,000 years later came the gold-hungry conquista-
dores of Don Francisco Pizarro, who smashed the giant monoliths
of ancient Tiahuanacu in order to get out the great silver bolts
which riveted the 200-ton stones, the silver itself in each bolt weighing
half a ton! They also smashed up many fine and very ancient
statues of men, women with babes in their arms, “so real they
seemed alive”, youths and fair maidens, sitting or standing in an
ancient colonnade by a stream once flowing under the great
walls. :

Nor was this the only highly civilised, now dead city to vanish
as a dream in the night on these ancient shores of South America,
when megalithic Tiahuanacu fell. When I was at Santa Fé de
Bogotd, in Colombia, just before the present World War, I met one
Sefior Mufioz, a haciendero who owns an estate on the seashore not
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far from Guayaquil, Ecuador. He set a diver to fish up statuettes
from a drowned and very ancient city lying under water just off
shore. (The age of this ancient civilisation is not known.) The diver
came up with artistic statuettes of men and of women whose hair
was dressed in very Egyptian fashion ! They had the same curiously
long slanted eyes as you find in frescoes in the tombs of the Pharaohs.
On their breasts were jewels carved in stone. The dead and ancient
civilisation must have been, even then, very, very old ; for some of
the statuettes are pornographic—a sign that the makers are of a
race that has lapsed from a higher state of culture.

As said Muifioz to me: “Sefior Wilkins, it may amaze you to
hear that every race in the world is represented in these statuettes,
so incredibly ancient, found under water by my diver. There are
Aryans, Semites, Caucasians, and even a race remarkably like
the modern Japanese! The race had seals like prisms, covered with
hieroglyphs. Also, I have found ancient convex lenses, under water,
there, and also reflectors. They were made of obsidian. . . . They
must have been scientific opticians, even astronomers.”

Maybe, the drowned race, like their highly civilised con-
temporaries the Tiahuanacuans, were ancient American colonists
from the vast, sunken, highly civilised continent of the mid-Pacific,
called Rutas, in the pagoda traditions of old Hindostan, and which,
they say, was disrupted by a series of terrific earthquakes and a
deluge, sinking it far under the ocean, in a day, “before the Hima-
layas existed”.

Sir James Jeans, F.R.S., the British physicist and astronomer,
tells us that, about 2,000 million years ago, a rare event happened
in our universe. A second star, unmoored, so to speak, came near the
vast incandescent and gaseous mass that was our proto-sun. At
perihelion, the pull of the star raised a huge tidal wave of glowing
gas on a zone of the sun. So terrific the pressure became, that the
sun threw off fragments of itself that ever since have been circulating
as planets round our Sun. Modern evolutionists and scientists say
such an event has happened only once in our universe—and this
may be true in relation to the sun. But a modern scientific associ-
ation meeting in Vienna, some years ago, calculated that, in
9684 B.C., our earth, spinning at the poles, sustained a collison with
the head of a tremendous comet. The terrible impact caused the
earth—a spinning top or freely rotating gyroscope—to lurch and
tilt violently at the axis. Followed a revolutionary change in world-
climate—from lush, steamy warmth of a tropical forest, or marsh,
to the intense cold of the ice ages, with glaciers covering the north
and farther south hemispheres.

In polar Spitzbergen, for example, you find under the present
frozen surface of the beaches successive layers of fossilised plants,
ranging over the whole gamut from the tropical and equatorial
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to the temperate and arctic. It is difficult to suggest an explanation
unless you visualise our earth, tilted at the poles, under the impact
of some body from outer space and slowly swinging through an arc
of ninety degrees, so that equator and poles change place

According to another extremely ancient tradition, about
9700 B.C.—this date, as I said, is based on evidence once existing
(in the time of Solon, the legislator of Hellenic Athens) in the
temple archives of the old Egyptian temples of Heliopolis and Sais,
or Thais, on the Nile—a great comet approached the earth. Per-
haps it may have been Halley’s, which makes its periodic appearance
every seventy-six years in our skies, heading towards the sun.
Certain astronomic calculations appear to import as much, though
none can say with certainty. More likely, it may have been some
great, stellar body of a lost or dead world, from outside the galaxy
of our own Milky Way of an “‘island-universe”, which approached
our sun on a parabolic, or hyperbolic course, and, having caused
a grave catastrophe to our earth, vanished, never again to reappear.
Or it may have been our present, dead Moon !

On earth, the times were disturbingly like the present. Dis-
harmony and disunity rcigned over the planet. Live and let live
was an outmoded and despised principle. There was a great world
war raging. Psenophis, the old priest of Heliopolis, showed the secret
temple archives, concerning the story of this forgotten and ancient
world war, to Solon, the Greek, visiting the Nile about 573 B.c.
The old Egyptian priest said the catastrophe happened 9,000 years
before. A race of militarists had sailed out of the Atlantic and in-
vaded all Western Europe and Northern Africa, as far as Libya’s
deserts. They had a large navy and army. Paying no heed to any
nations desiring, in that far-off day, to remain neutral, they over-
ran every country between Gibraltar and the modern Levant,
till they finally confronted one army alone: That of an ancient
Attican race of probable Pelasgian origin. These ancient men of a
forlorn hope of freedom stood in much the same position as did
Britain, in 1940, at bay behind her moat, and defying the armies of
Hitler, who had also overrun most of Europe.

“The earth was corrupt and full of violence . . . the wickedness
of man was very great in the earth . . . every imagination of his
heart was only evil continually.” (So Genesis, drawing on some
extremely ancient, pre-Babylonian source, long lost.)

Militarism and rage for conquest had made a hell both of
Atlantis and, according to the old Sansar legends, of the land in the
Pacific called Rutas (Lemuria), where black and yellow races
struggled perpetually. Aelianus Claudus, the Roman rhetor, who
died A.D. 410, cites a very curious story about conditions in Atlantis
prior to the great cataclysm. It is taken from a vanished book of
the great Greek historian Theopompus, who flourished at Chios,
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in 354 B.C. Only a few fragments of the histories of Theopompus
have survived, and in one of them there is a very curious talk
between a certain Silenus and Midas. (I give my own translation
from the Latin):

“Europe and Asia and Libya (Africa), islands, are girdled
by the ocean. Beyond them are continents of infinite size,
which support great animals, and men double our size, and span
of years. In the same are great cities, with laws and customs of a
life wholly different from ours . . . this land possesses great
quantities of gold and silver, which are reckoned by these
people as of less value than iron is with us. . . . Among these
cities are two greater than the rest: one named Machimus, the
other Eusebius. They are quite unlike. Machimus is warlike;
Eusebius is pious and peace-loving. The peace-loving people reap
the fruits of the earth without plows, or oxen. They have no
need to sow or till. As he said, they live free from sickness and
die laughing, and with great pleasurc. They are so exactly
just that the gods many times vouchsafe to converse with them.
The other inhabitants are continually armed and fighting, and
subdue their neighbours. Sometimes, they die of sickness, but
this rarely happens. Most commonly they are killed in war, by
stones or wood ; for they are invulnerable to steel. . . .”

There follows a story of a great invasion of Europe by the war-
like race of this Atlantean continent, and two people, named Mar-
cellin and Avienus, make statements about this great island-con-
tinent.

Says Marcellin :

“In the Atlantic sea, in the European sphere, is a more
worthy island.”

He is capped by Avienus, who seems to refer to America!

“Fruitful in the ocean stretch lands, and beyond, backwards,
other, shores stretch to another world. . . .”

This battle of Atlantean warriors and “old Greeks” figured on
a peplos, or embroidered robe, which used to be carried round, in
Plato’s own day, in the harbour streets of Athens, at a festival of the
goddess Athena. One old Greek writer, named Crantor, who lived
in 310 B.C., says he actually was shown pillars, in a temple by the
Nile, where the Egyptian priests said there was pictured, in hiero-
glyphics, the history of the drowned continent of Atlantis.

Naturally, however, had the pre-Diluvian-age man been good
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or evil, man of a golden age or necromancer of a race of half-demons,
he could not have prevented the impact of that wandering, cosmic
body from outer space. “What had to be had to be”; for, as the
Greeks themselves said, not the gods on the high hill of violet-
crowned Olympus can deflect by a hair the decrees of death and
destiny.

It may be, as Mr. H. G. Wells contends, that history never re-
peats herself in an infinitely varied and incessant universe; but, on
this occasion, at least, as old Lord Palmerston might have said, she
“came damned near it”.

Suddenly, without warning, as the two embattled armies con-
fronted each other, there came, as the ancient Egyptian records
said :

. . . “violent carthquakes and floods, and, in a single night
and day of misfortune, all the warlike men in a body sank into
the ground, and the island of Atlantis . . . disappeared* into the
depths of the sea.”

The old priest Psonchis, of the Egyptian temple of Thais (or
Sais), made a further remarkable statement :

“There was a rain of fire from the skies . . . caused by a
declination of astronomical bodies moving round the sun and
in the heavens. The great conflagration recurs at long intervals
. . . and those who live on high mountains and lofty places are
more liable to destruction than people by rivers or seashore . . .}

He also spoke of a boundless continent beyond the submerged
island continent, which can be nothing but North and South
America.

Here, as evidence in the shape of amazing ruins of dead cities
in the jungles and on the unexplored plateau between Goyaz and
the Rio Roosevelt of modern Brazil today attests—to those who
have seen them—there lived between 15,000 and 10,000 B.C.,
perhaps even earlier, a highly civilised race of handsome, intellectual
men and beautiful women with classic Greek features, and often
bright red hair like that of Berenice. (But they were not Greek in
origin, nor any colony from old Greece.) They lived in walled
cities—walled not against savages, but the mighty gulf of the
Marafion, the older name of the Amazon. They had a gold coinage,
fleets, cities of shining white stone, with magnificent plazas, paved
with great flags, and exquisitely ornamented temples and great
. i *Vide Plato’s Dialo of Critias and Timaeus, a{:parently quoting Salen, or traditions
in Solon’s family to wbom Plato belonged. It is Plutarch who names the old Egyptian

priests as Solon's instructors.
1’ Ibid'
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mansions, with fine fountains. Their coasts were lit by pharos or
lighthouses, for mariners. Lenses they had invented, and reflectors
they knew—which are the elements of the astronomical telescope.
They built peculiar pyramids, rounded at the tops, and their ruins
—seen still, today, deep in the jungle, for this is no fantasy of a lost
world of fiction—bear many letters identical with those of the
Phoenician and Greek alphabet, as well as other forms of bizarre
and more archaic shape. Native traditions say they used a light
which seems akin to that of the electric bulb.

It is probable that their priest-astronomers had been perturbed
by the increasing frequency of violent earthquakes—such as we, in
our modern world, have witnessed between A.p. 1938 and A.D. 1944.
They had kept a keen watch on the skies, night and day, and
sensed the approach of some cosmic disaster. Before this happened,
this mysterious race of Hy-Brazil* of prehistoric South America
sent forth bearded men in black, of gentle mien and high culture,
to civilise the savages and barbaric races of Central America and
the highlands of the Andes and Colombia. There is good reason to
suppose that the race, like the Carthaginians, hoped to find out
some more stable countries, to which they might flee from the
wrath they foresaw was at hand. One of these pioneers was named
Quetzalcoatl, another, Bochicha and a third, Viracocha. They
were sun-worshippers. There was no temple to a moon. Head-dresses
of this amazing South American race of the pre-deluge are found,
today, on totem poles in British Columbia, and these Indians have a
garbled version of the name Quetzalcoatl, associated with a legend
of an appalling deluge and great catastrophe that shook the earth.
They said he and his brother travelled round, working wonders
and were magicians of a powerful sort. All were in black robes or
tunics.

Probably, over the land-bridge linking Brazil with Atlantis,
the motherland, and North-West Africa and Europe, the same
Atlantean men in black travelled the vast way to Asia, bearing the
same warnings and carrying out the same civilising mission. Says a
Burmese tradition :

“When luxury prevails, fire consumes the world and water
washes it away. A thousand years before the destruction of the
world a certain Nat came from the superior abodes. His hair was
dishevelled, his face sad, his garments were black. He goes every-
where through the public ways and streets, with mournful voice,
warning men of the approaching cataclysm.” (Burma: Asiatic
Researches, Vol. VI, pp. 172-244.)

*Hy or Royal Brazil is the name given in the OIld Irish legends to a lost golden world.
As stated elsewhere in this book, the old Irish, nearest to the Keltic root-stock, maintained

a very early connection with a civilised race across the Western Ocean, and in the cordilleras
of the Argentine, today, there is actually an Indsan tribe speaking Erse!-—AuTHOR.
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It may be more than a coincidence that the name Nat, in the
form of Nata, is that borne by another Atlantean missioner, who is
the Noah in the Mexican Codex Chimalpopoca version of the Great
Catastrophe. (Vide pages 14-15 supra.)

Then came the Great Catastrophe which annihilated this strange
and mysterious civilisation of old Hy-Brazil, the royal colony or
empire of Atlantis.

The day of the world’s judgment was also about to fall on a
strange island with a mausoleum* and temple where mighty rulers
and warriors with Caucasian features met in a sort of Valhalla with
the spirits of their dead. This eerie island, on which hardened
travellers of today, who are sceptical of most things under the moon,
say rests an aura or spirit of ancient evil, we know as Easter Island.
It lies 2,000 miles westwards into the eye of the sunset’s fires from
the South American coast and the other mighty civilisation repre-
sented by Tiahuanacu, the mysterious. Here all round were tall
cliffs on the top of which ancient but very skilful architects and
engineers had designed and erected a colossal platform made of
megalithic stones, laid beautifully together without the bond of
any cement or mortar. The imperious race who made this strange
island-mausoleum were like the Egyptians of the old Pharoahs: they
conscripted, for the work of raising these mighty stone blocks into
position, slave-labour.

Right round the towering cliffs stretched these gallery-platforms.
They rise tier above tier, terrace on terrace. Each terrace, at dignified
intervals, was occupied by the towering figures of colossal men in
stone gazing in calm disdain, or frowning menace inland—and not
out to sea where lay the Fatherland of their great Southern Sea
Empire. A queer “red top-hat” beetled over the great brows of
each colossal man. One figure is thirty feet high and so huge and
spreading that thirty of the English sailors of Captain Cook’s day
easily dined in the shadow of its form, at noon!

The “wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command” on the faces of
these imperious colossi seems to menace anyone approaching the
great amphitheatre from inland. Behind the grand platforms of
cyclopean blocks the thunder of the great Pacific surges crashes on
the beach, while the rude bourdon of the music of the South Pacific
winds roars like an organ above the heads of these Ozymandiases,
kings of kings. There are no fewer than 550 of these tremendous
images of martial men and rulers, mostly without feet. Almost
every face is arrogant and masterful—men of a race of world-con-

* But so obscure is the chronology that the cataclysm which destroyed the great Pacific
empire, of which Easter Island may have been an island-outpost, might have occurred
many thousands of years before the Hy-Brazilian-Atlantean disaster, and contémparaneously
with the cataclysm which, if it did not raise Tiahuanacu from the bed of the ocean into the
closds, two ar four miles above, assuredly, on geological evidence alone, raised it two miles
into the sky from the sea-shore of old South Americal—AuTHOR.
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quering imperialists and militarists. Yet every face is different and
individual. Indeed, it is obvious that they are portrait faces of
actual human beings, and not gods or nephilim. A few have a merci-
ful, or contemplative look—pbhilosophers, or physicians, or teachers,
or sages—but in nearly all the jaw is big, and the chin juts out like
a rock.

This island is a Valhalla-graveyard of very strange sort. The
master-race does not live in it. No; their empire island-continent
lies far over the Pacific, and the slaves and skilled craftsmen of the
corvée, along with their task-masters and the supervising engineers
and architects, and the priests of the Valhalla-temples down the
majestic causeway, inland, are fed, clothed, munitioned and
supplied by food-ships arriving periodically from the Fatherland.

Inland from the giant megalithic platform goes a tramway,
supported on bags of leather-hide which are inflated, to act as ties
or sleepers, as the British call them, to the “railroad” track. Down
this tramway come those giant red toppcrs made of red tufa from a
volcanic crater, inland, to be fitted on to the brows of the colossal
images, on the sea cliffs, on which the crimson top-hats are wedged
with white stones! Arriving at the feet of the images (represented
stylistically at the end of the great trunk), the toppers are rolled up
an inclined ramp, where slaves have the job of fitting them on the
cyclopean heads.

Four splendid stone causeways radiate inland from the plat-
forms. They are magnificently paved, and lined at intervals with
splendidly carved statues of men. They pass on to an open plaza of
great extent where towers up into the sky a domed temple, many-
sided and polygonal, with statues at every angle of the building.
The sign of the female vulva on some of the stones suggests that a
form of the oldest worship on earth is carried on by this strange
race: that of reproduction, of which this is one of the phallic sym-
bols. But another symbol, a circle, sometimes cleft with a rod, and
on some of the images themselves engraved in series on the necks or
backs, imports that they also worshipped the sun; perhaps, an
emblem of a central mystic sun: the unrevealed God.

Close by the cyclopean cliff-platforms are seen queer half-
pyramids, with rounded tops ; but another even more amazing thing
is seen carved on the walls of strange catacombs hidden in the cliffs,
and whose pedestal stones were, with great difficulty, found 12,000
years later by American ‘“‘gobs” of the U.S.S. Mohican. It took them
two days’ hard work to force a way into these hidden catacombs.
They discovered niches with human remains in them and, on the
walls, frescoes or carvings of a queer animal of prehistoric sort, whick
has a cat’s head and the curved form of a man with a bent back and long thin
arms. Zoology and geology know of no such prehistoric monster ; but
it was also found on pieces of very ancient pottery dug up on the
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shores of South Peru by U.S. Paymaster Thomson—who, in Easter
Island, directed the opening of the cunningly sealed and hidden
catacomb. Nothing could more graphically testify to the great age of
this unknown race.

The menacing stare of these cold-lipped, stern-eyed colossi
of the cliff-platforms must have played some mysterious, if not
sinister part in whatever queer or occult rites, or ancestor-cults
were celebrated in this island graveyard. Else, why do they gaze inland
and not out to sea?

A woman’s cyclopean statue has also been found, lying face
downwards in a crater of the island. It was the last to be set up.
But mostly they are of men with oval faces, great eyes and a short
upper lip.

Drawings in the rocks suggest that the race sailed three-masted
ships, and knew of four-footed birds. In some cases, they have ears
with enormous lobes, singularly reminding us of the Orejones, or
long-eared warriors of the old Incas of Perti. How they moved these
mammoth blocks of stone, many tons in weight, often twenty feet
thick at the base and fifteen feet high, is still a problem unsolved—
except for the suggestion of the ancient tramway. The foundation
stones of the colossal platform are of such hard basalt that even
modern tools, with specially tough alloys, would be blunted.

One day, while the slaves and slave-artisans, under thc eyes of
their taskmasters, were putting the finishing touches to a number of
heads of great figures lying in a vast quarry-crater of a workshop
to which the avenues lead from the cliff-platforms—there are 500
colossal human heads in carved stone lying on the sides of this great
amphitheatre, and more or less covered in grass or bush, today—
a stern-faced supervisor, cracking a hide-whip, had just stepped for-
ward to flog the back of a craftsman who had been detected scamping
the work on the back of one of the images, where he believed it
would not be noticed. While the crack of the heavy thong still re-
sounded in the hot air of a windless day, a black cloud seemed sud-
denly to cover the face of the sun. It spread very rapidly to the
horizon. The ground heaved violently in tremendous tremors
that lasted many minutes. The whole island shook to the rim and
tops of the crater. Mountainous waves of an ocean infuriated and
maddened by some tremendous force swept right over the tall
cliffs and crashed on to the feet of the colossal images. The light of
day went out. The night of total eclipse had come. A heavy black
pall covered the vault of the heavens. Strange rains of blood-red
water and white ash, mingled, cascaded on to the causeways and
covered the dome of the great temple of ancestors and ghosts. The
terrified slaves in the quarry-workshop threw down their tools,
heeding not the whips and curses of the taskmasters, who, them-
selves, white to the very lips, began to stammer and to follow the
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headlong rush of the panic-stricken workers to the safety of caves
in a neighbouring hillside.

At the end of the tramway, a gang of many hundreds of slaves
had just hauled a cyclopean statue on to the platform where it was
to be set up, when the island shook and the vast tidal waves swept
right over the mighty balustrades. In the unearthly darkness, as of a
last day of earth, the terrified slaves cast off the hauling-ropes and
the great trunk and head of the statue crashed on to its face, with the
head looking out to the maddened ocean, raging as under the force
of a hundred typhoons. They fled, seeking safety and harbour, as
they raced, many being crushed under the weight of mighty
masonry and great carved stones, toppled over by the violent quakes.
The quarry was abandoned, the keeper of the sacred mausoleum-
temple fled with the rest, the architects, the officials, and the en-
gineers. May be, mephitic gases overtook them on their way to
shelter in the secret caves of the cliffs on that dreadful island night;
but those who managed to survive the long days and nights of cos-
mic cataclysm ran out on the cliffs to wait for the relieving food-
ships that were never to come. (The master-race’s policy did not
permit the slaves to grow food in the island.) For the mighty Pacific
island-continent of Rutas-Mu-Gondwanaland had toppled from
her foundations deep, deecp down into the hell of the abyss, and the
boundless, heaving waters of the ocean now covered a whole vast
land where life, legend whispers, had been one long dream of
paradisiacal bliss, peace and prosperity, until onc of its races, the
men of blood and brawls, had turned it into almost continual
fighting internally, with wars of ancient conquest abroad.

But who were these strange people who left the amazing number
of 550 colossal images in Easter Island, of whom not even the un-
quiet sea whispers tales of old, unhappy things and battles long
ago?

May be, the answer is to be found in the book of Genesis :

“There were giants on the earth in those days; mighty men
who were of old, men of renown . . . and God said the earth is
filled with violence through them, and behold I will destroy
them with the earth.”

The old Goths, in one of the Eddas, say the giants were drowned
in the deluge. (I shall, later, in this chapter and others, refer to the
undoubted existence of giants in prehistoric South America.)
Eupolemus, who wrote a long lost history on the Jews of Assyria,
says the ancient Babylon was founded by giants saved from the
Deluge. It was they, he says, who built the celebrated Tower of
Babel which thunderbolts overthrew, and they were dispersed all
over the earth. (This is a Near East version of the famous storming of
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the gods in Heaven by the Greek Titans.) Euhemerism, which
may be right or wrong, may suggest the story took its rise in the
invasion of all Western Europe by the old Atlantean militarists; for
the story of Eupolemus is that these giants were plunged into ’the
central abyss at the time of the great catastrophe. But it is curious
that Pedro de los Rios, Dominican missioner, in Nueva Espafia,
in 1566, sets down an Aztec tradition that, before the Great Catas-
trophe and deluge, the land of Anahuac—old Mexico—was in-
habited by giants, one of whom escaped to build a great pyramid at
Cholula, made of bricks, passed from hand to hand by a file of men.
The gods in wrath at these Titans scaling the skies by the stair-
case circling their tower, sent down fire on it. As this tower-pyramid
of Babel was subsequently dedicated to Quetzalcoatl, if my theory
be correct, the giants must have invaded the land of Anahuac,
after that gentle man in black had returned to his eastern homeland
—Atlantis, motherland, or imperial Atlantean Hy-Brazil—from
which he said he would one day return.

Fragments of other astounding memories of the Great Cataclysm
are crystallised in Genesis, such as the Deluge story derived from lost
and very ancient books, older by far than the Babylonian legend of
Gilgamesh on brick cuneiform tablets. It is found, too, in the old
Aztec codices of Mexico. The Indians of the high savanas of Colombia,
South America, say the Great Catastrophe befell the Earth before
the Moon shone in the skies! And this part about the Moon is no
childish myth of a primitive race. The old Arcadians, a Pelasgian
race of the Mediterranean, also said a great Deluge overwhelmed
their ancient land—the Deluge of Ogyges—before the Moon accom-
panied the Earth! Their ancestors were thus called, by the Greeks,
pre-Selenites, which means what it says and is not a corruption of pre-
Syllani, or pre-Hellenes, as a too ingenious nineteenth-century com-
mentator made out. It is curious that the ancient Mexicans spoke
of the planet Venus as lighting the eastern skies, and not the Moon.
May it be that these stories, so widely sundered by the oceans,
commemorate the strange fact that 12,000 years ago our present
Moon wandered into the Earth’s gravitational field and was made
captive?

Beyond much doubt, the Moon played an immense, but not
the only part in causing the Great Catastrophe.

But what is even more remarkable is the insistence in the
Genesis story of the Bible, the Babylonian legend on the Gilgamesh
tablets ﬁ'om Nineveh, and in the traditions of very ancient date,
current in Pert of the Incas, that, after the Great Catastrophe,
something was seen in earth’s skies 'that was not there bcforC’ the
Rainbow !

If rainbows were not seen in the ancient Earth it is obvxous that
rain must have fallen in the night hours, when the sun’s light was
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not there to give the prismatic effect of rays in water-drops. If you
had a planet as near the Sun as Venus is, you would find, as in
Venus, that rain, in torrents, falls only in the night. When our
Earth was hit by a wandering comet, or other cosmic body, 12,000
years ago—and one admits the heavy mathematical odds against
such a collision—there was, probably, a terrific force exerted that
tore it from its old orbit, far nearer the Sun, and drove it outwards
into space! If that happened, the year would be lengthened from,
say, 250 days to the present 365 days, and this may account for the
incredible years of the patriarch Methuselah—which make a modern
compiler of mortality tables smile in his beard—or those of the
Kings of ancient Sumeria, which so puzzled the late Sir E. Wallis
Budge, of the British Museum. (He was an Egyptologist and
Assyriologist.)

Fantastic as the theory sounds, in the ears of the more crusted
sort of astronomers, it is very curious that both the ancient Mexicans
and the old Roman writer, Varro, between whom there can have
been no contact, say that, at the time of the Great Catastrophe,
an amazing sign appeared in the skies:

“. .. the star of Venus . . . changed in colour, size, form, shape
and course, and never before or after was the like seen.”

What had really changed was not the shape or course of Venus,
but the orbit of the Earth reeling backwards into space, as the axis
at the poles tilted and lurched with extreme violence. It would have
driven survivors mad, and might have been responsible for the
horrible cults of human sacrifice, and propitiation of harvest-gods,
found in ancient races after the Catastrophe, and reaching a degree
of aberration that approached paranoia among the Aztecs and
Mayans of Central America.

The ancient Chinese annalists record startlingly similar pheno-
mena of this same cataclysm. A learned late seventeenth-century
Jesuit missioner, Padre Martin Martinius, in a very rare volume of
his History of China—in black letter Latin and not in the great library
of the British Museum—says that the ancient Chinese say that,
before the Great Catastrophe to the Earth, there was a golden age:

“Four seasons succeeded each other regularly and without
confusion. There were no impetuous winds, nor excessive rains,
The sun and moon, without ever being clouded, furnished a
light purer and brighter than now. The five planets kept on their
course without any inequality. Nothing harmed man, nor did
he harm anything. There was universal concord and amity
reigned all over the earth. . . . Then the second heaven be-
gan . ..
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The word ‘‘heaven” seems to be the equivalent to the “sun” of
the Mexican codices . . .

‘... The pillars of heaven were broken. The earth shook to
its foundations. The sky sank lower towards the north. The sun, moon
and stars changed their motions. The earth fell to pieces, and the
waters in its bosom uprushed with violence and overflowed. . . .
The system of the universe was totally disordered. Man had re-
belled against the high gods. The sun went into eclipse, the
planets altered their courses, and the grand harmony of nature was
disturbed.” (Hist. Sin. lib. 1., p. 12.)

Another Chinese myth says that at the Great Catastrophe the
whole Earth tilted violently and sank into the sea off the China coast.
It adds, what sounds like eye-witnesses’ testimony, or ancestral
memories, that the waters of the Great Deluge streamed off south-
eastwards !

The Jews, too, a race of world-wide wandering, have a curious,
and in this cosmic connection, significant myth that the Great
Deluge was ““caused by the Lord God changing the places of two
stars in a constellation.” (Vide Josippa Micha ben Gorion: Sagen

uden.

J No)rth American Indians have rites, celebrated today, which
show that their ancestors, ages ago, knew of a time when rainbows in
Earth’s skies were not. The Acoma-Pueblo Indians of New Mexico
yearly perform a play in which they climb a ladder to reach the
rainbow. It is a play created round a Deluge myth. Again, in the
highlands of modern Colombia, South America, there existed in the
time of the Spanish conquistadores a native myth of the Chibcha
race—I shall refer to this again, later in this book—according to
which Bochicha, the pioneer from Atlantean Brazil, as I call him
infra, suddenly appeared on the plateau of Cundina-Marca when
there was no moon in the sky, and mountain walls hemmed in the
tableland. He was tall, white-skinned and bearded, and bore a
golden sceptre. After his time, Chia—the Moon-goddess—rode in
skies of earth. A variant of the same myth says that another evil
god caused a Flood, and that Bochicha, appearing in a rainbow,
ended the Flood.

The ancient Mexicans had a feast, celebrated as late as the day
of Cortes, the Spanish conquistador, commemorating changes in
the condition of several of the constellations—including the planet
Venus—after the time of the Great Catastrophe. . . .

““She (Venus) caused death to the world, and is one of the six
constellations that fell from the sky at the time of the Great
Deluge.”
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These “six stars™ that fell from the sky may have been disrupted
parts of some large asteroid or giant aerolite (meteor). They had,
perhaps, been broken up by the pull of the earth’s gravitational
field. On the other hand, Mr. H. S. Bellamy, an authority on Myths
of the Moon in the ancient world, supposes that the book of the
Revelation of St. John the Divine is really a history of the Great
Cataclysm, and enshrines, in mystic and cryptic language, some
ancient story of an earlier, pre-Lunar satellite of the earth ap-
proaching close to the earth and being destroyed by it. He cites the
theory of an Austrian engineer, Hans Horbiger, of Vienna, about
the ultimate destruction of satellites by the parent planet. When
the satellite drew near the earth, it shone with a brilliant light re-
flected from the sun, falling on a thick coating of ice—the glacio-
sphere. This split and fell on the earth, exposing a layer of red earth,
which, in turn, fell on the earth in a rain like blood. Then the
metallic core stood bared. It split into tremendous slabs, crashed on
the earth, in the Pacific and Atlantic and submerged two great
island-continents. The slabs shivered the earth’s crust and penetrated
to the magma under it. This appalling impact of these cosmic
“bolts” knocked out the supports from the continents, and so
Atlantis and the Pacific continent of Mu-Rutas-Gondwanaland
were engulfed in a terrible abyss into and over which the maddened
ocean poured its water, mountains high!

In the ancient world, the priests and prophets had a saying:
‘““As above so below. What has been shall be again.” Censorinus, the
Roman chronologist of the third century A.p., said that, at the end
of every great year of six Babylonian sars (a period of 21,600 years),
our planet undergoes a complete revolution. Polar and equatorial
regions gradually change place, the tropical vegetation and swarm-
ing animal life moving towards the forbidding wastes of the icy

poles. . . .

“Catastrophes attend the change, with great earthquakes
and cosmical throes.”

The old Greeks had a saying that every world was a transcript
of a-former world, and the same persons reappeared and played
once more the same part they had played in each successive cycle.

The ancient Greeks also said that, at the end of every 12,000
years, the beds of the oceans are displaced, and a semi-universal
deluge takes place. Their priests of the sanctuaries kept in strict
secrecy any notions of how long such a catastrophe might last, and
all about its details. They called the period the Great or Heliacal
Year, the “winter” of which was called the Cataclysm or Great
Deluge, and the summer, the Ecpyrosis. So, by turns, the world was
to be drowned and burnt!
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Reputed tomb of last Aztec Prince-Emperor Guatemotzin, where great
treasure is said to have been cached, on frontier of Chiappas Province, Mexico.
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These traditions seem to have come from the sky-towers of the
ancient Babylonians who said that ancient Babylon was founded by
giants who escaped the Deluge. These giants were great astrologers
who had received from their ancestors secret learning, which they
imparted to the high priests of Babylon, along with all records that
dated before the Great Catastrophe. And before dismissing these
stories of giants as moonshine and fairy stories of the chlldhood of
our race, be it remembered that ancient Perti was invaded by
giants who built cities and sank wells, that their skeletons have been
found in a cave near the railroad at Manta, Ecuador, and that
skeletons with headbones of monstrous size and a lower jaw twice
the size of civilised man were found in conical mounds on bluffs in
Western Missouri (by Judge West), as long ago as 1875. Indeed,
ancient Mexican records, reversing the story, in Genesis, of the Tower
of Babel, says that Giants escaped the cataclysm and built a Tower
of Babel, whose site was to be seen in Cortes’ day. (One of the South
Sea islands has also a cyclopean tower built by “‘giants who were
curious to peep into the moon.)

These ancient predictions, by the way, are no more fantastic
than the statement made by Dr. H. Norris Russell, director of Prince-
ton University Observatory, in February 1939. He says our earth
will grow hotter as the sun grows colder. Earth is warmed up by
one degree each 100,000,000 years. Eventually, he says, the climate
and temperature at the equator of the earth will be like a blast from
an open furnace door, and a mass migration of humanity will
start out for the poles.

Since it is now round 12,000 years after the last Great Catas-
trophe, what may be the fate of the earth at the end of this cycle?
Are we on the eve of another Giant Disaster?

No longer ago then October 25-30, 1937, our Earth was in
grave danger of collison with a small planet astray in the solar
system. In that month, we were very near a Great Disaster:

“There was great excitement . . . the planet was rushing
towards the Earth almost in a straight line. Had it hit us, the
international system might have been altered. . . . The planet
missed us by only five and a half hours. It is the narrowest
escape the world has ever had in the period of astronomical
observations.” (Dr. H. E. Wood, astronomer at Cape Town Obser-

vatory.)

Meantime, it may be recalled that the late Sir Arthur Conan
Doyle, who died in 1930, sent round to friends in England (in 1928)
a remarkable letter based on certain mystic revelations received by
his wife, Lady Conan Doyle, at a family séance, in 1923. These
automatic writings, it is said, foretold the rise of the Nazis in Ger-

c
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many, the coming of raging fires by night over Britain, and an
attempted invasion, but they were but the prelude to tremendous
happenings no man may control. Gonan Doyle said that the pre-
dictions ‘‘from beyond™ foretold that ‘“‘soon’ a great disaster would
come on the earth, following on Armageddon. It would happen
very suddenly, without warning, and the general upheaval of
civilised life would be of appalling character. The catastrophes—a
series—would last three years, during which a number of countries
(five) in the Mediterranean basin would be swallowed up in the
convulsions of the earth and sea. The bed of the Atlantic would rise
and tremendous tidal waves would surge on to the American, the
British, and the Irish low-lying shores, causing great disasters to
people living near the shores. Apparently, the disaster would be
brought about by some cosmic body in collision with our polar axis
and causing it to tilt violently.

Of course, it has been said you may refuse to argue with a prophet
but may disbelieve him.

“But when is the next cataclysm due?”’ the shuddering or
scoffing reader may ask me. I can but return the famous answer of
the late Premier Asquith, on another occasion, my own prophetic
soul exercising its vaticinatory powers on occasions of which my
conscious mind is unaware.

The answer, indeed, is one that would be more congenial to
“Woe, Woe”, Signor Ansaldo, the mouthpiece of Mussolini’s radio,
than to any of us. It has even been predicted, in other mystic
quarters, that the final Armageddon will be followed by the emer-
gence from the bed of the South Atlantic of the drowned continent
and cities of Atlantis.

Be that as it may, never has a more graphic forecast of the
end of the solar system—not merely of the earth—been made than
by the ancient Brahmans of the temples of Hindostan, thousands of
years ago:

‘“‘Strange noises are heard proceeding from every point.
They are the forerunners of the Night of Brahma. Dusk rises at
the horizon and the Sun passes away behind the thirtieth degree
of the Zodiacal sign of Macara and will no more reach the sign
of Pisces (Minas). The gurus (watcher-disciples) of the gopa-
rams (pagodas) appointed to watch the ras-chakr (Zodiac) may
now break their circles and instruments, for they will need them
no more. . . . Gradually the light shall diminish and pale. Heat
shall get less, and uninhabitable spots multiply in the earth.
Air become more rarefied. Springs of water dry up. Great rivers
see their waves exhaust themselves, the ocean now shows her
sandy bottom and plants die. Daily, men and anima® decrease
in size. Life and motion lose their force. Planets hardly ean
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gravitate round the Sun in space. One by one they go out as a
Jamp which the hand of the chokra (servant) has not replenished
with oil. Sourya (the Sun) flickers and goes out. Matter falls into
dissolution. Brahma, the demiourgos, merges back into Dyaus
(Deus, the unrevealed God), and, his task accomplished, falls
asleep. Another day of 4,320,000,000 human years is past.
Night sets in and lasts till the next dawn. All germs (souls) are
re-absorbed into the Infinite which sleeps till dawn.”

My reader has thus a sketch of the final act in one of our old
Earth’s most appalling dramas, which formed my mental back-
ground when I stepped off the liner in Rio de Janeiro’s wonderful
harbour. I started in that city of colour, warmth and beauty to try
to recreate the earlier scenes of this ancient civilisation of Atlantean
South America. For, in this, reconstruction of a prehistoric world,
it is useless to bury one’s self in European, or even American libraries
and university schools or museums, wherein South American life
and proto-history are subjects as remote as if they were happening
in the planet Mars, away beyond the ken of radio and airships.
The dogmatic arrogance of so many modern archaeologists is due
for a severe shaking; for they, like some of our modern medical
scientists, are apt to forget what real scientists and inventors well
know: that the bounds of knowledge are often advanced not by
professionals or savants in learned societies and associations, but by
the less dogmatic and generally undistinguished amateur and lay
and modest or humble investigator. Nous verrons ce que nous verrons—
perhaps, before this chequered twentieth century ends, in the
revolution of world history which will come from discoveries in the
now buried jungle cities of dangerous South America.

CHAPTER 1II
DEAD CITIES OF ANCIENT BRAZIL

“And the land shall become burning pitch. They shall call the nobles thereof,
but none shall be there, and all her princes shall be nothing. From generation
to generation it shall be waste. None shall pass through for ever and ever. A
possession for the bittern and pools of water . . . swept up in the besom of destruc-
tion . . . and thorns shall come up in her palaces . . . a habitation of wild dogs
and bats. . . . He hath utterly destroyed them.”

IN modern Brazil, I did not find any great enthusiasm about the
mysteries of the remote past in a great land which some American
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observers believe is destined to outshadow Western Europe, at the
close of the Second World War.

“There are no ancient ruins in the serras and sertdo of Brazil,
senhor. No vestiges of ancient culture, no ruins such as you have in
Mayan Yucatan, or the jungles of Honduras and Guatemala. All
that was here, when Dom Pedro Cabral sighted what is now Rio de
Janeiro, in the year A.p. 1500, all that we have here now are primitive
Indians at the fishing and hunting stage. They live in huts and
clearings in the jungle and matas, on the banks of the rivers, in
Amazonas and the Matto Grosso. In our sertdo are scrub, heath,
wilderness, but no monuments like those of Pert.”

That was the reply to me, when I asked about the ancient
Brazilian ruins, of a professor of economics and geography who
holds a chair in a famous Brazilian university.

I met another charming gentleman whose father had been one
of the fazendeiros, or patriarchal landowners of the older Southern
type of the colourful days of the Brazilian Empire. He sat in a cane
chair, on his verandah, bathed in the light of the bright moon, while
fireflies flashed across the velvety darkness cast by tall trees under a
brilliantly starry sky. Waving his beringed, white hands towards the
gently plashing waters of Rio Bay, he deprecated the foolish waste of
energy by restless, inquisitive people who will not take the gifts of
the gods as they find them. He smiled at the freaks of estrangeiros—
Englishmen or Americans—who must needs push their noses into
the mata and sertdo of interior Brazil, with their sabre-toothed in-
sects, horrible ticks, malignant fevers, clicking mandibles of hideous
tarantulas, pathogenic-germed probes of os bdarbeiros (the barber-
surgeon beetles of wooden shacks in the Goyaz), the fierce oncas,
the snakes, and the unpacifiable Indians—sometimes anthropo-
phagous, often head-hunters—who resent and visit with sudden
death, if the intruder persist, any penetration of their jungles.

I found the same lack of interest in the south. It has gone so
far that men who concern themselves in recreating the ancient world
of Brazil are, with slight contempt, styled Indianistas. True, they are
often of Indian descent. There was, for example, Senhor Bernardo
da Silva Ramos, native of Amazonas, with traits of Tapuyo origin.
He sold a collection of rare and ancient coins in order to raise funds
to embark on travels all over North and South America, and to
Africa, Europe and the Middle East. He became keenly interested
in the ancient mysteries of Brazil—in prehisioria, which has a litera-
ture of its own in Brazil. Comparing the ancient inscriptions in the
lands of the ““Old World” with those he found in Central and South
America, Senhor Ramos filled large folio volumes. The central
authorities of Brazil have examined those works, and expressed
polite appreciation and interest. In 1928, they voted public,
money to have one volume published. Both he and Senhor Frot
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have found in the Matto Grosso many inscriptions in the Phoenician,
Egyptian, and even Sumerian scripts and hieroglyphics. Senhor
Ramos points out that his Indian forefathers had many traditions
of ancient date about a very ancient culture and advanced civilisa-
tion, flourishing thousands of years ago, to the north and west of the
Central Highlands of Brazil. *

Now, in the archives of the great public library of Rio, which
embodies the large and valuable libraries of the old Kings of
Portugal and the emperors of Brazil, and also the records of genera-
tions of Lusitanian viceroys, I have found a strange MS. written in
Portuguese, and scarcely 200 years old, but bitten by the copim
and badly mutilated in some most fascinating and enthralling
passages, which holds a secret that, in some day not far distant,
will revolutionise the fixed and settled theories of college professors
of ethnology and archaealogy, and the field museum workers of
New York, Chicago, London, Paris, Rome and Berlin. Especially
will it make hay of their cherished theory that writing was unknown
in pre-Columbian South America. For, if the story of strange
adventures of hardy and uncultured men which it tells, be true—
and I think it is—what we call the old world of Asia and Europe
is a mere parvenu by the side of this New World of South America.
Our professors and archaeological historians are one day going to be
forced to call in this New World to redress the balance of the
Oold!

I stress the lack of culture of these men who were the well-known
bandeiristas—land-pirates of sixteenth- and seventeenth-century
Brazil—because they could and would not have invented the story
they tell. Their one object was the hunt for gold and virgin mines of
silver. Under the banner of a leader called the bandeirante, they
started out from the province of Sdo Paulo, in Southern Brazil,
abandoning the trading-channels of the rivers and the most outlying
settlements, and heading straight into the forbidden territories of
the bad Indians (Indiés malos) of the mata (dense forest) and chapada
(wilderness). The leader of these bandeiristas was usually a man of
that older Portuguese stock which had made Lisboa (Lisbon) and
the Motherland in Lusitanian Portugal a fine sea-power, from Goa,
in India, and the Moluccas and Spice Islands, off the waters of far
Cathay, across the unknown seas to Rio de Janeiro and Bahia.

Far north and west wandered these hardy bandeiristas, pushing
the frontier ever forward into the unknown. They reached places
in the Brazilian sertdo, 400 years ago, that white men, even today,
have not penetrated and returned alive to tell the tale. Age

® In August 1944, by courtesy of the British Foreign Office, I received a letter from
H.M. Ambasadm?in'Rio de ane%ro informing me that Senhor Bernardo da Silva Ramos
had died. It is to be hoped that learned circles in Rio or S3o Paulo will see to it that his
works and records of strange researches into the pre-history of Brazil and South America
do not perish utterly, either by the teeth of the copim insects, or neglect.—AuTHOR.
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after age went by, and the bandeiristas made themselves a power
dreaded by the colonial governors in Rio, Sdo Paulo and old Bahia.

Came the year 1591, and a galleon from Lisboa crossed the bar
oftheroadstead of Bahia, then called sonorously and most religiously :
Bahia de Sdo Salvador de todos os Santos (Bahia of our Holy Saviour
of all the Saints). The galleon from Portugal brought the new
governor and captain-general, Dom Francisco de Souza, who
carried with him, in his trunks, a title, conferred by the court in
Lisboa (Lisbon), of Marques das Minas (Marquis of the Mines). It
was to be conferred if certain very rich mines of silver were dis-
covered to the Portuguese colonial authorities, as promised by one
Roberio Dias, one of the oldest and richest inhabitants of Bahia.
A bauble for a billion !

Rumour ran in Bahia that this Roberio Dias had silver plate for
his own tables, and that the vessels on the altar of his private family
chapel were of the same metal of the very finest and purest quality.
Folk in the province of Bahia said that this silver came from secret
mines located in lands, held in the interior, or sertdo of Brazil, by this
same Roberio Dias, a grim and determined man. Now, Roberio was
rich ; but not satisfied. He was a commoner. He wanted the titles of
nobility and an emblazoned shield with quarterings that he could
affix to the stone walls of his mansdo in the countryside of Bahia.
Some time before, folk whispered, Roberio Dias had actually taken
ship and crossed the Atlantic to Cadiz, in old Spain. There, he had
journeyed to the Escurial palace of the King of Spain, in old
Madrid, who then governed both Spain and Portugal.

Said Dias to our Lord, el Rey Don Felipé: “I offer your Majesty
all the riches of splendid, but secret mines. There is more silver in
those mines I know of than you have of iron in the mines of Bilbao in
your Spanish province of Biscaya. All I want, in return, from your
Majesty, is the title of Marquis of the Mines.”

But, now here, newly arrived from Lisboa, in old Portugal, was
this governor and court popinjay, Dom Francisco. He, this governor,
was to have this title of Marquis of the Mines, while the promised
one, Roberio Dias, the finder of those mines, was merely to have the
place and title and honour of administrador das minas (the superin-
tendent of mines)—his own mines!—with other promises, which
meant precious little to a man who had been tricked with a promise
of ennoblement.

Dias was in the city of Bahia when the governor stepped ashore
on the quays. The governor sent for him. Dom Francisco was
haughty and arrogant in manner, and Dias, in a rage he had
difficulty in dissembling, agreed to show the governor where these
mines lay. However, what he did was to lead de Souza, a true
exemplar of the Lusitanian viceroys, on a wild-goose chase into the
interior. The mines always secmuno elude the hunters, At last, the
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suspicious de Souza put spies on the trail of the guileful Roberio
Dias, who had led the hunters on every track except the one that
led to the mines. The governor’s spies were spied on by Dias’s
men, and still the mines lay lost! Then governor Dom Francisco
de Souza showed his teeth. He clapped Roberio Dias into a foul
dungeon in the bowels of the old castello and fort on the bay of
Bahia. He kept him there, two years, rotting among all the bugs and
fleas and toads and lizards, and the worse, dripping damp; but
Roberio Dias was of the bandeirista type. He might be broken ; bent,
he would not be. He refused to say where were the rich silver mines.
The governor complained home to old Spain, and the King, our
Lord, Don Felipé, sent an order for the punishment by death of the
contumacious and evasive commoner, Roberio Dias. The galleon
duly arrived in the harbour of Bahia ; but on the very day that the
seneschal of the castello came to unbar the massive iron-bolt-
studded door of the dungeon, and read out the royal cedula to
Roberio Dias, he found him lying dead on the stone floor. A grim
smile clenched the dead man’s strong, white teeth. He had left the
secret to his heirs, who would not speak, under pain of a dying
father’s powerful curse.

These mines became known as the ‘“Lost Silver Mines of the
Moribeca”.

In the next 150 years, many hardy and unscrupulous Portuguese
adventurers set out on dangerous trails with the avowed purpose
of locating these lost mines of the Moribeca. These bandeirisias
wandered through dense forests, camped in clearings on the banks
of unknown rivers, with fierce Indians lurking in the shades to send
forth showers of poisoned arrows. They defied every danger of man,
fever and insects, the jungle devils, and the famine and demon
ticks of the catinga; but the mystery of the lost mines remained un-
solved.

Now, came the year 1743, and a native of Minas Geraes—whose
name has perished—started with other bandeiristas (five of them
Portuguese), two samboes (negro slaves), and 300 Indians on the
trail of these lost mines of the Moribeca. What cared they if a
buffoon and jogral in Rio, by name of P. Silverio da Paraopeba,
had gibed at them, in a little poem about the adventures of crazy
bandeirantes and bandeiristas, ‘‘bitten by gold bugs”? Anyhow, they
never read poems, even if they could read at all. So, let him and his
japing fellow-scribblers take a Brazilian cabaga of yerba-maté,
and go to Hades!

This mid-eighteenth century expedition was well armed, and in-
tended to live on the country. No pack animals, or even the toughest
and most leathery-stomached oiP mules could be taken into the
Brazilian sertdo. It was, as it is today, land of snakes and cougars
and of the snarling, prowling ¢/ tigre, with water for fever-stricken
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men only to be found in the depths of the sandstone gorges through
which turbulent rivers, cluttered with fallen boulders, flowed to
dash and foam over catadupas, or cataracts.

This expedition was away for ten long years, enduring incredible
hardships and braving great perils. Their very memory had been for-
gotten by the most caustic-tongued of satirical scribblers in Rio and
Bahia, when, one day, in the year 1753, an emaciated remnant of
the band staggered in from the unknown and halted at a fazenda
in some little and obscure povoagdo in the province of Bahia. They
were almost dead with hunger, fatigue and misery. Reduced to
rags and bones! There, in the cool of the evening of a hot day, one
of these bandeiristas, sitting under the eaves of the verandah, wrote
an astonishing story of their travels and adventures. The implica-
tions of his story were too amazing to have bcen realised or per-
ceived by so unlettered a man, though he had a picturesque style
of writing. Nor may one wonder at that; for only in very recent
years have they become known to historians or scholars, few or
none of whom are native Brazilians, or even North Americans.

When this soldier of fortune and man of action took up the quill
pen in his stiffened fingers in the backwoods of old Bahia, he never
dreamt that he was drawing aside a veil from a Lost World, drowned
in the waters of the ocean, split, rocked and exploded by titanic
earthquakes and tellurian and submarine convulsions, many thou-
sands of years before the ancient Egyptians were building their
very early and most ancient step pyramids, at Sakkarah, on the
Nile, more than 6,800 miles over the South Atlantic Ocean, east-
wards.

This manuscript of an old bandeirista eventually reached the
Portuguese viceroy in Rio de Janeiro. He clearly thought it held the
secret of great riches, and some long-lost mines; for someone in the
entourage hid it in the official archives and steadfastly denied that it
had ever existed, or had been received. They hoped to make a great
and exclusive discovery, aided by this derrotero, as the old Spanish
treasure hunters called such documents in Quito (Ecuador) and other
parts of the old Spanish South American Empire. The manuscript
became lost to sigﬁt and memory, and all trace of it vanished, from
the year 1760 until 1841, when a Brazilian historian and archivist,
Senhor Lagos, found it hidden in the archives of the old royal public
library in Rio de Janeiro, where I, myself, saw it in 1938-9.

It is unfortunate that the insect called the copim has attacked the
old parchment, so that many valuable leaves, significant words and
parts of words are missing ; but enough is left to indicate the startling
nature of the discoveries and the fascinating and rather eerie adven-
tures of these bandeiristas of 1743-1753.

" In the autumn of 1939 I obtained a transcript of the document,
thanks to the courtesy of Mr. W. G. Burdett, American Consul-
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General in Rio. Thereafter, I spent many weeks translatinajgs from the
Portuguese and studying this amazing document, and also others,
not Enown to American archivists and historians, but found in
official archives in the provinces of S§o Paulo or Rio, and concerned
with these stories of abandoned cities of unknown date and history.

Herewith, for the first time in the English language, I set down
this remarkable story of men who, unknown to themselves, were
peering into a dead world of the most ancient civilisation we know.

“Relagdo historica de huma occulta, e grande povoagoe
antiguissima sem moradores, que se descubrio no anno de
1753.

(Historical Relation of a hidden and great city of ancient date,
without inhabitants, that was discovered in the year 1753).

Em a America (in America).........oovviiiiiiineeienenn
nos interiores (weinland)...........cooiiiiiiiii i
contiguous aos (nexttothe) ............coiiiiiiiiiiiiin,
Mestre de Can (Masterof Can)...........ccoiviniininnnnn..
and his band (commitiva), having for ten years journeyed in the wilds
(sertées) to see if we could locate the famous silver mines of the
Great Moribeca (who, by the wickedness [culpa] of a Governor, was
not granted letters patent, because the Governor wanted to take the
silver mines for himself and the glory thereof, and he, the Moribeca,
was kept prisoner in Bahia, till he died, which was done to worm out
of him the location of the silver mines. This account came to Rio
de Janeiro, in the beginning of the year 1754 . . .”

(The blanks in the introduction and the text, following, are, as
I stated, caused by the gnawing of the copim insect. In both West
Indies and South America, archives and old newspapers are anni-
hilated by insects.)

““After long and wearisome wanderings, incited by the insatiable
lust for gold, and almost lost in the many years we wandered, in
these wilds of Brazil, we discovered a cordillera of mountains, so
high that they drew near the ethereal region (chegavdo a regido
etherea), and served as a throne of the winds, under the stars; their
lustre, from afar, excited our wonder and admiration, principally
when the sun shining on them turned to fires the crystals of which
the rocks were composed. The view was so beautiful that none could
take their eyes from the reflections. It began to rain before we came
near enough to take note of these crystalline marvels, and we saw
above. .The spectacle was bare and sterile rocks, the waters pre-
cipitated themselves from the heights, foaming white, like snow,
struck and turned to fire by the rays of the sun, like thunderbolts.
Delighted by the pleasing vistas of that........ blended........
shone and glistered........ of the waters and the tranquillity ......
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of the day or weather (do tempo), we determined to investigate
these prodigious marvels of nature, spread out before us, at the foot
of the mountains, without hindrance of forests or rivers that would
make it difficult for us to cross them. But when we walked round
the foot of the cordillera we found no open way or pass into the
recesses of these Alps and Pyrences of Brazil. So there resulted for
us, from this disappointment, an inexplicable sadness.

“We grew weary and intended to retrace our steps, the next day,
when it came to pass that one of our negroes, gathering dried sticks,
saw a white deer (hum veado branco), and, by that accident, as it
fled away, he discovered a road between two sierras, that appeared
to have been made by man and not the work of Nature. We were
made joyful by this discovery and we started to ascend the road, but
found a great boulder that had fallen and broken all to pieces at a
spot where, we judged, a paved way (calgada) had been violently
upheaved in some far-off day. We spent a good three hours in the
ascent of that ancient road, being fascinated by the crystals, at
which we marvelled, as they blazed and scintillated in many flash-
ing colours from the rocks. On the summit of the pass through the
mountain, we came to a halt.

“Thence, spread out before our eyes, we saw in the open plain
(campo raso) greater spectacles (demonstragdes) for our vision of
admiration and wonder. At the distance of about a league, as we
judged, we saw a great city (povoagdo grande), and we estimated, by
the extent and sight of it, that it must be some city of the court of
Brazil; we at once descended the road towards the valley, but with
great caution........ would be, in like case, ordered to explore
........ by quality and........if so well as they had noticed
........ smokes (fumines[?]), that being one of the evident signs or
vestiges of the place (povoagao).

“Two days we waited, wondering whether to send out scouts,
for the end we longed for, and all alone, we waited till daybreak,
in great doubt and confused perplexity of mind, trying to guess if
the city had any people in it. But it became clear to us there were no
inhabitants. An Indian of our bandeirantes determined, after two days
of hesitation, to risk his life in scouting by way of precaution ; but
he returned, amazing us by affirming he had met no one; nor could
discover footsteps or traces of any person whatever. This so con-
founded us that we could not believe we saw dwellings or buildings,
and so, all the scouts (o5 exploradores) in a body, followed in the steps
of the Indian. . . .”

“They now saw for themselves that it was true the great city was
uninhabited. We, all, therefore, now decided to enter the place,
our arms ready for instant use, at daybreak. At our entry we met
none to bar our way, and we encountered no other road except
the one which led to the dead city. This, we entered under three
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arches (arcos) of great height, the middle arch being the greatest,
and the two of the sides being but small; under the great and prin-
cipal arch we made out letters, which we could not copy, owing to
their great height above the ground.

“Behind, was a street as wide as the three arches, with, here
and there, houses of very large size, whose fagades of sculptured
stone, already blackened with age; alone.......... inscriptions,
all open to the day (todos abertas)........ decreases of........
observing, by the regularity and symmetry with which they were
made, that they appeared to have one owner only, being, in reality,
very numerous, so that [they stood] with their terraces open to the
day, without one tile; for the houses had, some of them, burnt
floors; others, large flagstones.

“We went, with fear and trembling, into some of the houses,
and in none did we find vestiges of furniture, or moveable objects
by which, or whose use, we might guess at the sort of people who had
dwelt therein. The houses were all dark, in the interior, and hardly
could the light of day penetrate, even at its dimmest, and, as the
vaults gave back the echoes of our specch, the sound of our voices
terrified us. We went on into the strange city and we came on a
road (street: rua) of great length, and a well set-out plaza (uma
praga regular), besides, in it, and in the middle of the plaza a column
of black stone of extraordinary grandeur, on whose summit was a
statue of a man (homen ordinario: not a god, or demi-god) with a
hand on the left hip and right arm out-stretched, pointing with the
index finger to the north pole; and each corncr of the said plaza is
an obelisk like those among the Romans, but now badly damaged,
and cleft as by thunderbolts.

“On the right side of the plaza is a superb building, as it were the
principal town-house of some great lord of the land ; there is a great
hall (saldo) at the entrance, but still being awed and afraid, not all

of us entered in the hou........ being so many and the retre. .....
ed to form some........ ed we encounter a........ mass of extra-
ordin........ it was difficult for him to liftit,.......

“The bats were so numerous that they fluttered in swarms
round the faces of our people, and made so much noise that it was
astonishing. Above the principal portico of the street is a figure in
half-relief, cut out of the same stone, and naked from the waist
upward, crowned with laurel, representing a person of youthful
years, without beard, with a girdle (banda) around him, and an under-
garment (um fraldelim) open in front at the waist, underneath the
shield (escudo) of this figure are certain characters, now badly
defaced by time, but we made out the following:

KUDIY
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“‘On the left side of the plaza is another totally ruined building,
and the vestiges remaining well show that it was a temple, because
of the still standing side of its magnificent fagade, and certain naves
of stone, standing entire. It covers much ground, and in the ruined
halls are seen works of beauty, with other statues of portraits inlaid
in the stone, with crosses of various shapes, curves (arches[?] corvos)
and many other figures that would take too long to describe here.

“Beyond this building a great part of the city lies completely
in ruins, and buried under great masses of earth, and frightful
crevasses in the ground, and in all this expanse of utter desolation
there is seen no grass, herb, tree, or plant produced by nature, but
only mountainous heaps of stone, some raw (that is, unworked),

others worked and carved, whereby we understood........ they
........ because again among. .....of......corpses that........
and part of this unhappy........ and overthrown, perhaps, by

some earthquake.

“Opposite this plaza, there runs very swiftly a most deep
(caudaloso) and wide river, with spacious banks, that were very
pleasing to the eye: it was eleven to twelve fathoms in width, with-
out reckoning the windings, clear and bared at its banks of groves,
as of trees and of the trunks that are often brought down in floods.
We sounded its depths and found the deepest parts to be fifteen or
sixteen fathoms. The country beyond consists wholly of very green
and flourishing fields, and so blooming with a variety of flowers
that it seemed as if Nature, more attentive to these parts, had laid
herself out to create the most beautiful gardens of Flora: we gazed,
too, in admiration and astonishment at certain lakes covered with
wild rice plants from which we profited, and also at the innumerable
flocks of geese that bred in these fertile plains (campos) ; but it would
have been difficult to sound their depths with the hand, in the
absence of a sounding-rod.

“Three days we journeyed down the river, and we stumbled
on a cataract (uma catadupa) of such roaring noise and commotion
of foaming waters, that we supposed the mouths of the much talked
of Nile could not have made more trouble or booming, or offered
more resistance to our further progress. Afterwards, the river spreads
out so much from this cascade that it appears to be a great Ocean
(que parece o grande Oceano). It is all full of peninsulas, covered with
green grass, with groves of trees, here and there, that make. .....

........ pleas..............Here,wefind....................
for want of it, we. ...t i i i e the
variety of game............ many created beings without hunters

to hunt and chase them.

“On the eastern side of this cataract, we found various sub-
terranean hollows (subcavdes) and frightful holes, and made trial of
their depths with manv ropes: but. after many attemnts we were
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never able to plumb their depths. We found, besides, certain broken
stones, and [lying] on the surface of the ground, thrown down, with
bars of silver (crevadas de prata) that may have been extracted from
the mines, abandoned at the time.

“Among these caverns ( fumas) we saw some covered with a great
flagstone, with the following figures cut into it, that suggest a great
mystery. They are as follows: ‘

[Vt Hos

“Over the portico of the temple, we saw, besides, the following

B W LYV,

“Distant a cannon-shot from the abandoned city is a building
like a country house (casa de campo), with a frontage of 250 feet. It
is approached by a great portico, from which a stairway built with
stones of various colours is seen to be leading into a great chamber
(sala), and from that there lead out fifteen small rooms, each with
a door communicating with the said great chamber. Each room
has its waterspout (or fountain: bica de agua)....................

the which water meets...................... in the exterior
courtyard. ...ttt colonnades in the
1 squared and fashioned

by hand, overhung with the characters following:

AVEPLO X

“Thence, leaving that marvel, we went down to the banks of the
river to see whether we could find gold, and without difficulty, we
saw, on the surface of the soil, a fine trail promising great riches,
as well of gold, as of silver: we marvelled that this place had been
abandoned by those who had formerly inhabited it; for, with all
our careful investigations and great diligence we had met no per-
son, in this wilderness, who might tell us of this deplorable marvel
of an abandoned city, whose ruins, statues and grandeur, attested its
former populousness, wealth, and its flourishing in the centuries
past; whereas, today, it is inhabited by swallows, bats, rats and
foxes, that, fed on the innumerable swarms of hens and geese, have
become bigger than a pointer dog. The rats have the tails so short
t}iat they leap like fleas and do not run or walk, as they do in other
places.
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“‘At this place, the band separated, and one company, joined
by others, journeyed forward, and, after nine days’ long marchings,
saw, at a distance, on the bank of a great bay (enseada) into which
the river spreads, a canoe with some white persons, with long, flow-
ing, black hair, dressed like Europeans. .........................
agunshotfiredasasignalto................. ...l
for they escaped. They had.................. ... ... oL,
shaggyand wild............o oo their
hair is plaited and they wear clothes.

“One of our company, named Jodo Antonio, found in the ruins
of a house a piece of gold money, of spherical shape, greater than
our Brazilian coin of 6,400 reis: on one side was an image, or figure
of a kneeling youth; on the other, a bow, a crown, and an arrow
(setta), of which coins we doubted not to have found many in the
abandoned city; since it was overthrown by an eathquake, which
gave no time, so sudden was its onset, to take away precious objects;
but it needs a very powerful arm to turn over the rubbish, accumu-
lated in so many long years, as we saw.

“This news is sent to your Honour from the interior of the
province of Bahia and from the rivers Pard-oacu and Ufia, and
assuring you that we shall give information to no person, whatso-
ever ; for we judge the villages are empty of people and boat owners.
But I have given to your Honour the mine we have discovered,
reminded of the great deal that is owed to you.

“Supposing that from our band, one of our company went
forth, at this time, with a different pretence. .. .he may, with great
harm to your Honour, abandon his poverty and come to use these
great things for his own benefit, taking great care to bribe that
Indian [therefore], so as to spoil his purpose and lead your Honour
to these great treasures, €tC.......vvvvviireiieeeeneeeennnnn..
.................... would find, in the entrances..............
................ flagstones............ ...l

.....................................................

Here are found, in the Portuguese MS., the strange, unknown
characters following. They appear to have been engraved on the
great stones, sealing the vault of treasure, or the mausolea (?),
whose apertures and fastenings the bandeiristas, using all their
strength, could not force wider, or open:

109D’
SVVIA
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So ends the strange story of the bandeirisias of Minas Geraes.

It may strike the reader, as it did myself, when I saw this docu-
ment, that, out of these forty-one characters, no fewer than twenty
are almost identical in form with the letters of the Greek alphabet:
kappa, upsilon, zeta, phi, iota, gamma, beta, omicron, sigma,
omega, lambda, chi, epsilon, psi (?), theta, nu, while two of the
signs are remarkably like Arabic numerals. The startling signifi-
cances of these amazing identities are, I propose to show, not
accidental in their relationship to the Phoenician-Greek alphabet.
These strange inscriptions on the flagstones of the vaults (?),
found so far apart as Ceylon and the Brazilian highlands (as
will be seen, infra), must be the oldest existing in the whole
world.

Thirty years later—on March 23, 1773—the archives of the
governor of the Southern Brazilian province of Sio Paulo record
another accidental discovery of a dead Brazilian city of unknown
age. It was found in the sertdo, or unknown wilds, of the Rio Pequéry.
The commandant of the fort of Iguatémy reported to the governor
in S3o Paulo that a fisherman, jumping ashore on a sandbank in
the Rio Pequéry, in order to plunder a grove of wild limes and sweet
oranges, found a curiously shaped stone of large diameter. He said
it was like a mos de moinkos (grindstone of a mill-wheel). Near by
were the ruins of a house and an ancient stone wall. The com-
mandant of the fort sent out from the garrison a canoa, manned by
a sergeant and two ensigns, or soldiers, who penetrated the thick
and unexplored forest and found vestiges of a city of unknown date.

“This ancient city is regularly laid out, and is of large size.
It had a street that is half a league long. The city stood on the
banks of two rivers and had a walled suburb. Moats stood
between the city and the suburb . . . we unearthed two more
of the strange mill-wheels, while we were making a stockade.-
All round are dense forests . . . the old men of the countryside
have traditions that a city stood on this spot which was called
Guayra.” (Moats are said to be a feature of cities of Atlantean
origin.—-Author.)

This report will be found filed in the archives of the governor of
S&o0 Paulo. The soldiers tried to break a way through the dense
forests in order to find if any descendants of the people, who once
lived in the dead city, survived. What luck they had does not
transpire ; but it may be said that bearded white Indians of the sort
testified to in the above story of the year 1753—not albinoes—were
seen, as recently as 1932, by a German missionary who was wander-
ing along the edge of the unexplored forests in Eastern Per.
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More than once, Jesuit missioners, as Father Juan Lucero, reported
meeting white Indians on the banks of the Rio Huallagua, a head-
waters’ tributary of the mighty Rio Marafion, or Amazon. The
German missionary, in 1932, found he could not approach the
strange ‘‘white Indians”. They were shy, timid and furtive and met
the forest Indians at the edge of a lake deep in the forests, where
they bartered. Fray Juan Lucero, who heard of them in 1681,
called them the Curveros, and said they had for King a descendant
of the Inca Tupac Amaru, who, with 40,000 Inca Peruvians, fled
far away, eastwards of Cuzco, through the unexplored woods, away
from the cruel Spanish conquistadores. He—the friar—seems to
identify them with the other mysterious white race of El Gran
Paytiti, who were ruled by a “Tiger-King” (Paytiti meaning jaguar),
in a “white house” by a great lake. This is a very moot point, and
I shall say more of this Paytiti mystery, in a following book. Tupac
took with him a rich treasure which two rival bands of Castilian
banditti, in Perii, got wind of and decided to pursue Tupac and his
Inca Indians. The bands met and fought to the death in the forests,
the survivors being finished off by the savage Chuncho Indians.
Father Lucero says he had himself seen plates, half-moons and ear-
rings of gold brought from this mysterious nation.

It is curious and may be a more than accidental coincidence,
that this sign of a kalf-moon figures among the inscriptions on the
monuments in the abandoned Brazilian prehistoric city.

A colony of these white and bearded Indians, long before the
time of the Inca empire, fortified an island in Lake Titicaca, where
they were exterminated by the pre-Inca chief Cari of the Colloas,
which had migrated to Perd from old Mexico.

Another of these old Atlantean cities was visited by Fray Pedro
Cieza de Leon, Spanish soldier-monk, who died in A.p. 1560. It
was called Guamanaga, and is and was located on the great cordillera
in lat. 12° 59’ S., long. 73° 59’ W. Cieza was tremendously im-
pressed by the great edifices he saw there, all in ruins.

“Who built them?” he asked the natives.

“A bearded, white people, like you Spaniards,” said a cacique.

“They came to these parts many ages before the Incas began

to reign and formed a settlement here. . . . They do not seem to

. me Inca buildings; for they are square, not long and narrow. It

is also reported that certain letters were found on a tile in these

buildings. . . . The Indians also speak of bearded white men in
the island of Titicaca.” (Cieza de Leon.)

As travellers know, the native and aboriginal races of South
America are a beasdless race! It is remarkable that one of the
enlngeal stane statnee faund in the mvusterious dead citv of Tiahuanacu
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wore a beard—always the mark of a very ancient race in South
America, until the coming of the Spanish conquistadores.
Says Cieza de Leon:

“in the greater island that was swampy (palude), in Lake
Titicaca, the Colloa chieftain came across white people with
beards (or whiskers), whom he fought in such a manner that
he killed them all.”

That extermination of a South American, pre-Columbian,
white race occurred many centuries before the first Inca emperor
of the Sun held sway in old Quito and Cuzco. It is probable that
descendants of this white empire exist, foday, in more than one part
of unexplored Brazil, and among the Andean outliers, in regions
rich with gold, on the confines of the Amazon’s headwaters. A chance
encounter—if it be chance that guides, seekers towards a solution of
ancient mysteries!'—made in what used to be the “yellow-jack”
port of Ecuador, threw (for the author of this book) the first light
on this riddle of a very old world of America. .

In 1932 I was waiting for a steamer of the Grace Line, calling
at the port of Guayaquil, Ecuador, when I met a Colombian,
native of Medellin, who told me a very strange story about a lost
world of this kind. He shook with malaria, and his body was badly
emaciated, but what most impressed me about this sallow man was
the fixed gaze from his dark bloodshot eyes—the stare of one who
had seen a vision of the unknown and was mastered by the awe and
mystery of what he had seen. According to my informant he had
been a member of an expedition led by a mysterious German doctor
of science or philosophy, who hailed from Hamburg. In the year
1926, or 1927, this expedition had quitted Obidos, in Brazil, bound
for an unknown country in the Brazilian sertdo. After many days,
they found themselves in canoes well up a tributary of the Rio Negro,
on the way to an Amazon tributary’s headwaters territory. I gathered
that this expedition was somewhere on the unknown borders of
North-Western Brazil and Southern Venezuela, or the upper Orinoco
country.

The man of Medellin was purposely vague in his topo-
graphy, and for a good reason: gold had been found, and a lot of
gold, too! He mentioned various tribes of Indiés bravos (wild and
unpacifiable Indians) whose territories they touched. Tribes such
as the Uapes, Guaipunyos, Metas, the Cirecois, the Eperemenos,
and the redoubtable Caribs whom not even the early conquistadores
were able to subdue; and my own knowledge of certain dark by-
ways of South American history made me suspect that he had
somehow got into a mysterious country once traversed by an Inca
Way, leading through territories of pygmies and “white Indians”
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towards Quito. (It may be still used, today, and by the same
mysterious, white “Indians’ mentioned in this book.) It was in this
very region that the far from mythical women warriors of South
America—the white and beautiful Amazons, women of the oldest
race of European and Mediterranean navigators, the Carians—
had ons of their colonial empires, as late as Sir Walter Raleigh’s day.
But the Colombian said nothing of them.

“After we quitted the rivers, seflor Inglese, the landscape
changed. No more green hells of verdure and lofty forest aisles
where gloom and death lie waiting at the feet of giant trees.
We left that inferno verde behind, and the country began to
ascend. In a land of dry scrub, with few brooks or springs, we
left far behind us, too, the booming drums of the wild Indians
we never saw, who were signalling our passing through their
territories. I noticed, one day, that all deer and wild animals
we met fled from us at sight. It looked as if they feared some-
thing in this mysterious country—something unknown. This was
many days after the last vestiges of the forest had faded into the
dim, blue distance far back towards the Amazon. Then,
one day, we came on a strange, stone object shrouded in
bush and creepers. It was a stone monument, looking like
this, sefior . . .”

The Colombian dipped his finger in his glass of aguardiente and
drew a diagram on the dirty table in the wharf bodega. The shape
was like a cut through the shorter axis of an ellipse.

“Our leader, the German doctor, said it was an ancient
pyramid, and began to look around for inscriptions, ancient
writing, or what he called hieroglificos. . . . Some weeks later,
I remember, we stood in a deep gorge through which raced a
tumultuous current of deep, crystal waters, pure as though
newly born from the snows of the giant Andes. Looking up,
our leader, glancing through his Zeiss binoculars, pointed out
to us, where, far up on the farther wall of the caffon, an ancient
paved road ran. It cleft a wall of the upper cliff, from which it
issued, and then it came to an abr