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Author’s Note



so much of history comes from those who have the facility to write down what they experienced so that it can be read and interpreted by subsequent generations. Of course, oral traditions are critical to understanding history as well. In writing this book—which focuses primarily on the natives of Palau during the late 1700s and early 1800s and their interactions with Westerners, in particular, Americans and British—I have cast my research net widely, but there is no getting around the reality that the main sources I relied on are penned by Westerners, the people who came to Palau, unintentionally or not, and reported to the world what had happened as they perceived it. Although I have used Palauan sources and oral traditions where possible, they are relatively few in number, and oral traditions and stories that go back hundreds of years to specific events are rare, often not very specific, and sometimes contradictory. This situation is hardly unique. The vast majority of histories of maritime exploration and commerce in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, including shipwrecks, are almost totally based on the records that the explorers or merchants left behind, rather than on the stories of and from the perspective of the natives they encountered along the way.

There are, I suppose, two basic ways in which historians can respond in such situations. They can throw up their hands and declare that since so many of the actors in the stories have no authentic voice, and are essentially silent, writing accurate history is virtually impossible, so why even try. Or, they can accept the very real limitations and do the best they can with the existing sources, trying to be sensitive to those limitations and providing context or different perspectives when available. I have chosen the second path.

I have read and written enough history to know that my telling of this story is not the only one possible—other historians, using the same sources, or relying on ones I missed, might very well tell a different tale. That is as it should be. History is not a monolith; it is not immutable truth revealed. Rather, it is the historian’s interpretation of often imperfect, subjective accounts, placed within a framework that readers can absorb and evaluate on their own. I hope that my interpretation of the following events stands the test of time.





Cast of Characters










	
Captain and Crew of the Mentor (Owner William Rotch Rodman)





	
Name


	
Position


	
Residence (birthplace*)


	
Age







	
Alden, Calvin D.


	
Able Seaman


	
Fairhaven, MA


	
17





	
Andrews, Peter


	
Steward


	
New Bedford, MA (Santo Domingo)


	
--†





	
Bailey, John T.


	
Green Hand (boy)


	
New Bedford (Hanover, NH)


	
15





	
Barnard, Edward C.


	
Captain


	
New Bedford (Nantucket, MA)


	
31





	
Blackmer, James


	
Green Hand (boy)


	
Rochester, NY (Massachusetts)


	
16





	
Bowkett, Charles C.


	
Able Seaman


	
--+ (England)


	
32





	
Bunguin, Louis


	
Green Hand


	
Boston, MA


	
21





	
Colesworthy, Thomas N.


	
First Mate


	
Nantucket


	
22





	
Davis, Horatio


	
Able Seaman


	
--


	
24





	
Duff, William


	
Green Hand


	
Boston


	
27





	
Fisher, James H.


	
Boatsteerer


	
Nantucket


	
--





	
Haskell, Benjamin H.


	
Boatsteerer


	
Nantucket


	
19





	
Hewlett, Milton


	
Green Hand


	
Boston (Virginia)


	
19





	
Holden, Horace


	
Green Hand


	
Boston (Hillsborough, NH)


	
21





	
Jenkins, David


	
Cooper/Boatsteerer


	
Nantucket


	
22





	
Meader, James


	
Able Seaman


	
New Bedford (Northampton, MA)


	
30





	
Mullens, Augustus


	
Cook


	
Boston (Africa)


	
25





	
Nute, Benjamin H.


	
Green Hand


	
Lowell, MA (New Hampshire)


	
22





	
O’Connor, Peter


	
Second Mate


	
New Bedford


	
18





	
Rollins, Bartlett


	
Green Hand


	
Boston (New Hampshire)


	
21





	
Sedon, William


	
Able Seaman


	
--


	
--





	
Taylor, Thomas


	
Able Seaman


	
-- (Scotland)


	
21














	
Palauans and Non-Palauan Residents in Palau







	
Name


	
Description





	
Arra Kooker


	
One of the Ibedul’s brothers, and later an Ibedul





	
Beauty


	
Edward C. Barnard’s overseer on Tobi





	
Buhwur’timar, Kobaw’ut, Kobahnoo’uk, and Wah’rebo


	
Children of Pahrahbooah and Nah’kit





	
Dick


	
British beachcomber‡ on Koror





	
George


	
British beachcomber on Koror





	
Ibedul§


	
Supreme chief of Koror, late 1700s





	
King George


	
Ibedul of Koror during the Mentor’s time





	
Kobac


	
Ngarchelong chief





	
Lee Boo


	
Ibedul’s second son





	
Nah’kit


	
Wife of Pahrahbooah





	
Omry


	
Ngarchelong commoner





	
Pahrahbooah


	
Horace Holden’s overseer on Tobi





	
Raa Kook


	
One of the Ibedul’s brothers





	
Soogle


	
Malayan beachcomber in Koror





	
Tit


	
Ngarchelong chief





	
Washington, Charles (Old Charley)


	
British beachcomber in Ngarchelong





	
Key Crew of the British East Indiaman Antelope





	
Name


	
Position





	
Blanchard, Madan


	
Seaman





	
Sharp, John


	
Surgeon





	
Wilson, Henry


	
Captain





	
Wilson, Matthias


	
Seaman and brother of Captain Wilson





	
Key Crew of the Friendship and the Sumatran Who Helped Them





	
Name


	
Position





	
Adam, Po


	
Sumatran friendly to the Americans





	
Barry, John


	
Second Mate





	
Endicott, Charles M.


	
Captain





	
Knight, Charles


	
First Mate





	
Key Crew of HMS Panther and Endeavour





	
Name


	
Position





	
Delano, Amasa


	
American seaman on the Panther hired in Macau





	
McCluer, John


	
Captain of the Panther and in overall charge of it and the Endeavour





	
Proctor, John


	
Captain of the Endeavour





	
Key Crew of the USS Vincennes





	
Name


	
Position





	
Aulick, John H.


	
Captain





	
Carr, John A.


	
First Lieutenant





	
Lee-Wright Browning, Robert


	
Lieutenant





	
Other Characters





	
Name


	
Description





	
Adams, John Quincy


	
Congressional representative and former president





	
Captain Keating


	
Captain of the Dash





	
Captain Low


	
Captain of the Cabot





	
Cheyne, Andrew


	
Scottish mariner





	
Colesworthy, John


	
Father of Thomas Colesworthy, the Mentor’s first mate





	
Downes, John


	
Commodore, USS Potomac





	
Ellms, Charles


	
Author, The Tragedy of the Seas





	
Inoue, Sadae


	
Japanese lieutenant general during WWII





	
Lockley, Fred


	
Oregon journalist





	
Marsh, George


	
Crewman on the Dash





	
Meader, Susan


	
Wife of Edward C. Barnard





	
Meredith, J. C.


	
Author, The Tattooed Man





	
Miller, Mary


	
Wife of Horace Holden





	
O’Connell, James F.


	
Irish mariner and castaway on Pohnpei Island





	
Pope Leo XIII


	
Papacy, 1878–1903





	
Reynolds, Jeremiah N.


	
Writer and explorer





	
Short, Henry


	
Captain of the Brittania





	
Sledge, Eugene


	
American marine and author of With the Old Breed





	
Somes, D. A.


	
Captain of the Sabina





	
Tojo, Hideki


	
General and Japanese prime minister, WWII





	
Wilbur, Deborah


	
Wife of James Meader





	
Wilkes, Charles


	
Commander, United States South Seas Exploring Expedition of 1838–1842











	*Birthplace listed in parentheses only if different from residence.

	†he double dash (--) means that such information is not known.

	‡The term “beachcomber” will be defined later in the text, when relevant to the story.

	§As will be described in the text, “Ibedul” is the term for the supreme chief of Koror and is not the actual name of that chief during the late 1700s. However, since the actual name of the chief is not certain, he will be referred to simply as the Ibedul.









The Wreck of the Mentor





Introduction
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The Mentor in the storm that wrecked it.


the whaleship mentor and its crew of twenty-two were in trouble. On May 18, 1832, soon after passing to the north of Morotai Island,* in between the western edge of New Guinea and the Philippines, the weather turned nasty. For three days, terrific south-southwesterly winds, torrential rains, and building seas buffeted the ship. Captain Edward C. Barnard† ordered his men to take in all the sails except the foresail, the fore topmast staysail, and the close-reefed topsail, to keep the masts from snapping or the ship from capsizing. Unable to rely on celestial navigation due to thick cloud cover, Barnard did his best to steer as the Mentor sliced through mountainous waves that violently pitched the ship about. He remained cool and in control, however, for he thought the ship was in open water, and therefore in no immediate danger of crashing into land. As to where they were, his best guess, taking into account the wind direction, ship’s speed, compass readings, and the time and distance elapsed since leaving Morotai behind, was that the Mentor was about 150 miles northwest of Palau with plenty of sea room. But he was wrong. Just before midnight on May 21, at the turning of the watch, the Mentor struck a reef with savage force, lurching three times and unhanging its rudder.

On the third bounce, Horace Holden, a green hand on his first voyage, flew from his berth, smashing into the hull across the way. Struggling to his feet and in great pain, he rushed up to the main deck where “all was confusion, horror, and dismay.” No sooner had he come up than the ship swung around, exposing its starboard side to the full fury of the wind. Suddenly the Mentor was thrown on its beam ends with its portside partially submerged and wedged against the jagged coral heads. Towering waves continued to pummel the ship, breaking over the exposed hull and threatening to rip the Mentor apart. Amazingly, none of the crew had been pitched over the side or gravely injured, despite the terrific assault on the ship. Barnard yelled over the din to the second mate, Peter O’Connor, “Where are we?” O’Connor had no idea, but said that he thought he saw land to the leeward, not far off.

It was painfully obvious that the Mentor was done for, its sailing career over. The main question, indeed the only real question, was whether the crew should immediately abandon ship or hold on until the morning light enabled them to get their bearings before heading off into the unknown. While the waist boat‡ had been smashed in the collision, three other whaleboats were still on board, which could hold all the men should they decide to leave.

The formerly cohesive crew that had answered unswervingly to Barnard’s direction was suddenly splintered. While the general laws, rules, and customs of maritime commerce required crewmen to follow the captain’s orders during a voyage, after a wreck the captain’s absolute authority evaporated. And in the current chaotic and alarming situation on the Mentor, many of the men on board had but one thought—how do I save myself?

While some looked to Barnard for guidance, others calculated their best move, hierarchy be damned. Without consulting Barnard, the first mate, Thomas N. Colesworthy, fearing that the Mentor would soon disintegrate and preferring his chances afloat, ordered the portside quarter boat to be lowered from the davits.§ Nine men joined Colesworthy in his precipitous flight, but before they departed, they called for and received a hatchet from the ship so they could sever the ropes holding the oars fast to the sides of the boat. Once the oars were free, the men shoved off into the roiling waters and were soon out of sight.

With the ship heeling over a bit more with each crashing wave, and the main deck heaving upward under the strain, Barnard came to the same conclusion as Colesworthy, and decided to abandon ship, fearing that it would not hold together until dawn. Much of the remaining crew, however, preferred to remain on board, especially since the storm showed signs of abating or, at least, not worsening. They pleaded with their captain to stay, but Barnard would not be dissuaded, and he ordered those still willing to follow his lead to ready the starboard whaleboat for lowering.

Barnard’s plan had a problem. The ship was canted so far over that it was virtually impossible to get the boat into the water. Holden, who had already decided to stay with the ship, yelled for the men to cut away the masts and rigging. More hatchets were quickly retrieved, and after a few minutes of furious chopping, the ship righted enough for the starboard whaleboat to swing clear.

Able seamen Charles C. Bowkett and William Seddon and green hand William Duff scrambled into the boat along with Barnard, who brought along navigational instruments, the logbook, a bag of clothes, hardtack¶ in a tin chest, a hatchet, and a keg of water. As an added measure of security, and in a nod to self-preservation, Barnard fastened a rope around his waist, the other end of which was tied off on the ship. That way, he hoped that he could be hauled to safety in the event that the boat capsized after launching, or if all the rope played out and it appeared as if the boat would survive, he could cut or untie his end and be free of the Mentor. The other three men joining Barnard on the boat took their chances.

While the remaining crewmen struggled to lower the whaleboat, a massive wave smashed it to pieces, sending its occupants flying into the turbulent waters. Sedon managed to grab onto the rope dangling from one of the davits and climbed back onto the ship. Duff was seen floating face down before disappearing into the gloom. Bowkett, an excellent swimmer—quite unusual for mariners of the day—swam furiously to the leeward side of the Mentor and scrambled up the rigging hanging over the side onto the main deck. As for Barnard, the strong current and waves dragged him more than one hundred yards from the ship before the men on board grabbed hold of the rope. With the “utmost difficulty” they began drawing it in, much of the time with Barnard’s screams for assistance being heard in the distance. After about ten minutes of laborious work, they hauled the “old man,”# as they called him, back onto the main deck. He was exhausted by his ordeal, but not seriously injured.

The eleven men left on the Mentor spent the long and terrifying hours until dawn either holding onto the rigging or lashing themselves to the ship to keep from losing their footing on the heavily tilted deck and being washed overboard. The unrelenting wind roaring in their ears, and the walls of water pounding the ship and, at times, their bodies, were ceaseless companions. Reflecting on their perilous situation, Holden recalled, “[our] prospects during that awful night were such, that no ray of hope was permitted to penetrate [our thoughts],” which “continually visited the homes we had quitted, probably forever—and [we] offered prayers for the dear friends we had left behind. Every succeeding wave that dashed over us threatened to sweep us into an untried eternity.”

As the sun rose over the horizon, brilliantly illuminating the scene, the wind and seas calmed down and the land that O’Connor had spied earlier revealed itself as a small sandy cay about three miles away. In another direction, about ten or fifteen miles distant, they could just make out a much larger island.

They had no other option but to strike out using the Mentor’s last whaleboat. This was a sobering and slightly fearful proposition. The whaleboat had been beaten up earlier in the voyage and was in rough condition. Resigned to their uncertain fate, the men loaded the whaleboat with a keg of water, a small chest of hardtack, clothes, an empty canister of gunpowder, one musket, a pair of pistols, a quadrant compass, a sextant, three cutlasses, and a tinder box. Then, they left the Mentor and began rowing for the cay, “not without feelings of deep sorrow,” Holden recalled, “and with small hopes of improving our forlorn condition.”

Along the way a question was answered—what had happened to the portside quarter boat and its ten occupants? A considerable distance from the ship the men saw the boat, overturned and stove in, bobbing in shallow water just a few feet above a reef. It was tethered in place by a harpoon and lance that were wedged into coral crevices below. Whether the whaling implements had been placed there intentionally in an effort to arrest the boat’s progress over the waves, or by accident, was not known. The ten men were nowhere to be found, and were never seen again.**

The cay was barely a speck upon the ocean, about 250 feet long, and perhaps 50 feet wide. Still, it felt good to be on solid land after such a horrific night. The men pulled the boat onto the beach and then inspected their diminutive domain. In the middle of the cay was a depression filled with loose sand. Employing a few large clam shells scattered in the wrack line on the beach, they dug down about four feet, whereupon the hole filled with water. While it was less salty than the ocean, having been somewhat filtered as it traveled through sand, it was undrinkable and therefore of no use to the men.

Near the hole was a stone wall, comprised of broken coral and in the shape of an H. Barnard thought that natives had built it as a shelter against the monsoons, since in and around it were remnants of fishing nets, fish bones, and coconut husks, indicating that fishermen had been there recently. Although many islands in the Pacific were deserted, as this one was now, the evidence of natives made it clear that inhabited islands were nearby.

At the edge of the cay, among the rocks, the whalemen caught a few fish, crabs, and mollusks. They were cooked on a fire kindled using flints and steel brought from the ship and driftwood collected on the earlier perambulation of the cay. Combined with a bit of hardtack and water, the roasted victuals made for a welcome though not filling repast.

Around noon, with the temperature in the low 80s and the brilliant sun beating down, Barnard used the Mentor’s sextant to determine the latitude of their location. He was now virtually certain. They were on one of the numerous islands that made up Palau.

Although the men of the Mentor didn’t know where they were in the archipelago, they were on a cay off the island of Kayangel, at the northernmost reaches of Palau. One can’t help but wonder how the story of the Mentor might have unfolded differently had it sailed just a few miles farther to the north on that stormy night in May 1832. It would have missed Palau entirely and might have made it safely all the way to Guam, the intended destination. But this is a common tale in history. Small changes in one direction or another, or different decisions made by key individuals, can have major ramifications.

Since the whaleboat leaked at an alarming rate, the men decided to remain on the cay overnight and visit the wreck in the morning to salvage wood, tools, and nails for repairs. They spent the remainder of the day scanning the horizon, wandering about the cay, and using their clothes, oars, and canvas remnants to erect a tent near the boat.

They couldn’t stay there long since there was little to sustain them and they were dangerously exposed. Two options presented themselves. Either they could head out into the open ocean in what Holden referred to as their “crazy boat,” and hope to be rescued by a passing ship, or they could row to Kayangel and take their chances with the natives they assumed would be there. Given the boat’s condition, their resources, and that Palau was far from the most traveled commercial routes, it was really no choice at all. The only reasonable course was to try for the island the next day despite the risks.

That night, the men took turns fitfully sleeping and keeping watch. Just before the sun rose, the watchman alerted the others. A large canoe was swiftly approaching. Slicing through an opening in the reef encircling the cay, and coming to a stop just offshore, the canoe had about twenty natives on board. They stared intently at the strange visitors, evincing some fear, apparently wondering what to do next. Barnard told his men that they would soon be surrounded, and he recommended that they calmly submit, as they had no other choice, since fighting would most certainly end in their immediate death.

To signal friendship or, at least, a welcoming disposition, Barnard hoisted an oar with a shirt hanging from it, and waved it back and forth. Almost immediately, the natives rowed to the shore, pulled their canoe up the beach, and stepped boldly onto the sand. They were stark naked, with long hair, jet-black teeth, and tattoos, especially on their legs. More alarming, they were heavily armed with battle axes, clubs, and spears. The men of the Mentor looked upon the visitors nervously, unsure whether they came in peace or had deadly designs.

the foundering of a ship in the early 1800s was an unusual event, although hardly unheard of. Each one of the many thousands of voyages that Americans, or any Westerners for that matter, made into the Pacific was a proverbial roll of the dice. Sailing those great, capacious, often tempestuous, and poorly mapped waters was to court disaster and death. While most ships completed their trips, many did not.

The Mentor, however, is not just another example of a shipwreck during the Age of Sail. It is one of the most complex and intriguing of such stories ever told, and also one that is unique. It spans multiple years and islands and provides insights into the clash of civilizations and cultures that attended the West’s commercial onslaught in the Pacific. The case of the Mentor is a compelling saga full of surprising twists and turns, along with a cast of fascinating characters that are forced by dramatic circumstances into a sometimes deadly and almost always fraught embrace.





	*Morotai Island is one of the northernmost islands in modern-day Indonesia. It is part of the Maluku, or Mollucas, archipelago. Europeans who arrived at the archipelago in the 1500s dubbed them the Spice Islands and launched a major trade in nutmeg, cloves, mace, and pepper, which has lasted for centuries, up until the present.

	†For those who have read my last book, Left for Dead, the surname Barnard will be very familiar. The main character in that book was Charles H. Barnard, the captain of the sealing brig Nanina. Charles and Edward were third cousins once removed, meaning that Edward was the child of Charles’s third cousin. It is purely a coincidence that the two Barnards are distantly related, and my decision to write The Wreck of the Mentor had nothing to do with that connection, especially since I only found out about it after beginning research on this book.

	‡The waist boat is the whaleboat located midship on the portside of the vessel.

	§Davits are strong, curved, wooden arms from which the whaleboats were hung off the side of the ship.

	¶Long a staple on sailing ships, hardtack was incredibly dense biscuit made from water, flour, and sometimes salt, and baked until it was almost rock hard. It could be stored for months and years onboard ship, as long as it was kept dry in a properly sealed container. Biting into hardtack risked chipping one’s teeth, so to eat it, a sailor would soak it—either whole or broken into pieces—in water, tea, coffee, soup, or stew. It could also be cooked in fat.

	#It was common for mariners in the 1800s, and even today, to refer to the captain of a ship as the “old man,” whether or not he was actually old. It is slang, and is not considered a derogatory term. Barnard, who was thirty-one at the time, was not an old captain by any means.

	**One of the men who perished was green hand and cabin boy James Blackmer of Rochester, New York, who was only sixteen. In another sign of how dangerous seafaring could be, James’s father, John Blackmer, was the captain of a schooner that had left port ten years earlier and disappeared without leaving a trace. During the Age of Sail, many families with multiple generations going to sea contained individuals who never came back from their last voyage. See “Loss of the Ship Mentor of This Port, and Melancholy Loss of Lives,” New-Bedford Mercury, August 9, 1833.









Chapter 1[image: ]Pursuing the Leviathans of the Deep



the twenty-two men on the mentor followed a well-worn path. They were part of the whaling fraternity, a profession with American roots reaching back to the very beginnings of the nation.* Not long after settling in modern-day Plymouth, Massachusetts, in late 1620, the Pilgrims began taking advantage of dead drift whales that washed up on local beaches, cutting off and boiling down their blubber to glean the thick oil that served to illuminate their lives. As the flood of immigrants to America from England rose in subsequent decades, the new arrivals, too, got into drift whaling, not only to mine precious oil, but also to cut baleen out of the mouths of the leviathans, which was used to make the hoops in hooped skirts and the stays in corsets and to provide the bristles in brushes.†


By the mid-to-late 1600s, the American colonists became impatient waiting for whales to randomly come to them. Thus, slowly at first, then with increasing regularity, the colonists took to the sea in small boats and went whaling, or to be more precise, went shore whaling within a few miles of land.

Lookouts on the beach scanned the horizon for cresting whales and telltale spouts, often while sitting atop a tall timber pounded into a dune and fitted with a platform. When a whale came into view, the lookout cried, “whale off” or “whale in the bay,” and the whalemen came running and piled into their whaleboats, which were twenty to twenty-five feet long and made of cedar clapboards with tapered ends fore and aft to make for easy maneuverability. Each whaleboat, with the usual complement of six, several of whom were often Indians in some communities, would then shove off and the men would begin rowing toward deeper water in pursuit of their quarry.

Once the boat closed in on the whale, the harpooner grabbed the tool of his trade—a single- or double-flued (barbed) iron dart, with a two-foot shank, mounted on a pole made from a hardwood sapling—and stood poised at the bow ready to strike when the time was right. The harpoon was attached to a hemp or manila line or rope a hundred or more fathoms long, which lay coiled in a tub at the bottom of the boat.

The moments after the harpoon found its mark were the most dangerous part of the hunt. With one flick of its mighty tail flukes, the enraged whale could destroy the boat, flinging the men into the water, possibly injuring or killing a few, and leaving the rest struggling to stay afloat. More commonly, the struck whale took off, taking the men on the proverbial Nantucket sleigh ride—a bone-jarring, terrifying, and at times, no doubt, exhilarating trip over the waves.


[image: A diagram of a one-flued and a two-flued harpoon shows long shafts and barbed tips.]


One-flued and two-flued harpoons. The men on the Mentor could have used either design and almost certainly had both on board.


As soon as the whale tired, the men pulled alongside it, whereupon one of them grabbed the lance, a long, teardrop-shaped and extremely sharp steel knife mounted on a pole, which was used to finish off the whale. The goal was to strike hard and deep to pierce the lungs and then churn the lance to do the most damage. Success would show itself as a geyser of crimson gushing from the whale’s blowhole, which caused whalemen to cry out, “Chimney’s afire.” Now came the whale’s final flurry, swimming frantically in ever tighter circles, thrashing its tail, and posing its final danger to the whalemen, who backed off their boat to keep it from being damaged by the dying animal’s final exertions. When the whale exhaled its last breath, it turned on its side, fin out, as it was called. One of the men cut a hole in the whale’s flukes, into which was inserted a T-shaped wooden toggle attached to a rope, and the crew began the long, wearying tow back to shore, where the blubber would be stripped and melted down in iron trypots heated over a roaring fire, and the baleen cut out of the whale’s mouth.


[image: An illustration of sailors in small boats attacking a whale in rough waves with a larger ship nearby.]


“South Sea Whale Fishery,” showing the final stage of attacking a right whale, circa 1835.


By the early 1700s relentless hunting had depleted the stocks of whales close to shore, whereupon the next phase of the industry commenced—offshore whaling. For days, weeks, or months at a time, larger whaleships would travel up and down the Atlantic looking for whales in increasingly larger ships. Unlike shore whaling, however, which focused on baleen whales—right whales and, to a lesser extent, humpback whales—offshore whaling not only took those species, but also pursued the most valuable whale in the ocean, the sperm whale.‡

When whalemen looked at sperm whales, they saw three things that could make them money. The sperm whale’s blubber was rendered into oil that was cleaner-burning and more valuable than oil from other whales. Spermaceti oil, scooped by the bucketful out of the spermaceti organ in the whale’s bulbous head, was transformed into spermaceti candles, the most-expensive and clean-burning candles of all. And then there was ambergris, sometimes called “Neptune’s Treasure.” A gray or black waxy substance, ambergris is formed in the stomach or large intestine of sperm whales, and is often expelled during defecation, sometimes as small lumps the size of baseballs, and other times as large concretions weighing hundreds of pounds. Despite its less than appealing origin story, ambergris had great value as a fixative in perfume, enabling the scent to linger longer. In a world that often smelled quite ripe, that feature made ambergris literally worth its weight in gold.

In offshore whaling, after a whale was sighted, either by a man on the mast or one on deck, the call went out and the crews jumped into the whaleboats, which were then lowered from the davits into the water, and the chase commenced, following much the same choreography as what took place when chasing whales closer to shore. Once the whale was killed, it was towed back to the mother ship, and the processing began.

Men wielding sharp cutting spades peeled the blubber from the carcass as it rolled in the water, and the block and tackle, roused to action by the men pumping the handles of the windlass up and down, hauled the blubber onto the deck where it was pitched into the trypots for rendering. For sperm whales, the head was taken aboard and mined for its spermaceti, while the intestines and stomach were eagerly probed for ambergris. The crew also wrenched the large teeth out of the whale’s mouth, which were set aside to be used for scrimshaw during the whalemen’s downtime.


[image: A sailor cut into a sperm whale and hoisted its large head onto a ship.]


Cutting into a sperm whale and preparing to haul the bulbous head, enclosing the spermaceti organ, on board for further processing, circa 1903.


On the eve of the American Revolution, whaling was one of the most important industries in the colonies, employing thousands of men sailing on more than three hundred ships, with Nantucket leading the way. The Revolution, however, crippled America’s whaling fleet. It wasn’t until the end of the century and into the next that it began to revive. No longer content to pursue their quarry only in the Atlantic, America’s whalemen expanded their peripatetic search for leviathans, venturing into the Pacific and Indian Oceans as well. This comeback, however, was short-lived, as the War of 1812 delivered another massive blow to America’s whaling ambitions. After the war ended in 1815, yet again, new life was breathed into the industry with the launching of the golden age of whaling, an era of unparalleled growth, productivity, and profits.


[image: A lithograph of a street in New Bedford with buildings, horse-drawn carriages, and people walking along the road.]


A lithograph printed in 1858, showing New Bedford in 1808, decades before the Mentor sailed, but already a time when the town was beginning to prosper as a result of the growing whaling industry.


By the 1820s, Nantucket, the long undisputed leading whaling port in the United States, had been eclipsed by New Bedford. During that decade, while an impressive 280 whaling voyages began in Nantucket, 354 left from New Bedford; in the 1830s the gulf widened with the numbers being 251 and 672, respectively. Already, the riches from whaling were transforming New Bedford, a town of eight thousand, into the very picture of prosperity. According to the October 1831 issue of The New-England Magazine, New Bedford likely employed “more shipping than any town of its size in the United States, if not the world.” Herman Melville, writing in his magnum opus, Moby-Dick, about this period in the town’s history would proclaim, “Nowhere in all America will you find more patrician-like houses; parks and gardens more opulent, than in New Bedford . . . all these brave houses and flowery gardens came from the Atlantic, Pacific, and Indian oceans. One and all, they were harpooned and dragged up hither from the bottom of the sea.”



[image: A portrait of Herman Melville seated with arms crossed, wearing a coat.]


Picture of Herman Melville, circa 1860, nine years after the publication of Moby-Dick. When Moby-Dick came out, Melville was already a man of literary note, with a few well-received books to his credit, including Typee and Omoo. But contrary to Melville’s hopes, Moby-Dick sold miserably, and it didn’t add to his fame; rather it launched his long slide into obscurity, at least during his lifetime. When he died in 1891, Harper’s Magazine gave him an obituary that was only a single sentence long. It was long after his death that Moby-Dick was resurrected to the point where today it is considered one of the greatest American novels.


The stately houses and beautiful gardens were, however, only a relatively small part of New Bedford. The closer one got to the harbor, the grittier, grimier, and more pungent the surroundings became. That is where the true heart and sinew of the town lay. Numerous ships lined the harbor’s edge or were moored just offshore. Although whaleships predominated, they were joined by vessels engaged in the cod and mackerel fisheries, as well as trade along the East Coast. The wharves groaned with massive barrels of whale oil and fish, and sheafs of baleen drying in the sun, which induced olfactory distress in the landlubber, but to mariner and merchant alike gave off the sweet smell of success. Warehouses dotted the cobblestone streets and alleys leading away from the harbor, along with the counting houses where profits and losses were calculated. The ropewalks, blacksmiths’ forges, cooperages, and spermaceti candle manufactories rang out with the song of industry.

The working waterfront is where most of the whalemen lived, in what one early twentieth-century historian referred to as the “squalid sections” of New Bedford that housed “the saloons, where delirium and death were sold, [and] the boarding houses, the dance halls and houses where female harpies reigned and vice and violence were rampant.” One of the most notorious destinations was the Ark, a whaleship that had been converted into a floating “brothel of the lowest class,” replete with a house-like superstructure and rooms to rent.


[image: A large multi-story mansion of William R Rodman with shutters, entrance steps, and a surrounding fence.]


The mansion of whaling merchant William R. Rodman, circa 1961.


it was in this milieu that William Rotch Rodman, one of New Bedford’s most successful whaling merchants, operated. In mid-July 1831 he was getting ready to say farewell to one of his ships, the Mentor, which was about to set out on a two-year voyage to the South Atlantic. The Mentor was built as a merchant ship in 1807 by famed shipwright Enos Briggs of Salem, Massachusetts. Reconfigured into a whaleship, the Mentor was not particularly large, coming in at 84.5 feet long, 24 feet wide, 12 feet deep, and 213 tons. Like all whaleships, it was a floating killing machine. It contained all the implements of the trade necessary for chasing and harpooning whales, as well as the tools needed to process them once the blubber and baleen were brought on board. The Mentor was also a valuable piece of property insured by Rodman for $10,000.

Just as the Mentor itself was of a type, so too was its crew typical of the era. The master was thirty-one-year-old Edward C. Barnard. Born on Nantucket on November 23, 1799, Barnard had been to sea much of his adult life. He undoubtedly began whaling in his late teens, like so many of his fellow Nantucketers. The first record of him testing his sea legs is in 1821 when, at twenty-one, he shipped out on the Fairhaven whaler Columbus, which sailed to the Pacific in search of sperm whales. Listed on the ship’s papers as standing five feet seven, with fair skin and brown eyes, he sailed again on the Columbus two years later, but this time to the whaling grounds off Brazil. After one other voyage, as a first mate on the George and Martha, he was elevated to Master on the Persia, which left New Bedford in 1825 for the Pacific. The promotion was not the only change in his life. That same year, he settled in New Bedford and on June 19, not long before leaving on the Persia, he married Susan Meader, who was eight years his junior.

Barnard’s second command was aboard the Acasta out of Stonington, Connecticut, in 1828. Impressed with Barnard’s career thus far, in 1830 Rodman tapped him to lead the Mentor on a quick voyage to the South Atlantic. It turned out to be a wise choice, for the Mentor returned on June 14 the following year with a respectable, although not particularly remarkable, 1,400 barrels of oil from baleen whales and 150 barrels of sperm oil, altogether worth roughly $26,000. Satisfied with Barnard’s performance, Rodman wasted no time hiring him once again to head out on the Mentor as soon as it was ready to sail.


[image: A cross-sectional diagram of the whaleship Alice Knowles shows decks, whaleboats, and barrels of whale oil.]


The whaleship Alice Knowles, built in the late 1870s, is much larger and more advanced than the Mentor, but it has many of the same elements, including the whaleboats hanging from the davits, the hold below filled with barrels of whale oil, and the tryworks on the main deck, which housed the fire below and the iron pots into which the blubber would be pitched so that the oil could be rendered from it.


In short order, a crew of twenty-one signed on for the cruise, ranging in age from fifteen to thirty-two, most of whom were in their late teens and early twenties. Eight of them were green hands, having never been to sea. This was a relatively high number of newcomers to whaling, indicating how it was already becoming difficult to find seasoned men for the ever-expanding number of whaleships heading to sea from whale-crazy New Bedford. The vast majority of the crew were White and were born in the United States, hailing primarily from Massachusetts, with Boston, Nantucket, and New Bedford being especially well represented locales. Two were Black, one born in Santo Domingo and the other in an unidentified African country. Two others were citizens of the United Kingdom. Five of the men who signed on to the Mentor’s 1831 voyage had also been on the Mentor’s trip a year prior, a sign that Barnard was a decent master. If Barnard had been cruel or incompetent, it is unlikely that a crewman who had experienced such shortcomings would be eager to ship out again under the same man. Hardly anything is known about the early lives of most of the Mentor’s crew, which is the case for so many mariners of this era who left scant mark on history. There is, however, a little more biographical information about two of the men, James Meader and Horace Holden.

James Meader, a common seaman who was married with no children, also happened to be Barnard’s brother-in-law. Born in Northampton, Massachusetts, but on the eve of the voyage residing in New Bedford, Meader was twenty-eight years old, five-feet-four-inches tall, with olive skin and dark hair. His father was a successful whaleman, and while Meader followed him into the business, he did so relatively late in life, as far as whalemen went, his first voyage being the Mentor’s 1830 trip. His profession before that is unknown.

Horace Holden was a twenty-one-year-old green hand born in Hillsborough, New Hampshire, into a family of small-time farmers who earned a modest living from the land. He and his four younger siblings—two brothers and two sisters—had a happy childhood laboring on the farm and attending a modicum of school. But when Horace was twelve, his father, Phineas, died, sending the family into a tailspin and leaving his mother bereft, both emotionally and financially. Horace worked a variety of jobs over the next nine years, all in an effort to keep himself and his family afloat. Then he resolved, as he said, to make “the experiment of a voyage at sea.” This was a very common trajectory at the time, with many young farmers and laborers choosing to forsake often poorly paid work on land to pursue profits at sea, especially in the whaling business whose fortunes appeared to be on the rise. His desire to ship out, however, was not only motivated by the search for income, but also for health reasons. Standing five-feet-seven-inches tall, with light skin and brown hair, Holden did not have a particularly robust physique, and he hoped that a few years at sea would toughen him up.


[image: The whaleship Charles W Morgan with multiple masts and rigging sails on calm water.]


Picture of the whaleship Charles W. Morgan, circa 1927, after its active whaling days were over. The Morgan, launched in 1841, was a much larger ship than the Mentor, being roughly 107 feet long (on the deck), 28 feet wide, 17 feet deep, and weighing 351 tons. The Morgan, now housed at the Mystic Seaport Museum, is the last surviving wooden whaleship in the world.


whether they came to whaling as green hands or careerists, all whalemen were gamblers, engaged in a speculative and highly risky endeavor. They operated on a no-prey, no-pay basis. If they came back with an empty hold, all of their efforts would be in vain, but if they had a greasy voyage, with the hold filled with barrels of oil and sheafs of baleen carpeting the decks, then their multiyear trip would be deemed a success. How much of a success, however, depended on the creative accounting that took place after the ship returned to port.

Even if a ship returned full, financial happiness was far from assured. Determining the ship’s profits was a complicated bookkeeping exercise that required the owner to take the money earned by the sale of the cargo and subtract from that, among other charges, sales commissions, insurance premiums, and pilotage, wharfage, and shipping fees. Once the profits were known, they were further divided among the owners and the crew, with the former taking upward of 70 percent for themselves. The profits that remained went to the crew and were distributed according to the lay system, which gave the whalemen a direct stake in the success of the voyage. Masters and officers on the ship would get the biggest cut, with, for example, the former receiving 1/15th or 1/18th of the pot, while a first mate might get 1/27th or 1/37th. Common seamen, or the men before the mast, got the least, perhaps as little as 1/75th or 1/125th to 1/175th of the pie. The actual fluctuations depended on the ship, but the basic point held true—the men at the top were getting more, and the men at the bottom less.

The lays, however, hardly determined the whalemen’s earnings. This was merely the base amount from which a whole list of expenses was deducted. The advance received upon signing on, which had been accruing interest ever since the ship left port, was subtracted first. Then came the five or ten dollars that the owner took to pay for loading and unloading the ship, along with a smaller fee to stock the medicine chest. Any purchases of clothes or personal items from the ship’s slop chest, which was the equivalent of a floating general store, were added to the tally. Loans made by a captain to a crewman in port had to be repaid with often exorbitant interest rates. There were other costs to consider as well. The often-overpriced outfitters, who sold supplies to whalemen at the beginning of the trip, and the equally rapacious infitters, who supplied the whalemen upon their return, had their hands out, as did the boardinghouse keepers. And one could not forget the shipping agents, whose fee for recruiting crewmen was carved from the lay. It is no wonder, then, that whalemen derisively referred to this menagerie of outfitters, infitters, boardinghouse keepers, and agents as landsharks. All of this makes one fact abundantly clear: Being a whaleman was a difficult way to earn a living, but the men of the Mentor were all betting that they would be the exceptions to the rule and come back wealthy, or, at least, with a good bit of money in their pockets.

Of course, they might not come back at all. Whaling was a notoriously hazardous and often deadly profession. Getting knocked out of your whaleboat by an angry whale, or having the boat smashed by the same, were just a few of the many dangers whalemen encountered. Others included being attacked by natives while trading with them or stocking up on provisions at some remote island. More than a few whaleships sank in bad weather or foundered on an unknown, uncharted, or unseen reef. Some whalemen plunged from the rigging to their death, or were washed overboard during storms, lost to the sea. In exceedingly rare instances, whales attacked a mother ship. The most famous example of this involves the Nantucket whaleship Essex.

On November 20, 1820, nearly 3,000 miles west of Ecuador, the Essex was rammed and sunk by an enraged bull sperm whale, leaving twenty stunned crewmen in three whaleboats to begin their search for salvation. Over the next three months the men would travel 4,500 miles, but not all of them would survive. When they landed on uninhabited Henderson Island, three men elected to stay there.§ The rest continued on, their food running so low that they resorted to cannibalism, eating some of the dead among them to survive. Finally, three men in one whaleboat, emaciated and barely alive, were rescued by the British merchant ship Indian on February 18, 1821. Five days later, the last two men, in equally bad shape, were found by the Nantucket whaleship Dauphin. The story of the Essex’s final voyage shocked and fascinated the public, including Herman Melville, who used the ramming of the ship as the basis for Moby-Dick’s unforgettable ending, when the seemingly possessed white whale sinks the Pequod, vanquishes Ahab, and leaves behind a sole survivor to tell the tale.

The men who signed on to the Mentor were very familiar with all of these mortal risks as well. But they didn’t dwell on them. The sailing of a whaleship was a time of optimism and hope, albeit leavened with a bit of apprehension and fear of the unknown.

the mentor was embarking on its voyage at a turbulent time for the United States. President Andrew Jackson, the hero of the Battle of New Orleans during the War of 1812 and affectionately called “Old Hickory” on account of his toughness, was in the middle of his first term. During his tenure thus far, he had, among other things, expanded the spoils system, doling out numerous patronage positions to his supporters, and signed the Indian Removal Act, which initiated a disgraceful national policy of forcibly removing Indians from their native lands and relocating them to reservations, resulting in a decades-long process that history has fittingly dubbed the Trail of Tears.

The country was also rapidly expanding. Its population had increased nearly 35 percent over the previous decade, and now stood at roughly thirteen million. Two million of those, however, were enslaved Black people, a reflection of America’s original sin, and a searing reality that was increasingly straining relations between the North and the South and placing them on a collision course that would decades later erupt in the Civil War. Adding to those tensions was the launching of William Lloyd Garrison’s abolitionist newspaper, The Liberator, which eloquently fought to put an end to the so-called “peculiar institution” of chattel slavery.

In the spring of 1832, the cholera epidemic, which had originated in Asia and then spread to Russia and Europe, jumped the pond and showed up first in Canada, in early June, and then made its way to various spots in the United States, either directly from Canada or via ships docking in American ports. By the end of June, the first cases appeared in New York City, where the epidemic would leave its most tragic mark. Since there was no cure, and cholera thrived in dirty, unsanitary conditions that were widespread in the city, the death toll started to rise. In July, an assistant to the famed landscape painter Asher B. Durand described the chilling scene unfolding around him. “There is no business doing here if I except that done by cholera, doctors, undertakers, coffin makers, &c. Our bustling city now wears a most gloomy & desolate aspect—one may take a walk up & down Broadway & scarce meet a soul.” By Christmas the epidemic was over, leaving in its wake 3,500 dead New Yorkers.


[image: A portrait of Andrew Jackson, dressed in a suit, seated in a chair with hands clasped and legs crossed.]


Lithograph of President Andrew Jackson based on a painting by W. J. Hubbard, circa 1833.


This era was not solely defined by political machinations, division, strife, moral bankruptcy, and disease, however. In May 1831, just a few months before the Mentor sailed, Alexis de Tocqueville and Gustave de Beaumont arrived in Newport, Rhode Island, from France and began their tour of the American prison system on behalf of the French government. In reality, the two men were much more interested in exploring American society in general than penal reform. This would result in de Tocqueville publishing his epic tome, Democracy in America—the first volume in 1835, and the second in 1840—which detailed the good and the bad associated with the democratic experiment in the United States, and presciently predicted that the nation would one day be a major global power.


[image: A portrait of Alexis de Tocqueville seated with arms resting on the chair.]


Lithograph of Alexis Charles Henry de Tocqueville, 1848. His classic, Democracy in America, is full of impactful observations, one of the most powerful being: “I am not so much alarmed at the excessive liberty which reigns in that country as at the very inadequate securities which exist against tyranny.”


On July 4, 1831, the United States’ fifty-fifth Independence Day celebration, one of America’s most patriotic anthems, My Country ’Tis of Thee, had its inaugural performance in Boston, where its rousing opening stanza lifted the audience at the Park Street Congregational Church—


My country, ’tis of Thee,

Sweet Land of Liberty

Of thee I sing;

Land where my fathers died,

Land of the pilgrims’ pride,

From every mountain side

Let Freedom ring!¶




That same day, James Monroe, the fifth president of the United States, passed away after a long illness, becoming the third American commander-in-chief to die on July 4, after Thomas Jefferson and John Adams. About the same time, the Virginia farmer Cyrus Hall McCormick invented and tested his mechanical reaper, which would go on to revolutionize the harvesting of grain, energizing American agriculture.

finally, on july 21, 1831, the Mentor was ready to leave. The men said their last goodbyes to their friends and loved ones, who, if things went to plan, they wouldn’t see for two years. For Susan Barnard, this parting was bittersweet. Although she knew what she had signed on for when she married Edward, and that his career and source of income came from the sea, it was still hard to be separated for such long periods. Indeed, since they married in 1825, Edward had been away from New Bedford most of the time, which was especially difficult for Susan since the birth of their daughter Sarah in 1829, and Alice a year later.

After sailing out of Buzzard’s Bay, the Mentor headed around the outstretched arm of Cape Cod to the eastern edge of the Grand Banks off Newfoundland in search of whales. Seeing none, Barnard sailed across the Atlantic to the Azores, where he hoped his luck would change. Soon after arriving in the area, his men killed two extremely large bull sperm whales, which yielded nearly two hundred barrels of oil. Barnard offloaded the oil at the island of Faial for shipment back to New Bedford, refilled the Mentor’s water casks, and purchased a variety of provisions. In his short time in port, Holden was captivated. The Portuguese walking about and speaking in a foreign tongue fascinated him, as did the highest mountain in Portugal, Mount Pico, a dormant volcano that rose 7,713 feet into the sky on the neighboring island.

Barnard cruised around the Azores until early September, and then, when the weather grew rougher, he sailed down the western coast of Africa to warmer waters south of the equator. A few whales were seen, but his men failed to capture a single one. To change his fortune and keep his crew from getting more restless and disgruntled by their lack of success, Barnard made a bold decision. Although the sailing orders from the owner instructed him to hunt in the South Atlantic, they gave him permission to modify the voyage should he decide that was the best course. To that end, he headed around the Cape of Good Hope, through the Mozambique Channel to the Comoros Islands not far from the northwestern tip of Madagascar.

After stopping at the island of Anjouan for more provisions, Barnard and his men spent nearly three months cruising the waters between Zanzibar and Madagascar, with little to show for their efforts, capturing only a few more whales for another two hundred barrels of oil. Having such mediocre luck, Barnard decided on March 1, 1832, to sail across the Indian Ocean to the Indonesian Island of Timor to stock up on provisions, and then head into the Pacific. This was a promising gambit. Ever since the first American whalers sailed into the Pacific in the late 1700s, the number of ships making that trek had consistently increased, taking advantage of some of the world’s richest whaling grounds, which were teeming with perhaps as many as a million sperm whales.

On April 9, the Mentor pulled into Timor’s main port, Kupang, and spent five days there, bringing on board wood, water, and barrels of salted water buffalo meat. Departing on April 16, the Mentor sailed into the Banda Sea and then the Molucca Sea, hoping to stop at the Dutch port of Ternate. Adverse winds and strong currents, however, kept the ship from that destination. On May 18, as the Mentor was off the northern coast of Morotai, and the weather was rapidly deteriorating, Barnard set a course for Guam, which was then under Spanish control. But he never made it. Instead, the Mentor foundered on a reef in Palau.


[image: A watercolor shows people near thatched houses in Kupang with a man climbing a palm tree.]


Watercolor, circa 1819, showing a scene in the environs of Kupang.



[image: A Dutch map shows Halmahera, Ternate, and Morotai with labeled seas and coastlines.]


Detail of Dutch map, circa 1842, showing the Molluca Sea (Molukkos), Ternate (in the center to the left of Halmahera), and Morotai (Morotaij) Island (at the upper right corner).






	*Of course, the whaling industry has an origin story that goes much farther back in history. Exactly when humans began looking at whales as objects worthy of pursuit is lost to the mists of time. The first people for which there is a solid record of whaling are the Basques, an ancient people who inhabited the mountainous region between Spain and France. They began whaling in the seventh or eighth century. In subsequent centuries, many European as well as Asian countries followed suit, including England. Thus, when the Pilgrims arrived in the New World they were very familiar with whaling and were eager to get involved in this potentially lucrative profession.

	†Baleen, also called whalebone, is found in so-called baleen whales, such as right, humpback, and bowhead whales. It is a keratinous material, like human fingernails, that when viewed from the side, resembles a comb with hair-like fringes on the inner edge. It enables the whales to sieve krill and other plankton from the water, which they eat. When baleen is cut and heated up, it can be molded into a hoop shape that it retains upon cooling down.

	‡Sperm whales are odontocetes, and they differ from baleen whales in that they have teeth rather than baleen, and their main sources of food are fish and squid.

	§Those three men would later be rescued by the British ship Surry, which was sent to find and retrieve them.

	¶Freedom for all, that is, with the glaring exception of enslaved Black people.









Chapter 2[image: ]Palau



covering more than 30 percent of the earth’s surface, the Pacific Ocean is characterized by a string of superlatives. It is the single largest geographic feature on the planet, coming in at 64 million square miles, bigger than all of the continents combined; the widest body of water at 12,300 miles; and the deepest body of water, with the Mariana Trench’s Challenger Deep plummeting 36,000 feet, making Mount Everest, at 29,000 feet, a little less impressive in comparison. In a word, the Pacific, which Melville called the “tide-beating heart of the earth,” is huge, so big that the 10,000 islands it contains virtually disappear against the backdrop of the vast briny blue expanse. Some of the Pacific’s smallest islands are located in an area called Micronesia,* which, appropriately enough, means “small islands” in Greek. And within this constellation of miniature landmasses peeking above the waves is Palau.

Palau is an archipelago spread out in a graceful arc in a northeast-to-southwest direction spanning roughly 450 miles, the main part of which is about 800 miles southwest of Guam, 450 miles east of the southern tip of the Philippines, and 500 miles north of New Guinea. It consists of around 340 low-lying coral and volcanic islands with a total land area of only 189 square miles, which is roughly the same size as the city of New Orleans. More than 100 of the islands are so small that they barely deserve that designation, and nearly 80 percent of Palau’s land is contained on the single island of Babeldaob, which is about 27 miles long and anywhere from roughly a mile to 9 miles wide.†


[image: An aerial view of northern Babeldaob with elongated islands, reef areas, and the surrounding ocean.]


Aerial view of northern Babeldaob.


Erupting from cerulean waters, Palau is teeming with life, creating a veritable paradise on earth. Located just north of the equator, the average temperature year-round is a balmy 81°F, with humidity levels hovering at 80 percent, and an average yearly annual rainfall of 150 inches. This warm, moist environment nurtures lush vegetation, including massive breadfruit trees, mangroves, honey mesquite, white rock lilies, orchids, and a variety of palm trees. Signature animals include saltwater crocodiles, giant clams, golden jellyfish,‡ hermit crabs, flying foxes, the Palau bush warbler, the blue-faced parrotfinch, tuna, hawksbill sea turtles, dolphins, a great variety of sharks, and dugongs or sea cows, the largest herbivores in the ocean who graze on vast fields of seagrass. Most of the islands are surrounded by reefs that not only greatly contribute to the biodiversity, but also pose serious hazards for approaching vessels. Beyond the reefs, the bottom of the ocean falls precipitously away, plunging hundreds and often thousands of feet within sight of land.

Palauans have their own creation myths, one of the most fascinating being that of Chuab.§ A long time ago, as the legend goes, where Palau is now was an island named Ngeaur. One day, the island’s goddess, Latmikaik, gave birth to a baby boy named Chuab who had an insatiable appetite. He grew at a phenomenal rate, soon becoming as big as a house, forcing the villagers who were helping Latmikaik feed the boy to tie plates overflowing with food to poles so they could reach his ever-beseeching mouth. When he wasn’t being fed, Chuab sometimes raided the hog pens to get his fill, and, on rare occasions, even grabbed a few children. When he learned to speak, he began bellowing at the villagers to bring him more food. Chuab was eating so much that there was little food left for the locals, and they pleaded with Latmikaik to do something before they starved. Although she loved her son, Latmikaik felt she had no choice. If Chuab continued to grow and get stronger—and he showed no signs of stopping—everyone else would die. To save the villagers, she had to put an end to the threat that Chuab posed once and for all.

Latmikaik devised a scheme that would use Chuab’s ravenous appetite against him. She directed the villagers to collect as much wood as they could to build a massive building. When it was finished, Chuab was told it was intended to honor him, and that he should sit inside so a ceremony could commence. Warily, Chuab asked why the villagers had piled the wood so high beneath the building. They responded that they planned to hold a big feast for him, and the wood was to be used as kindling. Satisfied with this answer, and eagerly anticipating a good meal, Chuab waddled into the building. Once he sat down in the center, the villagers made another request. To properly perform the ceremony, they said they needed to tie his hands and legs together. Sensing no danger, Chuab held out his hand and legs, and then waited for the gustatory celebration to begin.


[image: An aerial view of many small rocky islets clustered together and surrounded by shallow water in Palau.]


Aerial shot of the 70 Islands preserve in Palau, located in between Koror and Peleliu.


The minute that Chuab had settled in, the villagers lit the kindling. A huge blaze engulfed the building, causing it to collapse, pitching him into the flames. He rose up in agony, thrashing about and severing the burning rope that had bound his hands and legs. He stomped and kicked, sending flaming logs and branches in the air, and scattering the villagers who ran for their lives, some of them jumping into canoes and paddling out to sea to escape his fury. His flesh still sizzling, Chuab staggered to the edge of the island, raised his arms to the sky, and pleaded with the heavens to know what he had done to deserve such horrific treatment. Breathing his last breath, Chuab fell backward into the sea, creating a huge wave that circled the globe.


Chuab was so big that parts of his body broke the ocean’s surface, and those became the islands of Palau. Latmikaik wept and asked the villagers to cover her son’s exposed body parts with woven mats, palm leaves, and branches, but there was not enough material to finish the job. As Chuab’s body decomposed, the covered parts became the forests, while the bare spots were transformed into sandy plains. From Chuab’s rotting flesh arose larvae that themselves grew into people who spread out over the land.


[image: The Stone monoliths stand in a grassy field with palm trees in northern Babeldaob.]


Stone monoliths on the northern part of Babeldaob, age unknown.


Exactly when people first inhabited Palau is not known, but archaeological evidence points to somewhere between 2,500 and 5,000 years ago. Most likely the first inhabitants came from southeast Asia, or possibly New Guinea, although there is no consensus, and tracing lineage that far back is notoriously difficult. They arrived on large and sturdy ocean-going canoes, which were the vehicles used for populating virtually all of the islands that dot the Pacific. Signs of ancient life in Palau are evident in the petroglyphs, pictograms, pottery sherds, and massive terraced hills that the natives left behind.

At the time of the wreck there were likely somewhere between twenty thousand and fifty thousand Palauans—depending on which estimate you believe—in numerous villages spread throughout many of the islands. The bulk of the population was concentrated on Babeldaob and Koror, the two primary volcanic islands in the archipelago, remnants of still-subsiding and no-longer-active cones.


[image: An engraving of a breadfruit branch with leaves and clustered fruit.]


Engraving of a branch and fruit of a breadfruit tree, circa 1734.


There were seven to ten clans and multiple chiefs in each village, and villages were often connected through a confederation with a head chief ruling over it. There was constant jockeying among the clans, chiefs, villages, and confederations for control over different areas, with shifting alliances leading to changes in the balance of power. Palauan society was matrilineal, with the women controlling, among other things, inheritance and the selection of male chiefs. The women were also in charge of most of the food preparation, agriculture, and funeral rites, while the men did the fishing and hunting and waged war.

The most common foods consumed were coconut, taro, sugar cane, breadfruit, oranges, pigeons, fish, hogs, goats, turtle, and chicken eggs.¶ Palauans also used betel nuts from the areca palm as a pleasing drug. They would typically strap around their waist a bamboo basket with a turtle-shell stopper, which contained the nuts, powdered lime from crushed coral or seashells, and leaves from the betel pepper vine. Using the leaves to wrap the nut and the lime, they would then place the package in their mouth and chew, releasing the flavors and the narcotic/stimulant from the nut. This practice turned their saliva red, and gave them the sought-after high.


[image: An illustration of a taro plant with leaves, roots, and a tuber.]


Illustration of taro root and leaves, circa 1855.



[image: An illustration of an areca palm shows the tree, leaves, nuts, and detailed sections of seeds and plant parts.]


Nineteenth-century illustration of the betel nut or areca palm (Areca catechu), including the fruit.


The black teeth that the men from the Mentor noticed upon first coming into contact with the natives was a characteristic that all Palauans shared. When they became adults, they were required to rub a thick paste, made from a variety of herbs, on their teeth each morning for five consecutive days. For the rest of the day, they would lie down and eat nothing, letting the saliva drip from their mouths. Each night they removed the paste and had a meal. In addition to being tiring and nausea-inducing, this process caused sores to erupt in the mouth that were quite painful. At the end of the five days, their teeth were black. This was done both for aesthetic reasons, and because it was thought that the blackening, or lacquering as it was also called, increased the strength of the teeth and made them less prone to decay.

In broad strokes, Palauan religion, which varied somewhat throughout the islands, revolved around the worship of ancestral, territorial, and natural gods and spirits. Palauans believed that what transpired in their lives depended upon the help and guidance of these supernatural beings. There were also elements of animism. For example, before cutting down trees, a prayer was offered to the tree spirits as a sign of respect.#

Palauans employed many tools and weapons, including eating utensils, spears, short swords, two-foot darts launched from slings, and wooden war clubs sometimes edged with shark teeth. Adzes had blades made from the thick shells of the giant clam (Tridacna gigas) and were used to gouge wood from large trees to make canoes. Smaller adzes for more delicate work employed Terebra shells instead. There were also coconut-oil-burning lamps for illumination and pottery jars for containing food.

Men typically went naked, but sometimes wore a loincloth. Women wore an apron or skirt made of woven palm and other leaves, often dyed yellow and ornamented with shells. Men and women pierced their ears and wore earrings fashioned from hawksbill sea turtle shells, shells, or simply placed curled up leaves or twigs with berries in the holes.



[image: A live giant clam rests on the seafloor with a textured shell and surrounding sand.]


Live giant clam off Palau.



[image: An illustration of a giant clam with a large, ridged shell, open mantle, and layered texture.]


Illustration of a giant clam, the largest living bivalve mollusk in the world, which can reach sizes of about three feet wide and weigh as much as five hundred pounds.



[image: An illustration of a giant clam with a large, ridged shell, open mantle, and layered texture.]


Palauan shell beads (1), a knife (2), an earring (3), and a comb (4), circa 1783.



[image: An illustration of a dagger with a sheath, a wooden basket with inlay, and a coconut husk apron with textures and patterns.]


Palauan dagger, sheath made of bamboo, inlaid wooden basket, and an apron made from coconut husks, circa 1783. Pieces of shells were used for the inlay.



[image: An illustration of two Palau Islanders seated near a house.]


Palau Islanders, circa 1818.



[image: An illustration of a Palauan woman shows different tattoo patterns on the arms and legs.]


Illustrations of the various types of Palauan tattoos. The image on the left shows a Palauan woman, while the image on the right shows the legs of a Palauan man.



[image: An illustration of the lower body shows detailed geometric and patterned tattoos on a man’s legs and hips.]


Both sexes had tattoos on various parts of their bodies, but men typically had far fewer than women, and men’s tattoos were found mainly on their legs. Tattoo designs were thought to be inspired by the gods as expressed through the fingers of the tattooist. Tattooing began early, before the girls and boys turned ten, and would be done in stages, with various parts of the body being done in succession over many weeks or months. A woman practitioner did the tattooing, but before commencing, she would offer a prayer to various deities to prevent any evil consequences. Next, an extract from a fern was rubbed on the skin to soften the surface and prepare it for the procedure. The design was then outlined using the ribs of coconut leaves as a stylus, their tips coated in soot or purple dye produced from taro roots. Now, the real tattooing began. A needle made from fish or bird bones and tipped in soot or taro dye was punched deep beneath the epidermis, causing great pain. For men especially, stoically enduring the pain was an important part of the ritual—a sign of manhood that could enhance their desirability. To help the skin heal, coconut oil and curative leaves were placed over the wounds.



[image: A dugong swims underwater off Palau.]


Dugong off Palau.



[image: A bracelet made from a dugong vertebra with a circular shape and uneven edges.]


A klilt or dugong vertebrae bracelet.



[image: An illustration of a Palauan belt and bracelet made from turtle shell, with segmented, curved forms.]


Palauan Kau belt made from the shell of a species of giant clam, and a hawksbill sea turtle shell bracelet, circa 1783.


A British missionary visiting Palau in the late 1700s observed that Palauans’ “legs and thighs appear as if they had been dipped in a dye of blueish black, . . . but they mark their bodies also with figures, like fingers, or gloves.” A British officer visiting around the same time was a bit more expansive. “The custom of tattooing . . . is a well-established practice for both genders. . . . [For women] the process begins with the hands, proceeds to the arms, then up to the shoulders, after which the feet are tattooed, and the legs up to the hips. . . . Seeing as a girl cannot marry or become engaged until she has been tattooed, this process is generally done before the onset of menstruation.”


Adornments, such as earrings and bracelets, were not purely ornamental but could also signify rank. The most prestigious ornamentation for a male was a klilt, a bracelet carved from the vertebrae of a dugong and worn by those who had either performed deeds that marked them as future leaders, or who had already achieved that status. Klilts were usually too narrow to fit easily over a man’s hand, so getting them on was quite painful and sometimes resulted in skin torn away, cuts, or even broken bones. Women wore bracelets as well, but they were made out of hawksbill sea turtle shell, and fit better, not requiring any great exertions to slip them on. Rather than signifying heroism or merit, women’s bracelets reflected the owner’s wealth.

Palauans were highly skilled in carving and operating canoes. There were four main types of canoes—kotraol (trading/sailing/fishing) canoes, kabekel (war) canoes, cargo canoes, and sturdier ocean-going canoes, the latter of which were rarely used because Palauans seldom went far from the coasts and instead mostly traveled around and between the islands in the archipelago. All of the canoes were built by specially designated craftsmen who were commissioned by villagers. Each canoe was hewn from a single breadfruit tree and could be up to thirty feet, accommodating as many people. The war canoes, in particular, were adorned with shell inlays and had lines or other ornamentation painted red.

An American missionary traveling to China in the early 1830s commented on the Palauans’ facility with canoes when they came to trade with the ship he was on. “The performance of these canoes, and the skill and dexterity with which they are managed, are surprising. They come dancing over the waves like ‘fairy sprites,’ and with a velocity, which it demands a stiff breeze and rough sea for a ship to equal.”

Since so much of their livelihood came from the sea, Palauan villages were typically located near the shore. Upon approaching a village from the water, one would see stone piers jutting out sometimes as far as a quarter mile, and also storage sheds for canoes. Leading to the village from the beach was a slightly elevated and wide path carpeted with flat stones. Around the edge of the village were huts, and in the center was the main focus of communal life and activity, the bais or meeting houses, which were elaborately decorated with drawings, figures, and flowers. These were rather large structures, from ten to twenty-five feet wide, and sixty to eighty feet long, with sharply angled gabled roofs that could reach forty feet high. One Western visitor to Palau in the late 1700s was amazed by what he saw, stating that the bais were “the most astonishing fabric[ations] that we ever beheld, considering the tools and workmen that constructed them. . . . the floor is a perfect level, and many of the planks are from three to four feet broad, joined so close that a pin could not pass between them.”


[image: An illustration of two woven baskets with detailed patterns and different shapes used for carrying items.]


A Palauan basket for carrying betel nuts (1), and another used for “common purposes,” circa 1783.



[image: An illustration of an inlaid bowl with geometric patterns and spears placed above it.]


Inlaid tureen or bowl below, and a few spears above, circa 1783. The tureen is three feet long and nearly two feet high. It is in the shape of a bird found in Palau and other western Pacific islands, the Micronesian megapode (Megapodius laperouse).



[image: An illustration of a bowl, spoon, and bracelet made from turtle shell and bone with textured patterns.]


Palauan hawksbill sea turtle shell plate and spoon, and klilt or dugong bone bracelet, circa 1783. The plate is called a Toluk, and while it was sometimes used for food given to the chiefs, it was more commonly used by women to pay for the costs associated with births, deaths, and other life events—hence, the reason Toluk plates were often referred to as “women’s money.” To make objects out of turtle shell, Palauans would cut out pieces of the shell, heat them so they became pliable, and then squeeze them between carved wooden molds. Once the shell cooled it would retain the shape it had been given.



[image: A view shows several people paddling a long canoe across calm water.]


Silhouette of a Palauan war canoe.



[image: A kotraol canoe with several men paddling across the water in Palau.]


A kotraol canoe, the most common type of canoe in Palau, which could be paddled and sailed.



[image: A kotraol canoe with several men paddling across the water in Palau.]


A model of hybrid canoe between Yap (island group) and Palau style; a type of canoe that started being used in Palau in the 1800s.



[image: An illustration of a bai in Koror with a steep triangular roof, decorative front, and a tree beside it.]


The end view of a bai in Koror, circa 1783. By 1910 most bais were already gone or in disrepair, and in later years, typhoons, foreign development, and displacement during World War II destroyed the few that remained. All bais in Palau today are recent replicas.



[image: A side view illustration of a bai with a thatched roof, raised platform, and rectangular openings along the wall.]


Side view of the same bai, circa 1783.



[image: An interior view of a bai in Ngarchelong with carved beams, posts, and decorative panels along the roof structure.]


Interior of a bai in the village of Ngeungel, in Ngarchelong, circa 1908.


Next to the bais was an elevated stone platform where the ranking elders, or rubaks, would sit on stones around the edge to consider topics of importance to the village or to mete out punishment. The supreme chief sat on a higher pedestal still and had an even higher stone right next to him on which to rest one of his arms.

Boys as young as ten were sent from their families to the men’s bai, or clubhouse, where they would be trained in the art of war, fishing, hunting, and paddling and also learn more about the male’s role within the culture. As a rite of passage, young men were often encouraged to raid villages not allied with their own, kill a member of that village, and return with the severed head. Upon their victorious return, the boys would regale the other members of the bai, recounting their heroic deed. The members of the men’s bais took the lead in protecting their own village and attacking other ones.

Palauans engaged in two types of wars, short raids and sieges. The former were, as the name implies, quick, minimally bloody, and often waged to obtain money or other valuable items. The sieges, the equivalent of all-out war, were of longer duration, often quite bloody, and used to cement or establish alliances and to obtain land. Raids were quite common, while sieges were rare. In either case, the beheading of one or more victims, and the taking of hostages, was not unusual.

Before laying siege, the would-be aggressors sent a messenger to the enemy village, warning them of the impending attack and also letting them know the proposed timing and size of the force being sent and listing the conditions that would have to be met for the siege to be called off. The council of the defending village would consider the demands, and if they agreed to comply, the attack would be canceled. But, if the defenders rejected the demands, thinking that they could win, the fight would commence. After a battle, the most successful warriors were lauded by their peers and anointed the “pride of the village.”

exactly when westerners initially made contact with Palau is not known. It could have been during Ferdinand Magellan’s groundbreaking voyage (1519–22), when he became the first European to sail into the Pacific Ocean. If so, it was only a brief sighting of one of the islands located at the southern reaches of the Palauan archipelago, for Magellan spent little time in the area. Other Europeans sailed by Palau or even briefly interacted with the natives during the balance of the sixteenth century, and in the seventeenth century, but proving which ones did is extremely difficult given the sketchy nature of the historical record and the rudimentary nature of navigation at the time.** To get on firmer ground, we must look to the early 1700s.

On December 28, 1696, a villager on the Philippine island of Samar was walking along the beach when he looked toward the water and saw two odd-looking canoes in the distance, full of men and women. He waved a piece of linen, encouraging the strangers to come through an opening in the reef to the shore, but instead of coming in, the strangers started vigorously paddling back out to sea. The currents and winds, however, proved too strong, and before long the canoes were being swept back toward the beach and the jagged coral heads and treacherous sandbars lying just beneath the surface. Realizing that the strangers were in danger of wrecking, the villager swam out to the canoes and guided them in.

The thirty petrified strangers, who feared becoming prisoners, were instead warmly welcomed by the villagers and fed. Although they didn’t speak the local language, through signs and images drawn on the sand, the strangers made clear that they had been drifting on the open ocean for a long time, and a few of their fellow travelers had died of starvation along the way. As luck would have it, in the village there were two women who had also drifted to Samar from afar, and they were brought before the strangers in the hope that they might have come from the same place, and could, therefore, act as translators. When the women arrived, the response was electric. A few of the strangers leapt up and rushed to embrace one of the women, who turned out to be a relative.

With the language barrier dissolved, an animated conversation ensued. The strangers had been transiting the 430 miles from Lamotrek Island to their home on Fais Island when violent and sustained winds sent them drastically off course. For seventy days, they drifted nearly 1,500 miles in a westerly direction, ending up off Samar.

Many people came to see the strangers and hear their story, but one visitor did more than just listen. Father Paul Klein (or Clain), the Jesuit Superior of the Province of the Philippines, and the senior Roman Catholic in the region, asked them many questions, and he was especially interested in learning what lands lay east of the Philippines. The strangers said there were many other populated islands in the region. Fais, Lamotrek, and all the other islands that the strangers mentioned were part of what would later be called the Caroline Islands archipelago, which also included Palau. This was a revelation to Klein. He knew nothing of these islands, nor did he think any of them had been discovered, much less landed on, by Europeans. To Klein, each one of those “undiscovered” islands represented potential converts to Christianity.


[image: A map shows the Philippines and the Caroline Islands.]

Follow for extended description


Map of the edge of the Philippines and the Caroline Islands, engraved in 1757. It is an exact duplicate of the map created by Father Paul Klein in 1705. The island labeled Panlog and located toward the left side of the map about halfway down is the Palauan island of Babeldaob.


Klein wrote an extensive and animated letter to his superiors back in Rome, describing the strangers, the many islands to the east, and all the souls that could be saved. Although the strangers were poor, Klein said, “they are merry and contented with their lot.” Klein gave each of them a “thick piece of iron,” which they received with “more joy . . . than if it had been so much gold.” They were so afraid of it being stolen that they “laid it under their heads whenever they went to sleep.” The most important intelligence, according to Klein, was that “they have no knowledge of the deity,” nor do “they worship idols.” In other words, they were prime targets for the church. Not only did Klein send a letter, but with the assistance of the strangers, he drew a fairly detailed map of the vast area they had described. The map depicted eighty-seven islands, including one the strangers called Panlog, which was actually Babeldaob, the largest island in Palau.


[image: A map shows the Caroline Islands and the Philippines]
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Map of Caroline Islands, circa 1726, based on the information provided to Father Paul Klein by the Fais Islanders who washed ashore in the Philippines and intelligence provided by Don Francisco De Padilla.


The evangelical impulse unleashed by Klein’s investigation was strong. A year later, the local Jesuits launched a religious expedition to find the mysterious islands, but the decrepit ship sank soon after leaving port. Lacking the resources to outfit another attempt, the Jesuits sent Father Andres Serrano to Rome to lobby the Pope for support. Pope Clement XI, eager for converts and the possibility of finding lands that might be rich with spices and precious metals, approved and urged King Philip V of Spain to support the project, which he gladly did.


Additional expeditions were sent out in 1708 and 1709. Although better funded, they were no less ill-fated than the first expedition—one crashed and the other spent four months fruitlessly searching for the islands before giving up. It wasn’t until Don Francisco De Padilla, the commander of the Santisima Trinidad, took the reins that success, albeit limited, was achieved.

Padilla left the Philippine port of Cavite in September 1710, with eighty-six sailors and soldiers; two Jesuit fathers, Jacobo Duberon and Jose Cortil; one Jesuit brother, Esteban Baudin; and a few Caroline islanders on board to serve as translators. In November 1710, Padilla sighted the Palauan island of Sonsorol, located about 215 miles southwest of Babeldaob. Almost immediately, a canoe with eight natives paddled out to the ship. They climbed up to the ship’s main deck and began kissing the Spaniards’ hands, faces, and feet, causing Padilla to comment that “they appeared to be a cheerful people, well-built and clean.” More natives arrived, bringing coconuts as offerings, and then they broke into song while clapping their hands on their thighs.

Padilla desperately wanted to moor the ship close to the island to send a landing party to get wood and water, but the fierce currents and winds made that impossible, forcing him to use all of his sailing skills to remain within sight of the island. Meanwhile, fathers Duberon and Cortil were getting increasingly frustrated since they urgently wanted to get to the island to erect two painted crosses and begin proselytizing. They pleaded with Padilla to have the Santisima Trinidad’s boat take them ashore. Even when the captain warned them of the great dangers such a trip would entail, and that the ship might be driven far from the islands by the currents, leaving them stranded, they persisted. Thus, at six in the morning on December 5, the boat, carrying the fathers, a translator, and a small retinue of armed soldiers for protection, lowered from the ship and sailed the few miles to Sonsorol.

Just as Padilla predicted, the currents and strengthening winds soon pushed the ship far from the island. For four days he battled to get back but couldn’t reach it. Rather than continue his futile efforts, Padilla decided to follow up on intelligence shared by the natives. While on the ship, they provided information on how to sail to Babeldaob, and Padilla, wanting to “discover” this other island, headed there. After he found it, he planned to return to Sonsorol to pick up the landing party.

Two days later, Babeldaob came into view. Eight canoes quickly arrived, and a few natives scrambled onto the ship and stood on top of the stern cabin, “trembling in fear,” according to Padilla. Rather than kiss and sing, these natives darted around the ship looking for things to steal, their sights set on iron, something they were clearly familiar with, indicating that the island had been visited by individuals—perhaps European explorers, or Asian traders, or natives from other islands—who had iron to trade. One native tried to pull a chain and when it didn’t break, he attempted to bite it in half to no avail. Other natives endeavored to pull off the rudder’s iron hooks, but were equally frustrated. Jesuit brother Baudin, seeing the natives’ irritation, gave them a shattered plate, a glass bead necklace, and some sugar, and they returned to their canoes.

But that was not the end of the encounter. A short while later, two more natives boarded the ship. Baudin tried to communicate with them, but soon grew frustrated at both sides’ lack of comprehension. Concerned about what the natives might do next, Padilla ordered his soldiers to throw them overboard, whereupon they clambered back into their canoes.

Once the natives pulled a little way from the Santisima Trinidad, they started firing darts at the ship. The Spaniards replied with a volley of musket fire, which caused the natives to jump in the water, then climb back into the canoes, and paddle furiously toward the shore. The next day, the natives made one more threatening approach, but were cowed “when they saw the ship bristling with weapons like a hedgehog.”

Padilla had had enough of Babeldaob and its aggressive inhabitants, so he turned the ship around and sailed back to Sonsorol. For three days, the Santisima Trinidad circled the island searching in vain for any signs of the landing party. This could only mean one thing, Padilla thought—the party was being held by the natives and couldn’t leave. Padilla desperately wanted to send a rescue mission ashore, but that was not possible, since the ship’s only boat had been taken by the landing party, and there was no place to berth the ship. Believing that he had no alternative, Padilla headed back to the Philippines.

Over the next couple of years, multiple rescue missions were sent, but none were successful. One wrecked in a storm, killing almost everyone on board, including Father Andres Serrano and two other Jesuits. Another ship reached Sonsorol in 1712 but was within sight of the island for only a short time before the strong currents and winds sent it off course, unable to return. After these failed attempts, no other rescue missions were launched, and the landing party was never heard from again. Most assumed that they had been killed by the natives.

These early contacts had no lasting impact on Palauan culture. And for the next seventy-one years, there were no noteworthy interactions between Europeans and Palauans, and only a few fleeting sightings of the islands.†† It wasn’t until the British East India Trading Company’s nearly 300-ton barque Antelope crashed in Palau in 1783 that the Western world truly got its first real introduction to this archipelago, and Palauans got their first meaningful exposure to Westerners.

after the mentor wrecked, and the survivors reached the cay, but before the natives arrived, Barnard told his remaining crew the story of the Antelope. His intention in doing so was clear. He wanted to give them hope that when they inevitably encountered Palauans, they would be treated well.





	* The term “Micronesia” was coined by the French explorer Dumont d’Urville in an article published in 1832, in which he also defined two other adjoining Pacific regions, Melanesia (black islands) and Polynesia (many islands). See Geoffrey Clark, “Dumont d’Urville’s Divisions of Oceania: Fundamental Precincts or Arbitrary Constructs?” Journal of Pacific History 38, no. 2 (September 2003): 155–61.

	† This general description of the number of islands and the geographic breadth of Palau reflects Palau as it is today. At the time of the Mentor, the islands in the far southwest were not part of Palau, and one of those islands, Tobi, plays a major part in the book later on. Tobi was quite different than Palau in the early 1800s, and therefore the description of Palau in this chapter encompasses all of Palau minus Tobi and some of the other southwestern islands. When Tobi becomes a focus of the book, that island’s history and character will be discussed.

	‡ Palau has long been one of the world’s greatest scuba-diving locations, and one of its main attractions is Jellyfish Lake, which contains millions of the eponymous animals, most of which are the dazzling golden jellyfish, a species unique to the lake.

	§ There are many variations of this legend, and in some Chuab is female.

	¶ They didn’t start eating chickens until later in the 1800s.

	# Although the following applies to Micronesia as a group, it provides a good general sense of the nature of religion on Palau hundreds of years ago: “Because of the regional differences fostered by geographic distances as well as varying degrees of influence from adjacent culture areas, an overall character cannot be assigned to Micronesian religion. It is a mélange of many elements: celestial and terrestrial deities, nature spirits, demons, and ancestral ghosts, with a strong infusion of magic, taboo, and divination. No one trait dominates the system, but many common patterns run through the overarching diversity.” William A. Lessa and Jay Dobbin, “Micronesian Religions: An Overview,” Encyclopedia.com, accessed January 15, 2025, https://www.encyclopedia.com/environment/encyclopedias-almanacs-transcripts-and-maps/micronesian-religions-overview.

	** Some contend that Francis Drake encountered Palau and its natives during his circumnavigation of the globe in 1577–80, while others argue persuasively that it was not Palau, but some other islands in Micronesia. See William A. Lessa, Drake’s Island of Thieves: Ethnological Sleuthing (University Press of Hawaii, 1975); Harry Kelsey, Sir Francis Drake: The Queen’s Pirate (Yale University Press, 2000), 194; and Francis X. Hezel and Maria Teresa Del Valle, “Early European Contact with the Western Carolines: 1525–1750,” Journal of Pacific History 7 (1972): 27–28.

	†† During this period there were brief interactions between Asians and Asian trading ships and Palauans, but they were likely small in number.









Chapter 3[image: ]A Warm Embrace



Captain henry wilson was tasked with sailing the antelope from England to China, carrying dispatches for company officials. It left Falmouth on its maiden voyage on September 2, 1781, and arrived in Macau in June 1783, making a number of stops along the way. After loading cargo, and adding sixteen Chinese sailors to the original crew of thirty-four, the Antelope sailed for England on July 20, planning to take the Eastern route around Cape Horn.

Long stretches of bad weather their first few weeks from port forced them to “show but little sail” on many occasions, and spend considerable time fixing rigging and masts, and securing the animals in the hold to keep them from being tossed about too much. Unfortunately, the crew’s careful tending of the cattle wasn’t enough, and all of them died except one bullock. Finally, on August 9, sunny skies returned, accompanied by favorable winds, and the crew spent much of the day cleaning and organizing the ship.

After midnight, a squall rolled in. The chief mate, who was on watch, wasn’t too worried. He ordered the sailors on the yards to lower the topsails and begin reefing them* but didn’t call any additional hands to the main deck, nor did he alert Captain Wilson, who had only retired an hour earlier. Moments later, one of the sailors screamed “breakers,” but no sooner had he uttered that dreaded word, than the Antelope crashed into a reef with such force that it ripped a gaping hole in the hull.


[image: A portrait of Captain Henry Wilson dressed in formal attire.]


Captain Henry Wilson, circa 1783.


As the water rushed in, the packet listed to one side, and within a half hour the lower deck was completely flooded. Wilson ordered the masts cut away to keep the vessel from oversetting. Although this stabilized the Antelope, there was no saving it. So, Wilson ordered the men to lower the boats, secure them to the ship with ropes, and fill them with provisions, water, guns, ammunition, clothes, navigational equipment, tools, and sails. Once this task was completed, two men were placed in each boat and instructed to keep them under the lee of the ship and “be careful they were not staved, and to be ready to receive their shipmates in case the vessel should break to pieces by the dashing the waves, and the violence of the wind.” Everyone else assembled aft on the quarter deck, now the highest point in the ship.

Wilson tried to buoy the men’s sagging spirits, telling them “that shipwreck was a misfortune to which those who navigate the ocean were always liable.” While they were in a particularly bad way, in an “unknown and unfrequented sea,” this should not lead to despair, but rather “rouse their most active attention,” for it was up to them to save themselves. Wilson ordered the men not to break into the liquor, but he felt that a few glasses of wine and some biscuits were in order, and had them distributed. Encouraged and slightly inebriated, the men waited anxiously for dawn.

In the early light, the men spied a small island about eleven miles away, and Wilson ordered a boat to investigate. In the meantime, the rest of the crew continued preparing for departure and began building a raft from booms, spars, rigging, and sails, to ferry cargo off the ship. While trying to cut the entangled mizzen mast adrift, one of the quartermasters lost his footing and fell overboard. Despite the speed with which rescue boats were launched, he drowned.

The reconnaissance boat returned a few hours later with the cheering news that the island had a secure harbor, fresh water, and appeared to be uninhabited. The last piece of information was particularly welcome since the men had all heard tales of unfriendly and sometimes violent natives in the Pacific.

Once the raft was completed, Wilson ordered everyone to abandon ship. By the end of the day, after multiple trips, all were safely on shore, happy to be on dry land. Their fears were heightened, however, when crewmen found cracked coconuts, fish bones, and the remnants of multiple fires on distant parts of the island. When would the natives return, the men wondered. The answer came the following morning when two canoes, with a few men in each, came into view. In the ensuing panic on shore many of the Antelope’s crew rushed to grab their guns. Meantime, the natives stared intently at the strange men scurrying on the beach, and slowly paddled closer, talking animatedly among themselves.

Wilson wondered how he was going to communicate with the natives, and hopefully defuse tensions, when something amazing and quite fortuitous occurred. On board the Antelope was a Portuguese man named Tom Rose who had in his peripatetic travels learned not only English, but also Malayan, and he had been brought along by Wilson to serve as interpreter if need be. At the same time, in one of the canoes was a Malaysian man named Soogle, who had commanded a Chinese trading vessel that had wrecked in late 1782 on a nearby island. Soogle not only spoke Malayan, but he was also proficient in Palauan and was a key aide to the local chief.

When the canoe came within shouting distance, Rose began speaking Malay, which brought the canoes to an abrupt stop. Moments of silence ensued, at which point Soogle called out in Malay, asking the visitors to identify themselves, and say whether they were friends or enemies. Rose said that they “were unfortunate Englishmen, who had lost their ship upon the reef, and saved their lives, and were friends.” Upon hearing Soogle’s translation, most of the natives got out of their canoes and waded to the beach.


[image: A map of Ulong Island harbor shows coastline, land areas, and labeled notes.]


The harbor on Ulong Island where Captain Wilson and his men landed after the wreck, circa 1783.


Leaving one man in each canoe, in case they needed to make a hasty retreat, the natives and Soogle were soon sharing tea and biscuits with the Englishmen (although the Palauans didn’t much enjoy the tea). Soogle told Wilson how he had arrived in Palau and informed him that they were on Ulong Island, which was under the control of the paramount chief or Ibedul.† The British thought this was the chief’s name, and thereafter called him Abba Thule, which is what “Ibedul” sounded like to their ears. The Ibedul lived on the nearby island of Koror, and Soogle said he was a “very good man, and that his people also were courteous.” According to one contemporary account, when he was young, the Ibedul was the “greatest warrior ever bred” in Palau, and yet was widely revered for his “justice and humanity.”

Wilson later recorded his first impressions:


The natives were of a deep copper color, perfectly naked, having no kind of covering whatsoever; their skins very soft and glossy, owing, as was known afterwards, to the external use of cocoa-nut oil. . . . It was observed that all their teeth were black, and that the Beetle-nut and Chinum [burnt lime], of which they had always a quid in their mouths, rendered the saliva red, which, together with their black teeth, gave their mouths a very disgusting appearance. They were of a middling stature, very straight, and muscular, their limbs well formed, and had a particular majestic manner in walking; but their legs, from a little above their ankles to the middle of their thighs, were tattooed so very thick, as to appear dyed of a far deeper color than their skin: their hair was of a fine black, long, and rolled up behind in a simple manner close to the back of their heads, and appeared both neat and becoming.



The Palauans, including two of the Ibedul’s younger brothers, Arra Kooker and Raa Kook, were fascinated by the Englishmen. Given that it had been seventy-one years since the last Europeans had been to Palau, that is not surprising since none of them had ever seen a White man before (although there is no doubt that oral traditions had told of those earlier encounters). The Palauans stroked the Englishmen and marveled at the paleness of their skin, their blue tracery veins, the hair on their chests, and the clothes they wore. The ship’s two dogs, whose barking startled the Palauans, proved equally astonishing.


[image: A drawing of Arra Kooker.]


Drawing of Arra Kooker by Arthur William Devis, circa 1783.


The Ibedul’s brothers invited Wilson to visit Koror. Rather than go himself, Wilson sent his younger brother, Matthias, who left on one of the canoes with Arra Kooker, leaving behind Raa Kook and a number of natives. Matthias brought some gifts for the chief, among them a remnant of blue cloth, sugar candy, tea, and a jar of rusk or hardtack. Wilson also sent a message. He wanted the Ibedul’s permission to build a ship out of the remains of the Antelope to take the castaways back to their own country.


[image: An illustration of a causeway in Koror with a thatched house, trees, and small boats on the water.]


View of the causeway or landing place in Koror, circa 1783.



While Matthias was gone, the Antelope’s crew retrieved more tools and provisions from the ship. They discovered that it had also been visited by some of the natives, who had clearly broken into the ship’s medicine chest and sampled some of its contents. Upon the crew’s return, they informed Wilson what had happened, and he, in turn, felt compelled to tell Raa Kook. This intelligence concerned Raa Kook, but, in the end, he said “if they suffered, it would be owing entirely to their own misconduct.” Suffer they did, with three of the natives later dying as a result of their curiosity.

Matthias was warmly welcomed by the Ibedul, and the chief gave his blessing to build a new ship. Not only that, but he soon visited the Englishmen with a large retinue. To impress the Ibedul, Wilson had his men perform maneuvers on the beach. Then he released a fowl they had saved from the ship, which one of his marksmen downed in flight with a single shot. The Palauans were thunderstruck. They saw the bird fly off, heard the guns report, but saw nothing leave the gun or enter the bird, yet it fell dead out of the sky. This awesome display of firepower gave the Ibedul an idea.

Although Wilson assumed that the Ibedul was king of all Palau, he was actually only the supreme chief of Koror, one of the major confederations of villages in Palau. The Ibedul faced competition not only from rival confederations, but also from members of villages within his own confederation who sometimes tried to break away and had to be put down. With the Englishmen’s firepower backing him up, the Ibedul thought he would be virtually invincible, so he asked them to fight alongside his men and against his enemies. Proclaiming that the Ibedul should consider the English “as his own people,” and that any enemies of the Ibedul were enemies of his, Wilson cheerfully complied, all without having any real idea about local politics or the outsized role he and his men would play in the balance of power in Palau.

In the coming months, detachments of Wilson’s men, armed with muskets and accompanied by upward of one thousand native warriors, participated in four battles against the Ibedul’s enemies. In some instances, a mere volley of shots and the death of a few of the opposing warriors, by means that seemed almost magical, was enough to end the fight and have the Ibedul’s men emerge victorious. Other times, the carnage was more extensive, but the result was the same. In one of those bloody battles, after defeating their enemies, the Kororese took nine prisoners, all of whom were later executed, despite the strenuous objections of the British who viewed such punishment as barbaric. The heads of the nine were mounted on poles near the entrance to the Ibedul’s house. The net effect of these battles was that the Ibedul became the most powerful chief in Palau.


[image: An illustration of a part of Koror with clustered houses, trees, and a central meeting place.]


View of part of Koror, including the place where the council met, circa 1783.



[image: A watercolor of a beach in Koror with a canoe house, palm trees, and men returning by canoe.]


Watercolor by Arthur William Devis, circa 1783, showing a beach scene in Koror, with a canoe house and men returning from fishing.



[image: A watercolor of a bai clubhouse in Koror with a tall triangular roof and people outside.]


Watercolor by Arthur William Devis, circa 1783, showing a bai clubhouse in Koror.



[image: An illustration of a shoreline depicts the meeting between Captain Wilson and the Ibedul of Koror.]


The first interview between Captain Wilson and the Ibedul of Koror, circa 1783.


Throughout this time, Wilson and his men were treated royally and given help in building a new ship from the cannibalized Antelope. Finally, in early November 1783, the ship, christened the Oroolong (after Ulong Island),‡ was ready to set sail. Before it did, Wilson had to deal with an unusual request.

Twenty-year-old seaman Madan Blanchard, enamored with visions of a life in paradise among the Palauans, wanted to stay behind. Wilson tried to dissuade Blanchard, arguing among other things that he would be without his friends, and since he had no trade, such as being a carpenter, he would be of little value to the natives. Blanchard stood fast, so Wilson finally agreed to his request, while at the same time urging him to stay true to his English heritage, and not adopt native ways. More specifically, Wilson beseeched Blanchard to adhere to Christian teachings, including keeping the Sabbath on Sunday, and to wear British clothes instead of going naked. To ensure that Blanchard would be well-clothed for some time, Wilson gathered from his crew any pieces of apparel they could spare. When Wilson asked the young seaman if there was anything else he needed, Blanchard said only a compass, and one of the ship’s boats along with its sails, oars, and masts.


[image: A portrait of the Ibedul of Koror.]


The Ibedul of Koror, circa 1783.



[image: An illustration of a cove on Ulong Island with tents, people, and a wooden ship frame under construction.]


View of the cove, tents, and the frame of the ship that Wilson and his men were building (the Oroolong) on Ulong Island, circa 1783.



[image: An illustration of a shooting demonstration with men firing weapons while others observe nearby.]


A shooting demonstration by the men of the Antelope, in front of the Ibedul and his men, circa 1790.



[image: An illustration of Palauan tools and weapons, including a ceremonial sword and a curved fish hook made from turtle shell.]


Palauan weapons and tools, including an inlaid ceremonial sword given to Captain Wilson by the Ibedul of Koror, an adze with a metal blade, a more traditional adze with a clamshell blade, and a fish hook made from hawksbill sea turtle shell, circa 1783.



[image: An illustration of Captain Wilson receiving a kilt in a ceremonial exchange with islanders near the shore.]


Captain Wilson being given a klilt, and thereby being invested with the Order of the Bone, circa 1783. The actual klilt that Wilson received is in the collection of the British Museum.


When Wilson told the Ibedul about Blanchard wanting to stay behind, he offered a different reason than Blanchard’s own desire. Wilson said he was leaving Blanchard there to take care of the guns that the Ibedul had asked for, and to instruct the Palauans in their use. It was, Wilson added, a means of thanking the chief for the kindness the English had been shown. Wilson also vowed that another English ship would soon return to Palau with more guns and supplies to thank the Ibedul once again for his hospitality. The Ibedul graciously accepted both the promise of guns and Blanchard.

On the eve of the Oroolong’s departure, the Ibedul honored Wilson with the “Order of the Bone,” which made the captain a rubak of the first rank. Surrounded by other rubaks, Raa Kook presented Wilson with a klilt. When it was found that the dugong vertebrae was too tight to comfortably slide over Wilson’s hand, rather than force the hand through, causing the captain great pain or injury, Raa Kook filed the inside of the bone until it fit, with the help of coconut oil that smoothed the way. The Ibedul then told Wilson that “the Bone should be rubbed bright every day, and preserved as a testimony of the rank he held amongst them; that this mark of dignity must, on every occasion, be defended valiantly, nor suffered to be torn from his arm but with the loss of life.”

Soon after Wilson’s investiture, the Ibedul invited him to share a meal of fish, just the two of them, along with Soogle. The chief asked Wilson to take his second son, Lee Boo, with him to England so that he could learn about the wider world and bring that knowledge back home. Wilson replied that “he was exceedingly obliged and honored by this singular mark of his confidence and esteem,” and that he would treat the “young prince with the same tenderness and affection as his own son.”


[image: A portrait of Prince Lee Boo in formal attire.]


Prince Lee Boo, circa 1783.



[image: A sketch of Lee Boo shows detailed facial features and shading.]


Drawing of Lee Boo by Arthur William Devis, circa 1783. Drawn from life, this image is considered to be the most accurate depiction of the young prince.



[image: An illustration shows the Ibedul of Koror seated, with his wife Ludee standing and his son Lee Boo pointing forward nearby.]


The Ibedul of Koror, his wife, Ludee, and his son Lee Boo, circa 1800.


On November 12, roughly one hundred days after construction on it began, the Oroolong was ready to set sail. The English had yet to make good on their promise to give the Ibedul guns before they left, and the chief now broached this sensitive topic. He told Wilson that as soon as the English departed, his enemies from the north would wage war against Koror, and that the only way that he and his men could repulse such an attack was if they had the guns Wilson had promised.

Wilson’s officers were nervous about handing over the arms while they were still on the island and wanted to wait until the penultimate moment, right before boarding the ship. Wilson calmed their concerns, citing how well the Ibedul had treated them. Agreeing that trust was warranted, Wilson’s men relented, and Wilson delivered five muskets, five cutlasses, and nearly a barrel of gunpowder along with a good supply of flints and balls. In a personal touch, which greatly pleased the Ibedul, Wilson also handed over his own fowling gun.


[image: An illustration of the Oroolong sailing from Ulong Island surrounded by multiple canoes on the water.]


The Oroolong departs from Ulong Island, escorted by Koror canoes, circa 1783.



[image: An illustration of the Oroolong sailing past a reef with canoes surrounding it on open water.]


The Oroolong passing the reef on its departure from Ulong Island, circa 1783.


Soon after the arms transfer, the Oroolong sailed from Palau, reaching Macau eighteen days later, having traversed 1,700 miles. As a testament to the skill of the vessel’s builders, it was a relatively uneventful trip, marred only by a leak between two planks in the hull that required constant pumping to keep the ship from taking on too much water and upsetting. Lee Boo was at first laid low by seasickness, but soon recovered, and expressed intense interest in the ship and the islands they passed along the way. In the process, he became a great favorite of the crew. At Macau, the Oroolong was sold for seven hundred Spanish dollars. Then Wilson and Lee Boo sailed to England on the British East India ship Morse.

Lee Boo found this leg of the trip even more exhilarating. For every ship they passed, he demanded to know its name and from what country it sailed, repeating the information over and over to secure it in his memory. He asked Wilson for a book and instruction in reading, and proved to be a quick study, poring over the pages with childlike excitement. At a stopover on St. Helena, Lee Boo was amazed by the numerous cannons and men he saw on a British man-of-war, and he showed great aptitude, and no fear, galloping about on the back of a horse through the countryside.

The Morse’s final destination was London, but Wilson was impatient to get home. So, while the ship was off the Isle of Wight, Wilson, his brother, and Lee Boo took a boat into Portsmouth. Confronted by what appeared to be a vast armada of naval and merchant vessels in the harbor, the numerous and varied houses, the broad and sinewy roads, and the many sounds of the busy port, Lee Boo remained silent a long time, gaping at the scene, his eager questioning nature stilled by wonder. Thus it was on July 14, 1784, that Lee Boo set foot in England.

the voyage and wreck of the Antelope, and the return of the castaways, along with the exotic prince Lee Boo—often referred to as the “Black Prince”—caused a sensation in England. True to his word, Wilson effectively adopted Lee Boo and brought him to his house in the Rotherhithe where he became a much-beloved part of the family. The Malay who had accompanied Lee Boo from Palau, to serve as an attendant and an interpreter, quickly showed himself to be a thief and was soon dismissed by Lee Boo and sent back to his homeland. Tom Rose, the interpreter from the Antelope, took his place.


[image: An illustration of Prince Lee Boo offering an orange to a horse, with people and decorative elements in the background.]


Detail of a hand-colored engraving, showing Prince Lee Boo offering an orange to a horse, circa 1789.



[image: An etching of Giolo standing outdoors with full-body tattoo patterns and a landscape in the background.]


An etching, circa 1692, depicting Giolo. Lee Boo was not the first native of the Pacific islands brought back to England. Nearly a century earlier, in 1691, a South Sea Islander called “Giolo, the Famous Painted Prince” briefly appeared in London (that was certainly not his real name). He was from Miangas Island, the northernmost island in Indonesia. Giolo was captured by slave traders and purchased in the Philippines by British explorer William Dampier who brought him back to England in 1691. Financially strapped after his voyage, Dampier promptly sold Giolo to others who displayed the “painted prince” to paying audiences at the Blue Boar’s Head Tavern on Fleet Street. This business venture didn’t last long. Giolo contracted smallpox and died in 1693. Another such native was Oami, a Ra’iatean man who was brought to London in 1774 by Captain James Cook’s second expedition, and who remained there for two years before being returned to his home. See Steve Gilbert, Tattoo History: A Source Book (Juno Books, 2001), 28–31; and William Dampier, A New Voyage Round the World, vol. I (London: James Knapton, 1703), 512–17.


Virtually everything Lee Boo saw, experienced, or heard about left him almost dizzy with delight. Upon being introduced to his four-post bed in Wilson’s home, Lee Boo opened and closed the curtains surrounding it and jumped on and off the mattress repeatedly before lying down and going to sleep. After a few days, during which he had seen a bit more of the countryside, he expressed his satisfaction with everything, commenting, “all fine country, fine street, fine coach, and house upon house up to the sky.”

There was one notable exception to Lee Boo’s unadulterated amazement, however. On September 15, Vincent Lunardi made the first ascent ever in England in a hydrogen balloon, proving to the skeptical British that such an awe-inspiring flight was truly possible.§ When a friend of Wilson visited the following day and told Lee Boo of this momentous event, the young Palauan scoffed, reportedly saying “he thought it a very foolish thing to ride in the air like a bird, when a man could travel so much more pleasantly on horseback, or in a coach.”


[image: A print of a hot air balloon used by Vincent Lunardi with a netted envelope, ropes, and a suspended basket.]


Print showing the balloon that Vincent Lunardi used in his ascent from the Moorfields Artillery Grounds, London, September 15, 1784.


Concerned that Lee Boo might contract smallpox, Wilson tried to limit his exposure to others, yet he still let him go to a local school and attend numerous dinners with friends of the family and directors of the East India Company. Rather inexplicably, given his fear, Wilson kept putting off the day on which his charge was to be inoculated against the disease. That delay ultimately proved fatal. On December 16, 1784, Lee Boo’s skin erupted in pustules. Eleven days later, he died. The inscription on his tombstone at St. Mary’s Church, in Rotherhithe, England, reads in part, “Stop, Reader, stop!—let NATURE claim a Tear—a Prince of Mine, Lee Boo, lies bury’d here.”


[image: An illustration of Prince Lee Boo lying sick in bed while a man stands beside and speaks to him.]


Detail of a hand-colored engraving showing Prince Lee Boo sick in bed with smallpox, talking to John Sharp, the surgeon on the Antelope, circa 1789. In the caption to the image, Lee Boo says to Sharp, “Good friend, when you go to Pelew [Palau], tell Abba Thulle [the Ibedul, his father] that Lee Boo take much drink to make smallpox go away, but he die.”


Lee Boo and the story of the Antelope became even more famous in England and beyond because of a major bestselling book recounting the events that was written by George Keate, published in 1788 and titled An Account of the Pelew Islands (“Pelew” being what Westerners called Palau at the time).¶ Keate based his book on Wilson’s journals of the voyage and on interviews with him and his son, as well as with a few of the Antelope’s officers. The book’s glowing characterization of Palau and Palauans fed right into the then-current craze for idealizing the “Noble Savage,” a vision of man in a state of harmony with nature and uncorrupted by the influences of modern civilization.


Separated as they were from the rest of the world, the character of a stranger had never entered their imagination—They felt our people were distressed, and in consequence wished they should share whatever they had to give. It was not that worldly munificence, that bestows and spreads its favors with a distant eye to retribution. Their bosoms had never harbored so contaminating a thought—No, it was the pure emotions of native benevolence—It was the love of man to man. It was a scene that pictured human nature in triumphant coloring. And, whilst their liberality gratified the sense their virtue struck the heart!



At another point in his book, Keate calls the Palauans “benevolent children of nature.” The book’s great success in English prompted many editions as well as translations into French, German, and Spanish. In addition, many other versions of the book were published, which were much cheaper, more accessible, and often much shorter than the original tome. In one of those later volumes, the essence of the book’s view of the Palauans is presented.


Human nature here shone in most amiable colors. Men appeared as brethren. Uninformed and unenlightened, they grasped at nothing more than competency and health. Linked together as in one common cause, they mutually supported each other. Courteous, affable, gentle, and humane, their little state was cemented in bonds of perfect harmony. #




[image: A portrait of George Keate dressed in a fur coat, along with a book.]


George Keate, circa 1781.


what to make of Keate’s book, and its portrayal of Palauans, especially their interactions with Wilson and his men? It is clearly far too idealized, even romantic, and didn’t paint an entirely accurate picture of the Palauans’ complex society, culture, and motivations. The book seems oblivious to the fact that a major part of the reason that the Palauans were so welcoming and kind to the Englishmen had much to do with their guns and their value to the Ibedul in his battle for supremacy. Ironically, the very act of providing the Palauans with guns served to corrupt the supposedly uncorrupted nature of Palauan society that the Westerners so valued. Finally, it was clear to see that Palauans, like Westerners, could be cruel, vengeful, territorial, power-hungry, and engage in bloody wars—all things that seemed less about nobility and harmony, and more about base human nature.

The story in Keate’s book is essentially the story told earlier in this chapter. While much of that is accurate, there is reason to believe that some of it might not be. This is because of a letter purportedly written by a member of the crew and anonymously published in the Gentlemen’s Magazine in 1784. The letter is only two pages long, and it appears authentic since it agrees with Keate’s story on many particulars. But it paints a very different picture of first contact and the sequence of events that led to the British allying with the Ibedul and the latter allowing the British to build a boat.

The writer claims that the men of the Antelope hid themselves in a small cave on Ulong Island for a couple of days, and then “the natives discovered us, and at first intended to make us their slaves, as we saw they had done [with] some Malays from a pirate snow,** wrecked on the same rocks ten months previous to our disaster.” When the Palauans saw the Englishmen’s muskets, however, they backed away, since the Malays had told them that the guns were deadly.

Five days later, the “King” [the Ibedul] arrived with nearly two thousand armed warriors in a flotilla of canoes, and while seven hundred of the men came ashore, the rest stayed on the water. The writer doesn’t indicate whether there was any communication, but he does say that the king was impressed by the Englishmen, having never before seen White men. That night, the king retired to the other side of the island, but left many of his warriors behind, “who alarmed [the men of the Antelope] . . . with their war songs” all night long.

The next morning the king entered the cove with many warriors, while others came through the woods, all apparently ready to attack. The crew prepared to fight, but then the king stopped advancing, and gave a lengthy and angry speech to his warriors before hopping in a canoe and paddling out of the cove. A few minutes later, the king sent for Wilson, and when he arrived, demanded to know if the Englishmen were friends or enemies. Wilson said friends and the king responded, “Then you must go to war against our enemies, who are more numerous than we are, or take the chance of war with us.” Being completely in the king’s power, Wilson quickly agreed to fight alongside him rather than against him. After the king emerged victorious from his four battles, he gave Wilson permission to build his vessel.

It is not possible to determine whether this anonymous author is telling the real story, or if Keate is. But even if the initial contact was belligerent and threatening, rather than cordial and mutually agreeable, and the Ibedul only gave his permission to build a ship after the British fought the battles, it is undeniably true that for the bulk of the time that the castaways were in Palau, they got along very well with the locals, and those warm feelings were reciprocated, regardless of the motivations on either side.

when captain barnard shared the story of the Antelope with his men, it was Keate’s version that he relied on. Perhaps, he told them, the natives would give them a similar reception. Now, as they stared at the naked, heavily armed Palauans standing on the edge of the cay, the whalemen desperately hoped that Barnard’s supposition was correct.





	* “Reefing” means folding or rolling up the sails and securing them to the boom, so as to decrease the sails’ surface area and exposure to the wind.

	† It is likely that the Ibedul’s Palauan name was Ngiraidid Chorot. See Mandy Thijssen Etpison and Constanze Dupont, Palau In Europe: 1785–1910 (Etpison Museum, 2024), 18.

	‡ The Ibedul gave the island to the British as a thank you for helping him defeat his enemies.

	§ The first such flight took place nearly a year earlier, in Paris, when Francois Pilatrê de Rozier and François Laurent, the Marquis of Arlanders, ascended in a paper and silk balloon manufactured by Joseph-Michel and Jacques-Étienne Montgolfier.

	¶ According to anthropologist Karen L. Nero, “The stories recorded in Keate’s Account are consistent with Koror’s oral histories and help verify dates of key events.” Karen L. Nero, “Keate’s Account of the Pelew Islands: A View of Koror and Palau,” in An Account of the Pelew Islands, edited by Karen L. Nero and Nicholas Thomas (Leicester University Press, 2002), 14.

	# In 1789, another popular history provided an additional burst of publicity for the story of the Antelope, and further burnished Lee Boo’s image. “The ease and affability which remarkably distinguished him in the most polite companies, the lively gaiety and unembarrassed vivacity which he displayed on all occasions, the intelligent and penetrating curiosity which he evinced in scrutinizing every object that met his eye; but, above all, the natural goodness of his heart, the amiable simplicity of his manners, and the patient firmness and complacency with which he met the approach of death (a firmness and complacency that would have done honor to the most enlightened Christian) form altogether, perhaps, an object, than which one more useful, more entertaining, and in the event more truly instructive, has not often occurred.” See The Interesting and Affecting History of Prince Lee Boo, A Native of the Pelew Islands (London: E. Newbery, 1789), iv–vi.

	** A “snow” is a type of square-rigged, two-masted vessel.









Chapter 4[image: ]Plunder



The palauans approached the whalemen in an animated fashion and gave them a few coconuts and breadfruit that had been soaked in some kind of sweet sap. After this pleasantry the plundering began. The natives grabbed clothes, a musket, and Barnard’s quadrant compass and sextant. Fortunately for the whalemen, they didn’t lose everything during this free-for-all since they had hidden part of their clothing, an empty gunpowder canister, a chest of hardtack, a couple of pistols, and a few cutlasses in a crevice in one of the rocky outcroppings on shore.

Having satisfied themselves that there was nothing else of value to take, the Palauans pointed to the musket, gesturing to ask if there were any more on the ship. Barnard nodded, and the natives got back in their canoe and beckoned for the whalemen to follow in the boat, their intention to plunder the wrecked ship. In their haste to leave, the Palauans left behind one of their clubs.

The whalemen, thoroughly alarmed by the natives’ appearance and thievish behavior, quickly gathered all that remained, including the club, and placed it in the whaleboat. Given the leakiness of the whaleboat, Barnard knew it would be important to have a bailer, so he knocked off the top of the empty gunpowder canister so that it could serve that purpose.

The whalemen rowed to the wreck intent on gathering anything else of value that they could find, but upon arriving saw that the Palauans were on the ship parading around the main deck waving the five muskets they had found in the air. The natives’ presence, plus the fear that getting too close to the ship in the choppy seas might damage the boat, caused the whalemen to keep their distance and apprehensively watch the proceedings.

Just then, a flotilla of canoes, perhaps thirty strong, appeared in the distance, heading straight for the wreck. When the lead canoe came abreast of the whaleboat, the Palauans gestured for the whalemen to accompany them to the wreck, no doubt hoping for assistance in finding items to take. The whalemen declined the invitation, and instead started rowing for Kayangel.

A few minutes later, a canoe came up alongside the whaleboat carrying the natives who had first found the castaways on the cay. Content with their haul of muskets, the natives were heading to Kayangel as well, their home. They motioned for their club, and it was duly handed over, whereupon they trimmed their sails and signaled for the whalemen to follow. Realizing that they would get to the island much faster if the canoe took them in tow, Barnard tried to get the Palauans to take the whaleboat’s line, but they refused and went on their way.

Right after the whalemen passed the cay, another canoe pulled up. This one was willing to give them a tow, and soon the whaleboat was speeding over the water. In an effort to buy some goodwill, and realizing that the end result was likely inevitable, Barnard attempted to make the Palauans understand that once the whaleboat made it to the island, they could have whatever it contained. But, as the whalemen soon found out, the Palauans had other plans.

After two miles of towing, one of the Palauans drew in the line, bringing the whaleboat closer. While he was doing this, Barnard counted eleven Palauans, the same number of men as were on the whaleboat. When the canoe was alongside, two Palauans jumped into the whaleboat. One went aft and sat down next to Barnard, while the other took up a position in the bow.

The two Palauans perused the whaleboat’s contents with great intensity. Barnard assumed they were looking for guns or ammunition, but they saw nothing because the whalemen had loosely wrapped the pistols in a piece of canvas that appeared to be nothing more than a small pile of cloth. The native next to Barnard was particularly curious about the chest at the bottom of the boat, which contained hardtack. The native motioned to Barnard in a manner that made clear he wanted to see what was inside. Barnard, thinking it best to keep the natives guessing as to the whalemen’s possessions until they were on the island, didn’t move.

This standoff continued for a few moments, at which point a signal was given. Several Palauans who had been hidden at the bottom of the canoe rose up brandishing spears. Almost simultaneously the Palauan in the whaleboat’s stern grabbed the powder canister and a jacket and jumped back into the canoe. Following this lead the Palauan in the bow snatched a bundle of clothes and attempted to make his escape. Twenty-two-year-old green hand and New Hampshirite Benjamin H. Nute, however, was too fast, wrenching the bundle away. Rather than fight, the native dove into the canoe.

Nute’s resistance enraged the other natives who began beating the whalemen mercilessly about their heads and bodies, focusing most of their animus on Nute, who was only partially successful in parrying blows. The Palauans attempted to grab the oars, but the whalemen, knowing that they were their only possible means of escape, fought doubly hard, retaining three of the four.

Realizing that if this continued much longer, either the whaleboat would be upset or the crewmen would be seriously injured (or worse), Barnard yelled to Nute to cut the towline with his knife. This was done with great difficulty because the natives continued pummeling Nute, who had to use all of his strength and concentration to keep cutting rather than protecting himself from the onslaught.

As soon as the line was severed, Barnard ordered the men to start rowing into the wind, which was light, hoping that this would slow the canoes’ pursuit. The natives threw spears and coconuts at the whalemen, but, amazingly, none hit their mark. One spear came perilously close to Barnard’s head, only missing when at the last moment he bent out of its way. To further slow the canoes, Barnard decided to use the natives’ avidity for loot against them. He ordered the men to pitch pieces of clothing overboard, one at a time, with intervals in between. This had the intended effect, and each time an article of clothing went into the water, the canoe raced over to retrieve it, allowing the whaleboat to get a bit farther ahead and also farther away from Kayangel.

Having only three oars slowed the whalemen’s progress, and made it difficult to keep the whaleboat on a straight line. Nevertheless, they rowed with a fierce determination, believing their lives to be hanging in the balance. The canoe followed for quite some time, so long that Kayangel was now out of sight. Finally, the natives turned about. Barnard thought it almost a miracle that they weren’t captured, and if the wind had been a little less or a little more, the outcome likely would have been quite different. The men of the Mentor were free of one tormenter, but they now faced another—the sea.





Chapter 5[image: ]Water, Water Everywhere



The men rowed for hours under the blazing sun, not knowing exactly in what direction they were heading or if an island with more hospitable natives would be found. They took turns, and when not on an oar, they were able to get some intermittent sleep. Late in the afternoon, the little freshwater that they had had nearly run out. As dehydration began to take its toll, and their saliva thickened and their mouths dried, some of the men—despite knowing it would only hasten their demise—took a few draughts of saltwater.*

At about 5 p.m. another island came into view. Buoyed by the sight but well aware that they had a long way to go, they continued rowing only to lose sight of it at sundown. However, because the night was so clear, and visibility good, they were able to stay roughly on course using the stars as their guide.

Hour after hour they pulled on the oars. According to Barnard, “the thoughts of home, the certainty that we must trust ourselves to a nation of savages, and from the specimen we had had of them [already], caused much anxiety.” At three in the morning, breakers appeared. They had reached shoal water while still out to sea. With the moon shining bright, they could see the reef below.

Exhausted by their ordeal, their muscles burning and their mouths parched, they stopped to rest. Making a coiled knot at the end of their rope, they dropped it in the water and snagged a head of coral, anchoring the boat in place. Some used this respite to sleep, while others kept watch. Before dozing off, Barnard threw his cutlass and pistols overboard. He realized that they would be of no use in defending himself, or anyone else, and he didn’t want them to fall into the natives’ hands.

At dawn, the ersatz anchor was released, and the men could now see land about ten miles off. Fighting through pain and fatigue, with the harsh sun beating down, they took to their oars once again. Around noon, they spied a small, low island, which was only a mile or so from a much larger island. Desperately wanting to reach land and search for water, they rowed to the small island of Ngerchur just north of Babeldaob, and pulled their boat onto the beach.

A quick search turned up a spring, which Holden said “was of more value than a gold mine.” Those who could walk to the spring were quenched. Seaman William Seddon, however, was so weak he could not get up, and instead lay prostrate at the bottom of the boat. Water brought by the other men helped him recover.

They sat on the beach considering their situation while eating the hardtack from the Mentor and the breadfruit the natives had provided. “Feeling refreshed and invigorated” by their spare meal, they reflected on their dreadful predicament and what to do next. On the last point, they decided to remain on the island for a few days, assuming they could find enough food. Then, they would head over to the larger island where, hopefully, the inhabitants, if there were any, would be more welcoming. But Barnard let his men know that that might not be the case. While his earlier story about Captain Wilson and the Antelope was supposed to put his men’s minds at ease, Barnard also knew of another story about Palau, one quite dark and violent, that held out the prospect for a far worse reception even than they had already received. He told them that story now, just in case.


on march 31, 1823, Frederick Coffin, a Nantucketer and master of the British whaleship Syren, was off one of the islands near the southern part of Palau when thirty canoes—each carrying between six and ten natives—rapidly approached. Coffin ordered the sails to be slackened, with the expectation that the natives’ arrival might offer an opportunity to trade. When the canoes came alongside, some of the natives called out, “English? English?” Coffin nodded and a native yelled, “Give us a rope.”

Soon the main deck was swarming with nearly one hundred natives. Coffin was not particularly worried, since he was familiar with the story of the Antelope and the “generally reported mild and pacific demeanor of” the Palauans. Also, a few weeks earlier, he had communicated with a passing vessel that had run aground on one of the islands of Palau, and the natives had rendered prompt assistance. According to Coffin, when the natives boarded that vessel, “civilities were exchanged in apparently the most friendly manner.”

When Coffin got a better look at the natives, he realized that they were well-armed with spears and had brought only a few items to trade, including coconut and taro. Still no alarm was raised. As the Syren continued “under easy sail,” with the native canoes keeping pace, some of the crewman bartered for spears, which the natives reluctantly traded.

After a short while, the first mate told Coffin of his growing concerns about a possible attack. The captain was now worried about the same thing, especially since the natives far outnumbered the crew of thirty-seven, and they appeared to be in no hurry to return to their canoes. Instead, they were milling around the deck, casting furtive glances at their surroundings. Coffin ordered his men to crowd on more sails, hoping that the increased speed would induce the natives to leave. But as soon as the men began setting the sails, one of the natives issued a signal that launched a brutal assault.

Coffin, standing in a whaleboat hanging from the davits, was immediately seized by two natives who attempted to pitch him over the side. A powerful man, Coffin wriggled free, and screamed to his crew, “Our lives and the safety of the ship depend on desperate fighting.”

The natives who had retained their spears used them, while those who had bartered theirs away either got new spears thrown to them from the canoes, or seized harpoons and spades from the racks on the main deck. Finding those whaling implements too long to be effective in such close quarters, the natives nimbly broke the handles in two and then wielded the business end. The Syren’s crew used guns and cutlasses to fight back, with some of the men attacking the natives from the rigging. The cook bravely defended the galley by spraying the natives with boiling water.

Despite being greatly outnumbered, the whalemen drove the natives to the bow, where they jumped overboard to the waiting canoes. At the same time, the ropes were pulled up to keep more natives from climbing on board. The whalemen continued shooting until the canoes fell back beyond the range of muskets, and the ship was clear of any immediate danger.

During the melee, virtually every crewman was injured. Two lost their lives—one of the boatsteerers was run through with a spear, and the carpenter’s head was nearly severed by a whaling spade. The latter casualty, it was noted in a British newspaper months after the attack, left behind a wife and ten children in London “totally unprovided for.”

How many, if any, natives died is not known. As soon as one of them was injured on the ship, his fellows threw him over the side, where he was fished out of the water by the men in the canoes. As for the natives who made it off the ship unscathed, they too all appeared to reach the safety of a canoe.

After the men on the Syren recuperated, they continued whaling in the South Pacific and arrived back at Deptford, England, on September 9, 1824. It had been a greasy trip, with a cargo of 1,800 barrels of sperm oil. Reflecting on the attack upon his return, Coffin surmised that it had been masterminded by an American or European mariner who lived on the nearby island and had deserted his ship some years earlier.

now, on the island of Ngerchur after their ordeal in the whaleboat, the remaining members of the Mentor’s crew had two scenarios playing out in their heads. Would the next natives they encountered act like those who had greeted and helped the Antelope, or those who attacked the Syren?





	*Saltwater is nearly four times saltier than your blood. Therefore, drinking saltwater makes your blood much saltier. Your body responds by trying to flush out the excess salt via your kidneys. To do that, it pulls water from your cells. This only starves your cells of the water they need to survive, while at the same time making your urine saltier. Death ensues if this dynamic goes on too long.









Chapter 6[image: ]Are You English?



Soon after barnard told his men the story of the syren, a canoe with a man and a boy on board came into view. The natives paddled to within thirty yards then stopped, peering at the whalemen. Barnard gestured for them to come ashore, which caused the man to hold up a fish. To return this apparent show of friendship, one of the whalemen held up a crab he had just caught. This eased the natives’ fears, and they quickly landed on the beach.

To encourage good relations, Barnard gave the natives each a small jackknife, which were warmly received, and Holden gave the young boy the hat off his head. The man, in turn, handed over the fish, and then both he and the boy pulled their canoe back into the water, climbed in, and beckoned for the whalemen to follow.

Believing that they would be led to the natives’ village, the whalemen complied. But before they had even made it beyond the encircling reef, the swift canoe was far ahead and rapidly pulling away, leaving them behind, as Barnard recalled, “as though we had been at anchor.” By the time the whalemen rounded a promontory, the canoe had disappeared from view.

A short while later, the canoe reappeared, joined by many others, so many that Holden observed that the “the water seemed to be literally covered by this miniature fleet.” And unlike the man and the boy, the natives in these canoes were not holding fish aloft; instead, they were heavily armed and looked angry.

The largest of the canoes made a beeline for the whaleboat at ramming speed. But at the last moment before impact, a beautifully orchestrated and vigorous flourish of the paddles brought the canoe to a stop right alongside. In an instant a native jumped on board, grabbed Barnard by the shoulder, and hit him several times with a war club. Then he swung his club wildly over the heads of the other men, occasionally hitting one of them, to assert his complete dominance and control of the situation. The other natives in the canoe had their arms cocked and their spears positioned so that on a moment’s notice they could launch them at the whalemen should they show any sign of resistance.

The club-wielder forced the men to partially strip, then grabbed the bread chest, dumped it out, stuffed it with the discarded clothes, and passed it to his fellows in the canoe. By this time, other canoes had crowded around, asking for their own pieces of booty, and they, in turn, were each given an item from the whaleboat. All the whalemen could do was silently watch, powerless to resist.

The natives escorted the whaleboat through an opening in the encircling reef, and into the harbor of the village of Ngarchelong at the northern tip of Babeldaob. A native in one of the canoes raised to his mouth a large Triton’s Trumpet shell and blew, announcing the strangers’ arrival. The mighty sound brought forth even more canoes, which surrounded the whaleboat and guided it to the landing place.

The village was an impressive sight to behold. Solid stone wharves from eighty to one hundred feet long jutted out into the water. Nearby stood sheds containing numerous canoes. Large trees skirted the beach, many of them bent over, seemingly stretching to scoop up more sunshine than their nearest competitor. “Under any other circumstances,” Holden observed, “the scene would have been of striking delightfulness.”

The whalemen were escorted to a large stone platform about fifteen feet square under a tree. The bais on either side of the platform were made of bamboo, covered with palm fronds, about sixty to seventy feet long, and twenty-four feet wide. Around the edge of the platform sat a number of local chiefs. Beyond them, on the sand, stood many other natives—men, women, and children—all talking excitedly among themselves, and pressing forward to get a better look at the strangers. A few of the bolder natives, especially the women, touched the whalemen’s skin, amazed that it could be so white, so different from theirs, and devoid of tattoos.


[image: A large Triton’s trumpet shell on the shore with a wide opening and ridged spiral form.]


Triton’s Trumpet (Charonia tritonis), which Palauans and other Pacific Islanders transformed into a trumpet by cutting off the top whorls to create a mouthpiece to blow into.


Using words and signs, the chiefs appeared to be inquiring whether the men were English. This was an important point to the natives. When the Antelope helped the Ibedul of Koror wage war against enemy confederations, one of those was Ngarchelong. Since the English had helped Koror achieve a position of dominance in Palau, the Ngarchelongese viewed the English as enemies too.

Barnard made it clear that they were not English, but Americans. Although the natives had no knowledge of Americans, the fact that they were not English seemed to please the chiefs, who then asked how the men had come to their shores. Using leaves to indicate islands, Barnard tried to trace the location of the wreck site, and the whalemen’s travels since then. He also let them know that eleven of his men had died. One native appeared to understand what Barnard was saying a bit better than the others, and when he relayed the information about the eleven lost men, a wail rippled through the crowd. Women, in particular, cried and beat their chests. So intrigued were the natives by this story, that Barnard repeated it three times before they were satisfied.


[image: A photograph of Simpson�s Old Feather Store in Boston with a corner building, hanging goods, and people outside.]


Simpson’s Old Feather Store in Boston, detail from an early stereoscopic view. Holden said that the bais in Palau reminded him of this shop. The store was constructed in 1680 and it was torn down around 1860. It got its name because, for a time, feathers and furniture were sold on the first floor. It was located in Dock Square about one hundred feet from where the Union Oyster House Restaurant is today.



The fact that they weren’t English—and had clearly suffered—dramatically changed the natives’ attitudes toward the whalemen. A large, beautiful bowl with intricate shell inlay was brought out and laid before them. It was filled with water sweetened with coconut molasses. Parched from their ordeal at sea, and thankful for this kindness, the whalemen drank greedily from a richly carved coconut shell cup.

A whaleman mentioned that he had coins in his pocket, and Barnard recommended that he give them to one of the natives as a thank you. The native eagerly took them and waved them around, but would not let the shiny gifts leave his hands. Still desirous of the whalemen’s clothes, the natives demanded that the whalemen hand over more of their garments, leaving some with only pants, others with only a shirt, and a few completely naked.

To decide what was to be done with these strange visitors, the chiefs led them on a procession to the principal village so that the local priestess (kerong in Palauan) could make her pronouncement (a messenger had told her about the foreigners, and she had summoned them). They walked about a mile over a broad, flat path lined with crushed shells and coral. Since Barnard’s feet had already been badly scraped while being dragged back to the wreck over the reef, walking this rough path was especially painful. After a few minutes, they came to a clearing with a number of huts, more bais, and another stone platform where the priestess and hundreds of natives were waiting.

The priestess wore a braided skirt that fell to her knees, “resembling a horse’s mane,” and her fingernails were two to three inches long. The local chiefs told her what little they had gleaned about the whalemen and then asked what they should do. The priestess stared at the whalemen for a long time with a penetrating gaze and then entered her hut, the local chiefs following close behind. The chiefs bowed and sat down in silence while the priestess went to the center of the hut, placing herself within a small rectangular wooden structure. Woven leaf mats were then drawn over the structure like a curtain, hiding the priestess from view so that she could privately commune with the gods for guidance. About five minutes later, the curtains were drawn back and the priestess delivered the verdict—the whalemen were to be welcomed as honored guests. For her services, she was paid with glass beads.

A few minutes later, the chiefs brought forth trays of food, which were placed before the whalemen who were sitting around the edge of the platform. One tray had the head of a hog, boiled in saltwater and seasoned with herbs, while another offered mashed taro root, yams, and more sweetened water. “Never,” Barnard later recalled, “was a meal’s victuals received with more thankfulness, or eaten with a better appetite, for we now began to think that we had fallen into the hands of friends instead of foes.” Just as they started to dig into the food, the whalemen saw “a singular looking being” approaching, who appeared to be an elderly White man.





Chapter 7[image: ]“Old Charley”



The old man, who was entirely naked and barely five feet tall, walked briskly with an upright, almost regal bearing, “indicating that he felt himself a person of not a little importance.” He looked to be around sixty years old, with long gray hair, and tattoos covering his legs, arms, and breast. He had no teeth, and his very dark red, almost black, mouth—the result of chewing betel nuts incessantly—appeared like a void in his head. While the whalemen were trying to figure out who this specter was, he exclaimed, “My God, you are Englishmen, are you not?” Barnard quickly corrected him, and then the old man asked, “What year of the Lord is it?” Upon being told, he gazed sternly at the natives who were crowding around, and waved his stick, which caused them to back off. With astonishment still registering in his voice, he said, “You are safe now. I have some authority. I am the sixth chief [or ranking elder, rubak]. I mistrusted that something was wrong, for I found a Bowditch’s Navigation* on the shore, and have been looking to find who might have been wrecked. You are safe now, but it is a wonder.”


As to why it was a wonder, he quickly explained. About six months earlier, an English ship cruising the coast of Ngarchelong shot at the natives who paddled out to trade, greatly angering them. The whalemen now understood, at least in part, the reason for their vicious reception on the water. It was an all-too-common story. The history of Western contact with Pacific Islanders was replete with examples of mariners acting appallingly toward natives—abusing, cheating, or attacking them—and then leaving in their wake a vengeful population eager to bring down their wrath on the next Western ships to sail by, forcing the men on such ships to pay for the atrocious behavior of those who came before. Whalemen were among the worst offenders in creating this sad and violent history.

The men of the Mentor were thrilled to be talking to an Englishman, and to have a way to communicate better with the natives. The wizened old man said his name was Charles Washington (or Washing),† born in Manchester, England, where he had been a hatter by trade. Since there was already a Charley in the Mentor crew—Charley Bowkett—the whalemen decided to call Washington “old Charley.” He either enlisted, or was impressed, into the British Navy and shipped out on the British man-of-war Lion, which left England in 1800 for a cruise to the Pacific. Here, the story gets more confusing. According to Barnard, Washington had been put on board one of the Lion’s tenders off the coast of Manilla, which was ordered to go to Palau to capture Spanish vessels that were collecting sea cucumber there, since Britain was at war with Spain at the time. While off the island of Koror, Washington decided to jump ship and live in Palau.

Holden told a very different story. According to him, Washington had been guilty of falling asleep on watch and losing his musket to a Palauan who crept onto the Lion using the anchor chain as his means of ascent and descent. That lapse earned him a date with the cat o’ nine tails, a viciously effective whip with multiple strips of leather or rope. Rather than subject himself to such a painful punishment, he escaped to the land nearby, while the Lion sailed on. Whether either of these tales, or yet another, is true, Old Charley had indeed taken up residence on the island in the early 1800s and married a Palauan woman, at which point he became a “beachcomber,” joining a long line of men who, in effect, went native.‡

during the late 1700s and 1800s, hundreds of sailors, especially in the Pacific, became beachcombers on remote islands.§ Some were forced to do so as a result of a shipwreck or marooning, others chose it willingly either because they had tired of their former life, or they had been seduced by thoughts of the paradise on earth that awaited them—thoughts that had been generated most notably by Tahiti, where European-centric and rather distorted visions of beautiful and sexually compliant natives, mixed with exotically gorgeous surroundings, made many a sailor dream of living there.

Some beachcombers added positively to island life and became valued parts of their communities, often acting as mediators and interpreters for subsequent Western visitors. Some instructed the natives in the use of guns and Western military tactics, assuming leadership roles in tribal battles and amplifying the resulting death and destruction. Still others were vicious or power-hungry people who sought to establish their own fiefdoms, or they were just miserable human beings, and most of these miscreants were ultimately severely “dealt with” by the natives.

Whatever their ultimate behavior, beachcombers were generally roundly reviled by the societies they left behind. John Williams, a missionary in the Society Islands and Samoa in the early 1800s, spoke for many—and evinced the widespread and mistaken European view that natives were uncivilized—when he said, “It is the common sailors, and the lowest order of them, the very vilest of the whole, who will leave their ship and go to live amongst the savages, and take with them all their low habits and all their vices.”

Madan Blanchard, who decided to depart the crew of the Antelope and stay behind in Koror with Captain Wilson’s permission, was a beachcomber who had a dramatic fall. Blanchard disregarded Wilson’s admonition to retain his Englishness and not “go native,” and as soon as the Oroolong left, he took off his clothes and got tattooed. None of this would have earned him any animus from the natives. Yet Blanchard quickly became arrogant and lazy, and often took food and even wives from other villagers, causing the locals’ estimation of him to plummet and their irritation to rise. The natives protested his behavior, but Blanchard ignored them, and instead threatened them, stating that if they didn’t leave him alone the next British ship to arrive would punish them for their temerity.

When another British ship visited Palau in the late 1700s, however, Blanchard was nowhere to be found. The natives were asked about his absence, causing them great discomfort. They would either change the subject or give varying explanations as to what had happened, among them that he had been killed in a battle or died as a result of an unidentified malady. Some of the British felt there was a simpler, more truthful explanation—the natives had murdered their obnoxious, disrespectful guest.

Another nasty beachcomber was Charles Savage. After the Providence brig Eliza wrecked in Fiji in 1808, he and his shipmates made it to shore, and all but Savage soon left for home on another ship. A brutish Swede with a hot temper, Savage hatched a plan. He convinced the chief on the Fijian island of Mbau to salvage the ship’s guns and ammunition. Next, Savage gathered a small fighting force, culled from the ranks of Fiji’s many beachcombers.

The firepower salvaged from the Eliza transformed Savage, backed by his motley band, into a power broker. He offered his services to the Mbauian chief, who, with Savage’s arsenal and men at his side, proceeded to slaughter his way to becoming the supreme power in Fiji. For five years, Savage maintained his bloody perch before being destroyed by his own predisposition for violence. Taking sides in a dispute over sandalwood, Savage was caught off guard by his foes, who disarmed him and held his head under water until he drowned. Then they dismembered his body, roasted and consumed the pieces, and whittled his bones into needles that were used to repair the sails of canoes.

Not all beachcombers were bad. David Whippey, for example, was a Nantucketer who was intentionally and voluntarily left on Fiji by the captain of his ship to oversee the collection of tortoise shells and bêche-de-mer (sea cucumber), but due to a variety of unforeseen events, the captain failed to pick him up. Rather than rue his situation, Whippey blended into the local culture to a certain degree, married multiple times, fathered eleven children, served as an envoy for a powerful Fijian tribe, and often mediated between sailors visiting the islands and the locals.

Another example of a positive or, at least, neutral interaction, which grew out of a horrific event, involved the British whaler-cum-privateer Port au Prince. While anchored off Tonga in 1806, and with the captain and part of the crew ashore, the ship was attacked by a few hundred Tongans who killed all on board, save for four of the crew (the men on shore were also killed). One of those saved was William Charles Mariner, a fifteen-year-old who was, in effect, adopted by the Tongan chief, Finau, who said that Mariner reminded him of one of his sons who had died. Mariner, who was called Toki ‘Ukamea (Iron Axe), remained on Tonga for four years before being rescued by another British ship and returned to London. He then published a book about his experience, compiled by John Martin and titled An Account of the Natives of the Tonga Islands in the South Pacific Ocean: with an Original Grammar and Vocabulary of Their Language.
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William Charles Mariner, in native garb, from Martin’s book.


old charley eagerly took on the role of mediator. He told the whalemen that the people of Ngarchelong took pity on the men and would help them build a boat so they could leave the island. But this was not a purely humanitarian gesture; it also had a very practical, realpolitik component. In return, the natives asked to be supplied with two hundred muskets, ten casks of powder, and a commensurate number of flints and balls, all to be brought back by the Americans after they reached home. The proposed deal, of course, had echoes of the arrangement that Wilson had made with the natives of Koror—in exchange for being allowed to build a boat, and have help doing so, Wilson agreed to assist the Ibedul in battling his enemies, leave him with guns and ammunition, and also to provide more at a later date. The Ngarchelongese just wanted to gain similar advantages to those that had been bestowed upon the people of Koror.

Barnard agreed to these terms—for what other option did he have?—even though he had little confidence that the United States would honor the deal. He even added that along with the armaments, the Ngarchelong would be provided with beads, belts, combs, and various other trinkets. Barnard told the natives that if the ship was built, the Americans would take it to Ternate, the Dutch port in North Malaku (the Spice Islands), which was about eight hundred miles to the southwest. From there they could find passage on another ship that would help them get home.

The chiefs asked Barnard to write down the agreement, for a very practical reason. They told him that if the arms and other promised items were simply delivered without a detailed plan for how they would be distributed among the eight villages within Ngarchelong, then a war would certainly break out over the division of the spoils. To calm their fears, Barnard wrote out an equitable plan, but when the chiefs perused it, they were dismayed. They could not discern what part of the agreement related to the most important items of all, the muskets. So, Barnard added a drawing of a gun, and the chiefs’ concerns evaporated.

After this momentous agreement was reached, nothing happened for a few weeks, at least with respect to building a boat. During that time, the whalemen were treated royally. Old Charley got the natives to return to each of the Americans one set of clothes consisting of a shirt and trousers. Every whaleman was teamed with a chief, who in a sense adopted them and cared for them while they were there. Part of one of the best bais was given to the whalemen as their accommodation, and each day the natives would bring a great array of food—hogs, goats, fish, coconuts, breadfruit, preserved almonds, and yams—and cook sumptuous meals for their guests. The whalemen gradually picked up some of the language. With that facility, along with Old Charley’s interpretive services, they learned more about their hosts.

it was evident that the chiefs were highly respected, and whenever anyone addressed them, they did so in a squatting position, looking up. The priestess, too, was greatly honored. Chiefs would consult her about any important decision. They would enter her hut bent over at the waist, and then would sit in silence until she delivered her verdict. Sometimes they asked follow-up questions, and at the meeting’s conclusion the chiefs would pay the priestess with glass beads or pieces of a special stone.


Dancing, often accompanied by singing, was a favorite activity; however, men and women never did so together. Elaborate performances were a frequent occurrence. In one, witnessed by the whalemen, a ninety-foot-long stage was erected in the middle of the village. A man came forward and set three spears at the front of the stage. Next, from forty yards off, three groups of fifty men each emerged from a large hut and solemnly marched to the stage, where they formed a single line. Their only adornment, in addition to their tattoos, were small flourishes of red paint upon their skin. In unison the entire line jumped back and forth while letting out blood curdling cries and stomping their feet. This performance went on for about thirty minutes before the stage was vacated, only to be followed by another dance a short while later. According to Barnard, “If the quantity of enjoyment is to be judged by the wild sounds of laughter that accompanied their exhibition, they must have had it in no small degree.”

As for the women, their performance was equally impressive. In the afternoon, they gathered in front of the priestesses’ house, bringing with them a profusion of food that was arranged in small piles around the edge of the dancing space for later consumption. After sundown, they began to dance, and this went on intermittently well into the next morning. “To have a correct idea of the scene,” Barnard said, “you have only to imagine some four or five hundred naked women standing close together jumping, clapping hands, and singing, many with children in their arms.”

According to Barnard, the Ngarchelongese believed in witchcraft. One story he was told involved their rivals. Some years earlier, a boat visited Koror carrying eight White men who had blue eyes and very large noses. They were offered food, which they ate in a very odd manner, somehow using only their very front teeth, and not their entire mouth. For some reason, this branded them as witches, so the Kororese beheaded them and placed the heads at one end of a bai, and the rest of the bodies at the other. By the next morning, the parts had mysteriously reconstituted themselves. This alarmed the Kororese who attempted to sever the heads once again, but the men literally flew from the bai, and then beyond the reef, never to return.


reflecting on the manner in which the natives had warmed and welcomed the whalemen into their lives, Holden commented that his originally bleak opinion of the situation had changed. When he first arrived and came face to face with the natives, who he thought were “in the rudest state imaginable,” he bemoaned his predicament and his future prospects. “Such were the beings among whom Providence had cast our lot; and to think of remaining with them to the end of life, or for any great length of time, was like the contemplation of imprisonment for life in the gloomy cells of a dungeon.” Exposure, however, forged a new perspective. “We were, it is true, amongst a rude and barbarous people, cut off from all intercourse with the rest of the world, and deprived of many things which we had been accustomed to regard as essential to our happiness; but even then we found many reasons for being grateful to the disposer of events. Our actual wants were supplied; and the natives soon evinced a disposition to consider us friends, and treat us as such.” Barnard echoed these sentiments, stating that the natives’ treatment “was of the most hospitable kind, not only sharing what they might have, but furnishing us with pigs and goats when they had not fish.” The situation, however, was about to get far more complicated.





	*Nathaniel Bowditch, born in Salem, was a famed mathematician who produced The New American Practical Navigator (1802), referred to simply as the Bowditch by mariners. It revolutionized seafaring by setting forth accurate nautical and navigational information that mariners used to safely travel the world’s oceans.

	†It is quite possible that neither of these were his actual name.

	‡The first person to use the term “beachcomber” was Richard Henry Dana Jr., in Two Years Before the Mast (1840). A few years later, Herman Melville would become a beachcomber in the Marquesas and write about his experience in his novels Typee and Omoo. Although the term dates back to 1840, the kind of person it identifies was of a much older vintage. For example, on a voyage around the world between 1806 and 1812, British sailor Archibald Campbell observed in 1809 in Hawaii,


At one time during my stay, there were nearly sixty [W]hite people upon Wahoo [Oahu] alone; but the number was constantly varying, and considerably diminished before my departure. Although the great majority had been left by American vessels, not above one third of them belonged to that nation; the rest were almost all English, and of these six or eight were convicts, who had made their escape from New South Wales.

Many inducements are held out to sailors to remain here. If they conduct themselves with propriety, they rank as chiefs, and are entitled to all the privileges of the order; at all events, they are certain of being maintained by some of the chiefs, who are always anxious to have [W]hite people about them.



See Richard Henry Dana, Two Years Before the Mast (New York: Harper and Brothers, 1840), 177; and Archibald Campbell, A Voyage Round the World, from 1806 to 1812 (New York: Broderick and Ritter, 1819), 116–17.


	§There were beachcombers before the 1700s, going all the way back to the 1500s and the first European voyages to the Pacific, but they were very few in number.









Chapter 8[image: ]Don’t Go



A little less than a month after the whalemen’s arrival, word reached the Ngarchelong that Koror had learned of the Americans’ presence, and would soon be coming north to try to get them to come to Koror. This caused great tumult in Ngarchelong. The main chief launched into a violent speech. The gist of it, according to Old Charley’s translation, was a demand: When the people from Koror ask the Americans to go, they must say no. There were also angry comments about the British who had helped Koror many years ago. To encourage the Americans to stay, the Ngarchelongese increased their daily rations of food and said that if they promised not to leave, they could take Palauan wives. The chief’s anger over the British helping Koror went beyond the visit of Captain Wilson and the Antelope in 1783 to subsequent interactions that also resulted in the Kororese getting assistance from the British. The most consequential of these was the visit by Captain John McCluer.

in january 1791, nearly eight years after the wreck of the Antelope, the British East India ships Panther and Endeavour, led by McCluer, arrived in Koror. The expedition’s mission was twofold. First, to bring gifts—guns, ammunition, swords, cows, sheep, pigs, and geese—from the company to the Kororese to thank them for being so kind to Wilson and his men. And, second, to inform the Ibedul that Lee Boo had died. The Ibedul was quite pleased with the gifts, especially the arms, and accepted the news of his son with silence and then subdued emotion, stating that “it was much same whether he died in England or Palau,” and that “he never entertained a doubt of the goodness of the English,” who he was sure took excellent care of Lee Boo. The fact that the British had returned to make good on Wilson’s promise proved to the Ibedul that they had acted honorably and in good faith.


[image: A sketch of H M S Panther anchored in Suez Harbor with masts, rigging, and calm water around the ship.]


Drawing of the HMS Panther shown in Suez Harbor in 1791.


Over the next few weeks, McCluer thoroughly enjoyed himself and appreciated the reception given to him and his men.* He was honored with the Order of the Bone and fell in love with the area, writing in his diary, “I now found my situation quite a paradise, and could with pleasure have spent the remainder of my days here.”

On February 12, McCluer went to see the Ibedul with a proposal. He had decided to leave on the Panther and head to Macau to report to his superiors and replenish supplies, and he wanted to leave his son in Koror and take a couple of the Kororese to China with him so that they could learn a bit more about British customs, life, and language. The Ibedul enthusiastically agreed and added two more of his subjects to the deal, including one of his sons and one of his daughters.† The next day, the Panther weighed anchor and sailed away, leaving the Endeavour and its strong contingent of men behind.

The Ibedul viewed McCluer’s departure as an opportunity. He asked the Endeavour’s captain, John Proctor, to go to war with the Kororese against the village of Melekeok, to the north on the island of Babeldaob. Proctor demurred, saying that McCluer left clear instructions for him to avoid getting enmeshed in local battles. Disappointed but understanding, the Ibedul admitted that Proctor had no choice but to comply with the wishes of his “superior rubak.” The Ibedul then stared at Proctor, remaining silent for some time, before offering a counterproposal. Would Proctor be willing to send his men with the Ibedul’s merely as a show of force, yet not get involved in the fight? Surely, when the warriors saw the British standing at the ready, surrender would quickly follow. But if it didn’t, the Ibedul only asked that the British use their guns to cover the retreat of his men. “So much delicacy could not be withstood,” Proctor later averred, and with that his men accompanied the Ibedul’s forces to Melekeok. The ensuing fight was bloody, and the Kororese emerged victorious, but true to their word, the British remained spectators.

When the Panther returned to Palau on June 10, 1791, the Ibedul came on board and was presented with a dazzling scene.‡ The two Kororese girls who had traveled with McCluer strutted around the main deck in their blue silk petticoats and yellow coats encrusted with green and blue beads, which complimented the blue-bead necklaces they wore. The Ibedul’s son, or prince as McCluer referred to him, was so excited by what he had acquired and seen in Macau that he kept changing into new Western outfits for hours on end, and took every opportunity to regale his father and the other natives on board with stories of his time away, often turning them into tall tales. For example, he spoke of seeing a fifty-gun British warship, and he compared it to a floating island three miles long. All the while, the Ibedul looked on approvingly, with a broad smile on his face.


[image: An illustration of Macau shows a coastal town with buildings, hills, and boats along the shoreline.]


Watercolor of Macau, circa 1830.


According to McCluer, while the Palauans were in Macau, they “ran all over the town.” They were almost totally uninterested in the local cuisine, preferring to stick with boiled yams or fish, and plain chicken. Fruits, however, were welcome, and the three Palauans sometimes ate one hundred oranges in a single day. McCluer took them to a concert, but they “found the music too strong for their organs; they even went to sleep at every act.”

At one point, the prince wandered away from the Dutch factory—the place where the Dutch conducted business with the Chinese—where McCluer had taken him. McCluer had no knowledge of this until someone came running into the factory yelling that the Palau man was dead. McCluer rushed out into the market and quickly found the prince on the ground in an alley, his body streaked with mud. McCluer summoned help to bring him back to the factory, where the Dutch doctor “instantly bled him,” and he revived. Turns out that the young man was the target of a pickpocket who was caught in the act. The prince fought back valiantly, but was soon surrounded by others who joined in the melee, one of whom hit the prince on the head with a stick, knocking him out. When he came to back at the factory, the prince demanded that the Chinese man who had attacked him be found and put to death, but McCluer counseled against such a rash action, and the matter was soon forgotten.

The Ibedul waited only a few days before approaching McCluer with the same request he had submitted to Proctor. Would McCluer consent to the British accompanying the Ibedul’s men in another battle against the people of Melekeok, who, despite being vanquished earlier in the year, were once again on a war footing with the Ibedul? McCluer showed no hesitation and ordered the Panther’s launch to be outfitted with a brass six-pound cannon, two swivel guns, and muskets. Ten men were then hand-picked by McCluer to join the Ibedul on his mission, including American Amasa Delano, who was placed in command.


[image: A portrait of Amasa Delano in formal attire.]


Amasa Delano, circa 1817.


At first glance, Delano appears to have been an odd choice. After all, the Panther was a British ship, and Britain’s view of the upstart Americans in the wake of the only recently concluded revolution was rather poor, if not downright hateful. Wouldn’t British sailors balk at taking orders from a Yankee? Perhaps, in general, but in this instance, Delano had been tapped by McCluer to join the Panther in Macau because of his stellar maritime resume, which included not only shipbuilding and repair experience, but also a successful voyage to China. More importantly, in the short time Delano had been on board, his amiable personality, expertise, and leadership qualities had endeared him to the crew.

Before launching the attack, the Ibedul sent an emissary to the head chief in Melekeok, warning him that three days hence, the Ibedul’s forces, along with British reinforcements, would arrive ready to fight or to accept Melekeok’s capitulation. Upon hearing this, Delano told the Ibedul that he was, in effect, a fool. Christian nations, Delano explained, never warned enemies of an impending attack but rather took the exact opposite tack, hoping to overwhelm with surprise and power. Furthermore, such strategies and tactics fell within “the acknowledged system of lawful and honorable warfare.” The Ibedul considered this for a moment, and then, according to Delano, responded that


war was horrid enough when pursued in the most open and magnanimous manner; and that although he thought very highly of the English, still their principles in this respect did not obtain his approbation, and he believed his own mode of warfare more politic as well as more just. He said that if he were to destroy his enemies when they were asleep, others would have a good reason to retaliate the same base conduct upon his subjects, and thus multiply evils, where regular and open warfare might be the means of a speedy peace without barbarity. Should he subdue his rebellious subjects by stratagem and surprise, they would hate both him and his measures, and would never be faithful and happy, although they might fear his power, and unwillingly obey his laws.



Delano already thought the Ibedul a wise and compassionate leader, but upon hearing this mini-dissertation on the appropriate nature of warfare, the American averred that “Christians might learn” from Ibedul something about how to live up to “the best principles of their own religion.”§

After the three days had elapsed, the Ibedul led an armada of two hundred canoes with thousands of warriors to Melekeok, along with the British force in their heavily armed launch. Upon arrival, the Ibedul asked the British to fire their muskets so that the enemy would know what was in store should they refuse to surrender. The musket blasts had the desired effect, and negotiations commenced, which resulted in all of Koror’s terms being accepted. In addition to requiring Melekeok to submit to the Ibedul’s authority and turn over some money, the agreement sent one of Melekeok’s rubaks, along with sixty of the village’s women, to Koror as the spoils of war.

Having reinforced the British alliance with Koror, McCluer sailed from Palau on June 27, 1791, to conduct a cartographic survey of the coast of New Guinea. But before the Panther and the Endeavour left, an exchange took place. Three natives boarded the Panther, while two British cabin boys, eight and ten years old, were left in Koror. The Ibedul requested the transfers as a means for his people to become more familiar with British customs, behavior, and language, and also for the British boys to soak in some Palauan culture. It was only temporary. When the survey was done, McCluer promised to return to Palau and reverse the transfers before heading back to Macau.

The survey took longer than expected, and by the time McCluer returned, in January 1793, dramatic changes had taken place. Two of the natives on the Panther had fallen sick and died, and the situation in Koror had deteriorated. The Ibedul, who had been such a good ruler to his people, died just three months after McCluer left.¶ According to Delano, “with him passed away that valuable influence which was exerted over the whole character of the people, and by which their practice was in so great a degree preserved from treachery and depravity.” One of the Ibedul’s brothers, Arra Kooker, took over and, in a cruel twist, proceeded to kill all the warriors who had been the Ibedul’s most loyal supporters.# Delano “was astonished to perceive how great a change could be affected by bad rulers in so short a period. The people, whom we had left just, humane, and happy, were now in a state of oppression, mutual distrust and opposition, and were gloomy and wretched. The personal influence of a single great and good man at the head of a nation, diffuses itself in such a variety of ways, and acts upon so many subordinate agents, that its results might almost be thought miraculous.”

Despite the detrimental change in leadership, McCluer shocked everyone by resigning his command and remaining in Palau, his stated goal to “benefit my country and the world in general, by enlightening the minds of these noble islanders.”** And he wasn’t decamping empty-handed. He took with him from the ship a small boat and a great array of arms and ammunition, including twenty muskets, twelve pistols, twelve pole-axes, hundreds of flints, and many chests of gunpowder. McCluer’s former men bade him goodbye and good luck on February 14 and sailed for China.

As it turned out, Koror wasn’t quite the paradise McCluer had imagined, and his experiment lasted fifteen months before he became “tired with his situation.” He left Palau with three Malays and two “slaves,” sailing his boat all the way to Macau.†† But, he had a lasting impact in that he continued the British tradition of arming Koror, and, in the process, angering the other villages in Palau who were not the beneficiaries of British largesse.

one of those villages was Ngarchelong, and that is why its chief expressed great dismay when Barnard told him that he would listen to what the emissaries from Koror had to say and that he could not promise the chief that the whalemen would not go to Koror until he heard what was being offered, bearing in mind that his main goal was to get himself and his men home. Despite his displeasure, the chief agreed to wait and see what happened next.

A few days later, a man wearing Western clothes came walking up the road into the village. Upon seeing the man, Old Charley quickly retreated, leaving Barnard alone to deal with him. The man introduced himself as George and said he was an Englishman who had been in Koror for about twenty-five years, making him yet another beachcomber. He was there by order of the current Ibedul, King George,‡‡ and he had an offer to make. If the Americans came to Koror, the natives there would build them a ship with which to leave.

Barnard wanted to say yes, especially since the Ngarchelongese had done nothing on the shipbuilding front. But when George told him that if the Americans left now, the Ngarchelongese would kill him, Barnard declined the invitation. Before departing, George told Barnard that King George and many of his men were on a nearby island and planned to visit the wreck the next day. George wanted to know what else might be found on the Mentor, and, in particular, where the remaining muskets were. Barnard told him, and as George was leaving, he said he would return in a few weeks.

As soon as George left, Old Charley and the Ngarchelong chiefs crowded around, wanting to know what had transpired between the two men. The relayed conversation made the natives very angry. They claimed that they had wood and axes, and were just as capable of building a boat for the Americans as the people of Koror. And with that, they announced that the work would commence immediately, but first they held a lavish feast to celebrate their decision and make for an auspicious start for the project.

Suddenly Ngarchelong became a hive of activity. Men went into the forests to gather timber, hoisting pieces of many shapes and lengths onto their shoulders, marching through the woods like a row of ants delivering food to their nest, and then depositing their haul on the beach, all the while whooping and singing. Women wove palm leaves into durable mats that would be used as sails. Employing the few tools they had, among them some rusty chisels, a couple of spikes, and nails taken from the wreck, the Americans, with the assistance of the natives, began laying a keel of sorts, thirty feet long, and what looked like a frame.

At this point, George, the English envoy from Koror, arrived back in Ngarchelong, this time with a chief in tow. The Koror delegation did not plead with Barnard, as George had done before, but instead marched up to the Ngarchelong chiefs and demanded that the Americans be turned over, threatening war if they were not delivered. Both sides in this dispute viewed the whalemen as nothing more than so many muskets and kegs of gunpowder, for each side believed that if they built a ship that brought the whalemen back to their homes, they, or their representatives, would return with more weapons as a reward. The quid-pro-quo that Wilson and McCluer had established many decades earlier was still alive and well in the minds of the Palauans.


Again, Barnard, who attended the meeting between the Koror delegation and the Ngarchelong chiefs, wanted to go to Koror, since he had no confidence in the Ngarchelongese’s ability to build a boat. Another reason for his desire to leave was provided by intelligence George delivered. He told Barnard that after King George and his men visited the wreck of the Mentor, they went to the island of Kayangel. This was where the natives lived who first attacked the whalemen soon after their arrival in Palau. King George demanded that those natives turn over the muskets and the navigational equipment they had taken from the wreck and the whalemen. When the Kayangelese denied knowing anything about those items, King George ordered his men to seize the local chief, place a halter around his neck, and bring him to a nearby coconut tree. King George repeated his demand and got the same answer. A rope made of raveled plant fibers was attached to the halter, and the local chief was violently lifted off the ground, and then let down. This procedure was repeated three more times, each instance with the time aloft increased. Finally, the chief told King George where the six muskets, along with Barnard’s quadrant compass and sextant, were buried, and they were quickly retrieved. Now, looking at Barnard, George told him that if he came to Koror he would be given back his precious navigational equipment.

The standoff became even more fraught since Barnard made little effort to hide his desire to go to Koror, leaving the Kororese encouraged, and the Ngarchelongese greatly dismayed. Before things spiraled out of control, two Ngarchelong chiefs visited King George on a nearby island to discuss what should be done. Although the specifics of the deal were not revealed to the whalemen, Barnard learned that his hosts had essentially paid off the Kororese to have the Americans remain in Ngarchelong.

work continued on the boat, to no avail. When the Ngarchelongese, with the help of the whalemen, tried to add planking and other features that would give the vessel its true form, they faced nothing but failure. Plank after plank split when nails were driven through. The natives, who seemed sincere in their belief that they could build a boat, were crestfallen. The chiefs were especially mortified because they assumed this would make it more likely that the Americans would go to Koror. But instead of blaming themselves for this failure, the Ngarchelong people blamed Barnard and his men.

One evening in late July 1832, the priestess summoned Barnard to an audience with all the chiefs in front of a bai. She said that it appeared that Barnard and his men were incapable of building the boat, and, as a result, she wanted him to tell her what should be done. Barnard reiterated his desire to go to Koror, noting in particular his desire to regain his navigational equipment. This enraged the priestess and the chiefs, since neither wanted to lose the Americans and the guns and powder they might provide. So, the priestess said that although they didn’t have a quadrant or a sextant, they could get a compass from the nearby village of Melekeok, and that should be enough for the whalemen to find their way home.

Barnard could see that his inquisitors were becoming angrier and more agitated with each passing minute, so he told them they should do what they thought best, and he and his men would abide by their decision. The priestess and the chiefs conferred for a few minutes in private and then turned to Barnard, beaming. Their new plan was to build a large canoe for the whalemen. They told Barnard they didn’t want his assent or any help—their decision was final, and they would do the work. Barnard agreed but did ask them to make the canoe with two outriggers for enhanced stability, instead of the traditional one, and they consented. Thrilled that their course was set, the natives threw another great feast. Now, the work on the canoe could begin.





	*McCluer and his men were able to communicate with the Ibedul and other Palauans because he brought along a few Malayans, and Soogle, the Malayan who had been instrumental in translating after the Antelope wrecked, was still in Koror. Soogle remained beside the Ibedul the entire time the British were there.

	†One of the Palauans got violently seasick soon after the Panther left, and was dropped off at Peleliu Island, not far from Koror.

	‡McCluer brought with him a copy of Keate’s book about Captain Wilson and the Antelope as a present for the Ibedul.

	§Delano, a fascinating character, was quite thoughtful in his descriptions of Palauans, even though he clearly viewed them as relatively uncivilized, certainly as compared with Westerners. In another part of his book about his travels around the watery world, he offered the following:


If the inhabitants of the Pelew islands had not as many virtues as we have, they certainly had at first fewer vices. And even if the proportion between their virtues and their vices, when compared with the proportion among us, should be found, as I think it would, in our favor, still, one cannot help lamenting that the machinery of civilization, the means and motives for extensive improvement, should develop so many selfish and base passions, and destroy in so many instances the simplicity and confidence, which gave such a peculiar charm to the character of the natives of the Pelew islands when they were first visited by the English.



See Amasa Delano, A Narrative of Voyages and Travels, in the Northern and Southern Hemispheres: Comprising Three Voyages Around the World (Boston: E. G. House, 1817), 70–71.


	¶He was thought to have died of some infection or swelling. He ruled Koror as Ibedul for thirty years.

	#Based on the following story, it is quite likely that the Ibedul and Arra Kooker were not on the best of terms. Soon after McCluer arrived the first time in Palau, a Palauan visiting the ship reached his hand through the window in the captain’s cabin to steal glass bangles sitting in a basket. McCluer discovered the interloper, who promptly threw what he had grabbed behind him and jumped into the water. McCluer raced to the main deck with his musket. Seeing the thief swimming and diving near and under the ship, McCluer fired three shots, one of which lodged a ball in the fleshy part of the Palauan’s arm. McCluer then dispatched two boats to bring the thief on board. Despite his injury, it took four marines to hold the man and transport him to the ship, since he was large and powerful. McCluer immediately recognized him as Arra Kooker. McCluer brought him to Koror to see the Ibedul, but as soon as the boat got close to the shore, Arra Kooker jumped out and fled into the woods. Upon learning what had happened, the Ibedul told McCluer that he was “sorry” that he “did not shoot him through the head, instead of the arm.” See “Extracts from McCluer’s Actual Logbook of the Voyage,” History of Micronesia: A Collection of Source Documents, Volume 15—Mostly Palau, 1783–1793, compiled by Rodrigue Lévesque (self-published, 2000), 604.

	**Although there is no record of how Arra Kooker felt about McCluer staying behind, considering that the captain had shot him years earlier, the new chief and McCluer clearly had resolved any lingering animosity they might have felt. Also, knowing the power of the British, and the distinct possibility that they would return one day, it is likely that Arra Kooker would be disposed to treating McCluer as a welcome guest as long as he didn’t cause any further trouble.

	††A few years later, McCluer returned to Palau to pick up his Palauan wife and child. On the way back to Bombay, the ship he was on sank, and all on board perished.

	‡‡His native name was Ferris, but King George is what earlier British visitors dubbed him, and he went by that name from then on. See Robert Lee-Wright Browning, “The Cruise of the United States Sloop-of-War Vincennes, Circumnavigating, 1833–1836,” The United Service, A Monthly Magazine Devoted to the Interests of the Military, Naval, and Civil Service, February 1886, 207.









Chapter 9[image: ]A Grand Canoe



The largest breadfruit tree on the island, soaring nearly ninety feet and more than six feet in diameter at its base, was targeted for destruction in service of the canoe. It stood on the edge of a hill about two hundred feet high. Using shell-tipped adzes, the Ngarchelongese hacked away at the base of the tree for a couple days to cut through its massive trunk. As Holden observed, they accomplished this feat with “tools even less adapted to the business than the teeth of a beaver.” Unfortunately, the lay of the terrain was such that upon hitting the ground, the tree split into a number of pieces, none of which were big enough to be gouged into a large ocean-going canoe. Not willing to give up, the natives chose another huge tree, and this time it fell in one piece. Then began the laborious task of hollowing out the trunk.

Given the importance of the endeavor, throughout the process of felling and hollowing the tree, chiefs were required to be on hand. They didn’t participate in the work but provided oversight and encouragement. That this was no casual commandment became evident when one irresponsible chief absented himself for a few days. On the third day of his disappearance, a group of his peers went to his house and removed virtually everything of value, including a jar of molasses, a sack of tobacco, nuts, and leaves. Those items were then placed in the public square for anyone to take. The message was clear: If you disrespect the community and its norms, the community benefits at your expense.

A month after the second tree was felled, it was ready to be moved. Long poles were fastened with rope to the hollowed log, and a great concourse of natives hoisted it off the ground. They gingerly maneuvered it through the dense forest to the beach where it was placed on blocks and a roof built over it. Barnard said that transporting the canoe to its temporary home at the edge of the water was “effected with as much satisfaction displayed by the natives as would [have been displayed by] a civilized nation on launching a ship of the line.”*

After another two months, the outriggers were carved and the sails woven. Planks cut from the first tree downed were also added to raise the vessel’s sides, making it more seaworthy. Finally, the canoe was finished. About the same time, the whalemen did their best to repair the whaleboat, since it would also be used on their journey.

Next came the delivery of the compass from Melekeok, which was left behind by Captain Wilson of the Antelope and therefore nearly fifty years old. Nevertheless, it still worked, which was a testament both to the quality of the instrument and the care the natives had bestowed in saving it all those years. With the compass, Barnard thought their chances of reaching Ternate were slim, but without it, they were vanishingly small.



[image: An illustration of a box compass from the Antelope with a square case and a handle above.]


The compass from the Antelope.


A celebratory feast capped the completion of the work. All of Ngarchelong showed up to share copious quantities of fish, breadfruit, yams, and coconuts, and to dance late into the night, relishing their success. “The toll of months was forgotten,” Holden observed, “in the universal joy which then prevailed.”

Although the people of Ngarchelong wanted to keep their project secret from Koror, that was impossible in light of the occasional communications between the villages, and the reports of Koror canoeists who could see what was happening on the beach. When the Kororese heard the canoe was finished, they decided it was time to send a message.





	*A ship of the line is a large, square-rigged warship with at least two gun decks.









Chapter 10[image: ]Threats



An emissary from Koror visited ngarchelong to deliver the message. Namely, that the Kororese would do everything in their power to prevent the whalemen from leaving. They might launch a raid to kidnap the whalemen or lure them away. And if the canoe and whaleboat took off, they would capture both after they got beyond the reef into open water.

Hoping to fend off offensive action, the Ngarchelong chief sent the emissary back to Koror with his response. If the Kororese came for the whalemen, the latter would fight back, and Koror would lose because the whalemen had many muskets. This last part was pure bluster, since the whalemen had neither guns nor ammunition. But the Kororese didn’t know that.

King George would not be cowed. He sent two more envoys to Ngarchelong: Dick, a British beachcomber who had deserted from his ship in 1822, and another Koror chief. They were taken to Ngarchelong by canoe, and to show that he was in earnest in his resolve, King George sent with them many other canoes that waited offshore and were filled with heavily armed warriors.

As Dick and the Koror chief walked up the road from the pier, the Ngarchelongese glared at them. To avoid any mischief or secret meetings, the two emissaries were expressly forbidden from going into any houses unless accompanied by a Ngarchelong chief.


When Dick and the Koror chief arrived at the bais where the Ngarchelong chiefs were meeting, the envoys were not allowed in, nor were they allowed to deliver any message. Instead, after about an hour standing outside the bai, the two left, saying they were going to get something to eat.

Later that afternoon, while walking toward the beach, Barnard was hailed from a nearby hut. Upon entering, he found Dick, the chief, and Old Charley, who appeared quite agitated. Dick said he knew Barnard and his men planned to go to Ternate, and he wanted to go with them. This angered Old Charley, and he tried to get Barnard to leave the hut, saying that there was someone on the beach who needed to speak with him, but Barnard would not go. Exasperated, Old Charley stormed out. No sooner had he exited than Dick changed tack. He told Barnard that he had put his life in danger by having this surreptitious meeting, but he wanted to convince the whalemen to come to Koror. Barnard was willing, especially since that would reconnect him with his quadrant and sextant, but to do so would be treason against the Ngarchelong, and in this instance, he said, “I was not my own master.” With that, the meeting ended.

The following day, Dick and the Koror chief left the island. Dick returned a few days later to deliver another message but was not allowed to get out of his canoe. Nevertheless, the message got through—if the whalemen did not go to Koror, the Kororese would wait for them to leave and then capture them on the open ocean and take them to Koror.

the ngarchelong chiefs soon decided it was time for the whalemen to go. But first, the chiefs wanted a guarantee. To ensure that the whalemen kept their side of the bargain and delivered the guns, powder, and other items, the chiefs demanded that Barnard leave behind six of his men, and also take with him six Ngarchelongese, who, like Lee Boo many decades earlier, were being sent to learn more about the outside world. Barnard balked, claiming there was no need for hostages, and that the Ngarchelongese should not worry because even without the hostages they would get what had been promised. But the chiefs were insistent and even threatened to destroy the canoe if Barnard did not accede to their demand. Realizing that arguing would do no good, Barnard finally agreed, but he persuaded the chiefs to reduce the numbers to three and three.

The three Americans chosen to stay behind were Horatio Davis, Calvin D. Alden, and James Meader, Barnard’s brother-in-law. Two Ngarchelong chiefs and one other native were selected to go with the whalemen—according to Barnard their names were Tit, Kobac, and Omry.

To prepare for the voyage ahead, the natives provided food and water. Hogs were cooked and the meat cut into small pieces, and breadfruit was boiled in coconut molasses. Both of these delicacies were then packed tightly in ceramic jars with stoppers and placed along with coconuts at the bottom of the canoe and whaleboat. Large bamboo stalks were cut into short segments about two feet long that were entirely enclosed, each end capped by a node or septum, an integral part of the plant itself. A hole was drilled into one of the nodes and the segment was filled with fresh water, and then a plug of wood or resin was placed in the hole, creating a bamboo canteen that held a few gallons.

on october 27, the whalemen were ready to leave. The Ngarchelongese serenaded them with songs created for the occasion, commemorating the launching of the voyage. As the whalemen climbed into the canoe and whaleboat, they “experienced emotions of regret, and were quite overpowered with a sense of . . . [their] obligations to them [the natives] for the many favors which they had bestowed upon” them.





Chapter 11[image: ]Departure



The ngarchelong chiefs required the canoe and whaleboat to leave at night, hoping that the cover of darkness would help them elude the Kororese, should they attempt to capture the voyagers. They waited until eight when the tide was high to shove off, as that would give them the greatest clearance to glide over any coral lurking beneath the surface. As an added measure of security, a fleet of war canoes were sent to accompany the canoe and the boat until they were a good distance from the island.

All the preparations and precautions didn’t matter because the trip ended soon after it began. Both vessels leaked at a tremendous rate, soaking the supplies, and forcing the men within to continuously bail. Making progress more difficult was the stillness of the evening, with only the faintest of winds disturbing the thick humid air. Barnard thought that to continue would have been madness, and he told the chief on one of the escorting canoes that they had to return to shore for repairs. Reluctantly, the chief agreed. The entire armada headed back to the creek from which they had sailed only a short time before, whereupon the whalemen retired to their former lodgings to sleep.

The next morning, when the larger community heard that the voyage had been aborted, there was a terrific uproar. Furious, the other chiefs ordered Barnard to leave right away, before the Kororese learned of the attempt, despite the fact that their escape would no longer be cloaked in darkness. But that was impossible given the state of the vessels. Instead, the whalemen decided to patch the seams in the whaleboat and canoe with the white, sticky sap from breadfruit trees and wait for the priestess to declare a propitious time to set off.

A month elapsed before all was ready on November 23. Despite the earlier requirement to leave at night, this time the whalemen insisted that they leave in the morning for the sake of visibility, and the priestess consented. Seven men went in the canoe, including whalemen Bowkett, Sedon, Peter Andrews, and Milton Hewlett, along with the three Palauans. The whaleboat carried whalemen Barnard, Holden, Benjamin Nute, and Bartlett Rollins.

The two vessels were convoyed beyond the edge of the reef by a phalanx of war canoes. It was late afternoon before the escorts peeled off and watched their charges head into deeper water. Despite all the worry about the Kororese, they were nowhere in sight. Their spies or vigilance, or both, had failed them.





Chapter 12[image: ]From Bad to Worse



To get to ternate, the target destination of this improbable voyage, the men had to travel roughly eight hundred miles over open ocean with only an ancient compass and their knowledge of the stars as guides. They would need great fortitude and luck. They had plenty of the former, none of the latter.

Shortly after the two vessels made it beyond the encircling reef, the canoe’s rudder came unhinged. It was quickly muscled back into place, but just a few miles later, the rudder upset once again. With darkness falling, they couldn’t fix it, so they drifted through the night. Although neither vessel was particularly seaworthy, the canoe was by far the worse of the two. While Palauans were skilled canoe makers, this effort did not add to their reputation. Whether it was the great size or the speed with which it was constructed, the canoe, according to Holden, “went like a sawlog, bobbing up and down on the sea swells.”

The vessels were propelled forward not only by their own exertions, but also by a strong, drenching storm that brought the temperature down. According to Barnard, “The first night was a most dreary one, the natives not being used to exposure [in the open ocean] suffered much.” The whalemen were also quite cold, but they somewhat offset that by taking off their wet clothes every half hour, dipping them in the warm sea, and then putting them back on, providing a quick shot of heat.* In the wee hours of the morning, Barnard ruefully reflected on the fact that it was his birthday, and that it had been thirty-three years since he made his “appearance into this world of trial.”


[image: An illustration of a boat and a canoe caught in rough waves during a storm.]


The boat and canoe that departed from Ngarchelong caught in a storm.


As soon as dawn’s light enabled them to see more clearly, they refastened the canoe’s rudder with a rope and then raised the sails on both vessels. But the wind was not cooperating. For the next few days, they were in the doldrums. Being so close to the equator, the blazing sun beat down for twelve out of every twenty-four hours. As the relentless rays hit the faintly undulating, glass-like surface of the water, they reflected like daggers, searing the men’s flesh. At noon, the sun “passed so nearly overhead as to cast little shadow . . . but filled the whole sky with heat and made the horizon all around, never broken either by notch of land or speck of sail, palpitate and waver like the atmosphere of an oven.” With each passing day their food and drink rapidly dwindled and their spirits fell.

When the wind finally picked up, it did little good because the rotting mast on the whaleboat snapped, and the canoe sprang a leak near the bow. Water flooded into the canoe in such a torrent that they could not bail fast enough. One of the whalemen sacrificed his shirt, ripping it into strips that were stuffed into the crack. This slowed, but did not eliminate, the leak, so they shifted all the food, supplies, and themselves toward the back of the canoe, causing the fractured bow to rise a bit higher out of the water.

Late in the afternoon six days after departure, under a light breeze, one of the natives tied off the sheet, or rope, used to trim the canoe’s sail. Unfortunately, at that very moment a gust of wind filled the sails so powerfully that the canoe was hove onto its beam ends, throwing its occupants and contents overboard. The four whalemen quickly swam to the whaleboat and got in. The three Palauans, however, clung to the swamped canoe, which was riding very low in the water. With the fading rays of the setting sun illuminating the ocean’s surface, the men saw some of their things floating nearby, and they swiftly collected them. Among the precious items retrieved were coconuts, a few of the bamboo butts of water, and the compass. The men then tried to bail the canoe, but as soon as they got a little water out, more flooded back in.

The whalemen fastened a short rope to the canoe to keep it from floating away. Although they were welcome to climb into the whaleboat, the Palauans chose to stay in the water holding onto the canoe, perhaps wanting to retain a tactile connection with a vestige of their home, or hoping to stay warm. Only the continued vigilance of both the whalemen and the Palauans, who occasionally pushed the vessels apart, kept the heavy canoe from colliding with and stoving in the whaleboat. All the while, a hammering rain made for an exceedingly miserable night.

Come morning, they tried once again to bail the canoe, but the rough seas prevented that. Reluctantly, they cut it free and the Palauans clambered onto the whaleboat. Their situation was bleak. Most of the provisions were lost when the canoe upset. There was very little water left, and only about four coconuts per person.

For seven days the whaleboat continued on a southerly course, under mostly breezy conditions and sunny skies, the men straining at the oars with their waning strength. As Barnard observed, “we made a little progress, but our anxiety carried us faster than the wind.” The only things they saw were the sparkling surface of the ocean, a few birds in the distance, and evanescent clouds. Water was rationed. Each man was allotted a half pint, morning and night, doled out with a clamshell. Every day, however, sap from the bamboo, mixed with bacteria, turned the water thicker and more fetid, making it nearly impossible to drink without retching.

As their lips cracked and their mouths turned sticky then dry, the men were taunted by the clouds. The hope was that they would bring rain, but only a few did. During those brief showers, the men raised their faces skyward, mouths open to catch as many drops as possible. The open ends of the bamboo were also held aloft to capture the precious gift from the sky.

Some of the whalemen resorted to drinking seawater, despite knowing that any relief was temporary, and that it only made you thirstier, while at the same time inviting death. Soon, their lips swelled and took on a blackish hue, and delirium stalked their minds. Holden managed to avoid this trap. In an attempt to mitigate his thirst, he placed a button in his mouth, claiming that it maintained the flow of his saliva, and later asserting that “life may be prolonged almost indefinitely by thus using a button or coin.” Although placing a small hard object in your mouth can stimulate saliva production, the idea that it can in any way stave off dehydration, or, by some miracle, trick the body into thinking it is more hydrated than it actually is, is pure fiction, yet it was a practice resorted to by many imperiled sailors. Nevertheless, if it gave them hope, misplaced though it be, that was of some value. And sucking on a button was far wiser than taking a swig of the ocean.

On December 6, a full fourteen days after beginning their voyage, and just as they were “settling down into a state of confirmed despair,” and all the men, except Holden, were lying on the bottom of the boat, “side by side, like fingers on your hand,” a small island appeared about six miles off. Holden called to the others, and Barnard rose up to take a look. He knew it wasn’t Ternate, but they didn’t have the luxury of passing it by. Another few days on the open ocean, and the feeblest of them would start dying of dehydration or starvation, or both. They summoned what little strength they had left and pulled for the island. Soon, they saw about twenty canoes launch from the beach. As Barnard recalled, “we could neither fight nor run. The only thing was submission.”





	*The average surface temperature of the water off Palau at this time of year is around 85°F.









Chapter 13[image: ]Vicious Reception



The reconnaissance team arrived first. the few smaller canoes investigated the whaleboat and assessed its occupants. The natives looked at the men as they circled, while the men, resigned to their fate, eyed the natives with considerable alarm. One of the natives held up a coconut, as if indicating a desire to barter, but it quickly became clear to the men on the whaleboat that bartering was not an option.

In the wake of the smaller canoes, and just a few minutes later, the larger canoes arrived with more than one hundred entirely naked and heavily armed natives on board, screaming and grimacing in the most frightful manner. The canoes swarmed around the whaleboat, and the natives attacked the whalemen with “brutal ferocity,” hitting them with clubs and knocking them overboard. The natives who weren’t pummeling the whalemen proceeded to smash the whaleboat, taking the pieces of wood, their precious nails included, into their canoes.

Frantically swimming from canoe to canoe and grabbing the sides to keep from sinking, the whalemen and the natives from Ngarchelong pleaded to be taken on board. Repeatedly, they were rebuffed with powerful blows. After the natives destroyed the whaleboat nearly to the water line, and retrieved all the pieces from the water, they tied a line to what remained to tow it to the beach. Only then did they haul the increasingly tired and desperate whalemen and Ngarchelongese into the canoes, whereupon the former were immediately stripped of their clothes, which were handed out as spoils.

No sooner was Barnard relieved of his shirt and trousers, than another canoe made for the one he was in at great speed. The large native standing at the bow of the onrushing vessel, whom Barnard called “a perfect picture of the devil incarnate,” appeared ready to jump into Barnard’s canoe as soon as he was within striking distance. Before he could do so, a native from Barnard’s canoe dove into the water, swam to the other canoe, hurtled out of the water, and physically restrained the “devil incarnate” until he calmed down. When the two canoes were abreast of one another, the formerly furious native ordered Barnard to get into his canoe, and the whaleman promptly obeyed. As soon as Barnard sat, the native stepped forward and gently hit him to indicate his superiority and control.

Famished and extremely thirsty, Barnard grabbed a coconut at the bottom of the canoe. He then looked at the ancient native sitting nearby glaring at him, and gestured in a way that implied, can I have it? Angered, the old man swatted the coconut out of Barnard’s hand so hard that it flew into the water.

To relieve the dryness in his mouth, Barnard cupped seawater in his hand and brought it to his lips, sucking the briny liquid in and swishing it around, before spitting it out. This, too, the old man intently watched, but now instead of lashing out, he grabbed another coconut, broke off the top, and handed it to Barnard to drink. Noticing Barnard’s discomfort at being entirely naked, the old man ordered a younger man on board to take off his bark girdle and give it to the whaleman.

A native in Holden’s canoe yelled and gestured at him to pick up a paddle and help row to shore. He refused, shaking his head sullenly, not caring if his intransigence initiated a beating or worse. Rather than lash out, the native scooped up a piece of poi—cooked and mashed taro—about the size of a walnut and held it out to Holden, who gratefully ate the morsel. Thankful for even this little show of humanity, Holden grabbed a paddle but rowed little.

On approaching the island, Barnard saw “women and children running along the beach, dancing, and capering, and singing, and shouting.” Holden had a less charitable description of the scene, saying that the women and children were letting out “horrid yells and screams. Their gestures and violent contortions of countenance resembled the frantic ravings of Bedlamites.”*

It was low tide when the canoes arrived, forcing them to moor on the outer side of the reef until higher water allowed them to paddle to shore. The whalemen and the Ngarchelongese then stepped from the canoes into the shallow water and waded onto the beach. They had landed on the island of Tobi.





	*“Bedlamite” is an archaic term for someone who is insane or a lunatic. It derives from the Hospital of St. Mary of Bethlehem in London that, beginning in the sixteenth century, housed the mentally ill and was historically referred to as Bedlam.









Chapter 14[image: ]Tobi



Tobi is a very small raised coral island at the southwestern end of what today is known as the Palau archipelago, about four hundred miles from Babeldaob.* At the time of the Mentor, however, Tobi was not considered part of Palau. While the natives of Palau arrived on their islands to the northeast of Tobi some 2,500 to 5,000 years ago, Tobi appears to have been settled about 450 to 600 years before the present day. It is roughly one mile long, and half a mile wide, with the highest point about twenty feet above sea level. A small dot of land in a vast blue sea.

Westerners, on the British ships Duke and Duchess, first sighted the island in 1710. The ships were captained by Woodes Rogers who was engaged in a privateering mission against the Spanish that would ultimately take him and his men around the globe.† With much bigger things on his mind, Rogers took little note of Tobi, noting on passing it on April 11, 1710, that it was a “low flat island, all green and full of trees. This island is not laid down on any sea chart.”

Many decades later, Tobi became known as Lord North Island, on account of the British ship Lord North encountering it in 1782.‡ The ship did not stop, but, according to Captain William Hambly, canoes from the island paddled out. Each contained eight men, “their bodies painted, their language quite unintelligible to anyone on board, they brought a few coconuts which they gladly exchanged for a trifle.”

Another British ship, the Iphigenia, came upon Tobi in 1788. Captain William Douglas, gazing upon the island, noted that while it was covered in trees, “one tree in particular rises above the rest, and appears in the distance like a ship under sail.” When natives came out to trade, they were welcomed on board, and they expressed their greatest admiration for the iron hatchets on the ship, a few of which were exchanged for coconuts and taro. It appeared to one of the sailors that the natives had never before seen a gun, for when the captain fired into the air, the natives were greatly “alarmed,” and when the gun “was held towards” one of them, “he kissed the barrel, but could not be persuaded to lay hold of it.”§

The people of Tobi had little in common with the people of Ngarchelong, or Koror for that matter. For one thing, there were far fewer of them, only about three hundred to four hundred, spread over three villages on different parts of the island. Also, even though they were part of what today is the Palau archipelago, the Tobian language was quite different from the language spoken in the northern parts of the chain. Thus, the three Ngarchelongese could not understand the Tobians. In fact, the Ngarchelongese had never heard of Tobi, and the Tobians knew nothing of them, but they were aware of other islands in the Caroline archipelago.

On reaching the beach, the whalemen were prodded on account of their whiteness like they had been at Ngarchelong. This time, however, it was much more painful as their skin was raw and blistered from long exposure to the sun, and they were in much worse shape than they were in the days immediately after the shipwreck. The whalemen and the Ngarchelongese were then taken to a temple where some type of religious ritual or prayer was conducted before the natives divided them up, with each one or two going with a different person. It was clear that the strangers were being treated as property, and the natives who took each of them would, from that point forward, be their master, or, as they will be described here, their overseers.

The process of division wasn’t entirely smooth. In a few instances, natives argued and fought with each other before the sorting was completed. The way they fought was curious. Instead of punching or kicking, they appeared to engage in a brief tug of war, pulling on each other’s hair with vigor.

Holden, who wrote most extensively about his experience, said that his overseer was named Pahrahbooah, and his wife was Nah’kit, and that they had four children, Buhwur’timar, Kobaw’ut, Kobahnoo’uk, and Wah’rebo. Holden was given the name Tee’mit, and he remembered Nute being called Rollo. Barnard’s overseer was the native who had hit him while on the canoe. From that point forward, for reasons that are not clear, Barnard called him “Beauty.”

After the sorting, the captives were given water and roasted fish, which they ate with some difficulty, having gone for so long with so little food. Thus began their ordeal.





	*Tobi is one of seven of the so-called Southwest Islands in the Palau archipelago, the other six being Sonsorol (Dongosaru), Pulo Anna (Puro), Fana (Fanna), Merir (Melieli), Transit Reef (Pieraurou), and Helen Reef (Hotsarihie), all diminutive.

	†Although it was a success, what the expedition is most remembered for is a passenger picked up along the way. On February 2, 1709, Rogers’s men visited the island of Más a Tierra, located in the Pacific about four hundred miles from the Chilean coast. There they found a British sailor named Alexander Selkirk, who had been marooned on the island four years and four months earlier. Rogers took Selkirk on board and ultimately brought him back to England where his tale of survival became the backbone for Daniel Defoe’s famous novel Robinson Crusoe.

	‡It has also been called Johnston Island, Neville Island, Evening Island, and Peaked Hill Island. See Anneliese Eilers, “West Carolines,” in Augustin Krämer, Results of the South Seas Expedition 1908–1910, vol. 7 (Krämer Ethnography Translation Committee, 2017), 23.

	§After Captain Douglas left Tobi, he headed northeast in search of a place to get water. He soon came upon one of the Palauan islands, perhaps Koror or Babeldaob. While the Iphigenia was beyond the reefs surrounding the island, several canoes came out to trade. For a small hatchet and three knives the natives gave the British everything they had, consisting of a few pieces of taro and some coconuts. The British could not understand the natives, except for hearing them repeat the word “English” a number of times. Seeing no way to approach the island, Douglas sailed along the coast, followed by a number of canoes. At one point the British lowered a few nails to the canoes hoping to trade for more food. One of the canoes handed over some coconuts, but another took the nails without giving anything in return. This duplicity annoyed Douglas, and he ordered his men to fire a cannon shot over the offending canoe. As soon as the natives heard the report of the gun, they all instantly jumped overboard and remained hidden behind the canoe hanging onto its side. The Iphigenia continued to search for a good landing place, followed by the same canoe. One of the natives repeatedly yelled “Eeboo, Eeboo,” no doubt referring to the missing prince, Lee Boo. The same native appeared to be urging the ship to turn about and follow, and according to Douglas, “his actions bore the appearance of a man in the most frantic distress.” Just then another canoe approached, whose occupants also seemed to be calling for the ship to follow them. But with the Iphigenia fast drifting toward the rocks and reefs, Douglas ordered his men to sail away, leaving the canoes and Palau behind. This interaction might have gone quite differently had Douglas known the story of the Antelope, but apparently he didn’t, even though he had been in England when Captain Wilson and Lee Boo returned (Keate’s account of the Antelope was published in 1788, the same year that Douglas found himself off Palau). Had Douglas known the story and how warmly the British were welcomed by the Ibedul of Koror, he would have understood what “Eeboo” meant, and perhaps he would have chosen to follow the canoes and take advantage of what might have been a friendly welcome. See John Meares, Voyages Made in the Years 1788 and 1789, from China to the North West Coast of America (London: Lexographic Press, 1790), 295–98.









Chapter 15[image: ]Existence



As time passed, the whalemen grew much more familiar with the island, the natives, and their culture. In comparison with what they had seen and experienced in Ngarchelong, Tobi fared miserably. As Holden observed, “This island, unlike the Pelews,* is one of the most horrible and wretched on the face of the globe. The only product of its soil worth mentioning is the coconut tree; and those are of so dwarfish and miserable a growth as to bear but very few nuts. These few, however, constitute the food of the inhabitants, with the exception . . . of fish caught occasionally near the shore. The only animals or creeping things known on the island are lizards and mice, and, during our stay there, scarcely a solitary sea-fowl was known to have alighted on the island, and but few fish were taken by the natives.” Although Holden didn’t think it worth mentioning in this list, in addition to coconuts, the Tobians raised taro, which added to their meager diet.

When discussing the natives, Holden was even harsher. “The character of the inhabitants much resembles that of the island itself. Cowardly and servile, yet most barbarous and cruel, they combine, in their habits, tempers, and dispositions, the most disgusting and loathsome features that disgrace humanity. . . . The indolence of the natives, which not even the fear of starvation itself can rouse to exertion, prevents their undertaking the least toil, although a little labor, well applied, might be made to render them infinitely more comfortable.”


[image: An illustration of a coconut tree with whole and cut fruit shows the outer shell and inner sections.]


Coconut tree and fruit, circa 1898.



[image: A taro patch in Palau with a person working among dense plants.]


Taro patch in Palau being tended to, circa 1908–10.


Barnard felt that the natives’ “manner of living was the most filthy I ever saw.” Yet, he was greatly impressed with the size and power of the men, who were on average bigger than the Ngarchelongese. In contrast, Barnard found the women “diminutive.” And, unlike the women at Ngarchelong, the women of Tobi appeared to harbor a great hatred of the whalemen and were nastier to them than the comparatively compassionate men. Another difference was that the men performed most of the domestic labor and contributed to agricultural pursuits.

Holden was amazed that despite what he perceived to be the natives’ “wretched” existence, they viewed their situation quite differently.


The inhabitants are in a state of entire barbarism and ignorance. . . . Strange as it may appear, it is nevertheless true, that, notwithstanding they are in this miserable condition, with no prospect of its ever being improved, they are of the opinion that they are highly favored. This can be accounted for in no other way than by the fact, that they are entirely ignorant of all that lies beyond the narrow limits of their observation. They know nothing of any other portion of the globe, than the mere speck of barren land upon which by some accident they were thrown, and where they remain, to drag out a wretched existence. Their traditions do not extend further back than to about a hundred years; and, to their simple minds, it seems like a splendid effort of mind to be able to relate, with tolerable accuracy, the time-hallowed stories told them by their parents. Whether they could in any way be improved by instruction, is a question which it would be difficult to answer. They seem to be doomed to remain, as one of the last links in the chain that connects our race with the mere animal part of the creation.



It is not surprising that Holden and Barnard were so harsh in their assessments of the Tobians, since most Westerners at the time typically had an unfavorable, arrogant, ignorant, and condescending perspective toward natives inhabiting remote islands. An extenuating factor, however, was that Tobi was one of the smallest, most isolated, and most primitive of the island cultures in the South Pacific, and it almost necessarily would have fared much worse through Western eyes in comparison to older island societies that had more resources, larger populations, and more contact with the wider world. Nevertheless, Tobians were most definitely not savages, barbarous, disgusting, or a disgrace to humanity. They had their own vibrant community life, replete with customs, practices, beliefs, and hierarchies, developed over many centuries.

tobian men wore no clothes other than a girdle made from coconut tree bark, which they draped around their loins, while the women wore skirts made from braided coconut or pandanus leaves. Children went naked. Adornment was limited to women wearing rings and necklaces of various shells or pieces of hawksbill sea turtle shells, and in the holes bored in their earlobes they would place a leaf or shell. Tobians did not chew betel nut, nor did they lacquer their teeth. Their white teeth were very strong, and they used them to husk coconuts with ease, a facility that amazed the whalemen, especially in light of the sorry state of their own mouths.

The Tobians, like the Ngarchelongese, were astonished by the relative paleness of the whalemen’s skin and were quite bold in touching them to see what it felt like and if the color would rub off. Sometimes the touching morphed into rough grabbing, which elicited groans from the men. The natives’ reaction to whaleman Peter Andrews, who was Black and was born in Santo Domingo, was not recorded, although it no doubt provoked considerable curiosity.

Tobian bais and huts were cruder and smaller than those in Ngarchelong. The huts were framed using small trees bent over, coming together at the top, where they were tied off and thatched over with leaves. Typically two stories, they had a main floor and a smaller loft that was accessed through an opening in the ceiling. Tobian canoes were not as finely constructed as those in Ngarchelong, nor were they built from the island’s trees, none of which were large enough for that purpose. Instead, they were made from trees that had floated ashore and were gouged out with shell-tipped adzes.

The main implements of war were clubs and spears made from coconut wood, the latter being formidable weapons from ten to twenty feet long with tips studded with rows of sharks’ teeth. Fires were kindled by rapidly rubbing two pieces of wood together, but rather than start fires from scratch, the natives always kept one burning on the island, from which lighted logs, twigs, or embers could be taken to ignite a new blaze. What little meat they had was seared on top of stones placed on the fires.

Tobians were quite proud of their hair, which often reached to their waist. They washed it every day, then slathered it in coconut oil for a sleek shine. Just like the Ngarchelongese, Tobians were tattooed, but more extensively than the Palauans. When Tobians met, they typically clasped each other’s shoulders and rubbed noses. Although they would occasionally sing, Tobians appeared to have no musical instruments. The whalemen tried to teach the Tobians how to whistle, but they never got the hang of it.

As for their religion, according to Holden, “Their place of worship is a rudely constructed building, or hut, about fifty feet long and thirty wide. In the center, suspended from the roof, is a sort of altar, into which they suppose their deity comes to hold conversation with the priest. Rudely carved images are placed in different parts of the building, and are supposed to impersonate their divinity. As nearly as could be ascertained by us, they supposed that the object of their worship was of like passions with themselves, capricious and revengeful,” and when fishing was poor or the coconuts were few, or their taro patches produced but little, they assumed God, whom they called Yarris, was displeased with them, and that was the cause of their misfortune. “Their religious ceremonies are singular,” Holden continued.


In the commencement the priest walks round the altar and takes from it a mat, devoted to the purpose, which is laid upon the ground. He then seats himself upon it, and begins to hoot, in the meantime throwing himself into a variety of attitudes, for the purpose of calling down the divinity into the altar. At intervals the congregation sing, but immediately stop when the priest breaks out in his devotions. By the side of the altar is always placed a large bowl, and six coconuts. After the incantation is gone through, and the divinity is supposed to be present, the bowl is turned up, and four of the nuts are broken and put in it, two being reserved for the exclusive use of a priest [.] . . . As soon as the nuts are broken, one of the company begins to shout, and, rushing to the center, seizes the bowl and drinks of the milk of the nut, generally spilling a considerable part of it upon the ground. After this a few pieces [of coconut] are thrown to the images, and the remainder are eaten by the priests. This closes the ceremony.



Earthquakes, a few of which shook the island while the whalemen were there, terrified the natives. They attributed the temblors to Yarris and feared that he was coming to sink the island. Thunder and lightning, too, generated fear, and were believed to be Yarris talking.

When natives died, they were not buried on land. Instead, they were placed in a canoe that was towed beyond the reef and released to the ocean. If there was no canoe that could be sacrificed for this final voyage, the body was ferried to deeper water and simply thrown overboard. The only exception to burial at sea was for children younger than about six months, who were committed to the earth.

for the whalemen and the Ngarchelongese, each day was much like the next. They were not required to do much, other than assist their overseers with various tasks such as preparing taro patches, gathering coconuts, and fishing. The latter was of two main types. In one, the men would encircle an area of relatively shallow water, walk toward the shore, corralling the fish as they went, and then spear or collect them in nets. The more effective way of fishing was using torches at night, holding them over the edge of canoes, and impaling or scooping up the fish that came to the light. The Tobians also used crude fishing hooks made of turtle shell or bone, which rarely caught fish and were often lost when they snagged on coral. Witnessing this failure, the whalemen fashioned crude hooks from nails taken from the whaleboat. According to Holden, however, “We could not induce them to use our hooks, till they had heated them and altered their form so that they would not hold the fish. They did this because they said that [their God] . . . would be angry with them, if they used our hooks without preparing them according to their fashion.” In addition to fish, the natives also occasionally took sea turtles and shellfish to eat.

Because it was a small island, with a relatively large population—and because the natives had limited fishing and farming skills—food was always in very short supply. At the bottom of the pecking order, the whalemen and the Ngarchelongese made do with meager shares. While they were in good shape when they sailed from Ngarchelong, where food was plentiful, by the time they reached Tobi, they were already wasting away. On Tobi, the process continued, and they were perpetually hungry. They shed so much additional weight that their flesh no longer hid their bones, and they looked like walking skeletons. Much of their time was spent wandering around looking for handouts from the natives.

For most of his sustenance, Barnard relied on the kindness of the same old man who had given him a coconut in the canoe immediately after the whaleboat was destroyed, and each morning Barnard visited him for his daily “pittance.” Even when the men received rations, it was often hard to swallow. For example, the taro plants on the island were stunted and produced small corms that were often so encrusted and infused with lime from the alkaline soil that Barnard could not stomach them despite his hunger, and he would surreptitiously pass them off to his fellow captives who were less picky. “But at no time,” Holden observed, “did we have sufficient food to satisfy the cravings of hunger! The very crumbs that fall from an ordinary table would have been to us a luxury; the swine of America are better fed than we were, on the most fortunate day of our residence upon that island.”

Being in constant contact with the natives, the men slowly learned more of the native tongue, and were soon able to communicate after a fashion. It was clear that Western ships had passed by Tobi and traded with the natives on multiple occasions. Stories of those visits had been handed down, and the few pieces of iron on the island provided evidence of the encounters. But, as far as the whalemen could tell, they were the first White men to set foot on the island.

the overseers tried to keep the whalemen and the Ngarchelongese separated from one another, but there were times when they came together. When they did, the conversation often turned to how they were going to escape. The only means they could think of were either taking one of the native canoes or signaling a ship that sailed by, assuming any would. The first option, although much thought of, appeared entirely impracticable. Not only would escaping without being seen by the natives be miraculous, but once in the canoe, where would they go and how would they stock it with any food or water, without which they would only last for a few days before expiring? Therefore, the second option seemed the only one even remotely possible.

On February 3, 1833, just shy of two months after the whalemen arrived at Tobi, a ship appeared.





	*As mentioned earlier, “Pelews” is what mariners in the 1700s and early to mid-1800s called Palau. In Holden’s use here, he is referring to the part of Palau that he saw—the village of Ngarchelong on the island of Babeldaob.









Chapter 16[image: ]The Sabina



Just after sunrise, barnard visited the old man to get his daily ration of food. The two of them then began walking along an interior path on the island when a young boy ran up and excitedly told the old man something Barnard did not understand before hurrying on his way. Soon, all the natives rushed to the beach, and Barnard followed. There he found the other whalemen, and the Ngarchelongese too, looking toward the horizon. That’s when Barnard saw it—a ship about six miles off, and sailing closer.

The natives scrambled to launch their canoes, rapidly loading them with coconuts to trade. Trying to take advantage of this golden opportunity to escape, or at least communicate with the ship, the whalemen and the Ngarchelongese attempted to climb into the canoes, but they were all viciously beaten back.

After being kept from Beauty’s canoe, Barnard ran to Beauty’s brother’s canoe and got in. The brother didn’t want him either and attempted to drive him out with blows to the head and body. Barnard took the abuse and refused to move while screaming that if the brother took him to the ship, he would be rewarded with iron. The offer failed to impress, and the brother and another native grabbed Barnard and were about to throw him overboard when an elderly man in the canoe told them to let him go. They released their grip, and Barnard was allowed to stay.


Farther down the beach Rollins also successfully fought his way into a canoe. When Holden tried to do the same, however, he was hurled into the water. Holden then grabbed the side of the canoe, but the natives stopped rowing and wrenched him free. Refusing to give up, Holden latched onto the outrigger as the canoe was pulling away. The exasperated natives turned the canoe around and landed on the beach, whereupon two of them pried off Holden’s hands, dragged him onto the sand, and delivered such forceful punches that he was knocked unconscious. Free of their would-be hitchhiker, the natives headed out once again.

When Barnard looked back, he later recalled that he “saw that they [the natives] had driven all my crew on shore but one man besides myself.” However horrible he felt at leaving the others behind, the men he left were even more miserable and angry, watching the canoes, their best chance to escape, head for the ship.

The Tobians ordered Barnard to take off his “apology for a shirt,” so that he wouldn’t easily be picked out as being different from the others. But when his shirt came off, exposing his much lighter skin, that was deemed worse, and he was ordered to put the shirt back on.

As the canoes got closer to the ship, Barnard’s emotions ran high—a giddy blend of hope that he would be rescued and fear that his attempt would fall apart. Barnard could see that it was a large ship, which appeared lightly crewed. It turned out to be the Spanish merchant ship Sabina out of Manilla, captained by D. A. Somes, heading from Calcutta to Macau.

Barnard yelled to Somes, who was standing near the taffrail, looking with some concern at the large number of canoes and men encircling the ship. After Barnard identified himself and requested permission to come aboard, Somes called to his men to heave the mizzen topsail to the mast, slowing the ship’s progress. Barnard’s canoe came alongside the Sabina, and he climbed up the Jacob’s ladder to the main deck. He was now face-to-face with Somes, who greeted the American with the greatest of warmth.

Barnard told Somes that one of his crewmen was on another canoe, and that to get him on board he would need pieces of iron to trade. The cooper broke down a couple of old barrels and gave the rusted iron hoops to Barnard. He, in turn, handed them down to the canoe from which he had come, and told the natives that more iron would be forthcoming if the canoe with Rollins let him go. Word was passed, and soon Rollins, too, was on the Sabina’s deck.

Barnard pleaded with Somes to rescue the other men who were still on the island. Somes declined, and it is not exactly clear why. Soon after his ordeal, Barnard wrote that the reason Somes gave was that the Sabina had long been at sea, and was so low on provisions that he could not afford to layover twenty-four hours, the time that he thought it would take to collect the rest of the crew, assuming the natives complied. This is a very weak and rather dishonorable excuse, especially given that Somes didn’t even make the slightest effort to see what it would actually take to collect the other men, or if he could obtain food and water from the natives. It might have been as simple as handing over more iron. And if he had decided to barter and the natives were willing, surely the deal could have been concluded, and the transfer made, in a few hours rather than an entire day.

Years later, Barnard offered another reason in defense of Somes’s decision. He said no rescue effort was attempted because Somes feared being surrounded and overpowered by the natives, a real possibility in light of his small complement of men and arms. Somes also took into consideration the story Barnard relayed just after being picked up, of how the Tobians had demolished the whaleboat and roughly treated the whalemen and the Ngarchelongese. Given that intelligence and the long history of violent encounters between Pacific Islanders and Western mariners, this second reason is far more defensible than the first, and most likely closer to the truth.

About three hours after Barnard and Rollins boarded the Sabina, it sailed off. Whatever the reasons for the Sabina’s quick departure, Barnard felt very bad about it. Nevertheless, he believed there was nothing else he could do. “I looked back on the situation of those left behind, but I could render them no assistance. Before the canoes left for shore, [the natives] were very anxious to get me back to them, expressing much dissatisfaction at my stopping on board.”

The Sabina arrived in Macau on February 23. Barnard met with American businessmen and ship captains who welcomed him graciously and helped him obtain passage back to the United States on the American ship Covington. Before leaving China, Barnard gave an interview to the Chinese Courier, commenting, “We may attribute our kind treatment at Pelew [Ngarchelong] to the presents they received from the British government, for the kindness and hospitality shown Captain Wilson [of the Antelope] when he lost his ship on the same island [actually on Ulong just off Koror], and no doubt the two chiefs [who] accompanied us in the canoe expecting a reward from the American government for taking care of us, building us a canoe, etc.” When it came to discussing what transpired on Tobi, Barnard had nothing but scorn for its inhabitants.

The Covington sailed from Canton (modern-day Guangzhou) at the end of March. When it stopped in Batavia, Barnard spoke to the captain of the USS Boxer, informing him of what had happened at Palau, and urging the US government to send a naval mission to save those who were still on the islands. The Covington arrived in Baltimore on August 13, 1833, and Barnard finally made his way back to his family in New Bedford on the eighteenth, “thus ending a voyage of 25 months in which time I had seen some troubles [and] I had experienced many mercies and found many friends.” Once home, Barnard sent a letter to Levi Woodbury, Secretary of the Navy, repeating the plea he had made to the captain of the USS Boxer.

Four months later, Barnard returned to his mistress, the sea, captaining another whaleship, the Winslow, which sailed for the Pacific in December 1833. He would be away for a little more than three years, and during that voyage he wrote down his recollections of his time in Palau and Tobi. It was there that he expressed his belief that the iron hoops that the Tobians received from the Sabina would be viewed favorably by the natives as fair compensation. “I thought they were well paid for staving my boat, robbing me of my clothes, and keeping me two months ‘naked and a prisoner.’ ” As a result, Barnard assumed that the Tobians would be satisfied with the transaction, and, therefore, not treat the remaining whalemen and the Ngarchelongese any worse than they had to date. Barnard also shared his hope that those left behind would soon be able to escape on a passing ship. On all these counts, Barnard couldn’t have been more wrong.





Chapter 17[image: ]Retribution



Holden and the others watched helplessly from the beach as the drama offshore played out. Every moment that the Sabina was in sight, they prayed that a boat would be sent from the ship to pick them up and end their misery. “But judge our feelings,” said Holden, “when we saw the vessel pursuing her course! Our expectations were all blasted in a moment, and our minds, which had been gladdened by the hope of once more enjoying the society of civilized beings, of once more reaching the shores of our beloved country, sunk back into a state of despair; we wept like children.” While he spoke for the whalemen, the three Ngarchelongese felt the same. And, as it turns out, they all had good reason to cry.

The natives returned to the shore in a highly agitated and angry state. Not only were Barnard and Rollins gone, but also the amount of iron and other trinkets that the men on the Sabina had offered to settle Barnard’s debt was judged woefully inadequate. Nevertheless, the natives fought over the distribution of the spoils for days. As for who should be held accountable for this upsetting turn of events, the natives had no doubt: It was the men who were left behind. The departure of the Sabina marked the beginning of a long period of increased suffering for them. They were now unmistakably captives—and would be treated accordingly.


Food, which had been very limited in supply before, dwindled further. When one of their overseers caught a fish, the family would pass it around, either cooked or raw, consuming all the flesh and gnawing on the bones. Only then would the mangled bones be passed to the captives, who would chew them again, trying to extract every last bit of nutrition. Coconuts, too, were first picked over by the family, with the men receiving perhaps a mouthful of coconut milk, and a few shards of coconut meat. The food situation was made worse since the entire island appeared to have entered a prolonged period of privation during which many Tobians died of starvation. While all on the island were in dire straits, the captives had it the worst of all.

Day after day, they were roused at sunrise and typically marched to the nearby taro patches to earn their keep. Using their bare hands or employing small stones or hardened wooden spikes, the men dug holes up to six feet deep. The sharp coral pieces that were hewn from the ground had to be lifted out of the hole and heaped onto nearby piles. The holes were then layered in dirt and leaf litter, and partially filled with water. This created a muddy slurry that coated the men’s arms and legs which, when dried, peeled off in small flakes. They often toiled under the searing sun from dawn to dusk. On good days, they received small pieces of coconut at noon, but often there would be no food until night. And if the men failed to perform up to their overseer’s standards, they would be given nothing at all.

When the men weren’t in the taro patches, they helped fish or had to climb trees to harvest coconuts. The only water to drink, besides that which came from the coconuts, was what pooled in holes dug by the natives away from the beach, which would fill with brackish water at each rising of the tide.

One day, Holden nearly died. He was working in an old taro pit, shin deep in the slurry, using his hands to fling the mud up and out of the hole. At mid-morning, with the blistering sun bearing down, and having eaten nothing for almost twenty-four hours, he suddenly collapsed unconscious. Seven hours later, by his reckoning, a few natives, including his overseer, saw him slumped over and began talking among themselves while trying to rouse him. As he was coming to, Holden remembered hearing them repeatedly say, Tee’mit (their name for him) is dead. When Holden opened his eyes and began to stir, the natives expressed great joy and relief. A boy was told to scale a nearby palm tree and throw down a coconut. The natives expertly stripped the husk and punctured one of the coconut’s eyes. His overseer handed the coconut to Holden, urging him to drink. Holden took a few sips before trying to give it back, but his overseer, not wanting to lose his valuable laborer, directed the coconut back to Holden’s mouth, letting him drink the rest of the milk. The coconut was then cracked open, and the natives watched as Holden ate all the succulent meat.

Another time, Holden was able to supplement his meager diet with thievery. His overseer took him to a special place along the shore where the native used a net to capture small fish intended for his wife, who was spending time in the female taboo house. One fish, about four inches long, was caught and passed to Holden to carry. Another fish soon joined the first. Holden’s insatiable hunger proved too much to resist, and while his overseer was intent on catching more, Holden quickly and quietly bit one of the fish in half, and with two swallows it was gone. Fortunately, his overseer caught more fish, and Holden’s stealthy action was not noticed.

Sometime later, Holden’s diet was expanded ever so slightly by a native who took pity on him. The locals rarely caught sea turtles, and when they did, the meat was reserved for the religious leaders. After one turtle was hauled ashore, the meat was given to the holy men. Holden begged one of them for a piece. The native ignored Holden while he continued eating, at one time saying that it was taboo for him to share the turtle with others. Finally, the holy man relented, said that he had lifted the taboo, and gave Holden a cooked piece of the entrails.

About four months after the Sabina left, a typhoon slammed into Tobi, “which came very near sweeping away the whole means of support which remained” for the natives. The taro patches, so important to the survival of all, were swamped with saltwater and filled with sand. Wide swaths of the largest coconut trees, the ones that produced the most fruit, were toppled. The natives blamed their God for their misfortune, yet assumed that their God’s anger had something to do with the whalemen and the Ngarchelongese. “Before you came,” the natives told the men, “we had plenty of all things; but now Yarris is angry, and we are starving.”

The natives forced the whalemen and the Ngarchelongese to work doubly hard to excavate the patches and repair the storm damage. For months they were employed carrying pieces of coral rock with their hands and on their shoulders to create a low wall that was intended to protect the interior of the island from another tempest. “This drudgery, considering that we were naked, under a burning sun, and reduced to nothing but skin and bones, was too severe to admit of anything like an adequate description. Our flesh, or, to speak more properly, our skin—for flesh we had none[—]was frequently so torn by the sharp corners of the rock, and scorched by the sun, as to resemble more that of the rhinoceros than of human beings.”

soon after the typhoon, the natives decided to tattoo the whalemen. As the whalemen were now perceived by the natives as permanent residents of this miniscule island, albeit unwilling and subservient ones, they should look more like the locals.* The whalemen vehemently protested, but they were ignored. Holden even hid out for a few days to avoid this indignity, but starvation finally forced him back into view, whereupon he was dragged to the village. When the time came, the whalemen were held down while the female tattooist went to work, using techniques similar to those in Ngarchelong and Koror—though somewhat cruder. The ink, extracted from the taro plant, was placed in a coconut shell. The tattooist dipped a honed stick into the ink and then traced the design over the subject’s body. She then gathered her “instrument made of sharpened fish bones,† and somewhat resembling a carpenter’s adze in miniature, but having teeth, instead of a smooth, sharp edge.” Using a two-pound piece of ironwood in the shape of a drumstick, the tattooist hammered the ink-covered tip of the instrument into the skin, sometimes down to the bone. As this was taking place, the whalemen were surrounded by a chorus of men, women, and children singing a song intended to complement the procedure. When the whalemen screamed out in agony, as they often did, the chorus only grew louder, “apparently as if rejoicing,” or perhaps just to drown out the cries.


[image: An illustration of a group gathered outdoors with one person holding spears while another lies being tattooed.]


Holden being tattooed, as depicted in his 1836 book on his ordeal in Palau.



[image: An illustration of a person being tattooed by another with patterned markings on the body.]


Holden being forcibly tattooed. Neither of these images is an accurate depiction of the types of tattoos used by Palauans at the time.


Tattooing caused great inflammation, and, therefore, had to be done in stages over three days, covering mainly their breast and upper arms. The natives wanted to do the whalemen’s faces too, but this caused a volcanic eruption, with the men saying they would rather die than submit, adding that were their faces to be tattooed, it would bring down vengeance upon the natives from the White man’s God. Surprised by the ferocity of the men’s response, and fearful of their God’s possible retribution, the natives relented. The transformation of the whalemen continued when they were compelled to periodically pluck the hair from different parts of their bodies, including their beards and genitals, to make their skin smooth like the natives.

every day, the whalemen scanned the horizons, hoping that a passing ship might stop and help them escape. Since Tobi lay far from the regular trade routes, that was a slender reed to hold onto. Even if one were to stop, the men feared they would not be allowed to accompany any canoes that might go out to trade, and without that opportunity, how would they make their presence known? Their fears proved justified: Just seventeen days after the Sabina’s departure, another ship hove into view and slowed as it came close to the island. Rather than visit the ship, the natives let it pass by. Five months later, another ship hovered just beyond the reef for three days. This time, the natives did paddle out to trade, but refused to bring any of the whalemen or Ngarchelongese along—and they made their reasons clear. According to Holden and Nute, “having once been deceived [by not getting sufficient payment for the release of Barnard and Rollins], they, the natives, were resolved to have satisfaction out of the remaining prisoners—that their doom was fixed for life—that they were slaves, and should be treated as such.”‡ Instead, the whalemen and the Ngarchelongese were closely guarded under trees just beyond the beach, which was still maddeningly close enough to the ship that they could distinctly see the men on the main deck and climbing on the masts.

About a year after the Sabina sailed away, as conditions grew harsher, the number of captives began to dwindle.





	*There is no record of whether the Ngarchelongese, who already had tattoos, were also subjected to additional tattooing on Tobi.

	†At another point in his narrative, Holden says that the sharpened bones of a sea bird were also used in tattooing on Tobi.

	‡Holden and Nute later said that they believed that if Captain Somes of the Sabina had offered twenty-five or thirty pounds of old iron scraps to the Tobians, that would have been “sufficient to secure their safety and comfort, and induced their captors to place them on board the first ship which should come in sight.” See “Mr. Jenks,” The Inquirer and Mirror, June 20, 1835.









Chapter 18[image: ]Death, Survival, and Hope



First to go was william seddon. he was almost skeletal in form and did not have the strength to stand. Instead, he crawled on the ground begging for food that was not forthcoming. When he was on the very edge of death but still alive, his overseer placed him in an old canoe, towed it out beyond the reef, and set it adrift. This might appear to be particularly harsh treatment, but it was the way that Tobians dealt with even their own family members who became a burden to feed at a time when virtually the entire island’s population was experiencing famine. This was especially the case with older individuals who were already sick or weak. To his overseers, Sedon was a load that they couldn’t bear.

A few weeks later, the Mentor’s steward, Peter Andrews, a Black man, was accused of some offense, perhaps stealing, and set upon by the natives who smashed in his skull with clubs and rocks. Holden heard Andrews cry out and ran to see what was going on. When he got to the beach, he saw the natives dragging Andrews’s lifeless and bloody body along the sand. They then placed it in a canoe and took it out beyond the reef.

While he was watching this scene unfold, Holden was ambushed from behind by two natives who began hitting him with their clubs. Holden tried to ward off the blows, and then, using the last bit of his waning strength, he ran back toward his overseer’s hut, with one of the natives in pursuit. At that moment, an old man who was a friend of Holden’s overseer intervened. He grabbed the native, enabling Holden to reach the empty hut. Holden climbed into the hut’s upper chamber to hide, and then slid an old box over the aperture through which he had passed.

It wasn’t a moment too soon. The pursuing native had almost immediately broken free from the old man’s grip and was joined by others who sprinted to the hut where Holden was hiding. They flung the box aside and were pulling Holden down by his legs, when his overseer and a few of his friends rushed in and rescued him from what most certainly would have been a grisly death.

While Holden was trying to escape, word of Andrews’s offense and the natives’ wrath had spread throughout the village. The rest of the captives were near the taboo house, where something unusual happened. At Ngarchelong, the women had often been quite kind to the whalemen, and the men credited them, in part, with creating the situation in which they were welcomed by the people. In Tobi, the situation was quite different. According to Holden, they were hardly “the gentler sex,” and in fact “were more cruel than their inhuman lords and masters.” But now, at the taboo house, it was the women who showed some kindness and hid the men under mats until the natives’ fury was spent.

Next to die was one of the Ngarchelong chiefs, who perished from starvation and was committed to the waves in the typical fashion. Soon after, the Ngarchelong “commoner” was caught stealing a coconut, and his hands were tied behind his back before he was placed in a canoe and sent off to die. Around nineteen months after the whaleboat had arrived at Tobi, seaman Milton Hewlett died of starvation. Then, seaman Charles Bowkett, who could barely move, was, like Sedon, put out to sea on a canoe still alive. When his lifeless body washed ashore on the island a few days later, it was seen as a bad omen and led to many prayers and lamentations. The native who had set Bowkett adrift was blamed, and was required to perform certain rituals in the taboo house for a month.

the only ones left were Holden, Nute, and the Palauan chief, Kobac. All three knew that death was near and when it came it would be seen as a relief. As Holden relates,


[image: An illustration of Charles Bowkett being pushed out to sea from a boat near Tobi while reaching toward the shore.]


Charles Bowkett, able seaman on the Mentor, being pushed out to sea to die off Tobi.



We were frequently so reduced as to be unable to walk, and were forced to drag ourselves on our hands and knees to some place where we could lie down under the shade of a bush, and take rest. But the small comfort to be obtained in this way was greatly lessened by the annoyance of mosquitoes, which could attack us with impunity in our helpless and feeble condition. Besides this, our flesh had so fallen away, that on lying down, our bones would actually pierce through the skin, giving us the most severe pain. Tattooed, the parts operated upon were, for a long time, running sores; and when exposed to the sun, the pain was excruciating.



It is important, however, to place the men’s suffering in context. They were not alone. As mentioned, old and infirm Tobians were often sent away to die. And during the time that Holden was on Tobi, he claimed that about one hundred natives perished, primarily for lack of food.*

After nearly two years with the natives, the three survivors had become almost fluent in the Tobian language. Using this facility, they begged their masters to be relieved of any work requirements, claiming that they simply had no strength, and if they were forced to continue, they would soon die. Holden also held out the possibility of reward, telling the Tobians that if he and the others survived, and another ship passed by, and they were placed on that ship, Holden would make sure that the natives were liberally rewarded with iron.

Finally, the masters consented, but this came at a considerable cost. The Tobians said that if the men didn’t work, they would no longer receive their measly rations of coconut, taro, and fish. Nevertheless, this was a bargain the men were willing to make. “We deemed death as welcome in one shape or another,” Holden recalled, “and relinquished our labors and our pittance of food together.”

Thus, around the end of September 1834, the three were reduced to feebly walking or crawling around, subsisting on leaves and other vegetation, and begging for food, which was sometimes given by natives who felt sorry for them. Their only aim was to make it through each day and onto the next. Even though they had been released from daily work requirements, the men occasionally agreed to do a bit of labor in exchange for a few morsels.

At this point, Holden and Nute were not allowed to talk to one another, and their overseers usually kept a close eye on them to keep them apart. Holden had caught glimpses of Nute from a distance and became worried because he looked severely depressed and emaciated, even more so than Holden himself. After an extended period with no sightings, Holden feared that Nute had died or been murdered. That fear and the strong desire to check on his mate should he still be alive became so great that one day while his overseer was away from the hut, Holden decided to seek out Nute, even though that was expressly forbidden.


Nute lived with his overseer in a hut hundreds of yards away. Holden headed there using a winding route to escape detection. First, he went along a rarely used back trail through the trees and bushes. At one point he came near the main path and saw nobody on it. Inching closer to the spot where the trail and the path crossed, he noticed a man “crouching in a hopeless attitude on the ground. He was sitting with his hands over his face, and his head sunk between his knees.” As he got closer, he realized it was Nute. Holden asked him why he was there, and what was the matter, but got no response. Holden tried to rouse Nute to accompany him to his hut, but he groaned and said, “It’s no use.” Holden wouldn’t have it. He grabbed Nute under his arms and urged him to stand when he said “ready.” As soon as Holden uttered that word, Nute struggled to rise, and with his friend’s help he got up. They started walking very slowly back to the hut, Nute grabbing nearby bushes for support. A few yards later, however, Nute slumped to the ground. Looking down at this formerly robust man who was now a feeble invalid, Holden tried to reach him one more time and give him strength. “Nute, you must not give up; keep up your heart and hope, my man, just for my sake. What shall I do if I am left entirely alone on this savage island? Can’t you bear up for me if not for yourself? Besides, we do not know how soon we may be rescued.” But Nute had nothing left, and without his assistance, Holden could not move him from that spot. Fearing that his overseer and his family would soon return to the hut, Holden said goodbye to Nute and quickly retraced his steps, making it back without being discovered.

The very next morning, on November 27, 1834, salvation arrived.





	*According to Japanese archaeologist Michiko Intoh, “Judging from the reasonably rich living conditions today, with plentiful coconuts and fish, the severe situation of Holden’s time could have been the result of either unusual climatic conditions or over population.” Certainly, the typhoon that rolled over the island four months after the Sabina departed contributed to the desperate situation. See Michiko Intoh, “Historical Significance of the Southwest Islands of Palau,” Islands of Inquiry: Colonization, Seafaring and the Archaeology of Maritime Landscapes, eds. Geoffrey Clark, Foss Leach, and Sue O’Connor (ANU Press, 2008), 329.









Chapter 19[image: ]The Brittania



At dawn, the natives began their ascents of the coconut trees lining the beach to obtain the precious fruits. One of the natives glanced toward the horizon and saw a ship. Soon, he and the others were bellowing “sawa, sawa,” or ship, ship, with great excitement. Holden was awakened by the noise, and a moment later his overseer, Pahrahbooah, rushed in to tell him about the sighting. With Pahrahbooah’s help, Holden hobbled to the edge of the beach. Pahrahbooah asked Holden if he saw the ship, and when he said no, Pahrahbooah scampered up a palm tree to reconfirm what the others had seen. About forty feet above the ground, Pahrahbooah yelled that there was indeed a ship in the distance. Once Pahrahbooah came down, Holden reminded him of their deal. “You know my promise to the man who first places me on a White man’s ship.”

Not wanting to miss out on the opportunity to collect his reward in iron, Pahrahbooah readied his canoe and placed Holden at the bow. This canoe was joined by ten others, including one that carried Nute. The natives, however, were not willing to part with the last Ngarchelongese chief, and he was held on the island.

The sun was out and the seas glassy as the canoes bearing the two whalemen and more than one hundred natives raced toward the ship. The approach of this potential mini-armada made captain Henry Short of the British barque Brittania very nervous. His was a merchant ship, lightly armed, and he had only thirteen crewmen. He had no idea whether the natives were coming to trade or attack, nor was he yet aware of the two Americans. To slow the canoes’ advance and issue an unmistakable warning, Short ordered his men to fire a couple of six-pound cannons when the natives were about one hundred yards away, intentionally sending the balls far over the natives’ heads so as to cause no harm.


[image: An illustration of Holden escaping by canoe toward a ship with several people paddling and a sail raised.]


Holden escaping from Tobi to the Brittania, as depicted in his book on his ordeal in Palau.


Holden saw the puffs of smoke and then heard the roar of the cannons and cannonballs whiz overhead and plunk into the ocean behind him. He had not anticipated the ship firing on them, but he remained calm, surmising that it was only a warning. The natives, on the other hand, panicked and immediately headed for shore, fearing that if they got any closer to the ship they would be killed. Holden yelled at them that they must continue on, and promised that they would not be harmed. This gave them just enough courage to turn back toward the ship and continue paddling, although far more slowly than before.

At the same time, Holden, who knew it was a British ship by the Union Jack on its mizzen mast, shouted over the water in English, imploring the ship to stop firing and trying to relay who he was while asking for help. His message, or at least the familiar language, was heard, and Short dispatched a boat to find out who was speaking English.

The boat filled with armed men came to within fifty yards of the canoe Holden was on, and then the men stopped rowing. For a few moments, all was silence. And then Holden identified himself. Upon hearing this, the crew abruptly turned the boat around and pulled for the ship. Perplexed and angry, and fearing that his chance of rescue was fading away, Holden urged Pahrahbooah and the other natives in his canoe to follow the retreating boat. But as soon as they began moving in that direction, the crack of shots fired from the boat arrested their progress. After calming the natives once again, Holden could do nothing but wait to see what the captain of the ship would do next.

The men on the boat reported to Short that there was an American on the canoe who had been shipwrecked many years before. Still wary of possible treachery, but wanting to bring the American on board, Short sent the boat back to the canoe with strict orders for his men to be on high alert, and under no circumstances to get close enough to the canoes so that they could launch an attack. Once within hailing distance, the officer on board instructed Holden to swim over to the boat.

The words had barely escaped the officer’s mouth before Holden summoned up his waning strength, dove into the ocean, and clawed his way forward, desperately trying to keep from going under. At the same time, the boat moved closer, and when Holden was alongside, the sailors quickly and forcefully plucked him from the water. As the last part of Holden’s body breached the surface, one of the men yelled, “We have just saved him now!” He wasn’t referring to the simple act of rescuing Holden, but rather to the dénouement he had just avoided. There, in the water, nearly as long as the boat, was a shark already rolling on its side, its mouth open, viewing Holden as nothing more than his next meal.

On board the Brittania, the crew welcomed Holden and brought him clothes and food to eat. The first officer questioned Holden to get his story, and every few minutes he walked to the after deck and reported to Captain Short what had been said, and then returned with new questions. Holden told the officer that Nute was still aboard one of the canoes and must be rescued right away. Upon receiving this information, Short ordered his men to brace up the yards.

Thinking that Short was preparing to depart, Holden bypassed the first officer and rushed to the after deck to plead his case. He urged Short to retrieve Nute, and also to supply the natives with a considerable amount of iron to fulfill Holden’s promise to them. To drive home the need to provide the iron, Holden told Short how the lack of iron given after Barnard and Rollins escaped caused the natives to treat him and Nute much worse than would have been the case had they been generous. Short, Holden said, should be unstinting now to not only ensure that the Ngarchelongese chief still on the island was treated well, but also that any future mariner who had the misfortune to end up on Tobi Island would not be abused. Short consented to get Nute and provide ample presents, but first he wanted most of the canoes to back off. Holden yelled across the water for them to disperse, and all but three did, including the one with Nute.

The boat was lowered with Holden on board, newly dressed in the clothes he had been given. Along with him was a considerable amount of iron scraps, nails, and other things from the locker that were no longer needed on the ship. When the boat got next to the canoes, Holden distributed the treasure in a decidedly unequal fashion, hoping to teach the natives a lesson. To his overseer, Pahrahbooah, he gave the best items. Then he turned to Nute’s overseer and gave him things not quite as good, but still quite nice, at least in the eyes of the natives. This exchange was accompanied by the transfer of Nute from the canoe into the boat, a procedure made more difficult by the whaleman’s frailty.

Next, Holden distributed the remaining items to the other natives, giving to each an amount that reflected how well they had treated Holden, Nute, and the rest of the captives. When those who received relatively little grumbled about their lot, Holden admonished them: “I have now treated you as you treated me and my mates. Those that complain because I placed a small present in their hand must remember that they placed but a small bite of poi in my mouth when I was hungry.” The slighted natives begged Holden to come back to the island and stay until another ship came by so that they could treat him better, and feed him more poi. Holden said he must leave, but that this should teach them to better provide for any other mariners who were cast upon their shore.

Short was shocked when Nute was brought on board. Both he and Holden bore “all the marks of long servitude,” but Nute was in far worse shape, his body wracked with fever. “I should suppose,” Short commented, “two or three days would have been the end of the last man taken on board, but from this act of Providence.”

The two Americans wanted to rescue Kobac as well. In their eyes, “he seemed more like a brother than a barbarian.” But rescue was not an option. Short, so fearful of being overwhelmed by the Tobians, had no interest in trying to retrieve him from the island. Nor is it clear whether the Tobians would have released Kobac even if Short had attempted to get him by bartering for his release.

the brittania sailed for canton, arriving eighteen days later. During the voyage, Short and his men were very solicitous of their guests, and their ministrations began to restore Holden’s and Nute’s health. In Canton Holden and Nute went directly to the American factory, the place where Americans trading with China conducted their business. An article in the Chinese Repository described them upon their arrival: “Naked, blackened by the sun, long haired, tattooed after the native fashion, they could hardly be recognized as men once White. The long disuse of their native tongue added to their joy at so unexpected a deliverance, rendered them almost unable to tell their tale of suffering. The weakest of the two was quite unable to get on board himself unaided, and his constitution is so broken by hardships, that the physician gives him no hopes of restoration to health.” The two survivors received medical attention and repeated their tale to many curious Americans and representatives from other countries’ factories who came by to see the survivors who were the talk of the foreign community. Since Holden and Nute had no money, of course, a call was made for funds, and nearly $300 was raised to help them purchase items in Canton, and also have some cash on their return to America.

A few months after arriving in Canton, Holden and Nute boarded the New York ship Morrison, which took them back to the United States.





Chapter 20[image: ]Home



The morrison arrived in new york on may 5, 1835. it had been nearly four years since Holden and Nute left New Bedford on the Mentor hoping to strike it rich, or at least earn some good money whaling. They were warmly welcomed and put up by John Munson at his residence at 62 Cherry Street, not far from the tip of Manhattan, and just a block from the East River. Papers in New York and beyond retold their story, and in due course more money was raised—some of it coming from the owner of the Mentor, William R. Rodman—to send Holden and Nute back to Boston and then the latter on to his hometown of Lowell.

One person who read the stories with particular and a very personal interest was John Colesworthy from Nantucket. His son, Thomas Colesworthy, was the Mentor’s first mate, and he had been on the first whaleboat that left the ship after the wreck. In September 1833, a month after returning to the United States, Barnard visited Nantucket, and according to Colesworthy, he said that the whaleboat his son was on “got off from the ship in perfect safety . . . and that they appeared to be entirely safe, having reached smooth water after going twice a boat’s length from the ship.” Colesworthy added that Barnard had stated this before “twelve respected men of this place, who are ready to testify to the same.”*

Colesworthy, a grief-stricken father looking for any ray of hope, latched onto Barnard’s words as if they were a talisman, keeping alive the possibility that his son and the others on the first whaleboat had safely made it to some island and, therefore, could still be rescued. But, when Colesworthy met with Holden and Nute, his hope vanished. In a letter to the editor of the Nantucket Inquirer, he accepted the truth. “After a close examination of, and a clear statement from these distressed seamen, I have come to the painful belief that the boat’s crew, including my unfortunate son, all perished near the wreck, by the upsetting of the boat.” The rest of his letter recounted, in summary form, the trials that the men of the Mentor had to endure, and in particular those meted out on Tobi Island. Then, Colesworthy added his final thoughts.


This has been the fate of American seamen among the barbarians of the South Seas. Oh, my country! The friends of these sufferers expect of you the performance of your duty towards your own children! For myself, alone, there is perhaps nothing more to ask. But it should be remembered that three of the Mentor’s crew are now slaves on the Pelew islands [at Ngarchelong], retained as pledges for the payment of a stipulated indemnity, and for the safe return of three chiefs—two of whom are no more, and the third continues a prisoner among the fiends who inhabit Lord North’s [Tobi] Island.



Colesworthy, however, was wrong about the number of Americans remaining in Ngarchelong, since the news had yet to reach the states. A few months before Colesworthy’s meeting with Holden and Nute, Captain Low, of the Salem ship Cabot, sailing off the northwestern part of Palau, found a completely naked man floating in a canoe. It was twenty-one-year-old George Marsh, a Providence sailor who had been one of the crew on the ill-fated Boston schooner Dash.

On March 14, 1834, the Dash had crashed into a reef surrounding one of the Caroline Islands, a few hundred miles from Palau. While trying to get the schooner off the reef, the Americans were attacked by the natives who killed three of the crew and wounded Captain Keating. Keating and the remaining crew were able to escape on one of the Dash’s boats, and they landed in Koror where the three crewmen from the Mentor, whom Barnard had been forced to leave behind, were being held at Ngarchelong. Marsh and one other man from the Dash remained on Koror, while Keating and the others sailed off, ultimately arriving on another island, and then Manilla.

During the short time Marsh was in Koror, before his escape, he had learned that one of the Mentor’s crew had also escaped, leaving only two in Ngarchelong. Marsh didn’t know the name of the man who escaped, but it was Calvin Alden, from Fairhaven, Massachusetts. As for Marsh, when he was discovered in the canoe, he was healthy and said that he had been well-treated by the natives, yet he couldn’t let the Cabot sail by without trying to get on board. The other crewman who was with Marsh quite liked Koror and stayed behind, quickly becoming a favorite of the Ibedul, King George.

during his meeting with colesworthy, Holden told him that he planned to write a book about his experience, and he was true to his word. The book, published in early 1836, was titled A Narrative of the Shipwreck, Captivity and Sufferings of Horace Holden and Benj. H. Nute: Who Were Cast Away in the American Ship Mentor, on the Pelew Islands, in the Year 1832; and for Two Years Afterwards Were Subjected to Unheard of Sufferings Among the Barbarous Inhabitants of Lord North’s [Tobi] Island. The slender 133-page volume sold for fifty cents. It was dedicated to his benefactor William R. Rodman and John Pickering. The latter, a lawyer, linguist, and president of the American Academy of Arts and Sciences, took a great interest in Holden’s story and helped him prepare the book.



[image: A title page of Horace Holden�s book with text about shipwreck captivity and sufferings on the Pelew Islands.]


Title page of Horace Holden’s book.


Near the beginning of the book Holden talks about the first whaleboat that left the Mentor after the wreck, and the death of all on board. Reflecting on their fate, he muses about his own, and wonders whether theirs was not a better way to go, all things considered. “Were such a death, or the pains of captivity endured by my associates and myself, to be the only alternatives, I have doubted whether I should not prefer the former. To be far from kindred and friends, among a people but one grade above the most ferocious beasts, sick at heart, and deprived of necessary food, stripped of our clothing, and subjected to unheard-of severities, to endure all this, was to purchase a continuance of life at a dear rate.”

One of the most unusual parts of the book was the appendix, which included a “Vocabulary of the language of Lord North’s Island [Tobi].” Spending two years there, Holden had learned much of the language, though he didn’t consider himself fluent. Nevertheless, he knew more than enough to share his transliteration of many of the most common words. For example,









	Bone

	—

	cheel




	Clouds

	—

	kotcho




	Coconut (when ripe)

	—

	kahrah’pah




	Coconut (when very young)

	—

	soob




	Lightning

	—

	visseeg’




	Man

	—

	mah’ree or mah




	People

	—

	pee’pee ah ma’ree




	Talk

	—

	tee’tree




	Wood

	—

	tummucth’ee






Holden included a few dialogues in the Tobian language to give a better idea of how it sounded when spoken in context, and also to share a sense of some of the conversations he had on the island. For example, when Holden and Nute told the natives that Barnard (whom the Tobians referred to as Peeter English) had gone to England after he left on the Sabina, one of them responded,



tobian: Ah! Peeter Inglish taw borobeeto Inglish; Peeter Inglish yepee’lif tang ah nee mah’ree ah To’bee ah pahng-ul; Peeter Inglish mo’ree poo’ruk woarah taht; Peeter Inglish tee’tree tee’tree mah’ree To’bee pee’pee pee pee ah pahng-ul, pee’pee ah lego’, pee pee ah mullebah’dee; shaik, man Inglish yepee’lif tuhmah’; mah’ree ah To’bee zah so zah tee’tree Yarris, waurwa ah Inglish cher prow tay beeto woar Inglish.

translation: Ah! the captain will never get to England; the captain was a thief; he had not given Tobi man any iron, and he would die at sea; the captain talked and talked with Tobi men, (that they should have) much iron, great many clothes, and much brass; for shame! Englishmen (are) all thieves and bad men; Tobi men (are) very angry; (we) will speak to God, and he will make the ship founder at sea, and the captain never will arrive in England.



Another conversation that Holden had, this one with his overseer, Pahrahbooah, went as follows:



holden: Pahrahbooah, gur zah wosheeto ah nang woar ah prow, nang zah beeto Inglish; nang zah mum’mah tee’dee ah To’bee zah pooruk, taw ah muk’kah woar To bee; woar Inglish pee’. pee ah muk’kah, pee’pee, pee’pee; gur zah wosheeto ah nang woar ah prow nang zah lee ah gur pee’pee ah pahng-ul, pee’pee ah lego’, pee pee ah mullebah’dee; gur tay wosheeto ah nang zah poo’ruk woar ah To’. bee, gur taw ah pishoo.

translation: Pahrahbooah, if you will put me on board of a ship I will go to England; if I remain at Tobi I shall die, for there is nothing to eat on Tobi; in England, much food, much, much; and if you will put me on board of a ship, I will give you much iron, many clothes, and much brass; if you do not put me (on board) I shall die on Tobi, and you (will get) no iron.

pahrahbooah: Hah, nang tay wosheeto ah gur; gur tee’tree tuhmah; gur tang ah nee nang ah pahng-ul; Peeter Inglish yepee’lif, gur yepee lif, mah’ree ah Inglish yepee’lif, senah-messen’; tuhmah man Inglish; gur mummah tee’dee woar To’bee, zah pooruk ah To’bee.

translation: Ah! I will not let you go; you talk bad; you will not give me any iron; Peeter English is a thief, you are a thief, all Englishmen (are) thieves and liars; Englishmen (are) bad men; you (are) to stay on Tobi, to die on Tobi.

pahrahbooah: Tee’mit, gur zah beeto Inglish gur zahnee mah’ree To’bee ah pahng-ul, yennup way’sa teberëe’kah yennup ah tepo’ee ah waussa, ah lego’, kah-oo eekah, zis ah pishoo’ ah teet ah tuv’vatif, ah mullebah’dee, zah beeto To’bee zah lee wur’teemum ah gur?


translation: Horace, if you go to England will you give the men of Tobi iron of a large size, as big as a stick of wood, and big axes, and knives, and cloth, and fishhooks, an anvil and hammer, and needles, a trunk, and brass, and then come back to Tobi and give them to your father?

holden: Ee’lah, nang zah beeto Inglish nang zahnee mahree To’bee ah pahngul yennup, ah tepo’-ee, ah waus’sa, ah lego’, kah-oo eekah, zis ah pishoo’, ah teet, ah tuv’vatif, ah mullebah’dee, zah beeto To’bee, zah lee wur’teemum ah nang.

translation: Yes, I will go to England, and I will give to the men of Tobi iron of a large size, and big axes, and knives, and cloth, and fishhooks, an anvil, and needles, and trunks, and brass, and then come back to Tobi and give them to my father.



The book was well received, with four printings during the year of publication, and a few more thereafter. Holden went on a mini–speaking tour to help with sales. The story fascinated the public and was summarized in articles in numerous publications throughout the country. After Holden’s appearance on Nantucket, the local paper noted, “We commend him as a most deserving young man, to the encouragement and sympathy of all who have ever been taught ‘to feel another’s woe.’ ” The Christian Register and Boston Observer wrote that “the account given of the sufferings of these shipwrecked individuals is enough to excite the sympathy of the most obdurate heart.” The Boston Courier most eloquently captured the general reaction to Holden’s ordeal, especially on Tobi. “If it were not for the fact that we have among us, to be seen daily in our streets, the proofs of what we are told, it would be almost impossible to believe that human nature could endure so much, or that life could be sustained under the accumulated sufferings of torture of the limbs and starvation of the body, for a long period of time. Yet such things are true beyond a shadow of a doubt. . . . It is no fictitious narrative—the proofs of all he says are undoubted, and his own body furnished evidence that his sufferings have not been exaggerated.”


The prestigious and widely-read North American Review covered the book’s publication with a lengthy article, in which the editors took Barnard to task.


And we cannot but think that Captain Barnard owes to his own character fuller explanations of his course on this occasion, than have as yet, as far as we can learn, been given to the public. We have no prepossession against that gentleman. We do not presume that he is unable to clear himself from all question. But if he can do it, he ought. No one will read the story of this poor sailor’s horrible captivity, without wishing to know three or four things which he cannot tell; as whether this captain did all that was possible to prevent the person who rescued himself from abandoning his companions in misfortune; how he came to suffer the natives’ boats to return with presents so trifling, as to bring further cruelties upon those still in their power; and above all, what he did, after he got back within the borders of civilization, to save his men from a prolonged imprisonment, from which most of them were only delivered by death, and the rest, after two weary years, by a merely singular and unhoped-for good fortune. These are questions, we say, which it concerns his credit to answer, and we persuade ourselves that he is able to do it. He knows, as well as we do, that New England does not expect to commit her sons to hands, which will not be careful to render an account of them.



As for the complaint against Barnard’s actions during his rescue by the Sabina, and afterward, none other than Holden himself would think that aspersion to be more than unfair, as his comments in his own narrative make clear (something that the editors of The North American Review seemed to have ignored, or, perhaps, they just didn’t believe Holden was justified in absolving Barnard of any blame). According to Holden:


To captain Barnard the author of the statements in this narrative is under great obligations for his uniformly kind treatment previous to the loss of the Mentor, and during the whole time we were together. We have no reason to doubt, that he did all in his power to obtain our release from captivity at the time when he was himself so fortunate as to escape; and not the least blame is to be imputed to him on account of the disasters that befell us.



The reviewer met with Holden while working on the article, and provided a description of Holden’s tattoos, which is quite valuable since Holden didn’t offer that information in his book, other than having an artist provide an illustration of him being tattooed, which does not accurately reflect the design imprinted on his skin. “Holden escaped with being tattooed on the breast and upper arms only,” the reviewer wrote. “The coloring is a blue, lighter than what we see on the arms of our mariners, who have tattooed themselves, from choice, with India ink. The figures on the arms are alike. That on the breast is different, part of it being composed of wedges, spreading in breadth from a point, like a fan a little opened.”

Holden wrote the book not only to earn money, but also to incite action. “It is hoped that some measures will soon be adopted,” he wrote, “either by the government or by humane individuals, to rescue them [the men left behind] from their painful and distressing situation.” Many others shared Holden’s hope, and most of them upbraided the government for not sending such a mission already. The comments of the Nantucket Inquirer, which highlighted the case of the Mentor, were typical. “It is a source of wonder to many people that so many American citizens, claiming the protection of our government, who have been shipwrecked on the South Sea Islands, and are at this moment suffering the horrors of slavery, without a single effort being made by our government to release them.” But Holden and the others were wrong. In an era when information did not flow as freely or as fast as it does today, they were simply out of the loop. Unbeknownst to them, Barnard’s earlier advocacy of a rescue mission had succeeded. Two years before Holden’s book was published, an American warship was sailing for Palau.





	*Apparently, Colesworthy did not read all the interviews with, or statements of, Barnard upon his return. Because, in one article published in New Bedford, Barnard is recorded as saying that although the boat got off, “it is probable that she filled [swamped] in the breakers before getting clear of the ship, and that all hands perished.” See “The Ship Mentor,” New-Bedford Mercury (August 14, 1833). In another article, he said that “eleven of my crew were lost at the time, in attempting to leave the ship in one of the boats.” See “Loss of the Ship Mentor,” Niles’ Register (August 24, 1833). Also, Barnard’s comment that the whaleboat soon reached smooth water is at odds with what he said in his own account of the wreck, which he wrote later, as well as being contrary to the conditions Holden reported.









Chapter 21[image: ]The Vincennes



The uss vincennes, a 703-ton boston-class sloop, was a fine vessel, measuring 127 feet long and nearly 34 feet wide, with a complement of 190 officers and seamen, and bristling with 20 guns. It was built in 1825, and already had an impressive reputation: just a few years later it became the first navy ship to circumnavigate the globe. One contemporary chronicler declared that the Vincennes was “said to be the most beautiful vessel of her class, and the fastest sailer in our navy.” It was part of a growing maritime force that was, with each passing year, extending its reach throughout the world and showing other nations that America was willing to protect itself and its citizens wherever they may be.

In March 1834, the Vincennes was tasked with traveling to various South Pacific islands to repatriate Americans who were either there as beachcombers or who were being held against their will. At the top of the Vincennes’s to-do list was to bring home the Americans at Palau and Tobi. At the time of her sailing, that was thought to be nine men, three of whom were at Palau, with the rest on Tobi. The Vincennes was also ordered to bring the Ngarchelongese on Tobi back to their home.

Captain John H. Aulick was given permission to offer a reward in exchange for the captives, since Barnard had promised the natives that they would be paid for their kindness to the Americans. Only if negotiations failed was Aulick allowed to use force to get the men back. Using force to repatriate or protect Americans was an approach with which the United States was familiar. It had done so during the war against the Barbary pirates in the early 1800s, and more recently, in Sumatra.* As the case of the Friendship makes clear, the United States was not shy about punishing natives who threatened American citizens and commerce.


[image: An illustration of the U S S Vincennes sailing on the ocean with multiple masts and full sails.]


The USS Vincennes, circa 1845.


the east-indiaman friendship of Salem, Massachusetts, captained by Charles M. Endicott, and carrying a crew of sixteen, set sail on May 26, 1830. It was heading to Quallah Battoo (today Kuala Batèë), Sumatra, to trade for pepper. Much of the Western world seemingly couldn’t do without this fiery commodity, and beginning in the early 1800s and extending up through mid-century, Salem had a near monopoly on the pepper trade, given its longstanding and close connection with the Sumatran pepper lords. Trading in Sumatra, however, was very dangerous. There were not only treacherous reefs to negotiate, but also a local population of vicious pirates who sometimes attacked merchant ships.

The beginning of the trip was typical. The Friendship arrived on September 22 and spent a few months partially filling the cargo hold with sacks of pepper. When the pepper supply ran out, Endicott left to visit other parts of the island, and then returned to the area in late January to await the new crop.
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Captain John Henry Aulick, USN.


Suspicions were raised when a native canoe visited the Friendship one evening, approaching in a “stealthy, tiger-like manner.” Only when the watch demanded to know who they were and what was their business, did the canoe become a hive of activity. The now animated occupants claimed they had come to barter smuggled pepper. Endicott ordered all of his men to the main deck, fully armed, before hesitatingly letting one native board to facilitate the offloading of the sacks. As soon as the transfer was complete, the native was ushered off the ship and the canoe ordered to leave. However, what appeared to be a simple trading visit was not. Unbeknownst to the Americans, the natives were on a reconnaissance mission, checking on the Friendship’s vulnerability to attack.

A few days later, Endicott was invited to visit Quallah Battoo to wait for the imminent arrival of the new pepper crop. Before leaving with five crewmen, Endicott ordered the rest of the ship’s company to be on guard. They were forbidden from allowing more than two Malays on board at any one time, and all boats had to be kept away from the ship at night.


[image: An illustration of the ship Friendship sailing on the ocean with multiple masts and sails.]


The Friendship.


On the morning of February 7, Endicott and his men, along with a local trader and good friend of the Americans by the name of Po Adam, took the ship’s boat to shore. Adam expressed his concern that the locals might attack the Friendship while the captain was away. This worried Endicott, but he had confidence that his men would follow his instructions and be able to protect the ship. Meantime, he told the other men on the boat to be prepared to defend themselves during their visit.

The Americans were warmly greeted by the locals, and Endicott and his men watched as a local boat was slowly loaded with sacks of pepper. Around four in the afternoon, the boat set off, briefly stopping at a promontory near the mouth of the river. Endicott thought they might be stealing sacks and hiding them in the tall grass, so he sent one of his men to investigate. The report came back that nothing was amiss.

Curious to get a better look at what was transpiring on the water, Endicott walked to a rise near the beach, which was about three-quarters of a mile from the Friendship. Seeing the pepper boat from this elevation gave the captain a start. There were many more Malays on it than had left the landing. He rushed back to town to find out what was going on. A local trader said that six or seven boys had jumped onto the boat when it went around the promontory, but they posed no problem since they were young and only wanted to get a better look at the impressive American ship. They might be young, Endicott barked, but they were big enough to help the other Malays on board the boat attack and overwhelm his crew.

Endicott then asked the second mate, John Barry, whether he thought the first mate, Charles Knight, would disobey his orders about the need to be on guard if Malays approached the ship. Barry at first said absolutely not, but then reconsidered because he knew of Knight’s cavalier response to the precautions Endicott had taken when the first canoe visited the Friendship; namely, letting only a single native board at a time. Knight thought Endicott’s wariness on that occasion smacked of cowardice, and out of earshot of the captain he boasted that “he could clear the decks of a hundred such fellows with a single handspike.” Barry now shared his concern that Knight’s contempt for the locals would likely make him overconfident and, as a result, he might view Endicott’s precautions as unnecessary, causing him to let down his guard. Endicott responded, “If your predictions prove correct, the ship is taken.”

Endicott, realizing there was nothing he could do to protect the Friendship, ordered his men to casually walk to the beach so that they could more easily observe what was happening on the ship. On the way, Endicott passed a dozen Malays under a tree in excited conversation. Only later did he learn that they were discussing whether to kill him and his men now or wait until the ship had been taken. Either way, a price had been placed on each of the Americans’ heads. The reward for killing Endicott was set at $1,000, while the second officer would fetch $500, and each ordinary seaman $100.

Barry reached the beach first. Not far behind, Endicott saw Barry stop, jerk his arms in a strange manner, and then quickly turn about. He walked unhurriedly to the captain, and without even looking in his direction, informed him in hushed tones that there was trouble on the ship, and that he had seen men jumping overboard. Endicott, already expecting this, urged calm while informing his men to slowly head for the boat without evincing any alarm.

Given the Americans’ leisurely pace, the Malays suspected nothing. They thought Endicott and his men were going to take the boat across the river to stroll through the bazaar, something they had often done the past. The natives, however, soon realized that Endicott’s boat was not heading to the bazaar, but instead toward the ship. They rushed to the river’s edge, wildly shouting, waving knives and spears, with some even wading into the water to try to reach the boat.

Dead ahead, near the mouth of the river, another obstacle came into view—a canoe with twelve armed men waiting to intercept the Americans. Endicott couldn’t outrun the canoe so he decided to ram it, realizing that his sturdy twenty-five-foot boat could slice right through the flimsier native vessel as long as the speed was sufficient. The Americans pulled with all they had, while Barry stood in the prow, sword raised. The canoe remained stationary until the final moment before colliding, at which point the natives panicked and paddled furiously out of the way.

As the boat got closer to the Friendship, Endicott’s worst fears were realized. The main deck was swarming with natives. Only one of Endicott’s crew was visible, on the top gallant yard. There was no use approaching any closer, or attempting to board. If the natives had overwhelmed the men on the ship, they would even more easily deal with any attack by the men on the boat.

Making their way up the coast through the stormy night, Endicott and his men hoped to reach three other American ships that were about twenty-five miles away, to warn them of the attack and get their assistance. By early the next morning, Endicott was on the main deck of the brig Governor Endicott from Salem, informing the captain about what had transpired at Quallah Battoo. Soon thereafter the captains and officers of the ship James Monroe, of New York, and the brig Palmer out of Boston, joined the conversation and agreed on a battle plan.

The three vessels immediately sailed for Quallah Battoo to retake the Friendship. Their plan was foiled, however, since the ship had been moved to shallower water and effectively beached on a sandbar, making it impossible for the other ships to come abreast of her to facilitate boarding, which had been their aim.

Endicott hired a passing Malay vessel to deliver a message to the local rajahs, telling them if they peaceably gave up the Friendship, the Americans would leave them alone; otherwise, they would shell the town and its forts. The rajahs responded, take the ship if you can. With that, the shelling commenced. Even though the American batteries did considerable damage, silencing the forts closest to the beach, the ones farther away continued to fight.

The Friendship, as well, was lobbing cannonballs at the Americans. Then, suddenly, the ship’s guns went silent, and a fire erupted on the deck. It appeared that the natives, in their haste to keep up the barrage, had set some of the gunpowder alight. Endicott saw this as an opportunity, and soon three boats loaded with armed men started rowing toward the Friendship. When the natives realized that the Americans meant to attack, they scrambled into their canoes and raced to shore.

The Americans climbed on board, then put out the fire and searched the ship. “Every part of her bore ample testimony of the scene of violence and destruction with which she had been visited. That many lives had been sacrificed, her blood-stained decks abundantly testified.” Sails were slashed, rigging cut, and everything that could be taken from the ship was, including all navigational equipment, charts, opium, guns, cutlasses, and money. The only exception to the looting were the sacks of pepper that were left behind. Working together, the men were able to kedge the Friendship into deeper water where it was moored alongside the other American ships.

The following morning, a canoe approached the Friendship. Fearing another assault, Endicott ordered his men to be ready, but it turned out to be carrying four of his crewmembers. They had jumped overboard during the initial attack and had hidden in the forest for days, finally ending up at Po Adam’s residence, where they were fed and clothed before being ferried out.

Later that day, another canoe approached with Chinese on board. They told Endicott that four more of his men were on shore, two of whom were severely injured. The emissaries added that the rajahs were willing to ransom each for ten dollars. Endicott readily provided the sum, and soon thereafter the four men were reunited with their mates. In the end, three Americans died during the attack on the Friendship. This included the first mate, Knight, who ignored Endicott’s orders and, instead, let many Malays board the ship on that fateful day, resulting in him being stabbed repeatedly in the back and sides.

With help from the other ships, the Friendship was patched up and made seaworthy. Before departing, Endicott sent a warning to the rajahs—“Within the space of twelve months, a big ship from the United States would most assuredly visit Quallah Battoo and punish the aggressors.” The Friendship left Sumatra on March 4, 1831, arriving back in Salem on July 16 to intensely curious crowds who, according to Endicott, wanted to hear “the most minute particulars of our sad misfortune.”
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The USS Potomac anchored in Valparaiso Harbor, circa 1834.


Endicott’s warning was prescient. When President Andrew Jackson learned of the deadly attack, he ordered the 67-gun USS Potomac, with 480 men commanded by Commodore John Downes, to sail for Quallah Battoo. Downes’s charge was to get “immediate satisfaction for the injury and indemnity to the sufferers,” retrieve the stolen property, and punish the murderers.

Even though the Potomac did not recover the stolen property, or identify the murderers, it did inflict a serious blow. On February 6, 1832, and the following day, the Potomac unleashed a mighty barrage of fire, and American marines stormed the town. While only two Americans were killed, and eleven injured, as many as 150 Malays—some sources say the number was much higher—were killed and perhaps as many injured. Reflecting on the expedition, Jackson said, “The effect has been an increased respect for our flag in those distant seas and additional security for our commerce.”


although barnard told the Navy department that he and the others had been held at Ngarchelong, and not Koror, the Vincennes went to Koror for reasons that are not entirely clear. Perhaps Aulick was thinking back to the Antelope and Captain Wilson’s description of Palau, which painted Koror as the supreme power in the area, or he knew that Koror had a relatively large and inviting harbor. Whatever the reason, the Vincennes’s arrival in late 1835 put Koror and its Ibedul, King George, in a strategically advantageous position.

Before Aulick could commence negotiations, however, he had to moor the ship, and that proved quite difficult. He first sighted Koror on November 29. While the Vincennes was still beyond the encircling reef, seven canoes with six natives each came from the island. All were naked, except for one who was wearing an old frock coat. A few natives boarded and wandered around the main deck, greatly impressed with the large ship, while the others bartered coconuts from the canoes. Witnessing the unclad natives before him, Aulick observed, “It might be surmised from analogy that neither their ‘first parents,’ nor any of their progenitors, had eaten of the ‘forbidden fruit,’ for they were unconscious of their nakedness; nor does their everlasting summer, any more than their modesty, dictate the necessity of covering their nakedness.”

None of the natives spoke English, but one kept excitedly pointing toward a spot in the reef, seemingly encouraging Aulick to sail the ship through a gap that he couldn’t see. Not sure that he understood what the native wanted him to do, and not confident that there was a safe passage through the reef, Aulick wrote a note explaining his situation and, using signs, told the natives to bring it back to the island where, hopefully, a beachcomber could read it, and then come back with clearer directions. The natives, however, were so reluctant to depart that it took Aulick quite some time to get them off the ship.

Throughout the night, Aulick tried to maintain his position, but the wind and currents were against him. Come next morning, the Vincennes was fifteen miles downwind of Koror. Aulick tried to tack back to the island, but couldn’t overcome the strong currents. Around noon, canoes from Koror came to the Vincennes, and delivered Dick the beachcomber. Aulick was not impressed, labeling Dick “but a few removes from an idiot.” He was, however, able to interpret for the native pilot, Aracoco, who accompanied him. Being so far from the island, Aracoco’s knowledge, unfortunately, was of little use, and Aulick spent the rest of the day and night trying to gain Koror without success.

The next morning, the winds shifted, and the Vincennes made some headway only to be shunted back by the currents once again, forcing Aulick and his men to spend another night out of sight of Koror. This made Dick, Aracoco, and the other natives who delivered him extremely nervous, thinking they were being kidnapped. Aulick calmed their fears, and the next morning when stronger favorable winds sprang up, the Vincennes was finally able to reach the anchorage.

As soon as the anchor plummeted to the sand, a flotilla of canoes surrounded the ship. When the “amiable and confiding” natives paraded on the decks, Aulick noticed the baskets they all had slung over their shoulders. They contained “betel nuts—as necessary to them as the ‘quid’[chewing tobacco] to Jack—sassafras leaves, a piece of bamboo filled with lime, a small mortar and pestle, with which they mash and mix together the betel-nuts, leaves, and lime for chewing, a venus-shell for plucking out their beards, and a spoon and tray of tortoise-shell. These articles seem to be indispensable to their habits and happiness, and thus their baskets are as inseparable from them as are the reticules [small handbag] from our ladies.”

Just before sunset, King George climbed onto the deck of the Vincennes to meet with Aulick. Through the night they talked animatedly of many things, including the long-ago visit of Captain Wilson and the Antelope, and the recent visits of Captain Keating and the Dash. Of Wilson, King George had nothing but praise, but Keating came in for a healthy dose of criticism.

In early 1834, the Dash was on its way to Manilla on a trading voyage when it stopped at Koror. As he would soon be doing for the Vincennes, King George supplied the Dash with numerous provisions, and also beautiful pieces of carved tortoise shell. The evening before he was to depart, Keating asked the natives who were still on the schooner to go back to Koror to gather more livestock. As soon as they left on this fictitious errand, Keating ordered his men to haul up the anchor, and the Dash sailed away without paying for anything King George provided. When the natives attempted to return to the ship the next morning, it was gone, and they suddenly realized they had been cheated.

As discussed earlier, the Dash then went on to another island in the Caroline archipelago where it crashed, and Keating and his men were attacked by natives who killed three of the crew. Keating and a few of his men escaped on one of the Dash’s boats and ended up back in Koror. One would assume, given Keating’s atrocious behavior just months earlier, that King George would be angry and, perhaps, vengeful. Instead, he accepted Keating’s feeble attempts to apologize for his earlier actions, and gladly offered him assistance. Rather than being mad at them, the natives pitied Keating and the Dash’s other survivors. When Keating left Koror, he promised King George that he would return his hospitality and forgiveness by sending presents back to Koror. But, as King George told Aulick, “he lied then, as he had done before, for he has . . . not sent my people anything yet.”

Despite Keating’s bad example, King George was magnanimous in welcoming the Vincennes, although he was certainly influenced by the large number of men and guns on the ship. The following morning, King George dispatched some of his subjects to lead the Americans to watering holes to fill up their casks. He also sent orders throughout his domain for people to bring provisions for the honored visitors. Soon, “a bounteous supply of beef, fish, fowls, pigs, goats, taro, coconuts, and small, black, delicious bananas” was delivered to the ship, and various items, including iron, were given in exchange.

Aulick now broached the subject that had brought him to Palau. King George told him that there were only two Americans left at Ngarchelong, James Meader and Horatio Davis. The third American, Calvin Alden, had months before escaped on a canoe, as the Dash’s George Marsh had said, and was, at that very moment, slowly making his way on various ships back to America. Aulick also learned that about a year earlier Koror had sent an ambassador to offer the Ngarchelongese a ransom for the Americans, but it was refused. This infuriated King George, and he declared war, sending an expedition of twenty war canoes, which killed thirty Ngarchelongese and destroyed many structures but did not succeed in securing the Americans.


A day after the Vincennes arrived, at Aulick’s request, King George sent his prime minister, Arcusbonga, in a war canoe to Ngarchelong. He carried a letter from Aulick that demanded the Americans’ release and offered presents for their safe delivery. But unbeknownst to both King George and Aulick, Arcusbonga, “an old, withered looking man, with deep, restless eyes,” had another plan. When he arrived in Ngarchelong he didn’t show the letter to anyone, nor did he inform the captives that the Vincennes had come to rescue them. Instead, he told the Ngarchelong chiefs that the Vincennes would attack if they didn’t release the Americans. Arcusbonga thought that the threat of an attack by such an overwhelming force would compel the Ngarchelong to comply. In that event, Arcusbonga would return with the released Americans, and when Aulick sent the presents back, using Arcusbonga’s services once again, the wily prime minister would appropriate some of the presents for himself.

The Ngarchelong chiefs refused to respond to the threats, especially since they didn’t see the Vincennes offshore, and were dubious about its strength. The chiefs said they would release the Americans only after they got the promised ransom of two hundred muskets and powder, as well as the three Ngarchelongese who had left with Barnard and the other Americans a long time ago in the whaleboat and canoe (at this point, the Ngarchelongese did not know that two out of the three Ngarchelongese who had been left on Tobi had died). If these demands were not complied with, and instead the men of the Vincennes came north to rescue the Americans, the latter would be instantly put to death.

Far from being disappointed, Arcusbonga thought that the Ngarchelongese had provided him with another means of profiting from the situation. He assumed that upon learning of the refusal, the Americans would ask King George for assistance in attacking Ngarchelong to free the captives. The combined forces of the Americans and the Kororese would, of course, be victorious, and for their assistance, the Kororese, and by association, Arcusbonga, would be showered with gifts—hopefully, muskets and powder.

When the Ngarchelongese ultimatum was translated for Aulick by Dick, King George counseled restraint, much to the dismay of Arcusbonga. King George was reported to have said, “It would be a pity to kill any more of these foolish people, if we can get the men any other way.” Hearing this, Aulick decided first to head to Tobi to retrieve the Americans as well as the Ngarchelongese that he thought were still being held captive there. After that, he could reopen negotiations for the Americans being held in Ngarchelong.





	*Sumatra is part of Indonesia.









Chapter 22[image: ]“I Am Too Happy!”



The vincennes left koror on december 5 and arrived off Tobi on the ninth. Almost immediately, five canoes with ten men each came out to greet the sloop, and they were, according to Lieutenant Robert Lee-Wright Browning, “about the wildest-looking fellows we had seen.” They appeared to be quite frightened by the size of the sloop, its cannons, and the number of men on board.

Aulick and his men scanned all of the canoes and used their spyglasses to check the shore, looking for the Americans—five White men and one Black—that they had hoped to find.* But they saw none who matched that description. There was, however, one person in a canoe who piqued their interest. He, unlike all the others, had black teeth. They thought he must be one of the Ngarchelongese, and in this surmise they were correct—it was Kobac.

Kobac was coaxed to come onto the Vincennes, and using a combination of broken English, rudimentary Spanish, Palauan words the Americans had picked up, as well as signs and gestures, Aulick and his men haltingly communicated with him. Slowly, and with much animation, he related his story, including the tragic news that the other two Ngarchelongese had died, as had all of the Americans, save for Holden and Nute who had escaped on the Brittania. Kobac also said that another British ship had stopped by the island after Holden and Nute had left, and Kobac had gone on board and tried to convince them to take him back to Ngarchelong, but they would not. In response to learning that the Vincennes came to take him home, Kobac reportedly said that his heart “jumps almost out. I am too happy!” After the conversation between Kobac and Aulick had concluded, the Tobians boarded and began trading coconuts for scraps of iron until the coconuts ran out.

As they prepared to leave the Vincennes, the natives urged Kobac to come along, but he refused. To convince him to change his mind, they said he should return “to pass the last night with the [Tobian] wife they had given him,” because she would be “weeping for him, and longing for his return.” Kobac angrily responded, “Let her weep. My Palauan wife and friends have been weeping fifty moons for me to return to them. Now I go to them. Let her weep now. Better Tobi wife weep than Narchelongese wife.”

Having come halfway around the world on their mission, the men of the Vincennes could not simply take Kobac’s word on the fate of the other men, no matter how sincerely it was conveyed. They needed to look for themselves. So, the next day when the natives returned, recharged with coconuts and ready to trade, Aulick waited until nearly all the natives had come on board, at which point he ordered eighty of his men to get in their boats, as well as a few of the natives’ canoes, and start pulling for shore.

This panicked the natives, especially since the men from the Vincennes had entered their boats fully armed. Kobac tried to make them understand that the Americans were only going to search for their other Americans, and that they wouldn’t hurt any Tobians. But that didn’t have a calming effect, especially since the men of the Vincennes looked as if they were prepared for war, and they had just learned that a number of the Americans had died on the island, so, perhaps, revenge was in the offing.

The natives jumped over the sloop’s rails into the water, and quickly swam to the remaining canoes and got in. They soon caught up to the Vincennes’s boats, and began yelling, but what they said the Americans could not understand. Failing to communicate their concerns, the Tobians raced to the beach. According to Browning, the natives sitting on platforms in the canoes were performing what appeared to be some sort of prayer. “They mumbled words, hung their heads, and rubbed their left hands with the right, and kept this up until they reached the shore.”

The draft of the Vincennes’s boats was too deep to get over the reef’s edge, so the marines in them got out and waded ashore, while those in the canoes glided to the beach. The marines were met by a phalanx of unarmed and very frightened Tobians who spoke to them in an agitated fashion and made many unintelligible gestures.

Disregarding the natives, the marines spread out on the island, searching all dwellings and the forest as well. During this search, Browning took in the sights and later wrote down his impressions. He found the huts to be “the most miserable” he had ever seen. To enter them, he had to crawl on his hands and knees, and only in a few was he able to stand erect. Beyond a few baskets and mats, the huts were devoid of any creature comforts. When he entered the rudimentary temple, he found a man praying and rubbing his hands in the same manner as he had seen on the canoes. Hanging from the temple’s roof was a miniature model of a two-hulled canoe. This reminded Browning of a visit he made to a Roman Catholic church in Lyon, France, which had a miniature ship hung in the same way.†

Satisfied that there were no Americans or other Ngarchelongese on Tobi, the marines waded back to their boats and returned to the Vincennes. But before they left, the Tobians loaded the boats with coconuts, and the Americans gave them iron. Having done all they could at Tobi, the Vincennes sailed for Koror to deliver Kobac and collect Meader and Davis.





	*They weren’t initially looking for the Ngarchelongese because they assumed that they would look quite similar to the Tobians and, therefore, they would not be able to spot them easily.

	†Such ships in Christian churches were called votive ships. They were typically built and donated by mariners who were thankful for being saved from some maritime disaster, and wanted to express their gratitude to God via the provision of the ship. See Timothy Demy, “Sacred Ships and Stormy Seas,” Electrum Magazine, July 30, 2023, https://www.electrummagazine.com/2023/07/sacred-ships-and-stormy-seas.









Chapter 23[image: ]Delicate and Duplicitous Negotiations



While the vincennes was at tobi, king george tried yet again to gain the release of the Americans being held captive in Ngarchelong. He sent an envoy to Old Charley, asking the latter to encourage the Ngarchelong chiefs to part with the captives in exchange for a hefty ransom. Instead, Old Charley urged the chiefs to even more closely guard the Americans “lest they should lose . . . the two hundred muskets and powder [that Barnard had promised], the possession of which, he reminded them, would make them superior to King George’s entire population.”

Like Arcusbonga, Old Charley was playing his own game. Just before the Vincennes returned, he went to Koror and told King George that he tried to get the Ngarchelongese to release the hostages, but that they had refused and were keeping a close eye on the Americans. They would only turn them over after the return of the three Palauans and the delivery of the muskets and powder. None the wiser, King George accepted this.

Old Charley waited in Koror and was there when the Vincennes returned. He presented himself to Aulick, offering to serve as interpreter on his foray to the Ngarchelong. But Aulick, believing that Old Charley was too closely associated with the Ngarchelongese to be unbiased, opted to keep him on board the Vincennes to serve as interpreter there, while sending King George’s interpreter, Dick, to Ngarchelong to negotiate for the captives.


There was yet another reason Aulick wanted to keep Old Charley behind. He didn’t trust him because he had learned that Old Charley had been duplicitous before. When, about a year earlier, King George sent his ambassador to Ngarchelong to obtain the release of the hostages, Old Charley had counseled the Ngarchelong chiefs to not only refuse the offer, but also to imprison the ambassador and take the ransom he had brought along as payment for the Americans. This bit of treachery is what led King George to declare war, resulting in the death of thirty Ngarchelongese.

Upon receiving the Ngarchelong chiefs’ refusal to deliver the Americans, Aulick decided to launch an expedition. Either through ransom or by force, Aulick was determined to get back the American whalemen, Meader and Davis. If it be ransom, Aulick was prepared to shower the Ngarchelongese with a considerable amount of iron, gunpowder, as well as various tools he had brought along expressly for that purpose. If it be force, Aulick would send heavily armed marines to deliver the blow.

The Kororese gathered a mighty squadron of war canoes to assist in the effort. According to Lieutenant Browning of the Vincennes, the expedition was quite a sight to see.


As our boats, laden with one hundred and twenty officers, sailors, and marines, were passing the town of Koror, early in the morning, bright and cool, thirty war canoes, each carrying about twenty warriors, joined us. The scene then was at the time warlike, picturesque, lively, and interesting. The straight, shining bodies of the dusky warriors were shown in bold relief by the sky’s pale blue and the green waters, through which they paddled their long, sharp, light canoes, on the platforms of which we plainly saw their war clubs and spears, all ready for strife. Raising and dipping their paddles together with the precision of machinery, their heads bowing and rising in unison as they pressed their paddles to the length of the stroke, their long black hair waved gently by the breeze, joyfully shouting their cheering war cry, they glided swiftly as the wind by our heavy boats, exhibiting to us their breasts and faces stained vermillion, to announce their readiness and willingness to meet their enemy in deadly conflict.



It took nearly two days for this armada to get within sight of Ngarchelong, because the heavily laden boats of the Vincennes were much slower than the canoes, the latter of which had to repeatedly stop to allow the boats to catch up. Along the way, more canoes joined the armada, and by the time it arrived, the native warriors numbered seven hundred.

This formidable force was fully capable of routing the Ngarchelongese, and Arcusbonga knew that. He was once again acting as King George’s emissary, as well as leader of the Koror warriors, and he wanted the Americans to attack. First Lieutenant John A. Carr, who was leading the Americans, told Arcusbonga that Aulick had instructed him to avoid bloodshed if possible, and instead try negotiation first. This enraged Arcusbonga as well as a Koror chief who paddled his canoe before the Americans’ boats and yelled in his native tongue, “What! The sun almost hid in waters, and no fight yet! Follow me!” True to his word, the chief landed his canoe on the beach, and he was followed by many other canoes, from which jumped hundreds of Koror warriors ready to fight. Seeing this, the Ngarchelong chiefs ordered their forces to prepare for a fight as well. Both sides, heavily armed, glared at each other on the sand.

The Americans had followed the impatient chief to the beach, but rather than fight, they wanted to talk. Carr, with Arcusbonga by his side, marched over to the Ngarchelong chiefs and, using Dick as an interpreter, introduced himself. But, no sooner had Carr said a few words than Arcusbonga hijacked the negotiations. Once again, he was pursuing his own game. In angry tones, he addressed the Ngarchelong chiefs, and instead of trying to reach an amicable settlement, he attempted to provoke a fight.

Dick translated Arcusbonga’s fiery speech, the belligerent content of which infuriated Carr. He cut off Arcusbonga and told the Ngarchelong chiefs that he wanted to speak to them in private. Seething, Arcusbonga could only watch as Carr, Dick, and the chiefs went farther down the beach to confer.


Carr learned that the Ngarchelong were more than amenable to barter for the release of the Americans, and had been for some time. They just needed to agree on the terms, which were quickly ironed out—the Americans would be delivered in exchange for a barrel of gunpowder and a significant quantity of iron tools and utensils. Carr then ordered that the ransom materials be brought to the shore.

This alarmed the Kororese, and soon all of the warriors jumped out of their canoes onto the beach. Now, it was the Ngarchelongese’s turn to be alarmed, and they, once again, prepared to fight. Before any blows were landed, Arcusbonga rushed to where Carr was talking to the Ngarchelong chiefs. Arcusbonga railed against the deal that Carr had apparently made. How dare he unilaterally negotiate with Koror’s enemy, and, what’s worse, offer them valuable gunpowder and iron. With that supply, and the addition of a few more muskets, Arcusbonga feared that that the Ngarchelong would soon be the absolute rulers of Palau, eclipsing Koror. Arcusbonga added, with nothing to support his contention, that in addition to becoming masters of Palau, the ransom items would be used by the Ngarchelong to “commit murder and piracies” on the ocean when other ships visited Palau. “Even now none escape that fall in their hands. Look at the men that you now seek! Their lives were saved only because they [the Ngarchelong] thought they might make more by them alive than dead! By murdering them, they would get only the clothing they wore, and by sending them home they would get” powder and iron. Arcusbonga said that by giving the Ngarchelong these items “you increase their power and they will extend their depredations.”

His anger rising, Arcusbonga now declared, “If you abandon the Kororese and make such presents to the Ngarchelongese, you discourage our hospitality and reward their piracies. . . . [T]he Ngarchelongese shall not receive from you any presents of arms or ammunition. If they do, I will raise a war cry and let loose my people upon them. Koror and seven hundred warriors now brandish their spears and war clubs ready to fall upon their old enemies at my bidding, and their numbers will be doubled before the going down of the sun. Their blood be upon your hands! You force me to it!”

Carr and the Ngarchelong chiefs listened intently to Arcusbonga’s harangue, which was delivered in slow, measured tones, so that Dick the interpreter could keep up. Despite Arcusbonga’s outward calm, Browning, who was there, said that the prime minister’s “eyes fairly reflected the fire burning within him.”

For a few moments, neither the Ngarchelong chiefs nor Carr replied, both a bit stunned by the fierceness of the speech. Then, Carr spoke. “Friends, as we have failed to treat jointly, we must proceed without you. We have crossed the wide waters to get these men alive and without violence, if possible; such are our instructions, and we must obey them, though it should offend our friends and allies. We have ascertained that our object can be affected by giving the Ngarchelong a barrel of powder and some other presents, and we intend to do it.”

This set off Arcusbonga anew, repeating his earlier claims, and then turning to address the Ngarchelong chiefs. “For the last time I warn you that your acceptance of that powder shall be the signal for battle between us. The widows and orphans of your land can tell you how skilled are the Kororese with war clubs and the spear. And muskets, too, we have, and well charged; nor has it been too long for you to remember that we know how to use them. Think well, warriors! Be ready!” Both sides squared off and raised their weapons.

Carr, seeing where things were heading, had to choose sides, and he chose to defend the Ngarchelongese, who had indicated their willingness to barter. He ordered all of his men to assemble on the shore and be ready to protect the Ngarchelongese from the Koror warriors. The sailors and marines, “with reluctance and not a little muttering, fixed their bayonets and cocked their muskets, and stood ready to fire and charge upon their late allies,” waiting only for the order to be issued.

Here the language barrier played a starring and most welcome role. The Ngarchelongese watched the armed Americans take their places on the beach, but failed to grasp that they were there to defend them from the Kororese. Instead, the Ngarchelongese thought the Americans were joining forces with the Kororese, and were going to attack. Realizing that they couldn’t defeat the forces arrayed against them, the Ngarchelong chiefs called for a halt to the preparations for war and said they were now willing to accept any presents the Americans wanted to give, excepting the gunpowder, and once those presents were delivered along with Kobac, Meader and Davis would be handed over.

With the new deal reached, everyone relaxed. A very relieved Carr ordered the powder to be taken back to one of the boats, while other items, including axes, hoes, adzes, chisels, and small knives, were brought to the beach. At the same time, Meader and Davis were released, and Kobac had a warm reunion with his royal brother, the two of them affectionately rubbing noses.

Although Arcusbonga was relieved that the gunpowder had been stricken from the deal, he still hankered for war. However, he knew that there was nothing else he could do to achieve that end. The Americans were the power brokers, and defying them would have undoubtedly led to a bloody defeat for the Kororese.

four days after departing on his mission, Carr, the marines, and the Kororese warriors returned to Koror with Meader and Davis. While Carr and his men were retrieving the captives, Old Charley remained behind on the Vincennes, where, according to Browning, he “made himself so popular among the sailors, as they did not know of his treachery to the Americans, that they gave him two bags of clothes and other presents useful to him in his situation.” But, when Davis came on board the Vincennes, having learned more about the negotiations preceding his release, he told the sailors that Old Charley had been deceitful. While Old Charley saved the Americans’ lives at first, he later withheld information about the Vincennes’s arrival, and also told the Ngarchelongese to keep a closer watch on the Americans lest they escape.

Now, seeing Old Charley for who he was, the sailors who had showered him with gifts took them back and gave them to Davis and Meader, the ones who had been deceived. Although some were in favor of flogging Old Charley, most thought that he was too old for such a thrashing, and instead he was roughly ushered off the ship. On the way out, he suffered one more indignity. While on board the Vincennes, Old Charley had been very fond of the saying “like a jackass’s gallop, short and sweet.” So, when he was being hustled down the gangway, one of the Vincennes’s boatswains yelled after him, “Ah! Charley, your prosperity is like a jackass’s gallop, short and sweet; steer clear of kings and their ministers, if you want to avoid disgrace!” Shorn not only of his riches, but also what he had left of his dignity, Old Charley looked back despondently before hopping in a canoe to be taken back to shore.

The Vincennes stayed a while longer, stocking up on supplies. One of the items brought on board was beef. Every few days, the Vincennes’s best marksman went to the interior of Koror Island, accompanied by guides and porters, to shoot one or two of the king’s herd of water buffalo. As for the treatment the Americans received, Aulick said that “by his uniform hospitality and kindness to strangers [King George] so well sustains the high reputation for those qualities of his ancestor, Abba Thule [the Ibedul].”

During his time on Koror, Browning had an opportunity to explore the island and its environs, and he was much impressed, especially as compared to what he had witnessed on Tobi. On the way to visiting the main village on one of the Vincennes’s boats, Browning was repeatedly stopped by natives who were diving from their canoes to collect seashells on the sea floor. Beautiful shells exhibited in cabinets and fancy displays were all the rage in Europe, especially in Victorian England, and, clearly, the Palauans had had great success in using them to barter with Western ships that happened by. True to form, a lively trade ensued, and in exchange for tobacco and knives, Browning and other marines gained many exquisite specimens to bring home to amaze their family and friends.

Browning marveled at the quarter-mile pier extending from the beach, which was twenty feet wide. “In such a savage land,” he said, “we were surprised to come across a work such as this, that would do credit to the most civilized.” He was equally dazzled by other structures, such as the sizeable canoe house that contained eight war canoes, each of which could accommodate thirty men, as well as many smaller vessels, all decorated with shells and painted red, and some with white wavy streaks along their length. Many of the houses were two stories high and sturdily made with windows and venetian blinds. Up a hill sat King George’s two homes, one of which was decorated with various carvings and paintings. Browning gives a wonderful description of the ornamentation and its meaning.


On one corner is painted the image of a man, with a red streak extending from it up the gently sloping roof to the combing,* where it terminates in a figure representing a king. At the opposite corner, on the same end of the house, is another figure of a man, with another streak of length equal to the other, terminating in a figure representing the Evil One. As if presiding over these two, is a third on the combing, representing the Good Spirit. This allegory interpreted is that men start alike in the world. The good man rises and is crowned, the bad one rises to the same height but goes to the devil, and God presides over all alike. This was pure native religious belief, as no missionaries had ever visited the island.



Finally, on December 20, 1835, the Vincennes left for Canton. Aulick offered to take Dick and John, one of the survivors of the Dash massacre, away from Koror, and ultimately get them home, but both declined. Aulick didn’t even consider presenting double-dealing Old Charley with the same opportunity. Even if Old Charley had gained favor with the Americans, and the offer had been made, he was too elderly and too comfortable with his island life to leave.

In addition to Meader and Davis, there were eighteen other American sailors on board who had been likewise rescued from various islands that the Vincennes visited during its voyage of repatriation. When the Vincennes arrived in Canton, Aulick helped most of the men find berths on other whaleships and merchant ships that were in need of hands. As for Meader and Davis, they had no interest in signing on for any type of voyage, other than the one provided by the Vincennes. The warship soon left for America, arriving back at Hampton Roads, Virginia, on June 5, 1836, having completed its second circumnavigation of the globe. The last of the Mentor crew were home at last.





	*A decorative arched structure found at the top of a building.








Epilogue



right after holden’s book was published, the story of the Mentor received a jolt of publicity when Jeremiah N. Reynolds stepped to the lectern in the US House of Representatives on April 2, 1836. A writer, explorer, and newspaper editor, Reynolds also served as the private secretary to Commodore John Downes on the USS Potomac and had been on the voyage that delivered the punishing blow to the people of Quallah Battoo who had attacked the Salem pepper ship Friendship. His speech was titled “Address on the Subject of a Surveying and Exploring Expedition to the Pacific Ocean and South Seas,” and it was quite long and impassioned. John Quincy Adams, a house member from Massachusetts and former president, was in the audience and wrote in his diary, “In the evening I went to the Capitol, and heard a lecture two hours and a half long from Mr. Reynolds in support of his old project of a scientific naval expedition to the South Pole and Pacific Ocean.”

For ten years Reynolds had been urging the United States to join the other major nations of the day in sponsoring such an expedition to advance science, discover new lands, chart the seas, collect animal and plant specimens, and, from a broader perspective, help expand and protect American commerce, especially the whaling industry, which was economically vital to the nation. In making his argument, one of the things he pointed to was the need to better inform American mariners through the provision of detailed, high-quality navigational charts, so that they could avoid wrecks. “Vessels must be fitted out [by the United States] expressly for this purpose. They must be provided with instruments for making sketches and surveys of harbors, and correcting the position of reefs and islands on the charts. Places affording wood, water, and refreshments to our whalemen and traders, should be visited and carefully examined for future use.”

To drive home his argument, Reynolds used many examples of whaling ships that had come to grief in the Pacific, and the Mentor was one. “The loss of the ship Mentor, of New Bedford, is fresh in the recollections of all, since the distressing details have been copied into the columns of every newspaper in the Union. . . . [the story of the Mentor and what happened to its crew] present[s] a thrilling picture of the vicissitudes to which the mariner is constantly exposed, and which appeal to government with a force beyond the power of all language to portray.”

The expedition that Reynolds had relentlessly lobbied for became a reality a few years later, as the United States South Seas Exploring Expedition of 1838–1842, led by Naval Lieutenant Charles Wilkes. Reynolds desperately wanted to be part of it, but because he had angered so many powerful people as a result of his unrestrained boosterism, he was not included.

Around the time that Wilkes’s expedition returned, the Mentor got another star turn. In 1841 Charles Ellms published The Tragedy of the Seas; or, Sorrow on the Ocean, Lake, and River from Shipwreck, Plague, Fire, and Famine. An extremely popular tome that was issued in multiple editions throughout the decade, it recounted the story of the Mentor right alongside dozens of other maritime disasters, which were all the rage among the reading public who seemingly couldn’t get enough of this type of dramatic literature. Introducing the story, Ellms wrote, “A very peculiar interest attaches to this narrative, both as a case of extreme and otherwise extraordinary individual suffering, and as it introduces us to a condition of life, in some respects, without a parallel in the annals of nautical discovery.” The rest of the chapter just extracts from Holden’s book, culling the most gripping passages for maximum effect.

the publication of holden’s book, Reynolds’s use of the Mentor in his speech, and Ellms’s book gave the story a considerable amount of notoriety, even beyond what it had garnered by virtue of all the newspaper articles that came out as the drama unfolded. But soon it began to fade from public consciousness. Even so, it had earned its place as part of a larger historical tableau that encompassed the West’s dramatic impact on Pacific Islanders. From the early 1500s on, Western explorers, traders, and military forces had interacted with a great array of those natives, purchasing or taking natural resources, bartering for food, fighting with or against them, repatriating sailors left behind, or washing up on island shores as was the case with the Mentor. Those interactions sometimes benefited the natives, but more often than not they were devastating to their societies by introducing guns, upsetting balances of power, taking land, and transmitting alcohol and disease. America, as a major cog in the Western wave that rolled over the Pacific, played an outsize role in transforming that part of the world. The clash of cultures could hardly have been greater.


[image: A frontispiece to The Tragedy of the Seas with a central seated person surrounded by decorative maritime elements.]


The frontispiece to The Tragedy of the Seas. One of the tragedies presented in the book was the wreck of the Mentor.


Palau’s trajectory, in particular, during the balance of the nineteenth century and beyond, reflects the extensive influence of the West. In the decades immediately after the Mentor affair, ships from England, Spain, and America repeatedly visited the islands, providing various goods such as iron, cotton shirts, and tobacco in exchange for bêche-de-mer, which was an important item, or source of “currency” in the China Trade.* Westerners also provided more guns, using them as bargaining chips, and thereby caused shifts in the power dynamics between various Palauan villages/districts.

One of those Westerners, Scotsman Andrew Cheyne, began trading for bêche-de-mer and later established tobacco, coffee, banana, and sugar plantations in Palau. He became embroiled in local politics, and as a result of being seen to give preferential treatment to one group of Palauans, he was murdered by assassins sent by another (the Kororese). The British man-of-war Perseus later arrived in Palau to investigate the murder, and purported justice was meted out when the Ibedul of Koror† was executed in front of Cheyne’s grave, providing atonement of a sort for the crime, at least in the eyes of the British.

In subsequent years, the fortunes and population of Palau suffered as a result of a variety of factors, among them gun-fueled internecine wars and the introduction of Western diseases, including the flu. Palauans, who had earlier welcomed foreigners and eagerly took their guns and goods, grew to loathe their connections to these outsiders, especially in light of the devastation they wrought. In 1900, it was estimated that the Palauan population stood at roughly four thousand, a far cry from the twenty thousand to fifty thousand who inhabited the islands before the Westerners arrived.

By the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, Palau was just a shadow of its former self. It had become a pawn in international politics, with no self-determination or say in its fate. The first power to step in was Spain, who in 1885 was given control over Palau as a result of an arbitration determination made by Pope Leo XIII that settled the dispute between Spain and Germany over who had rights to the Caroline Islands, including Palau. Next, Palau was sold to Germany for about $4.5 million in 1899 after Spain’s defeat in the Spanish-American War. Then it was seized by Japan in 1914 after the Japanese declared war against the Germans in World War I—a seizure that was given the international seal of approval by the newly created League of Nations in 1920. On the eve of World War II, there were roughly thirty thousand Japanese in Palau, and Japanese military and administrative officials basically ran the place, bolstering the economy and fostering Japanese customs and beliefs while at the same time pushing Palauan ones aside.


[image: An illustration of a Palauan bai and a spirit house with two people seated nearby among trees.]


Palauan bai (left) and spirit house, circa 1883. Spirit houses were placed in front of almost every house in Palau—the house attached to this spirit house is out of the frame to the right. A spirit house allowed the family or clan to offer food and money to nature and ancestor spirits in exchange for protection. Before a spirit house could be painted, a human head taken during battle had to be provided. Another enemy’s head was required to complete the house’s roof. This deadly practice came to an end in the late 1800s.



[image: An illustration of a village in Palau with palm trees, huts, and a canoe on the water.]


A village in Palau, circa 1908–10.



[image: A portrait of Louch Semelemog Nigiramadalai with a long beard.]


Louch Semelemog Nigiramadalai, who was made Koror Ibedul (supreme chief) in 1911, circa 1908–10.



[image: A portrait of Sagarmidar with textured hair.]


Palauan man named Sagarmidar, circa 1908–10.



[image: A pier in Koror with people standing and sitting along the edge over the water.]


Pier in Koror, circa 1908–10.



[image: A canoe house on Tobi with fish traps, palm trees, and boys dancing on the beach.]


Canoe house with fish traps and boys dancing on the southwestern beach of Tobi, circa 1908–10.


Japan militarized Palau during the early years of World War II and maintained control of the islands until late 1944, when American forces defeated them. The most noteworthy clash was the bloody Battle of Peleliu,‡ which a later US general called “one of the most vicious and stubbornly defended battles of the war.” According to Lieutenant General Sadae Inoue, the Japanese general overseeing the defense of Peleliu, the Japanese Prime Minister, General Hideki Tojo, issued the following orders: “Your objective is to hold the island as long as possible to deny its use by the enemy to support their future plans, and kill as many Americans as you can before the last Japanese soldier dies at his post.”


[image: An aerial view of Peleliu shows the island surrounded by ocean with reefs along the coast.]


Aerial view of Peleliu.


The Americans faced off against Japanese soldiers who had spent years building hundreds of defensive fortifications on Peleliu, including bunkers buried deep into hillsides and above-ground pillboxes. The Japanese also made good use of the island’s numerous caves to rain down fire on the advancing American marines and soldiers. In his classic book, With the Old Breed, Marine private and mortarman Eugene Sledge reported his emotions upon hitting the beach on Peleliu for the first time. “The world was a nightmare of flashes, violent explosions, and snapping bullets. Most of what I saw blurred. My mind was benumbed by the shock of it.” Later in the campaign, he noted that “it was like no other battlefield described on earth. It was an alien, unearthly, surrealistic nightmare like the surface of another planet.” The hellish conditions were recounted by the 1st Marines regimental narrative:



The ground of Peleliu’s western peninsula was the worst ever encountered by the regiment in three Pacific campaigns. Along its center, the rocky spine was heaved up in a contorted mass of decayed coral, strewn with rubble, crags, ridges, and gulches were thrown together in a confusing maze. There were no roads, scarcely any trails. The pock-marked surface offered no secure footing even in the few level places. It was impossible to dig in . . . The jagged rock slashed their [the marines’] shoes and clothes, and tore their bodies every time they hit the deck for safety. Casualties were higher for the simple reason it was impossible to get under the ground away from the Japanese mortar barrages. Each blast hurled chunks of coral in all directions, multiplying many times the fragmentation effect of every shell.




[image: An aerial view of the assault on Peleliu with naval ships offshore and heavy smoke covering the shoreline.]


Aerial photograph showing the initial onslaught of US Naval forces at Peleliu on September 15, 1944. Battleships and cruisers can be seen bombarding the island from offshore, while the landing area is shrouded in smoke and dust.


Spanning months in late 1944, the battle killed 11,000 Japanese, while the number for Americans was 1,544, with another 6,843 wounded.§

After the Japanese surrendered at the end of World War II, the United States Navy took control of Palau and began the process of “return[ing] Palau to Palauans.” More than thirty thousand Japanese, as well as many other foreigners, were sent back home, while Palauans were tapped to take over jobs formerly held by outsiders. Then, in 1947, the United Nations created the Trust Territory of the Pacific Islands, which included Palau and the rest of Micronesia, and it was administered by the United States. In 1994 Palau gained its independence as a republic. But it still has close ties to the United States, and under the so-called Compact of Free Association, Palau maintains its independence, while America provides considerable economic aid and is responsible for the islands’ defense. Palau’s current population, living mainly in or around Koror, stands at around eighteen thousand, still a far cry from what it was centuries ago.

as for the subjects of our story, twenty-two men went out on the Mentor, but only seven made it back to the United States: Benjamin Nute, Bartlett Rollins, Horatio Davis, Calvin Alden, James Meader, Edward Barnard, and Horace Holden. Of the first three—Nute, Rollins, and Davis—there is really nothing to say. Their imprint on the historical record after their return is virtually nonexistent, or, at least, is beyond the reach of this author.

Calvin Alden didn’t let the shipwreck and his two-and-a-half-year stay in Palau sour his view of whaling. In subsequent decades he shipped out on five whaleships, most often occupying the position of cooper. His luck came to an end on board the Canton II, which set sail from New Bedford on December 1, 1858, heading for the Indian Ocean. The trip didn’t start well. Two months out, the Canton II had only managed to kill one whale, netting forty barrels of sperm oil. Things improved a bit, and by early 1860, there were five hundred barrels in the hold, yet there was clearly some dissension on board, since six men had deserted. On February 28, 1861, Alden died on board, cause unknown, having just recently celebrated his forty-sixth birthday.

James Meader returned to New Bedford in mid-1836, only to find that his wife, Deborah Wilbur, thinking him dead, had remarried. Rather than contest this reality, Meader accepted it and moved back into his childhood home at 27 Third Street in New Bedford, where he lived with his mother for many years before relocating to another part of the city. He never married again, and in subsequent years found work in a grocery store as well as a bakery, before dying in 1852 at the age of fifty.

Family lore contends that Meader’s “mind was affected and his health poor” after his ordeal, although exactly how his mind was altered is not clear. It might have been because he missed what he had left behind. Again, family lore claims that he had a Palauan wife, or perhaps two, and that he had sired a few children while in Ngarchelong. Meader’s American collateral descendants have been in contact with, and visited, members of the “Midar” clan in Ngarchelong, who claim that they are descended from “the woman who lived with a White man from the sea,” none other than the Mentor’s Meader. And at least four male Midars have become chiefs.

Edward Barnard resumed whaling almost immediately, sailing as master of the New Bedford barque Winslow in December 1833, heading to the Pacific. It returned in 1837, having had a moderately greasy trip, bringing back 1,001 barrels of sperm oil. His next few years remain a mystery. One thing he didn’t do was publish his manuscript on the Mentor and the trials of its men in Palau. He did, however, ultimately return to sea, but this time it was an inland sea. In mid-October 1844, he was captaining the schooner Pennsylvania in Lake Erie when a ferocious gale swept over the area, sending the vessel to the bottom off Point Abino, on the lake’s rocky north shore. His body was never found. He was forty-four years old.

Holden almost certainly outlasted them all, living to the astonishingly old age, for the time, of ninety-four. His book and the interviews he gave upon his return gave him a bit of celebrity. The part of the story that elicited the most intense fascination was the tattooing. But letting people know that he was tattooed and showing them were two very different things. As far as can be determined, throughout his very long life he never publicly displayed his body art, nor let anyone draw it or take a picture, although he certainly showed a few people, including friends, family members, and the reporter for the North American Review who interviewed Holden while preparing an article on his book.

Holden could have gone in a different direction, like the one Irishman James F. O’Connell chose. As O’Connell tells it, he sailed from Deptford, England, in the mid-1820s on a prisoner transport taking female convicts to Botany Bay, New South Wales. After spending a few years in New South Wales, he signed onto the whaleship John Bull, which crashed on a reef. O’Connell escaped the wreckage on a whaleboat with seven other people, and days later they washed up on the island of Pohnpei, located about 1,600 miles east of Palau. He spent five years on the island, during which time he was forcibly tattooed from neck to foot and married off to the chief’s only daughter. O’Connell escaped on the Salem schooner Spy, but then ended up in a Manilla jail before finally making his way to New York City, arriving about seven months after Holden.

Instead of hiding his tattoos, O’Connell, seemingly a born showman, chose to capitalize on them. Dubbed “The Tattooed Irishman,” he performed for many years on stage, in circuses, and as part of P. T. Barnum’s American Museum, baring almost all and becoming, according to English professor and tattoo historian Juniper Ellis, “the first man to display his tattoos in the United States.”

Holden pursued a very different course. He married Mary Miller in Boston on November 27, 1835, and two years later headed to Hawaii where he introduced sericulture (silk growing) and later owned a sugar plantation. Wanting to help settle Oregon and ultimately make it part of the United States, Holden was among the earliest pioneers of that region, putting down roots in the Willamette Valley near the town of Salem in 1844. Over the next fifty or so years, he ran an orchard and raised cattle. He had five children.



[image: An illustration of James F. O�Connell dancing on a stage with decorative curtains and columns.]


James F. O’Connell shown dancing on stage at one of his public appearances, as depicted in his book about his life and adventures in the Pacific, circa 1858.


In 1901, when he was ninety-one, Holden was interviewed for an article on his experiences in Palau and Tobi that appeared in The Quarterly of the Oregon Historical Society. The author of the piece introduced Holden’s account of his life as one that was


hardly equaled in history of wild adventure, furnishing a good model, in fact, for the romancer upon which to base thrilling narrative. It is indeed doubtful whether Verne or Stevenson . . . would dare to invent such a chain of incident, reaching so often the boundaries of improbability, and passing so often the usual limits of human endurance. In this view it is seen that writers of fiction do probably owe the most of their creations to men who have performed in fact the deeds that they arrange in striking form. Ethnologically, also, such accounts furnish pictures, and record the habits and feelings of islanders as yet almost wholly unaffected by the [W]hite man’s civilization; and draw a comparison between the mental or moral qualities of the civilized and uncivilized man.




[image: A family portrait of Horace Holden, on the right, with his son, grandson, and great-granddaughter.]


Photograph showing Horace Holden on the right, flanked by his son, grandson, and great granddaughter, which appeared in the Pacific Advertiser on April 2, 1904.


This was not the only article on Holden’s ordeal in Palau that appeared near the end of his life. His advanced age, but more so, his fantastical story, was good copy, and putting the two together made for great reading. Accuracy, however, seemed to be less important in some cases. A few of the articles claimed that Holden and the others wrecked in Hawaii. One said there were only two survivors, Holden and one other, and that they were “tortured by the Kanakas [slang term for Hawaiians].” Another claimed that Holden was the “first American who lived in the Hawaiian Islands,” that the Hawaiians enslaved him, and that he was tattooed on every part of his body except for his hands, face, and feet, all of which is false. Even an article that tried to correct the record stated that Holden had most definitely not crashed on Hawaii, but then added its own piece of misinformation, claiming that the Mentor wrecked on the Gilbert Islands, which are about 2,700 miles from Palau. Yet another piece of journalism that could have used a fact-checker asserted that Holden had been “captured by cannibals.” It said, “The natives seemed to be disposed to put their prisoners to death, but just as the poor captives were to be executed and put in a pot a man clad in native attire, but with the features and hair of an Englishman [Old Charley], came upon the scene and saved them from death.”



[image: A photograph of a headstone for Horace Holden in a cemetery with engraved text and decorative patterns.]


Headstone for Horace Holden, in the City View Funeral Home and Cemetery in Salem, Oregon.



Holden’s final years, and the stories about him, briefly resuscitated the Mentor affair in the public’s consciousness. But when he died on March 12, 1904, his story faded into the mists of largely forgotten history. There might have been more to the story, however, had he not had such a practical and unsentimental granddaughter.

Oregon journalist Fred Lockley interviewed Holden not long before his death and found his life story fascinating, especially the part relating to the Mentor. Many years later, Lockley heard from one of Holden’s daughters that he had left behind a sea chest filled with all sorts of documents and keepsakes from his long life. While Lockley was mainly interested in papers related to the provisional government of Oregon, before statehood, and emigrant guides, he thought there might have also been diary entries or some other items relating to Holden’s time in Palau. Holden’s daughter told Lockley that the chest was now with her daughter-in-law, and she wrote him a note of introduction so he could go and see it. When Lockley handed over the note, the daughter-in-law responded, “Tell my mother-in-law that I am a good housekeeper. I have already burned up all the old junk in Grandfather Holden’s chest and am using the chest for my sheets and linens.”

the story of the mentor flickered to life again in 1958, when author J. C. Meredith published a short, fictionalized account titled The Tattooed Man. Meredith had been the skipper of an American destroyer escort that visited Tobi in 1954. At the time, he knew nothing about the Mentor, but when he discovered the story a few years later, he decided to tell his own tale of what happened using Holden’s narratives as his main source. The arc of The Tattooed Man, and many of the details, hew to the facts, but Meredith does take quite a few liberties. There is extensive and very dramatic dialogue between the characters, of which there is no record. Barnard is painted as a hapless captain whose poor seamanship caused the wreck, and whose poor leadership qualities became all too apparent in the days immediately thereafter. So much so, that the surviving crew votes to elect the steward, Peter Andrews,¶ as their new leader. Barnard also comes off as a bit of a villain, with one of the men asserting that he didn’t do enough to convince Captain Somes of the Sabina to rescue the other men on Tobi. At the end of the book, after the story had been told, Meredith added his own coda, and he didn’t hold back. “It is impossible to admire his [Barnard’s] behavior at the time of the shipwreck or when he left his men on Tobi, and there is nothing in between to indicate that he was other than a weak, pompous man.”

The Tattooed Man caused few ripples, and not long after its publication, the story of the Mentor again faded from view until 1979, when Barnard’s rough manuscript was accidentally discovered in the bowels of the Kendall Whaling Museum’s collection,# where it had lain for who knows how long, misfiled and ignored. The text was then transcribed and published in a small volume by the museum, which was not widely distributed. And now, with The Wreck of the Mentor, this extraordinary and tragic tale finds life again, adding another fascinating chapter to America’s rich maritime history.





	*The Chinese used sea cucumber to flavor soup, particularly relishing its jelly-like texture and its ability to meld the flavors of other ingredients. Equally treasured was the animal’s alleged power to rejuvenate the body and enhance sexual prowess, traits that caused the Chinese to refer to bêche-de-mer as hai-shên or “sea ginseng.”

	†According to Palauan oral tradition, it was not the Ibedul, but another high-ranking native impersonating the Ibedul to protect him, who was executed. See Palau Community Action Agency, A History of Palau: Traders and Whalers, Spanish Administration, German Administration, Vol. 2 (Palau Community Action Agency, 1977), 163.

	‡Peleliu is an island in the Palau archipelago, located around twenty-eight miles southwest of Koror.

	§There are other estimates for the number of Americans killed and wounded, including one that states the respective numbers were 1,211 and 5,142, with 73 missing. See Bill D. Ross, Peleliu: Tragic Triumph—The Untold Story of the Pacific War’s Forgotten Battle (Random House, 1991), 339.

	¶Meredith does not mention that Andrews was Black. If he had, it is doubtful that he would have placed him in this position of power, given the racial dynamics of the day, both when the Mentor crashed, and during the 1950s.

	#The Kendall was later merged into the New Bedford Whaling Museum.
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[image: A sperm whale is swimming underwater near the surface off the Azores.]


Sperm whale off the Azores.



[image: A painting shows a sperm whale overturning a small boat, throwing sailors into rough waves.]


“Boats attacking a sperm whale,” showing a sperm whale getting the better of a whaleboat, sending the men on board into the water, circa 1835. Most mariners of this era could not swim, so if they survived being flung into the water, they might very well die due to drowning if they didn’t latch onto a floating piece of the boat or its contents.



[image: An aerial view of Mercherchar Island with many small islets, lagoons, and surrounding reef waters.]


Aerial view of Mercherchar Island, part of the Rock Islands, located about fifteen miles southwest of Koror.




[image: An aerial view of Kayangel Island surrounded by shallow turquoise water and reef.]


Aerial view of Kayangel Island.




[image: An anemonefish pair is swimming among the tentacles of a sea anemone off Palau.]


Pink skunk or white-mained anemonefish (Amphiprion perideraion) in a magnificent sea anemone (Heteractis magnifica), off Palau.



[image: Hawksbill turtle shell spoons and a tolu plate with patterned surfaces and a reflective base.]


Hawksbill turtle shell spoons and a Toluk plate.



[image: A Palauan couple wearing traditional dance decorations and holding ceremonial objects.]


Watercolor by Mandy Etpison showing a Palauan couple wearing dance decorations.



[image: A hawksbill turtle swims underwater, with multiple fish nearby.]


Hawksbill turtle off Palau.



[image: A Kabekel war canoe with a group of men rowing, holding weapons, and blowing a conch shell.]


Watercolor by Mandy Etpison showing a Kabekel war canoe.



[image: A traditional bai building with a steep thatched roof and raised wooden structure.]


A replica bai in Melekeok.



[image: A portrait of Captain Henry Wilson standing beside a table with a map, globe, and maritime background.]


Portrait of Captain Henry Wilson of the Antelope, by Arthur William Devis, circa 1783.



[image: A painting depicts the Antelope shipwreck, with sailors escaping in small boats through rough waves.]


“Wreck of the Antelope packet, Capt. Henry Wilson, on a reef of rocks, near the Pelew Islands,” circa 1809.



[image: A portrait of Ludee, wife of the Ibedul of Koror, standing in traditional attire with ornaments and a composed posture.]


Ludee, wife of the Ibedul of Koror, painted by Arthur William Devis, circa 1783.



[image: A view of Tobi Island with dense palm trees along a sandy shoreline and surrounding ocean.]


Tobi Island.



[image: A painting depicts a soldier standing on a battlefield, with smoke, mountains, and military vehicles in the background.]


Oil painting by Tom Lea, titled Marines Call It That 2,000 Yard Stare, 1944. The image shows an unidentified marine at the Battle of Peleliu, suffering from battle fatigue. Lea said this about the marine he based the painting on: “He left the States 31 months ago. He was wounded in his first campaign. He has had tropical diseases. He half-sleeps at night and gouges Jap[anese] out of holes all day. Two-thirds of his company has been killed or wounded. So, he will return to attack this morning. How much can a human being endure?” See “Peleliu: Tom Lea Paints Island Invasion,” Life (June 11, 1945), 65.
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Introduction


	The Whaleship Mentor and its crew: The background for this introduction, covering the wreck of the Mentor, comes from the following sources: “Loss of the Ship Mentor,” Inquirer and Mirror, August 14, 1833; Horace Holden, A Narrative of the Shipwreck, Captivity and Sufferings of Horace Holden and Benj. H. Nute [ . . . ] (Boston: Russell, Shattuck, and Co., 1836), 17–33; Edward C. Barnard, “Naked and a Prisoner”: Captain Edward C. Barnard’s Narrative of Shipwreck in Palau, 1832–1833, ed. Kenneth R. Martin (Kendall Whaling Museum, 1980), 11–13 (Martin discovered Barnard’s original narrative, never published, in the museum’s archive and transcribed it, the result being included in its entirety in “Naked and a Prisoner.”); Horace Holden and H. S. Lyman, “Recollections of Horace Holden,” The Quarterly of the Oregon Historical Society 3, no. 2 (June 1902): 165–70; and “Some Particulars of the Loss of the Ship Mentor, and Suffering and Death of the Greater Part of Her Crew,” Nantucket Inquirer, June 13, 1835.

	“all was confusion”: Holden, Narrative of the Shipwreck, 19.
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	“old man”: Holden and Lyman, “Recollections,” 170.

	“prospects during that”: Holden, Narrative of the Shipwreck, 25.
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	“crazy boat”: Holden, Narrative of the Shipwreck, 27.
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	Already, the riches: Background for New Bedford at this time comes from Daniel Ricketson, The History of New Bedford (New Bedford, MA: Published by the author, 1858), 302; “New-Bedford,” The New-England Magazine, October 1831, 346; Leonard Bolles Ellis, History of New Bedford and Its Vicinity, 1602–1892 (Syracuse, NY: D. Mason and Co., 1892), 266; “The Whale Fishery,” Niles’ Register, March 19, 1831; “New Bedford,” The American Annual Register for the Year 1830–31 (Boston: Charles Bowen, 1832), 318.

	“more shipping than:” “New-Bedford,” New-England Magazine, 346.

	“Nowhere in all America”: Herman Melville, Moby-Dick; or, The Whale (New York: Harper and Brothers, 1851), 36.

	“squalid sections . . . were rampant”: Samuel Rodman, The Diary of Samuel Rodman: A New Bedford Chronicle of Thirty-Seven Years, ed. Zephaniah W. Pease (Reynolds Printing Company, 1927), 37, 39.
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	James Meader . . . is unknown: Personal communication with Annette Donner, one of James Meader’s descendants, multiple dates in 2024; and Annette Donner, “James Meader, Shipwrecked” (a newsletter prepared for the Meader family reunion, September 2008).

	Horace Holden . . . toughen him up: Holden, Narrative of the Shipwreck, 13–15; Horace Holden and H. S. Lyman, “Recollections of Horace Holden,” The Quarterly of the Oregon Historical Society 3, no. 2 (June 1902): 165–66; and Eben Putnam, The Holden Genealogy, vol. 2 (Privately printed, 1926), 466–68.
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	“The performance of these”: David Abeel, Journal of a Residence in China and the Neighboring Countries from 1830 to 1833 (London: James Nisbet and Co., 1835), 27.

	“the most astonishing”: J. P. Hockin, “A Supplement,” in Keate, Account of the Pelew Islands, 20.
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	Exactly when Westerners: Background for early European contact with Palau comes from Francis X. Hezel, The First Taint of Civilization: A History of the Caroline and Marshall Islands in Pre-Colonial Days, 1521–1885 (University of Hawaii Press, 1983), 1–31; Thomas Suárez, Early Mapping of the Pacific: The Epic Story of Seafarers, Adventurers, and Cartographers Who Mapped the Earth’s Greatest Ocean (Periplus, 2004), 178–85; Bellwood et al., “The Prehistory of Oceania,” 9–16; and Augustin Krämer, Palau: The History of Discovery; Geography, vol. 1, sec. 1 (Krämer Ethnography Translation Committee, 2017), 63–87.

	On December 28: Background for this story about the people on the canoes and Father Klein come from “Father Paul Clain, to Father Thyr. Gonzalez, General of the Jesuits” (June 10, 1697), in Travels of the Jesuits, into Various Parts of the World: Particularly China and the East-Indies, ed. John Lockman (London: T. Piety, 1762), 23–35; Hezel, First Taint of Civilization, 36–50; Augustin Krämer, Palau: The History of Discovery; Geography, 72–85; Francis X. Hezel and Maria Teresa Del Valle, “Early European Contact with the Western Carolines: 1525–1750,” Journal of Pacific History 7 (1972): 29–35; and Parmentier, Sacred Remains, 27–42.

	“they are merry”: “Father Paul Clain, to Father Thyr. Gonzalez,” 33.

	“thick piece . . . went to sleep”: “Father Paul Clain, to Father Thyr. Gonzalez,” 34.

	“they have no”: “Father Paul Clain, to Father Thyr. Gonzalez,” 33.
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	page 52George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 54George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 56(top) © The Trustees of the British Museum

	page 56(bottom) George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 58(top) George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 58(middle) Courtesy National Library of Australia: Devis, Arthur William, 1763–1822. [Pacific island beach scene, showing fishing] [picture] / [Arthur William Devis] 1783. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-134412726.

	page 58(bottom) Courtesy National Library of Australia: Devis, Arthur William, 1763-1822. [Pacific island scene showing ornamented shelter] [picture] / [Arthur William Devis] 1783. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-134412566.

	page 59George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 60(both images) George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 61(top) Henry Wilson, The History of Lee Boo, A Native of the Pelew Islands, Brought to England by Capt. Wilson (London: E. Newbery, 1790)

	page 61(middle) George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 61(bottom) Henry Wilson, Narrative of the Shipwreck of the Antelope East-India Pacquet, on the Pelew Islands, Situated on the Western Part of the Pacific Ocean, in August, 1783 (Perth: R. Morrison, 1788)

	page 63(top) George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 63(middle) © The Trustees of the British Museum

	page 63(bottom) Courtesy National Library of Australia: Abba Thulle, king of Pelew, together with Ludee his wife & Prince Lee Boo their son [picture] 1800. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-135936632.

	page 64George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 65George Keate, An Account of the Pelew Islands

	page 66Courtesy National Library of Australia: Prince Le [i.e. Lee] Boo [picture] 1789. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-135581827.

	page 67Courtesy National Library of Australia: Savage, John, active 1680–1700. Prince Giolo, son to ye King of Moangis or Gilolo . . . [picture] / I. Savage sculp 1692. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-136078407.

	page 68Courtesy Library of Congress

	page 69Courtesy National Library of Australia: [Prince Lee Boo in England] [picture] 1780. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-136085064.

	page 71George Keate, The Poetical Works of George Keate, Esq., vol. I (London: J. Dodsley, 1781)

	page 84Courtesy Eric Jay Dolin

	page 85Courtesy Wikimedia

	page 92John Martin, An Account of the Natives of the Tonga Islands, in the South Pacific Ocean, vol. I (London: John Murray, 1818)

	page 97E. Keble Chatterton, The Old East Indiamen (London: T. Werner Laurie Ltd., 1914)

	page 99Courtesy National Library of Australia, Macao [picture] 1830. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-135617495.

	page 100Amasa Delano, A Narrative of Voyages and Travels, in the Northern and Southern Hemispheres: Comprising Three Voyages Round the World; Together With a Voyage of Discovery, in the Pacific Ocean and Oriental Islands (Boston: E. G. House, 1817)

	page 109Charles Ellms, The Tragedy of the Seas

	page 117Charles Ellms, The Tragedy of the Seas

	page 128(top) Max Voghtheer, Köhler’s Medizinal-Pflanzen in naturgetreuen Abbildungen mit kurz erläuterndem Texte, vol, 3 (Berlin: Gera-Untermhaus, 1898)

	page 128(bottom) Courtesy Museum am Rothenbaum (MARKK), Hamburg, 5.1147

	page 143(top) Horace Holden, A Narrative of the Shipwreck, Captivity and Sufferings of Horace Holden and Benj H. Nute; Who Were Cast Away in the American Ship Mentor, on the Pelew Islands, in the Year 1832 (Boston: Russell, Shattuck, and Co., 1836)

	page 143(bottom) Charles Ellms, The Tragedy of the Seas

	page 148Charles Ellms, The Tragedy of the Seas

	page 152Horace Holden, A Narrative of the Shipwreck

	page 159Horace Holden, A Narrative of the Shipwreck

	page 166Courtesy Naval History and Heritage Command

	page 167Courtesy Naval History and Heritage Command

	page 168Ralph D. Paine, The Ships and Sailors of Old Salem: The Record of a Brilliant Era of American Achievement (A. C. McClurg and Co., 1912)

	page 172Courtesy Naval History and Heritage Command

	page 191Charles Ellms, The Tragedy of the Seas

	page 193(top) Franz Hernsheim, Südsee-Erinnergungen (1875–1880) (Berlin: A Hoffman & Comp., 1883)

	page 193(bottom) Ottomar Beta, Das Buch Von Unsern Kolonien (Ferdinand Girt and Sohn, 1908)

	page 194(top) Courtesy Museum am Rothenbaum (MARKK), Hamburg, 5.113c

	page 194(middle) Courtesy Museum am Rothenbaum (MARKK), Hamburg, 5.140

	page 194(bottom) Courtesy Museum am Rothenbaum (MARKK), Hamburg, 3.582

	page 195Courtesy Museum am Rothenbaum (MARKK), Hamburg, 5.80

	page 196Etpison Museum Palau ©Mandy Etpison

	page 197Courtesy Naval History and Heritage Command

	page 201James F. O’Connell, Life of JA’S F. O’Connell, the Pacific Adventurer (New York: J. Merone and Co., 1858)

	page 202Pacific Advertiser (April 2, 1904)

	page 203Courtesy Amara M. Dieter and City View Funeral Home and Cemetery




Insert


	page 1(top) ©Doug Perrine

	page 1(bottom) Courtesy Mitchell Library, State Library of New South Wales, V*/Wha/3

	page 2(both images) Etpison Museum Palau ©Mandy Etpison

	page 3(top) Etpison Museum Palau ©Mandy Etpison

	page 3(bottom) ©Doug Perrine

	page 4(both images) Etpison Museum Palau ©Mandy Etpison

	page 5(top) ©Doug Perrine

	page 5(bottom) Etpison Museum Palau ©Mandy Etpison

	page 6(top) Etpison Museum Palau ©Mandy Etpison

	page 6(bottom) Courtesy of the National Library of Australia: Devis, Arthur William, 1763–1822. Portrait of Captain Wilson of Antelope, ca. 1782 [picture] / [Arthur William Devis] 1782. https://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-134308649.

	page 7(top) Courtesy National Library of Australia: Wreck of the Antelope packet, Capt. Henry Wilson, on a reef of rocks, near the Pelew Islands [picture] 1800. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-136180761.

	page 7(bottom) Devis, Arthur William, 1763-1822. [Ludee one of the wives of Abba Thullee] [picture] / [Arthur William Devis] 1783. http://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-135573857.

	page 8(top) ©Doug Perrine

	page 8(bottom) Courtesy of the U.S. Army Museum Enterprise art collection








Index



Page numbers listed correspond to the print edition of this book. You can use your device’s search function to locate particular terms in the text.

Page numbers in italics refer to illustrations.



	“Abba Thule,” 55. See Ibeduls of Koror; King George of Koror

	abolitionism, 22

	Account of the Natives of the Tonga, An (Martin), 91–92, 92

	Account of the Pelew Islands, An (Keate), 69–73, 69n, 71, 98n, 125n

	Adam, Po, 168, 171

	Adams, John Quincy, 189

	Adams, John, 25

	Africa, 18, 25–26, 97

	Age of Sail, 6n, 8, 44, 47–50, 67, 189–90. See also sailing; shipwrecks; whaling

	alcohol, 191

	Alden, Calvin D., 158, 175, 198–99

	Alice Knowles (whaleship), 17

	ambergris, 12–13

	American Academy of Arts and Sciences, 158

	American Museum, 200

	American Revolution, 13, 100

	Andrews, Peter, 115, 130, 146–47, 204, 204n

	Anjouan Island, Comoros, 26

	Antelope (barque), 50, 51–73, 80, 84, 90, 92, 96–97, 138, 173–74

	the captain of the, 51–52, 51

	the compass from the, 107, 109–10, 109, 116, 118

	the crew of, xvii

	the launch of the Oroolong, 59–65, 60, 64, 65, 90

	the ship’s dogs, 56

	survivors’ time on Koror, 54, 54–62, 56, 58, 60, 61

	as told by Keates, 69–73, 69n, 71, 98n, 125n

	the voyage of Lee Boo, 62–71, 63, 67–69, 96–97, 124n




	Aracoco of Koror, 174

	Arcusbonga of Ngarchelong, 176–77, 181, 183–86

	areca palm. See betel nuts

	Ark (whaleship turned brothel), 16

	armaments. See guns/gunpowder; weapons under Palauan people (and their politics)

	Arra Kooker, 55–56, 56, 103, 103n

	Asian trading ships, 49, 50n

	Atlantic Ocean

	Azores, 25

	Santo Domingo, 18, 130

	St. Helena Island, 65

	whaling in the South Atlantic, 12–16, 18, 25–26




	Aulick, John H., 165–66, 167, 173–83, 187–88

	Australia, 89n, 200

	Azores, 25






	Babeldaob Island, 29, 29, 32, 32–33, 46, 47–49, 124n

	Melekeok village, 98–102, 107, 109

	Ngeungel village, 43

	See also Ngarchelong Island




	bais (meeting houses), 42–44, 42, 43, 58, 83, 85, 83, 130, 193

	baleen whales, 9, 9n, 12, 12n, 15–18, 20

	Baltimore, MD, 138

	Barbary pirates, 166

	bark girdles, 121, 130

	Barnard, Alice, 25

	Barnard, Charles H., 2n

	Barnard, Edward C., 2–8

	aid from Ngarchelong and the Koror conundrum, 82–88, 92–93, 96–115

	as captive of the Tobians, 116–22, 129–30, 133, 135

	course changes as captain of the Mentor, 25–28

	discovery of his manuscript, 204–5

	early life and career, 17–18

	first encounters, 74–77

	his remaining debts in Palau, 139, 144, 154, 158, 163–65, 173, 181

	rescued by the Sabina and beyond, 135–38, 156–58, 156n, 198–99

	aboard the whaleship Winslow, 138, 199

	See also Mentor




	Barnard, Susan (née Meader), 17, 25

	Barnum, P. T., 200

	Barry, John, 169–70

	Basque people of Spain, 9n

	Baudin, Esteban, 48–49

	beachcombers, 89–92, 92, 104, 111, 165, 173

	Dick, an Englishman, 111–13, 173, 174–77, 181, 183–85, 188

	George, the English envoy from Koror, 104–6, 111

	“Old Charley,” 87–89, 92–93, 96, 104–5, 112, 181–82, 186–88, 202–3




	Beaumont, Gustave de, 23

	“Beauty,” 126, 135

	bêche-de-mer (sea cucumber), 88, 91, 192, 192n

	“Bedlamites,” 122n

	betel nuts, 33–35, 34, 40, 55, 87, 130, 174, 178

	Black people

	enslaved, 22, 24n, 67

	as sailors, 18, 24n, 130, 146, 178, 204




	black teeth, 34–35, 55, 87, 130, 178

	Blackmer, James, 6n

	Blackmer, John, 6n

	Blanchard, Madan, 59–60, 62, 90

	blubber, 9, 11–13, 16–17, 17

	boardinghouse keepers, 21

	Boston Courier, The (newspaper), 162

	Boston, MA, 18, 25, 85, 156, 200

	Bowditch, Nathaniel, 87, 87n

	bowhead whales, 9n

	Bowkett, Charles C., 4, 88, 115, 147–48, 148

	Brazil, 17

	breadfruit trees, 29, 33, 33, 39, 74, 108, 113, 115

	Briggs, Enos, 16

	Britain

	British crew members of the Mentor, 18

	Falmouth, 51

	first hydrogen balloon ascent in, 68, 68

	immigrants to America from, 9, 9n

	London, 61, 67, 68, 91, 122n

	Rotherhithe, 66, 69




	British East India Company, 50, 65, 68, 96, 166

	the Morse, 65–66

	the Panther and the Endeavour, xviii, 96–102, 97

	See also Antelope




	British Empire

	the attack on the Syren, 80–81

	British Navy, 88, 192

	as distant threat, 90

	the importance of being (not) English, 81–85, 87–88, 90, 101, 102n, 124n, 160–62

	Palauan views of “Peeter English,” 160–62

	in Tonga, 91–92

	in Ulong Island, 59n

	views of Hawaii, 89n

	views of Palauans, 38–39, 55, 59, 72–73, 125n

	at war with Spain, 88

	See also individuals filed under beachcombers




	British Museum, 61

	Brittania (barque), 151–58, 152, 179

	Browning, Robert Lee-Wright, 178–88






	Cabot (ship), 157–58

	Campbell, Archibald, 89n

	Canada, 22, 25

	cannibalism, 21, 202

	canoes 48, 53, 54, 56, 64, 91, 107, 108–11, 113, 117, 117, 118–20, 124, 126, 133, 134, 144, 152, 158

	burial by, 132, 146–47, 148

	canoe houses, 42, 58, 187, 195




	constructing, 35, 39, 41, 112, 116, 130–31

	diplomacy via, 7–8, 41, 49, 72–77, 102, 121–22, 124n, 135–38, 151–55, 167, 169–84

	war canoes, 39, 41, 80–83, 114–15, 167, 169–84




	Canton (now Guangzhou), 138, 155–56, 188

	Canton II (whaleship), 198–99

	Cape Horn, 51

	Cape of Good Hope, 26

	Caroline Islands, 46, 45–48, 47, 125, 158, 175, 195. See also Palau

	Carr, John A., 183–86

	castaways

	marooning, 89, 123n

	repatriation of, 165–66, 188, 191

	rescued, 21–22, 21n, 49–50, 91, 123n, 136–37, 153–55, 163–64, 176, 204

	See also beachcombers; sailing; shipwrecks




	Cavite, Philippines, 48

	Charles W. Morgan (whaleship), 19

	Cheyne, Andrew, 192

	chieftains

	Ibeduls of Koror, 55–65, 59–61, 63, 71–73, 84, 92, 96–104, 124, 192, 194, 199, 200. See also King George of Koror

	lesser chiefs of Palau, 33, 40, 43, 54–55, 84–86, 89n, 93, 101, 103n, 105–15

	of Mbau Island, 91

	of Tonga, 93

	See also Palauan people (and their politics)




	Chile, 123n, 172

	“chimney’s afire,” 11

	China

	American trade in, 155

	Canton (now Guangzhou), 138, 155–56, 188

	Chinese sailors and traders, 51, 99–100

	missionaries in, 39

	the sea cucumber (bêche-de-mer) trade, 88, 91, 192, 192n




	Chinese Courier (newspaper), 138

	Chinese Repository (newspaper), 155

	chinum (burnt lime), 33–34, 55, 133, 174

	cholera, 22–23

	Chorot, Ngiraldid, of Koror, 55n

	Christian Register and Boston Observer, The (newspaper), 162

	Christianity

	and civilization, 46, 62

	Jesuits in the Pacific, 44–50, 46, 62, 47

	votive ships, 180, 180n

	warfare, 101




	Chuab creation myth, 30–32

	circumnavigation, 44, 44n, 165, 188

	Civil War, 22

	Clement XI (pope), 47

	clothing

	the bark girdles of the Tobians, 121, 130

	hair plucking, 144, 174

	Kau belts, 38

	klilts (bracelets), 38, 39, 40, 61, 62

	nakedness, 7–8, 35, 55, 62, 94, 121, 130, 142, 155, 173

	Western, 56, 62, 74, 76–77, 83, 85, 90, 93, 121, 138, 160–62, 186

	whale baleen in corsets, 9




	coconuts, 128, 160

	as food, 33, 93, 118, 127, 140–42, 148–49, 148n

	as material, 36, 37–38, 130–31, 142

	molasses made from, 85, 113

	oil from, 35, 38, 55, 62, 131

	as religious offering, 48, 132

	theft of, 147

	in trade, 80, 124, 124n, 135, 173, 179–80




	Coffin, Frederick, 80–81

	Colesworthy, John, 156–58, 156n

	Colesworthy, Thomas N., 3, 156

	Columbus (whaler), 17

	Comoros Islands, 26

	Compact of Free Association, 198

	compass from the Antelope, 107, 109–10, 109, 116, 118

	compass from the Mentor, 2, 5, 62, 74, 106

	Cook, James, 67

	corsets, 9

	Cortil, Jose, 48

	Covington (ship), 138






	d’Urville, Dumont, 28n

	Dampier, William, 67

	Dana, Richard Henry, Jr., 89n

	Dash (schooner), 158, 174–75, 188

	Dauphin (whaleship), 22

	Davis, Horatio, 113, 175, 180, 182, 186–88, 198

	davits, 3, 3n, 4, 12, 17

	Defoe, Daniel, 123n

	Delano, Amasa, 100–103, 100, 101n

	Democracy in America (Tocqueville), 23–24, 24

	Devis, Arthur William, works by, 56, 58, 63

	Dick, a British beachcomber, 111–13, 173, 174–77, 181, 183–85, 188

	diplomacy, xiii–xiv

	canoe encounters, 7–8, 41, 49, 72–77, 102, 121–22, 124n, 135–38, 151–55, 167, 169–84

	as clash of civilizations and cultures, 8, 70, 90, 101n, 109, 163, 187, 191, 201–2

	first contact, 44–50, 46, 47, 55–56, 60, 72–77, 88, 95, 130, 133–34

	gift-giving, 56, 65, 96–97, 119, 186

	hostage-taking, 44, 112–13, 137–45, 143, 146–50, 181–82

	the importance of guns/gunpowder, 57, 61, 62, 64, 71–75, 88–93, 96–107, 111–12, 176, 181, 184–85, 191–92

	the importance of iron in, 46–47, 49, 124, 133–39, 144n, 149, 151, 154, 160–62, 175, 180–84, 192

	overcoming language barriers, 45, 48, 53–55, 62, 91–93, 96, 97n, 176–77, 183, 185–86

	Palau’s later loss of power and self-determination, 191–93

	a Palauan just war theory, 101

	realpolitik in, 92

	repatriation of castaways, 165–66, 188, 191

	the role of the priestess (kerong) in, 85–86, 93–94, 107, 115

	Spanish Empire in, 47, 47–50, 88, 123, 192, 195

	traditional methods of warfare and, 43–44

	unilateralism in, 184

	See also warfare




	diseases, 22–23, 67, 68–69, 69, 191, 192

	Dobbin, Jay, 35n

	doldrums, 117

	Douglas, William, 124, 124n

	Downes, John, 172, 189

	Drake, Francis, 44n

	drift whaling, 9

	Duberon, Jacobo, 48

	Duff, William, 4

	dugongs, 30, 38, 39, 40, 62

	Duke and Duchess (British ships), 123–24

	Durand, Asher B., 23

	Dutch Empire, 1n, 26–27, 27, 93, 99–100, 109, 112, 116






	Ecuador, 21

	Eliza (brig), 90–91

	Ellis, Juniper, 200

	Ellms, Charles, 190, 191

	Endeavour, xviii, 96–98, 102

	Endicott, Charles M., 166–72

	England. See Britain; British Empire

	English language, 53–54, 152–53, 173, 178

	“English, Peeter,” 160–62. See Barnard, Edward C.

	equator, 25, 117

	Essex (whaleship), 21–22

	expeditions, 44, 47–50, 67, 189–90. See also navigation; sailing; whaling






	Faial Island, Azores, 25

	Fais Island, Caroline Islands, 45–46, 47

	Falmouth, England, 51

	Fana (Fanna) Island, Palau, 123n

	Ferris, 104n. See King George of Koror

	Fiji, 90–91

	Finau, a chief of Tonga, 91

	first contact, 44–50, 46, 47, 55–56, 60, 72–77, 88, 95, 130, 133–34

	fishing, 6, 33, 39, 43, 58, 132–33

	flu, 192

	foreign affairs. See diplomacy; imperialism; warfare

	Friendship, xviii, 166–73, 168, 189






	Garrison, William Lloyd, 22

	gender. See women

	Gentlemen’s Magazine, 72

	George and Martha (ship), 17

	George, the English envoy from Koror, 104–6, 111

	Germany, 195

	giant clams (Tridacna gigas), 30, 35, 36, 38

	gift giving in diplomacy, 56, 65, 96–97, 119, 186

	Gilbert Islands, 202

	Giolo, 67

	girdles of coconut bark, 121, 130

	glass beads, 46, 86, 93

	“going native,” 62, 89–90

	Governor Endicott (brig), 170

	Grand Banks off Newfoundland, 25

	“greasy” voyages, 20, 81, 199

	Great Britain. See Britain

	Guam, 7, 27

	guns/gunpowder, 57, 61, 62, 64, 71–75, 88–93, 96–107, 111–12, 176, 181, 184–85, 191–92






	hair plucking, 144, 174

	Hambly, William, 124

	hardtack, 4, 4n, 74, 76, 79

	Harper’s Magazine, 15

	harpoons, 10–11, 10, 16, 81

	Hawaii, 89n, 200, 202

	hawksbill sea turtles, 30, 35, 39, 40, 61, 130

	Helen Reef (Hotsarihie), 123n

	Henderson Island, Pitcairn, 21

	Hewlett, Milton, 115, 147

	Hillsborough, NH, 19

	HMS Endeavour, xviii, 96–98, 102

	HMS Panther, xviii, 96–102, 97

	Holden, Horace, 2–5, 7, 18–20, 25

	in boat, attempting to reach Ternate, 115–19, 117

	his book, 158–64, 159, 189–91

	his tattoos, 142–44, 142n, 143, 155, 164, 200

	on Ngarchelong, 82–83, 85, 88–89, 95, 108–10

	rescued by the Britannia, 151–55, 152

	return to America, 156–57, 179, 199–204, 203

	on Tobi Island, 121–22, 126–33, 136, 144n, 139–51




	Hospital of St. Mary of Bethlehem, London, 122n

	hostage-taking in diplomacy, 44, 112–13, 137–45, 143, 146–50, 181–82

	Hubbard, W. J., 23

	humpback whales, 9n, 12






	Ibeduls of Koror, 55–65, 59–61, 63, 71–73, 84, 92, 96–104, 124, 192, 194, 199, 200. See also King George of Koror

	imperialism

	Dutch Empire, 1n, 26–27, 27, 93, 99–100, 109, 112, 116

	Portuguese Empire, 25, 51, 64–65, 97–100, 99, 102, 104, 137–38

	Spanish Empire, 47, 47–50, 88, 123, 192, 195

	See also British Empire; diplomacy; warfare; Western civilization




	Indian (merchant ship), 22

	Indian Ocean, 13, 14, 26, 198

	Indian Removal Act (US), 22

	Indigenous peoples, 10, 22, 70. See also Palauan people (and their politics)

	Indonesia, 1n, 26, 67, 138

	Quallah Battoo (now Kuala Batèë), Sumatra, 166–72, 189

	Ternate, 26–27, 27, 93, 109, 112, 116, 119

	Timor, 26, 26




	Inoue, Sadae, 196

	international relations. See diplomacy; imperialism; warfare

	Intoh, Michiko, 148n

	Iphigenia (ship), 124, 124n

	iron, 46–47, 49, 124, 133–39, 144n, 149, 151, 154, 160–62, 175, 180–84, 192






	Jackson, Andrew, 22, 23, 172

	James Monroe (ship), 170

	Japan, 195–98

	Jefferson, Thomas, 25

	Jesuit missionaries, 45–50, 46, 47

	John Bull (whaleship), 200






	kabekel (war) canoes, 39, 41, 80–83, 114–15, 167, 169–84

	Kau belt, 38

	Kayangel Island, Palau, 6–7, 75–77, 106

	Keate, George, 69–73, 69n, 71, 98n, 125n

	Keating, Captain of the Dash, 158, 174–75

	Kendall Whaling Museum, New Bedford, MA, 205, 205n

	kerong (priestess), 85–86, 93–94, 107, 115

	King George of Koror, 104–6, 173–77, 181–86

	emissaries of, 111–12

	favorites of, 158

	his homes, 187–88




	Klein, Paul, 45–47, 46, 47

	klilt (bracelet), 38, 39, 40, 61, 62

	Knight, Charles, 169, 171

	Kobac of Ngarchelong, 113, 147–48, 155, 178–80, 186

	Koror Island, 33, 55, 42, 88, 90, 96, 124n, 158, 179, 187, 192, 194, 198

	the Antelope arrives, 51–55, 56, 58, 64–69, 69n, 84

	belief in witchcraft, 94

	in conflict with Ngarchelong, 82–89, 92–119, 117

	George, the English envoy from, 104–6, 111

	Ibeduls of Koror, 55–65, 59–61, 63, 71–73, 84, 92, 96–104, 124, 192, 194, 199, 200

	oral histories of, 69n

	the Panther and the Endeavour arrive, xviii, 96–102, 97

	the Vincennes arrives, xviii, 173–77, 180, 181, 188

	See also King George of Koror




	kotraol canoes, 39, 41

	Kuala Batèë (Quallah Battoo), Sumatra, 166–72, 189






	“lacquering” of teeth, 34–35, 55, 87, 130, 178

	Lake Erie, 199

	Lamotrek Island, Caroline Islands, 45–46

	“landsharks,” 21

	language barriers and translation, 45, 48, 53–55, 62, 91–93, 96, 97n, 176–77, 183, 185–86

	English language, 53–54, 152–53, 173, 178

	Malayan language, 53–54, 97n

	Tobian language, 124–25, 149, 160–64




	Latmikaik (deity), 30, 32

	Laurent, François, 68n

	“lay system,” 20

	League of Nations, 195

	Lee Boo of Koror, 62–71, 63, 66, 67, 69, 70n, 96–97, 124n

	Left for Dead (Dolin), 2n

	Leo XIII (pope), 195

	Lessa, William A., 35n

	Liberator, The (newspaper), 22

	Lion (British man-of-war), 88

	Lockley, Fred, 203–4

	London, 65, 67, 68, 81, 91, 122n

	Lord North (ship), 124

	“Lord North Island,” 124, 157–58, 159. See also Tobi Island

	Low, Captain of the Cabot, 157–58

	Ludee of Koror, 63

	Lunardi, Vincent, 68, 68






	Macau, 51, 64–65, 97–100, 99, 102, 104, 136–37

	Madagascar, 26

	Magellan, Ferdinand, 44

	Malayan language, 53–54, 97n

	Malaysian people, 53–54, 97n, 72, 104, 167–72

	Manilla, Philippines, 88, 136, 158, 174, 200

	Mariana Trench’s Challenger Deep, 28

	Mariner, William Charles, 91, 92

	marooning, 89, 123n

	Marquesas Islands, 89n

	Marsh, George, 158, 175

	Martin, John, 91–92, 92

	Más a Tierra Island, Chile, 123n

	Massachusetts

	Boston, 18, 25, 85, 156, 200

	Nantucket, 13–14, 17, 18, 156–57, 162

	New Bedford, 13–19, 14–16, 25, 138, 156, 156n, 198–99, 205

	Plymouth, 9, 9n

	Salem, 16, 87n, 157, 166, 170, 172, 189, 200




	matrilineality, 33

	Mbau Island, Fiji, 91

	McCluer, John, 96–104, 97n, 98n, 103n, 104n, 150

	McCormick, Cyrus Hall, 25

	Meader, James, 18–19, 113, 175, 180–82, 186–88, 198–99

	Meader, Susan, 17, 25

	Melekeok village, Babeldaob Island, Palau, 98–102, 107, 109

	Melville, Herman, 14, 15, 22, 28, 89n

	Mentor, xiii–xiv, 1, 1–8, 19

	building a grand canoe, 108–10

	the crew of, xv–xvi, 17–19

	an early encounter with locals, 74–77

	in fiction, 204–5

	the importance of being (not) English, 81–85, 87–88, 90, 101, 102n, 124n, 160–62

	landing on Ngerchur, 78

	the launch of the, 25–28, 26, 27

	legacy of the wreck, 189–205, 191

	in the Ngarchelong–Koror dispute, 82–89, 92–19, 117

	rescuing the Americans left in Ngarchelong, 112–19, 117, 139–55, 143, 148, 152, 157–58, 173–77, 181–89

	the return of the survivors, 156–64, 188, 189–205

	the ship itself, 16–17, 17, 19

	the survivors’ final fates, 198–204, 202–3

	the survivors’ landing near Kayangel, 5–8

	the survivors’ time on Tobi, 120–22, 125–26, 132–34

	as unique among shipwrecks, 8

	the US at the time of, 22–25, 23, 24




	Meredith, J. C., 204, 204n

	Merir (Melieli) Island, 123n

	Miangas Island, Indonesia, 67

	Micronesia, 28, 28n, 35n, 198, 200

	Micronesian megapode (Megapodius laperouse), 40

	Miller, Mary, 200

	Moby-Dick (Melville), 14, 15, 22

	Molluca Sea (Molukkos), 27

	Monroe, James, 25

	Montgolfier, Joseph-Michel and Jacques-Étienne, 68n

	Morotai (Morotaij) Island, 1n, 2, 27

	Morrison (ship), 155, 156

	Morse (ship), 65–66

	Mozambique Channel, 26

	Munson, John, 156

	“My Country ’Tis of Thee,” 24

	Mystic Seaport Museum, 19






	Nah’kit of Tobi, 126

	Nanina (sealing brig), 2n

	Nantucket, MA, 13–14, 17, 18, 156–57, 162

	Nantucket Inquirer (newspaper), 157, 164

	“Nantucket sleigh ride,” 11

	Narrative of the Shipwreck, Captivity and Sufferings of Horace Holden and Benj. H. Nute, A (Holden), 158–64, 159, 189–91

	Native Americans, 22

	natives, 10, 70. See also Palau; Palauan culture; Palauan people (and their politics)

	natural resources

	breadfruit trees, 29, 33, 33, 39, 74, 79, 93, 108, 110, 113, 115

	coconut oil, 35, 38, 55, 62, 131

	fishing, 6, 33, 39, 43, 58, 132–33

	giant clams, 30, 35, 36, 38

	hawksbill sea turtles, 30, 35, 38, 39, 40, 61, 130

	taro, 33, 38, 80, 86, 121, 124, 124n, 127, 128, 131–33, 140–42, 149

	See also coconuts




	nature worship, in Palauan religion, 35, 35n, 193

	nature, man in a state of, 70–72

	navigation

	Bowditch’s Navigation, 87, 87n

	celestial navigation, 2, 78, 116

	circumnavigation, 44, 44n, 165, 188

	the compass from the Antelope, 107, 109–10, 109, 116, 118

	the compass from the Mentor, 2, 5, 62, 74, 106

	the equator, 25, 117

	navigational charts, 189–90

	the quadrant and sextant from the Mentor, 5, 6, 74, 106, 107, 112




	“Neptune’s Treasure,” 12–13

	Nero, Karen L., 69n

	Netherlands (Dutch Empire), 26–27, 27, 93, 99–100, 109, 112, 116

	New American Practical Navigator, The (Bowditch), 87, 87n

	New Bedford, MA, 14, 14–18, 15–16, 25, 138, 156, 198–99, 205n

	New Guinea, 1, 29, 32, 102

	New Orleans, Battle of, 22

	New York City, 23, 155, 156, 200

	New-England Magazine, The, 14

	Newfoundland, 25

	Ngarchelong, Babeldaob Island, 43, 83–84, 127n

	Arcusbonga of, 176–77, 181, 183–86

	belief in witchcraft, 94

	in conflict with Koror, 82–89, 92–119, 117

	Kobac of, 113, 147–48, 155, 178–80, 186

	the “Midar” clan of, 199

	rescuing the Ngarchelongese chiefs from Tobi, 120–22, 125, 127, 132–38, 141–47, 151, 153–54, 165, 175–80, 186

	women of, 33–35, 37, 39, 40, 84, 94, 102, 105, 121–22, 147




	Ngerchur Island, Palau, 79, 81

	Ngeungel village, Babeldaob Island, Palau, 43

	Nigiramadalai, Louch Semelemog, 194

	“Noble Savage,” 70

	North American Review, The, 163, 200

	Nute, Benjamin H., 76, 115, 126, 144, 144n, 147, 149–60, 179, 198






	O’Connell, James F., 200, 201

	O’Connor, Peter, 2, 5

	Oami, a Ra’iatean man, 67

	odontocetes, 12n

	offshore whaling, 12–13

	oil (coconut), 35, 38, 55, 62, 131

	oil (whale), 9, 12, 15, 17, 18–20, 25–26, 81, 198, 199

	“Old Charley,” 87–89, 92–93, 96, 104–5, 112, 181–82, 186–88, 202–3

	Omoo (Melville), 15, 89n

	Omry of Ngarchelong, 113

	oral traditions, xiii, 55, 192n

	Order of the Bone, 61, 62, 97

	Oregon, 200–204, 203

	Oroolong, 59–65, 60, 64, 65, 90. See also Ulong Island

	outfitters/infitters, 21






	Pacific Advertiser, 202

	Pacific Ocean, 28

	the Caroline Islands, 46, 45–48, 47, 125, 158, 175, 195

	Guam, 7, 27

	Hawaii, 89n, 200, 202

	Henderson Island, Pitcairn, 21

	Mariana Trench’s Challenger Deep, 28

	Micronesia, 28, 28n, 35n, 198, 200

	Molluca Sea, 27

	New Guinea, 1, 29, 32, 102

	Samoa, 90

	Tahiti, 89

	Tonga, 91–93

	See also Palau




	Padilla, Francisco De, 47, 47–50

	Pahrahbooah of Tobi, 126, 151, 153–54, 161

	“painted prince, the,” 67

	Palau, xiii–xiv, 2, 6, 28–50, 29, 31

	animals of, 29–30, 30n, 189

	independence as a republic, 198

	Japanese occupation of, 195–98

	Jellyfish Lake, 30n

	Kayangel Island, 6–7, 75–77, 106

	Ngerchur Island, 79, 81

	as a paradise, 29–30, 59–60, 89, 97, 104

	population of, 32–33, 192

	the 70 Islands preserve, 31

	Sonsorol (Dongosaru) Island, 48–50, 123n

	the Southwest Islands of, 123n

	Ulong Island, 54, 54–55, 59, 60, 64, 65, 72, 138

	volcanoes/volcanic islands, 25, 29, 33

	after the wreck of the Mentor, 192–98, 193–97




	See also Babeldaob Island; Koror Island; natural resources

	Palauan culture

	canoe houses, 42, 58, 187, 195

	clothing and adornment, 35–39, 36, 38, 94, 130, 188

	glass beads as currency, 46, 86, 93

	matrilineality, 33

	nakedness of, 7–8, 35, 55, 62, 94, 121, 130, 142, 155, 173

	oral traditions of Palau, xiii, 55, 192n

	religious beliefs, 30–32, 35, 35n, 131–32, 141–42, 160, 193

	taboo/taboo houses, 35n, 141, 147

	tattooing as tradition, 7–8, 37, 37–39, 55, 67, 84, 87, 90, 94, 131

	tattoos forced upon the whalemen, 142–44, 142n, 143, 155, 164, 200

	their meeting houses (bais), 42–44, 42, 43, 58, 83, 85, 83, 130, 193

	their tools, 35, 36, 40, 43, 61, 108, 131, 142

	their villages, 32–33, 41–44, 59, 93, 104

	See also canoes




	Palauan people (and their politics), xvi–xvii, 37, 101n

	balance of power among the, 33, 57–59, 191

	as “benevolent children of nature,” 70–72

	betel nut habits of the, 33–35, 34, 40, 55, 87, 130, 174, 178

	disease spread to the, 22–23, 67, 68–69, 69, 191, 192

	early archaeology of the, 32–33, 32

	the elders (rubaks), 43, 62, 87, 98, 108

	Ibeduls of Koror, 55–65, 59–61, 63, 71–73, 84, 92, 96–104, 124, 192, 194, 199, 200. See also King George of Koror

	the “indolence” of the, 129

	lesser chiefs of Palau, 33, 40, 43, 54–55, 84–86, 89n, 93, 101, 103n, 105–15

	local politics and warfare among the, 33, 43–44, 57–59, 101, 192

	Order of the Bone, 61, 62, 97

	the role of the priestess (kerong), 86, 93–94, 107, 115

	tug of war, 125

	weapons of the, 35, 36, 76–83, 131

	See also chieftains; diplomacy; warfare




	Palmer (brig), 170

	“Panlog.” See Babeldaob Island

	Panther, xviii, 96–102, 97

	Park Street Congregational Church, Boston, 24

	“Peeter English.” See Barnard, Edward C.

	Peleliu, Battle of, 195–98, 196, 197, 198n

	Pennsylvania (schooner), 199

	pepper trade, 166–73, 167, 168, 189

	Perseus (British man-of-war), 192

	Persia (ship), 17

	Philip V of Spain, 47

	Philippines, 45–50, 46, 47, 67, 88, 136, 158, 174, 200

	Pickering, John, 158

	Pilatrê de Rozier, Francois, 68n

	Pilgrims, 9, 9n

	pilotage, 20, 174

	Pohnpei Island, Micronesia, 200

	poi, 121, 154

	Port au Prince (whaler/privateer), 91

	Portuguese Empire, 25, 51, 64–65, 97–100, 99, 102, 104, 137–38

	Potomac, 172, 172, 189

	Proctor, John, 98–100

	Pulo Anna (Puro) Island, 123n






	quadrant, 5, 74, 106, 107, 112

	Quallah Battoo (now Kuala Batèë), Sumatra, 166–72, 189

	Quarterly of the Oregon Historical Society, 201






	Raa Kook, 55–57, 62

	realpolitik, 92

	“reefing the sails,” 51, 51n

	religion. See Christianity; Palauan culture

	repatriation, 165–66, 188, 191

	rescued castaways, 21–22, 21n, 49–50, 91, 123n, 136–37, 153–55, 163–64, 176, 204

	Reynolds, Jeremiah N., 189–90

	right whales, 9n, 11, 12

	Robinson Crusoe (Defoe), 123n

	Rodman, William R., 16, 16–18, 156, 158

	Rogers, Woodes, 123, 124, 123n

	Rollins, Bartlett, 115, 136–37, 139, 144, 154, 198

	Rose, Tom, 53–54, 66

	Rotherhithe, England, 66, 69

	rubaks (elders), 43, 62, 87, 98, 108






	Sabina (Spanish merchant ship), 135–41, 144–45, 144n, 148n, 160, 163, 204

	Sagarmidar of Palau, 194

	sailing

	Black sailors, 18, 24n, 130, 146, 178, 204

	Chinese sailors, 51

	circumnavigation, 44, 44n, 165, 188

	expeditions, 44, 47–50, 67, 189–90

	the doldrums, 117

	“lay system,” 20

	Malaysian sailors, 53–54, 97n, 72, 104, 167–72

	multigenerational sailing families, 6n

	pilotage, 20, 174

	“reefing the sails,” 51, 51n

	ships of the line, 109, 109n

	shipwrecks, xiii, 1–5, 8, 52, 89, 153, 162–64

	See also navigation; whaling




	Salem, MA, 16, 87n, 157, 166, 170, 172, 189, 200

	Salem, OR, 200, 203

	Samar Island, Philippines, 45

	Samoa, 90

	sandalwood, 91

	Santisima Trinidad, 48–49

	Santo Domingo, 18, 130

	Savage, Charles, 90–91

	scrimshaw, 13

	sea cucumber (bêche-de-mer), 88, 91, 192, 192n

	Sedon, William, 4, 79, 115, 146–47

	Selkirk, Alexander, 123n

	sericulture (silk production), 200

	Serrano, Andres, 47, 50

	sextants, 5, 6, 74, 106, 107, 112

	Sharp, John, 69

	ships of the line, 109, 109n

	shipwrecks, xiii, 1–5, 8, 52, 89, 153, 162–64. See also Antelope; castaways; Mentor

	Short, Henry, 151–55

	silk production, 200

	Simpson’s Old Feather Store, Boston, 85

	slavery, 22, 24n, 67, 72, 144, 157, 164, 202

	Sledge, Eugene, 196

	smallpox, 67, 68–69, 69

	Society Islands, 90

	Somes, D. A., 136–37, 144n, 204

	Sonsorol (Dongosaru) Island, 48–50, 123n

	Soogle, 54–55, 62, 97n

	South America, 51, 123n, 172

	“South Sea Whale Fishery,” 11

	Southwest Islands, Palau, 123n

	Spain, Basque people of, 9n

	Spanish Empire, 47, 47–50, 88, 123, 192, 195

	spermaceti/sperm oil, 12–18, 13, 21, 25–26, 81, 198–99

	Spice Islands, 1n, 93

	spirit houses, 193

	spoils of war, 93, 102, 121, 139

	spoils system (US), 22

	Spy (schooner), 200

	St. Helena Island, 65

	Sumatra, Indonesia, 166–72, 189

	Surry (British ship), 21n

	Syren (whaleship), 80–82






	taboo/taboo houses, 35n, 141, 147

	Tahiti, 89

	taro, 33, 38, 80, 86, 121, 124, 124n, 127, 128, 131–33, 140–42, 149

	Tattooed Man, The (Meredith), 204

	tattoos, forced upon the whalemen, 142–44, 142n, 143, 155, 164, 200

	tattoos, traditional, 7–8, 37, 37–39, 55, 67, 84, 87, 90, 131

	Ternate (Dutch port), 26–27, 27, 93, 109, 112, 116

	Timor, Indonesia, 26, 26

	Tit of Ngarchelong, 113

	Tobi Island (now Lord North Island), 29n, 120–26, 195

	the Brittania arrives, 151–58, 152, 179

	culture of, 127–32, 128

	in fictional accounts, 204

	the hostage crew left behind, 137–45, 143, 146–50

	language of, 124–25, 133–34, 149, 160–64

	other castaways, 157–58

	the Sabina arrives, 135–41, 144–45, 144n, 148n, 160, 163, 204

	survival and death in, 132–34, 146–50

	the Vincennes arrives, xviii, 165–66, 166, 173–88

	typhoon hitting, 141




	Tocqueville, Alexis de, 23–24, 24

	Tojo, Hideki, 196

	Toluk plates, 40

	Tonga, 91–93

	trade goods

	coconuts, 80, 124, 124n, 135, 173, 179–80

	gifts, 56, 65, 96–97, 119, 186

	glass beads, 86, 92, 93

	guns/gunpowder, 57, 61, 62, 64, 71–75, 88–93, 96–107, 111–12, 176, 181, 184–85, 191–92

	iron, 46–47, 49, 124, 133–39, 144n, 149, 151, 154, 160–62, 175, 180–84, 192

	pepper, 166–73, 167, 168, 189

	sandalwood, 91

	sea cucumber (bêche-de-mer), 88, 91, 192, 192n

	See also whaling




	Tragedy of the Seas, The (Ellms), 190, 191

	Trail of Tears, 22

	Transit Reef (Pieraurou), Palau, 123n

	Triton’s Trumpet (Charonia tritonis), 83, 84

	Trust Territory of the Pacific Islands, 198

	tug of war, 125

	Two Years Before the Mast (Dana), 89n

	Typee (Melville), 15, 89n

	typhoons, 42, 141–42, 148n






	Ulong Island, Palau, 54, 54–55, 59, 60, 64, 65, 72, 138. See also Oroolong

	United Kingdom. See Britain

	United Nations, 198

	United States, 22–25

	the American factory in Canton, 155

	American prison system, 23

	American Revolution, 13, 100

	Barbary pirates, 166

	Civil War, 22

	expansion of the, 22

	Indian Removal Act, 22

	Spanish-American War, 195

	War of 1812, 13, 22




	United States South Seas Exploring Expedition of 1838–1842, 190

	US House of Representatives, 189–90

	US Navy, 189–91, 195–98, 196, 197, 198n

	the Boxer, 138

	the Potomac, 172, 172, 189

	the Vincennes, xviii, 165–66, 166, 173–88









	Vincennes, xviii, 165–66, 166, 173–88

	volcanoes/volcanic islands, 25, 29, 33

	votive ships, 180, 180n






	“Wahoo” (Oahu), 89n

	waist boats, 3, 3n

	warfare

	balance of power in Palau, 33, 57–59, 191

	canoe warfare, 39, 41, 80–83, 114–15, 167, 169–84

	as the clash of civilizations and cultures, 8, 70, 90, 101n, 109, 163, 187, 191, 201–2

	local Palauan politics and, 33, 43–44, 57–59, 101, 192

	Palauan just war theory, 101

	the spoils of war, 93, 102, 121, 139

	See also diplomacy; imperialism; specific conflicts and theatres of war




	Washington, Charles (“Old Charley”), 87–89, 92–93, 96, 104–5, 112, 181–82, 186–88, 202–3

	Western civilization

	Christianity and, 46, 62

	clothing and, 55–56, 62, 74, 76–77, 83, 85, 90, 93, 121, 138, 160–62, 186

	contact and the clash of cultures, 8, 70, 90, 101n, 109, 163, 187, 191, 201–2

	transported convicts, 89n, 200

	See also White people




	“whale off,” 10

	whales, 9, 9n

	baleen whales, 9, 9n, 12, 12n, 15–18, 20

	right whales, 9n, 11, 12

	sperm whales, 12–18, 13, 21, 25–26, 81, 198–99




	whaleships

	the Alice Knowles, 17

	the Ark, a floating brother, 16

	the Canton II, 198–99

	the Charles W. Morgan, 19

	the Dauphin, 22

	davits on, 3, 3n, 4, 12, 17

	the Essex, 21–22

	the John Bull, 200

	last surviving wooden whaleship, 19

	the Syren, 80–81, 82

	the “waist boat,” 3, 3n

	the Winslow, 138, 199

	trypots, 12–13, 17

	whaleboats on, 3–5, 10




	whaling, 9–27

	ambergris, 12–13

	American whaling industry, 13–16, 14–16

	Basque people of Spain, 9n

	blubber, 9, 11–13, 16–17, 17

	the business of, 20–21

	“chimney’s afire,” 11

	dangers of, 21–22

	drift whaling, 9

	early near-shore whaling, 10–12, 10, 11

	golden age of, 13–14

	“greasy” voyages, 20, 81, 199

	harpoons, 10–11, 10, 16, 81

	a “Nantucket sleigh ride,” 11

	offshore whaling, 12–13

	spermaceti/sperm oil, 12–18, 13, 21, 25–26, 81, 198–99

	whale oil, 9, 12, 15, 17, 18–20, 25–26, 81, 198, 199




	Whippey, David, 91

	White people, 18, 55, 72, 84, 89n, 94, 125, 134, 155, 201

	enslaved, 72, 144, 157, 164, 202




	“going native,” 62, 89–90

	repatriation of, 165–66, 188, 191

	White men taking Palauan wives, 89, 96, 104n, 179, 199

	See also beachcombers; castaways; Western civilization




	Wilbur, Deborah, 199

	Wilkes, Charles, 190

	Williams, John (missionary), 90

	Wilson, Henry, 51–73, 51, 59, 90, 92, 96–97, 138, 173–74

	Wilson, Matthias, 55–57

	Winslow (whaleship), 138, 199

	With the Old Breed (Sledge), 196

	women

	the Ark, a floating brothel, 16

	female convicts going to/from Australia, 200

	female tattooists, 142

	native “women’s money,” 40

	the Ibedul of Koror’s wife, 63

	of Ngarchelong, 84, 94, 102, 105, 121–22, 147

	of Palau, 33–35, 37, 39, 40

	of the Philippines, 45

	taboo/taboo houses for, 35n, 141, 147

	of Tobi, 129, 130, 147

	White men taking Palauan wives, 89, 96, 104n, 179, 199




	Woodbury, Levi, 138

	World War I, 195

	World War II, 42, 195–98






	Yarris (deity), 131–32, 142, 160






	Zanzibar, 26









About the Author



Eric Jay Dolin is the author of seventeen books, including Leviathan: The History of Whaling in America; A Furious Sky: The Five-Hundred-Year History of America’s Hurricanes; Black Flags, Blue Waters: The Epic History of America’s Most Notorious Pirates; Rebels at Sea: Privateering in the American Revolution; and Left for Dead: Shipwreck, Treachery, and Survival at the Edge of the World. His books have won many awards including the Fraunces Tavern Museum Book Award; New England Historical Association’s James P. Hanlan Book Award; New Bedford Whaling Museum’s L. Byrne Waterman Book Award; John Lyman Award for U.S. Maritime History; National Society Daughters of the American Revolution Excellence in American History Book Award for Adult Nonfiction; Outdoor Writers Association of America Book Award; and the Samuel Eliot Morison Book Award for Naval Literature. Many of his books have been chosen as “must reads” by the Massachusetts Center for the Book. Other honors his books have garnered include being chosen as a finalist for the Kirkus Prize, and as one of the best books of the year by The Los Angeles Times, The Boston Globe, The Washington Post, Kirkus Reviews, Library Journal, and Booklist. Dolin lives in Marblehead, Massachusetts, with his family. For more information, please see www.ericjaydolin.com.







Also by Eric Jay Dolin

Left for Dead: Shipwreck, Treachery, and Survival at the Edge of the World

Rebels at Sea: Privateering in the American Revolution

A Furious Sky: The Five-Hundred-Year History of America’s Hurricanes

Black Flags, Blue Waters: The Epic History of America’s Most Notorious Pirates

Brilliant Beacons: A History of the American Lighthouse

When America First Met China: An Exotic History of Tea, Drugs, and Money in the Age of Sail

Fur, Fortune, and Empire: The Epic History of the Fur Trade in America

Leviathan: The History of Whaling in America

Political Waters

Snakehead: A Fish out of Water

Smithsonian Book of National Wildlife Refuges





Copyright © 2026 by Eric Jay Dolin

All rights reserved

First Edition

No portion of this work is authorized for reproduction, storage in a retrieval system, or transmission by any means in any form, and all text, images, and data herein contained are expressly excluded from use in any machine learning, artificial intelligence training, or data mining activity, absent prior written permission. The publisher waives no rights under domestic or international law and expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining exception pursuant to Article 4(3) of the European Union Digital Single Market Directive 2019\790.

For information about permission to reproduce selections from this book, write to Permissions, Liveright Publishing Corporation, a division of W. W. Norton & Company, Inc., 500 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 10110

For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact W. W. Norton Special Sales at specialsales@wwnorton.com or 800-233-4830

Book design by Barbara M. Bachman

Production manager: Anna Oler

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available

ISBN: 978-1-324-09632-0

ISBN: 978-1-324-09633-7 (e-books)

Liveright Publishing Corporation

500 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 10110

www.wwnorton.com

W. W. Norton & Company Ltd.

15 Carlisle Street, London W1D 3BS

Authorized EU representative:

EAS, Mustamäe tee 50, 10621 Tallinn, Estonia




Extended image description 1

[image: ]

The map includes clusters of small islands arranged across the page with curved island chains extending through the region. A label identifies Panlog as Babeldaob. Additional labels mark various islands across the area. The text at the bottom reads Carte Des Nouvelles Philippines and Kaart Der Nieuwe Philippynsche Eylanden.
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The map presents a wide spread of islands forming the Insulae Palaos across the central area, with Panlog marking a large northern island identified with Babeldaob. Archipelagus S Lazari extends across the lower central region while Terra dos Papous marks land along the southern edge. Additional island groups of the Carolinas are arranged in curved chains across the surrounding waters, with the Philippine Islands shown along the western side.

Navigate back to the page.
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