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worship. They kissed their chieftain’s hands, they embraced his 

feet and raised such loud and joyous shouts that the simple 

islanders puzzled yet over-awed supposed all they saw to be signs 

. of the devoutest adoration. “ Turey; turey!” they cried again. 

“He is heaven-sent.” And then they, too, prostrated themselves 

in adoration. 7, : 
Who were these pale-faced visitors who had come in such a 

startling way across the eastern sea? Not for years could the red 

Americans into whose lands they came understand who they were 

or why they had visited them, although they learned, all too soon, 

that there was little about the new comers that was godlike or 

heavenly. The pale-faced strangers deceived and ill-treated the 

simple natives from the first and for four hundred years the red- 
men of America have known little but bad faith and ill-treatment 

‘at the hands of the white. 
~ But we who have heard the story again and again know who 
were these white visitors to Guanahani and from whence they 

came. For the leader of that brilliant throng that knelt in thank- 

fulness upon the Bahama sand—this chieftain, whose followers 

clustered about him and raised applauding shouts while he took 
possession of the new-found land in the name and by the authority 

of Ferdinand and Isabella, king and queen of Spain — this scarlet- 

mantled captain. whom the wondering natives worshiped as a 
god, was that Christopher Columbus, the wool-comber’s son, the 
enthusiast whom men had laughed at as a madman and a “crank,” 

the patient, persistent Italian adventurer who was now because of 

his great discovery owner of one tenth part of all the riches he 
should find, Lord Admiral of all the waters into which he should 

- sail and viceroy of all the lands of this New Spain upon whose 
sunny shores he had set foot. “I have found Cathay,” he cried. 

It was a glorious ending to long years of toil and struggle. 

It was the realization of a life-long dream, first dimly conceived by 

him in his boyhood days at Genoa. With firm and unwavering


